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COMEDIES, 
HISTORIES: 


AND 


TRAGEDIES, 


Publithed according to the true Original Copies, 


Unto which isadded, SEVEN 


Never before Printed in Folio: 
. V 1S 


_ Pericles Prince of Tyre, —S\(Sir Fohn Oldcaftle Lord Cobham, 
The London Prodigal. The Puritan Widow. 
The Hiftory of Zhomas Lord { )A York fhire Tragedy. 
Crommel, The Tragedy of Locrine, 


The Fourth Edition. 


Printed for H. Herringman, E. Bremfler,and R. Bentley, at the Anchorin the 
New Exchange, the Crane in St. Pauls Church-Yard, and in 
Ruffel-Swreet Covent-Garden. 1 6 8 5. + 
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To the moft Noble and Incomparable pair of Brethren, 


William Earl of Pembroke, &c. 
| Lord Chamberlain the Kings moft Excellent Mayetty ; 


AND 


Philtp E. of Montgomery, &c. 


Gentleman to_his Majefties Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moft Noble 
rder of ‘the Garter, and our fingular good LOR D S, 


4 PRR 9 - 


Right Honourable, 


HILST we ftudy to be thankful in our particular, for the many 
Favours we have received from your L. L. we are faln upon the 


ill fortune, to mingle two the moft diverfe things that can be: 
fear, and rathnefs, in the enterprife, and fear of the fuccefs: For, 
when we value the places your H. H. fuftain, we cannot but know their dignity 
greater, than to defcend to the reading of thefe trifles : 


an d ‘while we name them 
trifles, we have depriv’d our felves of the defence of our Dedication. But fince 


your L L. have been pleas‘d to think thefe trifles {o; 


omething heretofore, and have 
profecuted both them, and their Author living, with fo much favour : we hope, 


(that they out living him, and he not having the fate, common with fome, to 
be Executor to his own writings ) you will ufe the fame indulgence toward them 
3 


you have done unto their parent. There is a great difference, whether any Book 


chufe his Patrons, or find’them: This hath done both: For, fo muchwere your 
LL. likings of the feveral parts, when they were Acted, as before they were pub- 
lifhed, the Volume ask’d to be yours. We have but collected them, and done 
| an office to the dead, to procure his Orphans, Guradians ; without 


| 


ambition 
J either of felf-profit, or fame: only to keep the memory of fo worthy a Friend 
j and Fellow alive, as was our Shakefpear, by humble offer of his Plays, to your 


moft Noble Patronage: Wherein as we have juttly obferved, no man t 
| near your L. L. but with a kind of religious addrefs; it hath been the height off 
our care, who are the Prefenters, to make the Prefent worthy of your H. H. by the 
Perfection: But there we mutt alfo crave our abilitiesto be confidered, my Lords.| oo 
@ | We cannot go beyond our own powers : Countrey hands reach forch Milk ¥ 
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Cream, Fruits, or what they have: and many Nations (we have heard ) that had 
not Gums and Incenfe, obtained their requetts witha leavened Cake; it was no} 
fault to approach their gods, by what means they could: And the moft, choush| 

things, are made precious, when they are dedicated to Temples. ial ied 
therefore, we moft humbly confecrate to your H. H. thefe Remains of : st 
your fervant 5 hake{pear 5 that what delight is in them, may be ever your Li L. these; 
his, and the faults ours, if any be committed by a pair fo careful to fhew 


‘tude both to the living, and the dead, ass 


meaneft of 
that. name 


| putation 
their grat 


Tour Lordbips moft bounden, 


JOHN HEMINGE, 


HENRY CONDELL 


| 

| : | 
TO THE | 
| 


Great Variety 


OF 


READERS, 


ROM the moftable, to him that can but fpell. There you are numbred. VVe had rather ycu 
weremeich'd. FEjpecially, when the fate of all Books depends upon your capacities : and not of 
your heads alone, but of your Purfés. Well, it is now publick, and you will ftand for your privi- 
ledges, wekvow: to read, and cenfure. Do fo, but buy it firft 5 that doth beft commend a 
Boook, the Stationer fays. Then how odd foever your brains be, or ycur wifdoms, make gour 

filence the fame, and {pare not. FJudg your fix-penny worth, your fhillings« worth, your five frillings-worth 
at a time, or higher, fo you rife to the just rates, and welcome. But, whatever you do, Buy. Cenjure will 
not drive a trade, nor makethe Jack go. And tho you be a Mazifirate of Wit, and fit on the ftage at 
Black-Fryers, or the Cock-pit, to arraign Plays daily 5 know, thefe Plays have had their tryal already, 
and ftood out all Appeals 5 and do now come forth quitted rather by a Decree of Court, than any pur- 
chas'd Letters of Comendation. 

It had been a thing,we confe{s,worthy to have been wifbed,that theAuthor himfelf had lived to have fet forth, 
and overfeen bis ownWeitings;But finceit hath been ordain'dotherwife,and he by death departed from that 
right,we pray you do not envy his Friends the office of their care and pain,te have colleed and publifhed thems 
and fo to have publifh'd them, as where (before) you were abus'd with divers {toln and furreptitious Copies, 
maimed and deformed by the frauds and flealths ofinjurioustmpottors, that expos’d them: even thofe, are now 
offered to your view cured, and perfeE of their limbs; and all the reft, abfolute in their numbers as he con- 
ceived them. Who, as he was a happy imitator of Nature, was a moft gentle exprefler of it. His mind 
and hand went together: And what he thought, he uttered with that cafine/s, that we havefearce received 
from him a blot in bis Papers. But it is not our Province, who only gather bis Works, and give them 
you to praife him. It és yours that read him. And there we hope, to your divers capacities, you will find 
exough, both to draw, and hold you : forhis wit can no more lie hid, than it could be loft. Read him. 
therefore , again and again: Andif then you do not like him, furely you are in fome manife/t danger, not 
tounderftand him. And fo we leave you to other of his Friends, who, if you need, can be your guides : if 
you need thems not, you can lead your felves, and others. And fuch Readers we wifh him. 


j. Heminge: 
H. Condell. 
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To the Memory of the deceafed Author|To the Memory of my beloved, the Au- 
: Me. WILLLAM SHAKESPEAR. thor, Mr. William Shakefpear ; And 
; what he hath left us. 


CN Hahefpear, atlength thy sous Fellows give | 
Sy sgt f ihe Works thy Works, by O draw no envy ( Shakefpeaw ). on thy 
which, out: live Name, age 
hy Tomb, thy Name mutt: -when that ffove| Am thus ample tothy Boos and Fame ; 
“is rent /\VVhile I confefs thy sad to be mee ‘ 
4 Time diffolves thy Stratford Monument, As neither Maz nor Mufe can pratie t00 much. 
eee thal ce he ill. This Book, |’Tistrue, and all mens fuffrage. But thefe ways 
When Brafs and Marble fade, (hall make thee look} Were not the paths I meant unto thy praife: 


eee aiathaiin 


all Ages: when Pofterit For feelieft Ignorance on thefe may light, 
or ie hat’ new, think iis prodigy Which, when it founds at beft,but eccho srights | 
That is not Shakefpear’s 5 evry Line, each Verfe| Or blind Affedion, which doth nere acvance 
Here {hall revive, redeem thee from thy Herfe. The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chawees | 
Nor Fire, nor cankring Age, as Nafo {aid, Or crafty malice, might pretend this praile, ) 
Of bis, thy wit-fraught Book (hall once invade. | And think to ruin where it feem’d to raife. 
{ Nor (hall I ere believe, or think thee dead Thefe are, as fome infamous Bawd, or Whore, 
(Tho mift ) until our bankrout Stage be {ped Should praife.a Matron. What could burt her 
\( Impoffible ) with fome new {train vout-do more ? 


‘But thou art proof againft them, amd indeed 
Above th’ ill fortune of them, or the need. | 
I therefore will begia. Soul of the Age ! 
The applaufe I delight ! the wonder of our 
Stage! 
My Shakefpear rife; I will not lodg thee by 
Chancer, or Spenfer, or bid Beaumont lie 
A litele further, to make thee a room: 
Thou art a Monument without a Tomb, 
And art alive ftill, while thy Book doth live, 
And we have wits to read, and praife to give, 
That I not mix thee {o,my brain excufes 5 
I mean with great, but difproportion’d Mufes : 
For if I thought my judgment were of years, 
I fhould) commit. thee furely with thy Peers, 
‘And tell how far thou didft our Lily out-{hine, | 
| Or fporting Kid, or Marlow’s mighty Line. 
‘And tho thou badft fmali Latine, and lefts Greek, 
From thence tohonour thee, I would not feck 
For names; but call forth thund’ring /E/chylus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 
Pacuvins,Accius, him of Cordova dead, 
To live again, to hear thy Pushin tread, 
And fhake aStage : Or, when thy Socks were on, 
Leave thee alone for the comparifon 
Of all, that infolent Greece, or haughty Rome} 
Sent forth, or fincedid from their afhes come. 
Triumph, my Britaix, thou halt one to fhow,} 
To whom all Scenes of Europe homage owe.|: 
He was not of an age, but for all tiwe ! 
And all the Mujes, {till were intheir prime,} 


Paffions of ‘Fulict, and her Rowseo 5 
1 Or till I hear a Scene more nobly take, 
| Than when thy half fword parlying Yeomans {pake. 
Till thefe, till any of thy Volumes reft 
Shall with more fire, more fecling be expreft, 
Be fure, our Shake/pear, thou cant never die, 
But crown'd with Lawrel, live eternally. 
L. Digges. 


Upon the Effigies of my worthy Friend 
the Author, Mr. W. Shakefpear, and 
his Works. 


a this Lifes Shadow, is to fee 
—) The truer Image and a livélier he 

Turn Reader. “But, obferve his Comick vain, 
Laugh, and proceed next toa Tragick ftrain, — 
Then weep 3 $0 when thou find’{t two contraries, 
Two different pafltons from thy rapt foul rife, 
Say, ( who alone effc& fuch wonders:could ) 
Rare Shakefpedr to the life thou doft behold. 


To the Memory of Mr: W. Shakefpear. 
E wonder ¢ Shake/pear ) that thou went'ft 


fo foon, : When like Apollo he came forth to warm 
From the Worlds-Stage, to the Graves-Tyring-| Our ear’, orlike a Mercury to charm! 
room. 


Nature her {elf was proud of his defigns, 
And joy’d to wearthe drefling of his Lines! 
Which were fo richly fpun, and wov’n fo fit 
As, fince , fhe will vouchfafe no other wit 
The merry Greek, tart Ariftophanes, 
eat Lerenee, witty Plautus : 

But antiquated, and ccterred lie ——— 
Asthey were not of Natures family. 


1 pre thought thee dead, but this thy Printed worth 
Tells thy Spectators, that thou went’ftbut forth 
1 To enter with applaufe. An Adors Art, 

Can dye, and live, to a a fecond Part. 

That’s but ap Exit of Mortality 5 

This, 2 Re-entrance toa Plandite. 


Yett 


Yet muft U not give Nature all: Thy Aré, 
My gentle Shakefpear mult enjoy a part. 
For tho the Poets matter Nature be, 
His Art doth give the Fafbion. And, that hes 
Who calts to write aliving Jive, mult fweat, 
Such as thine are ) and ftrike the fecond heat 
Upon the Mu/es Anvile: turn the fame, 
( Andhimfelf with it ) that he thinks to frame; 
Or for the Lawrel, he may gain a fcorn, 
For agood Poet's made, as well as born. 
And fuch wert thou. Look how the Fathers face 
Lives in his Iffue, even fo the race 
Of Shakefpear’s mind, and manners brightly fhines 
Ia his well turned, and true filed lines: 
In each of which, he feems to fhake a Lance, 
As brandifh’t at the eyes of Ignorance. 
Sweet Swan of Avon! what a fight it were 
To fee thee in our water yet appear, 
And makethofe flights upon the Banks of Thames, 
That fodid take Eliza, and our Fames ! 
But ftay, [fee thee in the Hemi/phere 
Advance'd, and made a Conftellation there ! 
Shine forth, thou Star of Poets, and with rage, 
~ Orinfluence, chide, or chear the drooping Stage, 
Which, fince thy flight from hence, hath mourn’d 
like night, 
And defpairs day, but for thy Volumes light. 


BEN. ROHNSON. 


On worthy Mr. Shake/pear, and his 
Poems. 


Mind refleting ages paft, whofe clear 
And equal furface can make things appear 

Diftant a Thoufand years, and reprefent 

Them in their lively colours juft extent. 

To outrun hefty Time, retrieve the Fates, 

Rowl back the Heavens, blow ope the [ron Gates 
Of Death and Lethe, where ( confufed ) lie 
Great heaps of ruinous Mortality. 

In that deep dusky dungeon to difcern 

A Royal Ghoft from Churls 5 By art to learn 

The Phyfiognomy of thades , and give 

Them fudden birth, wondring how oft they live. 
What flory coldly tells, what Poets fain 
At fecond hand and ‘Pi&ure, without brain 

| Senfelefi and foullefsjhows. Togive a Stage 

| ( Ample aud true with life ) voice, action, age, 
|As Plato’s year, and new Scene of the world, 
Them unto us, or usto them had hurl'd. 

Toraife our ancient Soveraigns fedin their Herfe, 
Make Kings his Subjects, by exchanging ver/e 
Enlive their pale trunks, that the prefent age 
Joys in their joy, and trembles at their rage : 
| Yet fo to temper paflion, that our ears 
Take pleafureintheir pain; and eyes in tears 

Both weep and fimile, fearful at plotsfo fad, 

Then laughing at our fear; abus’d and glad 

To be abus'd, affected with that truth 

Which we perceive is fal/e 5 pleas in that truth 
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| At which we ftart 5 and by elaborate play 
Tortur'd and tickled 5 by acrab-like way 
Time pa{t made paftime, and in ugly fort 
Difgorging up his, ravine for our {port 
While the Piebeian Imp from lofty throne, 
Creates and rules a world, and works upon 


Mankind by fecret engines ; Now to mové 
A chilling pity,then a rigorous love: 
To ftrike up, and ftroak down, both Foy add Tre, | 
To fteer th’ affections 5 and by heavenly fire 
Mould usanew. Stoln from our felves——— 
This and much more which cannot be expreft, 
But by himself, his tongue, and his own breaf?, 
Was Shakefpear's freehold, which his cunning 
brain 
Improv'd by favour of the wixefold train. 
The Buskin’d Mufe, the Comick Queen, the grand 
And louder toe of Clio; nimble hand, 
And nimbler foot of the melodious pair, 
The Silver voiced Ladys the moft fair 
Calliope, whofe {peaking filence daunts, 
And fhe whofe praife the heavenly body chaunts. 
Thefe jointly woo'd him, envying one another 
( Obey’d by all as Spoufe, but -lov’d as brother ) 
Andwrought a curious robe of fable grave, 
Freth, green, and pleafant yellow, red moft brave, 
And conftant blew, rich purple, guiltlef white, 
The lowly Ruffet, andthe Scarlet bright 5 
Branch’t and embroidered like the painted Spring 
Bach leaf match’d with a Flower, and each firing 
OF golden wire, each line of filk; thererun 
Italian works whofe thred the Sifters fpun 5 
And there did fing, or feem to fing, the choice 
Birds of a forreign note, and various voice. 
Here hangs a wmofféy Rocks there plays a fair 
But chiding Fountain purled : Not the air, 
Nor Clouds, nor Thunder, but were living drawn, 
Not out of common Tiffzny or Lawn, 
But fine materials, which the Mufes know, 
And only know the Countries where they grow. 
Now when. they could no longer him enjoy 
In mortal garments pent 5 death may defiroy 
They fay his body, but his Verfe fhall live 
And more than Naturetakes, our hands fhall-give. | 
In a lefs Volume, but. more ftrongly bound 
Shakefpear fhall breathe and peak, with Lawrel 
cromnd 
Which never fades. Fed with Ambrofian meat, 
In a well-lined Velture rich and neat 
So with this Robethey cloathe him, bid him 
wear it, 
For time fhall never flain, nor envy tear it. 
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The friendly Admirer of his 
Endowments, 


9. M.S. 
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On the admirable Dramatick Poet, 
WILLIAM SHAK ESPE A Kk. 
i 


“Hat need my Shakefpear for his honour’d | For whilft toth’ fhame of flow-endeavouring Art, 
bones, Thy eafie numbers flow , and that each part, 
The labour of an Agé, in piled {tones, Hath from the leaves of thy unvalved Book , 
Or that his hallow’d Reliques {hould be hid | Thofe Delphick Lines with deep Impreflion took. 
Under a Starry-pointing Pyramid ? Then thou our fancy of her {lf bereaving , 
Dear Son of Memory, great Heir of Fame, Dott make us Marble with too much conceiving, 
What needtt thou fuch dull witnefsof thy Name? | And fo Sepuleber'd in fuch pomp doft lie, 
Thou in our wonder and aftonifhment That Kings for fuch a Tomb would wifh to die. 


Hatt builethy (elf a lafting Monument - 


Upon the Lines and Life of the Famous Scenick Poet 


Ms WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR. 


Hofe hands, which you fo clapt, go NOW and | Which crown’d him Poet frft, then Poets King. 
wring, : If Tragedies might any Prologue have, 
| You Britains brave ; for done are Shake/pear's days 5} All thofe he made, would {carce make one to this 5 
His days aredone, that made the dainty Plays, | VVhere Fame, now that he gone is tothe Grave 
Which made the Globe of Heav’n and Earthto}( Deaths publick Tyring-houfe ) the Nanecius is. 
cs sn iin, dev’ to the Thefpian Soria “8 though his ah of Life went foon about, 
ry'd is that Vein, dry’d 1s the efpian Spring, | : t of bis Li 
Tum'd all to tears, a Phebus Clouds his Rays 5 Ser re OF tee ais 
That Corps, that Coffin now beftick thofe Bays,| . Hugh Holland. 
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The Works of WILLIAM SHAKE SP EAR; containing all | i. Cobpesde 
Hiftories, and Tragedies 5 Truly fet forth according to their jirft aes, canes 


The Names of the principal Afors inall thefe Plays: 


\ K T Illiam Shakefpear. Samuel Gilburn, 
Richard Burbage. Robert Armin, 
ohn Hemmirgs. William Oftler. 


ait Philipte Nathan Field. 
ugustine P Fobn Underwood. 


William Kempt- a 

Thomas Poope. Nicholas Tooly. 

George Bryan. William Ecclestone. 
Fofeph Taylor. 


William Slye. Rotert Benfield. 
‘Richard Cow!y. Robert Gorge. 
John Lowine. Richard Robinfon. 
Samuel Crofs. | ‘ohn Shanke. 

| John Rice. 


Alexander Cook. 


A Catalogue of all the Comedies, Hiftories, and Tragedies contained in this Book 
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Atlus Printus. 
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A tempeftuous noife of Thunder and Lightning heard: ‘Enter 
Ship-mafter and a Botejw ain. 


M after, 

NA, Otefwain. . 
Bote/. Here Mafter: Whatcheer? 
Maft. Good: Speaktoth’? Mariners: 
fall too’t, yarely, or we run our felves 

a-ground, bettir, beftir. Exit: 


Enter Mariners. 
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Scena Prima. 


An, We are meerly cheated of our lives by Drunkards, 
This wide-chopt rafcal, would thou migh?ft lie drowning 
the wafhing of ten Tides. 

Ginz.. He’l be hang’d yet, 

Though every drop of water fware againit it, 
And prea’ wid’it co glut him. 
| Mercy on us 
We fplit, we fplit: Farewell my wie and. childfén, 
Farewell brother: we fplit, we (slit, we fplit. 
| Ath. Let’s all fink witht Sing, 
L save of hink Exit 
| Gonz. Now would I give a thoufand furlongs of Sea for 
) 


AA conf ‘ufed noife within. 


er’s e 
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Betef. Hey my hearts, cheerly my | an Acre of barre n ground; Lon heath, hrown firs, any § 
; y ; 
hearts: yare, yare: “Tak e inthe top-fail: tend to th’ Ma-| thing; the wills above be done, but I b would fain die a dry 
fter’s whiltle:Blowntill the deakvcnst coke wind,if room enough. | death, 
Enter Alonfo, Sebaflian, Anthonio, Ferdinando, 
Gowzalo, and others. See aM 
cefwain have care: where’sthe Matter’? 
Alon. Good Borefwain have c re sthe Mal Grong Secunda: 
Play the men. wid 
Bote). 1 pray now keep below. Ms. Enter Profpero and Miranda, 
Auth. Where Is the Mafter; Bofon? 


Botef. Do.yow not hear hime? You mar our labotr:: 
Keep your Cabins : yourdo afliftthe ftornm. 

Gonz. Nay, good be ee. 

Botef- When the Sea is: hence: what cares the(e Roa- 
=rsfor the Name of King? to Cabine filence :. trouble 


wyt 


Good, yet remember whom thow haft aboard. 
N ‘hat I more love than my felfi Yow area 
‘ou can command: thel@ Elements to'fi- 

veace of tHe prefént, wewill not hand 
ufe.your Authority: sig you €annot, give 
you have liv'd fo long, and make your felf ready | 


a 


bye, 


Miras Jf by your Art (my dearett father) you havé 
| Put the wild waters in this Rore, allay chem : 

The sky it feems would pour down  ftinking pitch, 
But that the Sea, mounting to the 
Dafhes the fire out. Oh! i have 
| With thofe thacl faw fuffer: A,bre 
(Whohad, nodouht, fome noble creature in her) 
Dath?d all to pieces: Oh} thecry did knock 
Againft my very heart: poor fouls, they perifh’d, 
Had I been any God of power, I would 

Have fiink the Sea within the Earth, orere 

It fhould the good Ship fo have {wallow’d, and 


welkins cheek, 
faligrest 
Veflel 


Vv 


Cabine for the mifchance of the hour, if it foh: 1p. 
ecetly good hearts: out of our way Ifay. Exit. 
| have great comfort from this fellow :. methinks 
he hath‘no drowning markupon him; his complexion is | 
perfect Gallows: ftand:faft good Fate ro his hanging ; | 

make the Rope of his deftiny our Cable, for our own | 


doth fittle advantage: if hebe not born tobe hang’d,out | 
cafe is miferable. 


Gon. 


Kitt. 
wag? 
: yare; lower, lower; 


Eater Botef2wain: 
Bote(? Down with the top-Maft 


| No more amazement: 


| | have done nothing but in care of thee 
| €OF thee n 


3 | OF whence lam ; 


| The fr raughting Souls within her. 
Prof, Be collected : 


Tell your pit 


cous heart; 
There’s no harm done. 

Mira. O wo, the day. 

Prof: No harm. 
ry dear one, thee my Daughter) wha 
Artignorant of what thowart, “nought knowing 
nor that lam more betteg . 


bring her to try with: Main-courie. A plague—- 

A cry within. Enter Sebaftian, -Anthonio: avd-Gonzalo, 
upon this howling :: they are louder than the weather. or 
our office :: Yet:again 2° What do you here ? Shall we give | 
o’re and drown? Have you a mind to fink ? 

Sebaf. A pox o’ your throat, yowbawling; blafphe 
incharitable Dog. 

Bore? Work you then. 

Anth. Hang Cur, hang, you whorefon infolent Noifé- 
maker; we are lefs‘afraid to be drown’d than thon art. 

Genz . Tle w varrant him fordrowning, though the Shi; sio| 
were nodironger than a Nuc-fhell, and asleaky-as.an ui -| 
ftanched wench. 


Botef. Lay her a hold, 

Sea again, lay her off. 
Enter Mariners wet. 

Mar. Alliott; ‘to prayers, to prayers, -afl loft. 

Bote/- What myft our mouths be cold ? 

Gon. ‘The King and Prince at prayers, 
for our cafe is as thei rs 

Seba/. Vm out of patience, 


ous, 


ahold; fer-her two courfes off to | 


| 


lét’s affi them, 


[- The very virtueéof compaflion in thee, 


| Than Prifpero; Matter of a fall poor Cell; 
And thy no greater Father. 

Mira. More to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts, 


Prof. *Tis true . 
LT ie idinform thee farther: Lend thy hand 
And pluck my Magick garment from me ; So, 


| Ly mE my Art: i ie thine eyes, have comfort 


Th edirefal fpectacle of the wrack, which tonch’d 


[ have with fueh Daigo ra lion in mine Art 
So fafely ordered, that there is no foul, 
Nonot fo much perdition as an hair 
Betide to any creature ifthe Veffel 
Which thou heard’ft cry, which thou faw’ft fink 2 
Sit down, for thou mr ft now know farther: 
Mira. You have. often 
Begun totell me whatlam, but ftopt, 
And leftme to the boorléfs igquifition, 
Concluding, ftay.: not yet, 
Prof, The hour’s naw come, 
A 


j : eS ee 


Obey, and be atrentive. Canft thou remember 
A time before we came unto this Cell? 
I do not think thou canft, for then thou was’t not 
Out three years old. : 
Mira: Certainly, Sir, I can. 
Prof By what? by any other houfe, or perfon? 


Of anv thing the Image, tefl me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 
Mira. Vis far off 5 
And rather like adream than an affurance 
That my remembrance warrants : Had { not 
Four or five women once that tended me ? A 
Prof Thou hadft, and more, Miranda: But how 1s it 
That thislivesin thy mind? What {eeft chou elfe 
in the dark backward and Abyfine of Time? 
If thou remembreft ought ere thou cam’ft here, 
How thou cam’ft here thou may ft. 
Mira. Batthat! do not. 
Prof. Twelve year fince (Miranda). twelve year fince 
Thy Father was the Duke of Millain, and 
A Prince of Power. 
Mira. Sir, are not you my Father ? 
Prof. Thy Mother was a piece of Virtue, and 
She (aid thou waft my Daughter, and thy Father 
s'as Duke of Adillai, and his only heir : 
And Princes ; no worfe iffued. 
Mira. O the Heavens, 
What foul play had we that we came from thence? 
Or blefied wast we did ? 
Prof Both, both my Girl: 
By foul play (asthou fayeft) were we heaved thence, 
But bleffedly holp hither. 
Mira, O my heart bleeds 
To thinko’ th’ teene that I have turn’d you to, 
Which is from my remembrance : pleafe you, farther. 
Prof. My Brother and thy Uncle, call’d Anthonio: 
[pray thee mark me, that a brother fhould 
Be fo perfidious: he, whom next thy felf 
Of all the world I lov’d, and co him put 
The manage of my ftate, as at that time. 
Through ail the fignories it was the firft, 
And Profpero the prime Duke, being fo reputed 
In dignity ; and for the Liberal Arts, 
Without a parallel ; thofe being all my ftudy 5 
The Government J caft upon my brother, 
And to my ftate grew ftranger, being tranfported 
And rapt in fecret ftudies, thy falfe Uncle 
(Doft thou attend) ? 
Mira. Sir, moft heedfully. 
Prof, Being once perfected how to grant fuits, 
How to deny them : whom t’ advance, and whom 
To trath for over-topping; new created 
The creatures that were mine,|fay,ot chang’d’em, 
Or elle new form'd’em ; having hoth the key 
Of Officér and Office, fet all hearts o’ th’ ftate 
To what tune pleas’d his Ear, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunk, ’ 
And fack’t my verdure out on't: ‘Thou attend’ft not ? 
Mira. O good Sir, Ido. 
Prof. 1 pray theemark me: 
{ thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To clofenefs, and the bettering of my mind 
With that which buc by being retired 
Ore-priz’d all popular rate:in my falfe brother 
Awak’d anevil Nature, and my truft, 
Like a good parent, did beget of him 
A falfhiood in its contrary, as great 
As my truft was, which had indeed no limit, 
A confidence fans bonnd. He being thus Lorded 
Not only with what my Revenue yielded, 
But what my power mightelfe exact. Like one 
Who having into truth, by telling of it, 
Made fuch a finner of his Memory 
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om ap es, : ?To credit his own lie, hedid believe 
ery minute bids thee ope thine ear e 3 2 asses P 3 faa 
The very t ; ' He wasindeed the Duke, out o’ th? Subftitution 


And executing th’ outward face of Royalty 
With all prerogative : hence his Ambition growing : 
Doft thou hear? 
Mira. Your tale, Sir, would cure deafnefs. 
Prof. To haveno Screen between this part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for, he needs will be 
Abfolute Millain ; Me (poor man) my Library 
Was Dukedom large enough: Of temporal Royalties 
He thinks me now incapable. Confederates 
(So. dry he was. for fway) with King of Naples 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage, 
Subject his Coronet to his Crown, and bend 
The Dukedom yet unbowed (alas poor Millain') 
To much ignoble ftooping. 
Mira. Oh the heavens ? 
Prof: Mark his condition, and th’ event, then tell me 
If this might be a brother. 
Mira. \ fhould fin 
To think but Nobly of my Grand-mother ; 
| Good wombs have born bad fons. 
Fro. Now the condition: 
This King of Naples being an Enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s fuit, 
Which was, That he in lieu o’ th’ premifes, . 
Of homage, and I know not how much tribute, 
Should prefently extirpate me and mine 
| Outof the Dukedom, and confer fair Millain 
With all the honours, on my brother: Whereon 
A treacherous Army levied, one mid-night 
Fated to th’? purpofe, did Anthonio open 
The gates of Millain,and i’th’ dead of darknefs 
The Minifters for th’ purpofe hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying felf 
Mir. Alack for pity: 
[ not remembring how I cry’d out then 
Will cry it o’re again: itis a hint 
That wrings mine eyes to’t. 
Pro. Hear a little further, 
| And then ’le bring thee to the prefent bufinefs 
VVhich now’s upon’s, without the which this ftory 
V Vere moft impertinent. 
Mir. VVherefore did they not 
That hour deftroy us ? 
Pro. VVeli demanded, wench: 
My tale provokes that queftion: Dear, they durft nor; 
So dear the love my people bore me: nor fet ; 
A mark fo bloody on the bufinefs 5 but 
VVith colours fairer painted their foul ends. 
In few, they hurried us aboard a Bark, 
Bore us fome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carcafs of a But, not rigg’d, 
Nor tackle, nor fail, nor maft; the very Rats 
Inftinctively have quit it: ‘There they hoift us 
Yo cry toth’ Sea that roar’d to us; tofigh 
Toth’ Winds, whofe pity fighing back again 
Did us but loving wrong. 
Mir. Alack ! what trouble 
Was | then to you? 
Pro. O! aCherubim 
fied wih eltorieadettam heaven, cca 
é aven, 
Gre see Sea wih crop 
ur groan’d, which rais’d in me 
An undergoing ftomach, to bear up 
Againit what fhould enfiie, 
Mir. How came we afhore? 
Pro. By providence divine; 
Some food We had, and fome frefh water, that 
a noble Neapolitan Gonzalo, . 
os a 
Rich garments, linnens eh 
g . ns, ftufis, and neceflaries 


Which 


IR | 
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Which fince have fteeded much, fo of his gentlenefs 
Knowing Ilov’d my Books, he farnith’ d me 
From mine own Libr ary, with volumes, that 
] prize above my Dukedom. 
Mir. Would t might 
But ever fee that man. 
Pro. Now Larife, 
Sit ftill,and hear the laft of our Sea-forrow 
Here in this (fland we arriv’d, and here 
Have |, thy School-mafter, made thee more profit 
Than other Princefs can, that have more time 
For vainer hours; and Tutors, not fo careful. 
Mir. Heavens thank you for’t.And now | pray you Sir, 
For ftill tis beating in my mind: your reafon 
For raifing this Sea-ftorm ¢ 
Pro. Know thus far forth, 
By accident moft itrange, bountiful Fortune 
(Now my dear Lady) hath mine enemies 
Broughtto this fhore: And by my pre(cience. 
{ find my Zenith doth depend upon 
A moft au(pitious ftar, whofe influence 
If now] court not, but omit, my forrunes , 
Will ever after droop: Here ceafe more queftions, 
Thou art inclin’d to fleep: ’tis a good dulnefs, 
And give it way ; 1 know thou canft not chute ; 
Come away, Servant, come; lamready now, 
Approach my Ariel. Come. Enter Ariel. 
Ari. AW hail, great Matter, grave Sir, hail | come 
To anfwer thy beft pleafure * beit to fly; 
Tofwim, to dive into the fire: to ride 
Onthe curl’d clouds: to thy Baa bidding, task 
Ariel, and all his Quality. 
Pro. Haft thou, Spiric. 
Perform’d to point, the Tempeft that 1] bad thee? 
Ar. Toevery Article. 
I boarded the Kings fhip: now on the Beak, 
Now inthe Watfte, the deck, in every Cabin, 
| flany’d amazement, fometimes Vd divide 
And burnin many places ; onthe top-maft, 
The Yards and Bore-fprit, would Hflathe diftinaly, 
Then meet, and joyn. ‘foves Lightning, the precurfers 
O’th dreadful Thunder claps more momentary 
And fight out-running were not; the fire and cracks 
Of fulphurous roarin 1g, the moft mighty Neptune 
Seem to befiege, and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dead Trident fhake. 
Pro. My brave Spunt. 
Who was fo firm, fo conftant, that this coy! 
Would not infect his reafon ? 
Ar: Not a foul 
But felt a Feaver of the mad, and plaid 
Some tricks of defperation : all but Mariners 
Plung’d in the foaming bryne, and quit the veffel : 
| Then all a fire with me the Kings fon Ferdinand 
With hairup ftaring (then like reeds, not hair) 
‘Was the firit man that leapt: eri’d hell is empty, and 
All the Devils are here. 
Pro. Why that’s my fpirit : 
But was not this nigh fhore ? 
Ar, Clofe by, my Matter. 
= But are they ( Ariel) fafe ? 
. Nota hair perifhed : 
On sat fuftaining garments not a blemifk, 
But frefher than before: and as thou badft me, 
In troops | have difpers’d them *bout the fle : 
The Kings fon have f landed by himéelf, 
Whom L left cooling of the Air with fighs, 
Inanodd Angie of the |fle, and fitting, 
His arms in this fad knot. 
Pro. Of the Kings fhip, 
The Mariners, fay how thou haft difpos’d, 
And all the reft oth’ Ficet ¢ 
Ar, Safely in harbour. 
[sthe Kings fhip, in the deep Nook, where once 


| 


| 
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Could not again undo : it was mine art, 


| To act her earthy and abhor’d commands, 


Thou call’dit me up at midnight'to fetch dew 
From the ftill-vext Bermosthes, there fhee’s hid : 

The Mariners all under hatches ftowed, 

Who, witha Charm joyn’d to their fuffered labotir 
Ihave left afleep: and for the reft o’th’ Fleet. 

( Which | difpers’d)they all have met again; 

And are upon the Mediterranean Vlote. 

Bound fadly home for Naples, 

Suppofing that they faw the Kings fhip wrackr, 
And his great perfon perifh. 

Pro Ariel, thy charge 
Exact] y is per form’d 5 but there’s more work: 

pda is the time o’th’ "day 2 

. Paft the mid feafon. 

Pre At leaft two Glaffes: the time twixt fix and now 
Mutt by us both be {pent moft precioufly. 

Ar. \s there more toyl? Since thou doit give me pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou haft promis’d, 

Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pro. How now ? moodie 2 
Which is’t thou canft demand ? 

Ar. My Liberty. 

Pro. Before the timebe out? nomore? 

Ar, \ prethee 
Remember Ihave done thee worthy fervice, 

‘Told thee no lyes, made thee no miftakings, ferv’d 
Withoutor grudg, or grumblings ; thou didft promife 
To bate me a full year. 

Pro. Do’ft thou forget 
From what atorment I did free thee ? 

Pro. Thou do’ft: and thinkeft it much 
Ooze of the falt deep ; 

To run upon the fharp wind of the North, 
To do me bufinefs in the veins 9” th’ earth 
Whenit isbak’d with froft. 

Ar. (do not Sir. 

Pro. Thou lieft, malignant Thing: haft thou forgot § 
The fowl Witch Syecrax, who with Ageand envy 
Was grown intoa Hoop ? haft thou forgot her ¢ 

Ar. NoSit. ; 

Pro. ‘Thou haft : where was fhe born ? fpeaké: tell me: 

Ar. Sit; in Argier. 

Pro. Oh, was fhe fo: I muft 
Onceina month recount whtat thou haft bin , 

- hich thou forgetit. This damn'd Witch Sycorax 

For mifchiefs manifold, and forceries terrible 

‘To enter human hearing from Argier 

Thou know’ft was banifhd : for one thing fhe did 

They would not take her life : is not thistrue ? Ar. I Sir. 
Pro. This blew-ey’d hag, was hither brought with 

| And here was left by th’ Saylors ; thou my flave; (child, 

As thou reporr’ft thy felf, was then her fervant, 

; And, for thou waft a fpirit too delicate 


Ar. No. 
to tread the 


Refufing her grand helts, fhe did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent minifters, 
Andin her moft unmittigable rage, 
Into. a cloven Pyne ; within: which rift 
tmprifon'd, thou did’ft painfully remain 
A Aone years: within which fpace fhe di’d, 
| And left thee there: where thou didft vent thy groans 
As faftas Mifl wheels tirike : then was this Ifland 
| (Save for the Sun that he did litcour here 
A frekel’d whelp, hag-born) not honour’d with 
A human fhape. 
Ar. Yes: Caliban her fon. 
Pro. Dutl thing, | fay-fo': he, that Caliban 
! VVhom now | keep in fervice. rou beft know’ft = 
VVhat torment i did find thee in; thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the brefts 
Of ever-angry Bears; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn ‘dy which Sycorax 
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VVhen | arriv’d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne, and let thee out. 

AY. | thank thee Mafter. 

se BO _ If thou more murmur’ft, Tw if] rend an Oak 

nd peg s thee in his knot ty entrails, till 
Tho ou haft | rowl« d away twelve winters. 

Ar. er jon, Maiter. 

| Twill be core{pondent to Cot mmand 
Anda lo my, fpriting gently. 
». Do fo: and abies two dayes 
: e thee. - 
ny. noble Mafter: 
lo? fay what ? what fhall do? 
9. Gomake th elf like toa Nymp h o’th’ Sea. 
Be fubiect to no fig Hy RHEE ne, and mine: savitible 
To every eye- ball el: go take this fhape 
And-hither come.in’t : go: hence 
VVitl hdiaeetiss Exeit. 
' Pro, Awake, dear heart awake, thou haft flept well, 
Aw : ke 
. The ftrangenefs of your ftory, put 
Ee fs in me. 
Pro. Shake it off : Come on, 
VVe'll el Caliban, my flave, who never 
Yields us kind, anfwer. 

Mir. 7 Fis a villain Sir, 1.do not love to look on. 

4p. But as Us ; 
VVe cannot mifs him : he do’s make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood, and ferves Offices 
: Rat profit us: whathoa-: flave: Caliban: 
*phouE arth thou:; fpeak. 

Cal. within. There’s wood enough within. 

Pro. Come forth I fay, there’s ; other bufine! s for. thee: 
Come thor Jt oOFrtoys, W hen 2! Enter Ariel | like aWater- 
Fine Sato So quaint Arie/, Nymph. 
Heark in thine e 

ee My wey it fhall be done. Exit. 

Pro. Yhou-poifonous flave, got by the Devil himfelf 
Upon hy wicke ed. Dam; co! ne forth. Enter Caliban. 

“fol. As wicked dew, as ere my Mother brufh’d 
VVith Ravens feather from unwholfome Fen, 

Drop on you both: A South-welt blow on ye, 
| And blifter you all o’re. 

Pyro. For this be fure, to night thou fhait have cramps, 
Side-ftitches, that fhall pen thy breath up, Urchins 
Shaft for that vaft.of night, that.they may work 
Allexercife an thee : thou fhalt be pinch *d 
As thick as hony-comb, each. pinch more flinging 
FE ee ees that “made’em. 

} mutt eat my dinner 
This ‘Mand? s mine by Sycorax my Mother, 
VVnhich th 101} tak’ it from ne: when thou cam’ft firft }- 
Thou ftroak 1 meg made much of me: would’ft give me 
ty V Vater with berriesin’t : and teach me how 
To name the bigger | ight,and how the lefs, 


Adie 


That burn by day an d night: and then [loved thee, 
And fhewed thee all the qualities o’ the Ifle, 

The frefh Springs, Brine- -pits ; barren place and fertil, 
Curs ’d be I that Idid fo: All the Charms 

Of Sycorax : “Toads, Beetles, Bats light on you: 

Fori am all the Subjects that. you he ave, 

VVhich firft was mine own King : and here you fty-me 
Inthishard Rock, whiles you do keep from me 
| The reft of the Ifland. 


Pro. Thou mott lying flave, 
| vVhom ftripes may move,not kindnefS: I have usd thee 


(Filth as thot: art ) with human care, an d lod g'd 
inmineownCell, fill thou: didft ft feek to violate 
The hoi i of my Child. 

Cal. Olrho; oh ‘ho, would’r had been done 
Thou ‘iat prevent me, | had peopl'd elfe 
This ifle with Calibans 

Mir Abhorred Slave, 
VVhichany print of go odnefs will not take, 

\Being. ca Se LE es of all ill: ‘pied thees 


went eae a me 


One thing or other: when thon didft not. (Savage 
Know thine own meaning ; but wouldit gabble, like 
A thing moft bruitifh, | endow’d thy pai 
VVith words that made them know mn: Butthy vild race 
(Tho thou didft learn) had that int’t, which aed natures 
| Could not abide to be with ; therefore wa’ft thou 
| Defervedly con ifir’d into this Rock, who hadft 
Deferv’d more than,a prifon. 
Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit on’t 
Is, Lknow how to curfe: the red-plague rid you 
} For learning me your-danguag 
Pro. Hag-feed hence : 
Fetch us in, Fewel, and be quick, thou art beft 
To anfwer other bufinefs : fhrug’{t thou (Malice) 
if thou neglecVit, or doft unwilling! ly 
What I cc ommand, | ile rack thee with old cramps, 
Fitlall chy bones with Aches; make theerore, 
T MS re ts fhall tremble at thy dyn: 
jim al. No,’ pray thee. 
| 
| 


{ Took pains ro make'thee (peak, ranghr thee dachit ho | 
' 


e 
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I mu ft feslien , his Artis of fuch pow’r, 
It would control my Dams god S etebos, 
ay make a vaflait of him. 
Pro. SO flave, hence. 
Ent er Ferdinand and Ariel ine vifibley playing & finging, 
iel’s Song. Come unto thefe yellow fands, 
and. then take hi ands 
Cart fi ‘fied when yo uba Ue, and kiff 
the wil dwarves whift : 


+ ra 


Foot it featly here and there, and {weet {pr fe ar 
the burthen. Burthen difperfedly. 
| Hark, hark, bough-wawgh : the wate) h. Dogs bark, 


Ar. Hark, bark, I heard the ftra in of brutting Cha 
cry cock adiadees Jobe. 
Fer. Where fhould this Mufick be? ?’th air,or th’earth? 
It founds nomore: and {ure it walts upon 
A £ 
Some god ’oth’ Iland, fitting ona bank, 
VVeeping again the King my Fathers wrack. 
| This Mufick crept by me upon the waters, 
| Allaying both their fury, and my paffion 
\With it’s {weet ayr: thencel have follow’d ie 
K Or it hath drawn me rather ) but ’tis gone. 
| Noy it begins again. 
eu Ariel’s Song “Full fadorw; five thy Father lies 
Of bis bones are Coral made : 
e bis é) 16S. 
a of him that doth fa ade, 
But doth fuffer a Sea-change : 
Into fo Hae} rich, a ind ftrange: 
Sea-ij Nymphs b hour | ly ring bis Anell. 


Tb af are pearls that ma @ 


Bur then: ding ¢ cong. 
o 
Hark now Ehear'them, ding-dong bell. 
Fer, ve Ditty do’s reme ember my drown’d father 
This is no mortal bufinefs, nor no found : 
That-the ster ows: I hear. it now above me. 


Pro. The fringed Curtains of thine eye advance, 
And fay what thou fee’{t yond. 


Mira. Whatis’t a {pirit ? 

Lord, how itlook’s about : Believe me fir 
it carries a brave form.* But ’tis a fj pirit. 

Pro. No wench, it eats,an d’ fleeps,and hath fach fenfes 
As we have ; fitch. This Gallant which thou feet a 
Was inthe wrack : and but he’s fo; nething ftain’d 
With grief (that’s beauties canker) thou might’ ft call him 
A goodly perfon : he hath loft his fellows, ka 
And ftrayes about to find’em 

Mir. | might calkhim 
4 thing divine, for nothin 1g natural 
Lever faw fo Noble. 

Pro. ra ties on I fee 
As my foul prompts it 
V Vithin aie Sais for ii aes Hote wi 


Fer. Moft fare the goddefs 
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On whom thefe ayres attend. Vouchfafe my pray’r 
May know, if you remain upon this Ifland, 
And that you will fome good inftruction give 
How I may bear me here: my prime requeft 
(Which I do laft pronounce) is(O you wonder; 
If you be made, or no? 
Mar. No wonder fir, 
But certainly a Maid. 
Fer. My Language? Heavens: 
lam the beft of them that {peak this fpeech, 
Were I but where ’tis ipoken. 
Prd. How? the beft ? 
What wer’t thouif the King of Naples heard thee? 
Fer. A fingle thing, as 1 am now, that wonders 
To hear Thee fpeak of Naples: he do’s hear me, 
And that he do’s, weep: my felf am Naples, 


‘Who, with mine eyes (never fince at ebb) beheld 


The King ny Father wrack’t. 
Mir. Alack, for mercy. 
Fer. Yes faith, and allhis Lords, the Duke of M4iHain 
And his brave fun, being. twain, 
Pro. The Duke of Atillain 
And his more braver daughter could controll thee, 
If now’twere fittodo’t: Atthe firft fight 
they have chang’d eyes: Delicate Ariel, 
Ple fer thee free for this. A word good Sir, 
I fear you have done your felf fome wrong: A word. 
Mir. Why {peaks my Father fo urgently ? This 
Isthe rhird man thar ere | faw: the firft 
That ere 1 figh’d for: pity move my Father 
To be enclin’d my way. 
Fer. O, if a Virgin, 
And your affection not gone forth, I’le make you 
The Queen of Naples. 
Pro. SoftSir, one word more. 
They areboth ineithers pow’rs: Bur this fwift bufinefS 
| muft uneafie make, left too light winning 
Make the prize light. One word more: | charge thee 
That thou attend me : Thou do’ft here ufurp 
The Name thou ow’ft riot, and haft put thy felf 
Upon this Ifland, as a {pye, to win it 
From me, the Lord on’t. 
Fer. No, as} amaman. x 
Mir. There’s nothing if]can dwell in fuch a Temple. 
lf theill-{pirit have fo fair an houfe, 
Good things will ftrive to dwell with’t. 
Pro. Follow me. 
Prof. Speak not you for him: he’s a Traitor: come, 
Ple manacle thy neck and feet together: 
Sea-water fhalt thou drink : thy food fhall be 
rhe frefh-brook MufSles, wither’d roots and husks 
Wherein the Acorn cradled. Follow. 
Fer. No, 
I will refift fuch entertainment, till 
Mine Enemy has more pow’r. 
He draws, andis charmed from moving. 
Mira, O dear Father ; 
Make not too rafh atrial of him ; for 
He’s gentle, and not fearful. 
Prof. VVhat Ifay, : : 
My footmy Tutor ? Put thy Sword up, Traitor, 
VVho makes'a fhew, but dar’ft not ftrike: thy confcience 
ls poffeft with guile: Come from thy ward, 
For! canhere difarm thee with this ftick, 
And make thy weapon drop. 
Mir, Befeech you Father. 
Pro. Hence: hang not on my gatments. 
Mir. Sir, have pity, 
le be his furety. 
Pro. Silence; One word more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee: VVhat, 
An advocate for an Impoftor? Hufh: 
Thou think’ft there is no more fiich fhapes as he, 
(Having féen but him and Caliban) : Foolith wench, 


% 


Toth’ moft of men this is a Caliban, 
And they tohim are Angels. 

Mir. My affections bod 
Are then moft humble : I have no ambitiori 
To fee a goodlier man. 

Pro. Come on, obey: 
Thy Nerves are in their infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them. 

Fer. So they are: 
My {pirits, asin adream, are all bound up: 
My Father’s lofs, the weaknefs which I teel, 
The wrack of aflmy friends, nor this man’s threats, 
‘Towhom | am fubdu’d; ‘are but light to me, 
Might | burthrotgh my-prifon once a:day 
Behold this Maid: all corners elfe o’th’ Earth 
Let liberty make ufeof: {pace enough 
Have lin fuch a Prifon. 

Pro. lt works : Come on. 
Thou haft done well, fine Ariel]: follow mé. 
Hark what thou elfe fhalt do me. 

Mir. Be of comfort, 
My Father’s of a better Nature (Sir) 
Than he appears by {peech: this is unwonted 
VVhich nowcame from him. 

Pro. Thou fhalt be as free 
As mountain Winds; Burthen exactly do 
All points of my command: 

Ar. To th’ fyllable. 

Pro, Come follow : fpeak not for him, Exetunt. 


Aélus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Tins 
7 ¢B- 


Enter. Alon/o, Scbaftian, Anthonio, Gcnzalo, Adrian; 
cifco, and others. 


Gonz. Befeech you Sir, be merry: you have ¢atife; 
(So have weall) of joy ; for our efcape 
Is much beyond our lof$ ; our hint of wo 
Is common, every day, fomeSailors V Vife, 
The Matters of forme Merchant, and the Merchant 
Have juft our Theam of woe: Burt for the miracle, 
(1 mean our prefervation) few in millions 
Can fpeak like us: then wifely (good Sir) weigh 
Our forrow with our comfort. 

Alonf. Prethee peace. 

Seb, He receives comfort like gold porredge- 

Ant. The Vifitor will not give him o’re fo. 

Seb. Look, he’s winding up the VVatch of his V-Vit, 
By and by it will ftrike. 

Gon. Sif. 

Seb. On: tell. 

Gon. VVhen every grief is entertain’d ; 
That’s offer’d comes to the entertainer. 

Seb. A Dollor. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have {poken 
truer than you purpos’d. 

Seb. You have taken it wifelier than] meant you fhould 

Gon. Therefore mv Lord. 

Ant. Fie, what a fpend-thriftis he of his tongue? 

Alon. | prethee {pare. 

Gon. VVell, | havedone: Butyet 

Seb. He will be talking. 

Ant. VVhich of he, or Adrian, fora good WVager, 
Firft begins to crow ? 

Seb. ‘Theold Cock. 

Ant. The Cockrell. 

Seb.Done:the wager? 

Ant. A laughter. 

Seb. A match. 

Adr. Though this Ifland feem to be defert. 

A 3 Seb. 


6 
cane 

Seb. Ha, ha, ha. 

‘Ant. So: you'r paid. 

Adr.Uninhabitable, and almoft inacceffible. 

Seb. Yet. 

Adar. Yet. ? 

Ant. He could not mifs’t. 

‘Adr. \e muft needs be of fubtle, tender, 


temperance. 
Ants Temperance Was < 
Seb. 1, anda fubtle, ashe molt learnedly deliver'd. 
Adr. Theair breathes upon us here moft fweetly. 
Seb. As if it-had ‘Lungs, and rotien ones. 
Ant. Or, as twere perfumed by a Fen. 
Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 

int. Trne, fave means to live 

here’snane, or little. 


int. 
+f 


Seb. Of that t 

Gon. How lufh and lufty the gra! 
How green ? 
The gfotnd indeed is tawny- 
f green in’t. 


and delicate 


4 delicate wench- 


3 looks ? 


Ant. 
Seb. VVith an eye o 
Ant. He mifles not much. 
Seb. No: he doth but miftake the truth totally. 

Gon. But the rarity of itis, which is indeed almoft be- 


Tbe Tempeft. _ acai 


See ae ee ore ee 
| | {aw him beat the 


And ride upon tt 
VVhofe Enmity 
The furge 
Himfelf 
Toth’ fhore; that o’re 
As ftooping to relieve him : 
He came alive to Land. 


yond creait. 

Seb. AS many voucht rarities.are. 

Gon. That ourGarments being (as they were) drencht 
‘athe Sea,hold notwithftanding their frefhnef and glofies, 
being rather new dy’d than ftain’d with fale water. 

Ant. 1f but one of his Pockets could fpeak, would it 
not fay he lies ¢ 

Seb. 1. orvery falfely pocket up his report. 

Gon. Methinks our garments are now as frefh as when 
we put them on firft in Africk, at the marriage of the 
King’s fair Daughter C laribel, to the King of Tanz. 
Twas a {weet marriage, and we profper well in 


e tl 
sti 


our return. 
Adri. Tunis was never erac’d before with fuch a Para- 
gon to their Quecn. 
Gon. Not fince VVidow D; 
Ant. VVidow 2, a pox o that: i 


’ 


do § time. 


sow. came that VVi- 


AEneas too? 


Good Lord, ,how you take it ? 
Adri NVidow Dido {aid you? You make me 

that: fhe was of) Carthage, not of Tunis. 
Gon. This Tunis, fir, was.Carthege. 
Adri. Carthage? Gon, latlure you Carthage. 
‘Ant. His word is more than the miraculous Harp. 
Seb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houfes too. 
Ant. What impoflible matter W 
Seb. 1 think he will carry this Ifland | 

et, and give it his fon for an Apple. 

he kernels of it in t 


ftudy 


Ant. And fowing t 
forth more Iflands. 

Gon. } 

Gon. Sir, we. were talking, th 
now as frefh as when we were at 
of your Daughter, who is now Queen. 

Ant. And the rareft that ere came there. 

Seb. Bate (1 befeech you) V idow Dido. 

Ant. O VVidow Dido 2-1, VVidow Dido. 

Gon. Is not my Doublet, Sir, as frefh as the firft day 
wore it ? Imeanin_a fort. 

Ant. That fort was well fifh'd for. 

Gon: VVhen | wore it at your Daugbte 

Alon. You cram. the 
The ftomach of my fenfe : VVould Lhad never 
Married my daughter there : For coming thence 
My fonis loft, and (in my rate) fhe too, 

VVho is (0 far. from Italy removed, 
{ ne’reagain fhall fee her: O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Millain, what ftrange fifh 
Hath made his meal on thee ? 

Fran. Sit, he may live. - 


Ant. Why in good time. 
at our. garme 


L 


rs Marriage. 


of | Born, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none: 


‘ihe make eafie next ? 
,ome in his pock 


he Sea, bring 


nts feem Of itsown kind, allfoyzon, all abundance 
Tunis at the marriage 


(e words into mine ears, againft 


$j ee a. ita ee 
the furges under him, 

seir backs ; he trod the water 

he flung afide; and brefted 

moft fwoln that met him : his bold head 

Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oared 


with his good arms in lufty ftrokes 
his wave-worn bafis bowed 
I not doubt 


Alon. No, no, he’s gone. 
Seb. Sir, you may thank your felf for this great lofs, 


That would not blefs our Europe with your Daughter, 
But rather lofe her to an Affrican ; 

Where fhe, at leaft, is banifh’d from your Eye, 

VVho hath caufe to wet the grief on’t. 


Alon. Prethee peace. 
Seb, You were kneel’d to, and importun’d otherwife 


By all of us: and the fair foul her felf 
VVeigh’d between loathnefs and obedience, at 
VVhich end o’th beam fhould bow: we have loft your fon 
I fear for ever: Millain and Naples have 
Mo VVidows in them of this bufinefs making, 
Than we bring mento comfort them : 
The fault’s your own. 
Alon. So is the deer’ft o th’ lofs. 
Gon. My Lord Sebajtian, 
The truth you fpeak doth lack fome gentlenefs 
And time to {peak it in: you rub the fore 
VVhen you fhould bring the Plaifter. 
Seb. Very well. Ant. And moft Chirurgeonly. 
Gon. \tis foul weather in us all, good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. 
Seb. Foul weather ? Ant. Very foul. 
Gon. Had J plantation of this Ifle, my Lord. 
- He’d fow't with Nettle-feed. 


Ant 

Seb. Or Docks, or Mallows. 

Gon. And were the King on’t, what would I do? 
Seb, Scape being drunk, for wantof Wine. 

Gon. Pth’ Commonwealth |} would (by contraries) 


Execute all things : For no kind of Traffick 
Would I admit : no name of Magiftrate: 
Letters fhould not be known: Riches, poverty, 
And ufe of fervice, none : Contract, Succeffion, 


No ufe of Metal, Corn, or VVine,. or Oyl: 
No occupation, all men idle, all: 

And women too, but innocent and pure : 
No Soveraignty- 

Seb. Yet he would be King on’t. 

‘Ant. The latter end of his Commonwealth forgets the 
beginning: - 

Gon. All things in common Nature fhould produce 
VVirhout fweat or endeavour: Treafon, Felony 
Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or need of any Engine 
Would 1 not have: but Nature fhould bring forth 


To feed my innocent people. 
Seb. No marrying *mong his Subjects ? 
Ant. None (man) ailidle ; VVhores and Knaves 
Gon. | would with fuch perfection govern, Sir: 
T’ excell the Golden Age. eae 
Seb. Save his Majefty Ant. I i 
y. Ant. La 
Gon. And do you mark me, Sir > ong Ne ee 
Alon. Prethee no more: thou d i 
: oft talk nothin 
Gon. 1do well believe your Highnefs, and did pees 
eS eee oe Gentlemen, who are of fuch fen. 
ible and nimble Lungs, th 7 ; 
aoe gs, that they always ufe to laugh at 
tt sos you we laugh’d at. 
om VVho, in this kind of merr i 
: y fooling am nothi 
to you: fo you may continue, and laugh ‘ nothi ein 
Ant. VVhat a blow was there given ? ae 
Seb. ve it had not fal’n flat-long 
Gon. You are Gentlemen of 
abrave metal : you would 


lift 


I 


ee ee 


T be T empeft. 7. 


lift the Moon out of her fphere, if the would continue {Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, eas 
init five weeks without changing. But doubt difcovery there. Will you grant with me, 
Enter Ariell playing folermn Mufick.. That Ferdinand is drown’d 2 : 
Seb. VVe would fo, and then go a Bat-fowling. Seb. He’s gone. 
Ant. Nay, good my Lord be not angry. Ant. Then tell me who’s the next heir of Naples? 
Gon. No I warrant you, | willnot adventure my dif- 


Seb. Claribell. 
-| cretion fo weakly: VVill youlaugh meafleep, for | am Ant. She thatis Queen of Tunis: fhe that dwells 
very heavy. 


Ten Leagues beyond man’s Life: fhe that from Naples 
Ant. Go fleep, and hear us. 


Can have no note, unlefs the Sun were poft : 
Alon. VVhat, all fo foon afleep? I wifh mine Eyes 
? F 


The Man ?’th’ Moon’s too flow, tifl new-born chinnes 
would (with them€lves) fhut up my thoughts, Berough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 
I find they are inclin’d to do fo. We all were fea-{wallow’d, tho fome caft again, 
Seb. Pleafe you Sir, 


And by that deftiny to perform an act, 
Do not omit the heavy offer of it: Whereof, what’s paft in prologue ; what to come 
it feldom vifits forrow ; whenit doth, it isa Comforter, | [n yours, and my difcharge. 
Ant. VVetwo, my Lord, will guard your perfon, Seb. What ftuff is this? How fay you? 
VVhile you take your reft, and watch your {afety, Tis true, my brother’s daughter's Queen of Tins, 
Alon. Thank you: wondrous heavy. Sois the heir of Naples, ’twixt which Regions 
Seb. Whata ftrange drowfinefS poffeffes them ? There is fome fpace. Z 
Ast. Itis the quality o’ th’ Climate. Ant. Aipace whofe ev’ry cubit 
Seb. Why, Seems to cry out, how fhall that Claribell 
Doth it not then our Eye-lids fink? I find Meafure us back by Naples ? keep in Tunes, 
Not my felf difpos’d to fleep And let Seba/tian wake. Say, this were death 
’ Ant. Nor |, my {pirits are nimble: That now hath feiz’d them, why they were ho worfe 
They fell together all, as by confent Than now they are thate 
They dropt, as by a Thunder-ftroke: what might, 
Worthy Sebajtian? O, what might? no more 
And yet, methinks I fee it in thy face, 
What thou fhould’ft be: the occafion {peaks thee, and 
My ftrong imagination fees a Crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 
Seb. What, art thou waking ? 
Ant. Do you not hear me {peak ? 
Seb. \do, and furely 
It is a fleepy Language, and thon fpeak’ft 
Out of thy fleep: Whatis it thou didft fay ? 
This is a ftrange repofe, tobe afleep 
With Eyes wide open: ftanding, {peaking, moving ; 
And yet fo faft afleep. 
Ant. Noble Sebaftian, 
Thou ler’it rhy fortune fleep; die rather: wink’ 
Whiles thou art waking, 
Seb. Thou dott {nore diftin®ly ; 
There’s meaning in thy fnores. 
Ant. 1 am more ferious thanmy cuftom : you 
Muft be fo too, if heedme: which to do, 
Trebbles thee o’re. 
Seb. Well: I am ftanding water. 
Ant. Vie teach you how to flow. 
Seb. Do fo: to ebb, 
Hereditary floth inftrudts me, 
Ant. O!} 
If you but knew how you the purpofe cherifh 
Whiles thus you mock it: how in ftripping it 
You more inveft it : ebbing men, indeed 
(Moft often) do fo near the bottom run 
By their own fear or floth. 
Seb. Pretheefay on, 
The fetting of thine Eye and cheek proclaim 
A matterfrom thee ; and a birth, indeed, 
Which throws thee much to yield. 
Ant. Thus Sit : 
Although this Lord of weak remembrance ; this 
Who fhall be of as little memory 
When heis earth’d, hath here almoft perfwaded 
(For he’s a Spirit of perfwafion, only 
Profeffes to perfwade) the King his fon’s alive ; 
Tis asimpoflible that he’s undrown’d, 
As he that fleeps here, fwims. 
Seb. Ihave no hope, 
That he’s undrown’d. 
4Ant.Q, out of that no hope: 
What great hope have you? No hope that way: is 
Another way fo high ay hope, that even 


: There be thatcan rule Naples 
As well as he that fleeps: Lords that can prate 
As amply, and unneceflarily 
As this Gonzalo: | my {elf could make 
A Cough of as deep chat : O. that you bore 
The mind that! do; what a fleep were this 
For your advancement? Do you underftand me? 
Seb. Methinks I do. 
. eet. And how.do’s your content 
Tender your own good fortune ? 
Seb. 1 remember 
You did fiipplant your brother Profpero. 
eftnt ‘jrue: os 
And look how well my Garments fit upon me, 
Much feater than before ; My brother’s fervants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 
Seb. But for your Confcience. : 
Ant. | Sir: where lies that? If ’twere a kybe 
’T would put me to my flipper: But i feel not 
This Deity inmy bofome: Twenty Confciences 
That ftand ‘twixt me and Millain, candied be they, 
And melt ere they moleft : Here lies you brother, 
No better than the Earth he lies upon, 
if he were that which now he’s like (that’s dead) 
whom I with this obedient fteel (three inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ever: whiles you doing thus, 
To the perpetual wink for ay might put 
This ancient morfel : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should nor upbraid our courfe: forall the reft 
They’! take fuggeftion, as a Cat laps milk, 
They’ltell the clock, to any bufinefs that 
We fay befits the hour. 
Seb. Thy cafe, dear Friend, 
Shall be my prefident: Asthou got’ft AG/ain, 
I’le come by Naples: Draw thy Sword, one ftroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou payeft, 
And I the King fhall love thee. 
e4nt. Draw together : 
And when } rearmy hand, do you the like 
To fall it onGenzalo. 
Seb. O, but one word. 
Enter Ariell with Mufick and Song. 
Ariell, My Matter through his Art forefees the danger 
That you (his friend) are in, and fends me forth 
(For elf his project dies) to keep them living. 
Sings in Gonzalo’s Ear- 
While you here do {noaring lie, 
Open-ey’d Con/ piracy 
His time doth take: 


If of Life you heep a care, 
Shake off lumber and bewares 
Awake, awake. 
Ant. Then let us both be fudden- 
Gon. Now, good Angels preferve the King. 
‘Alo. Why how now ho? awake; why are you drawn 
Wherefore this ghaftly looking ? 
Gon. What's the matter ? 
Seb,Whiles we ftood here fecuring your repofe, 
(Even now)we heard a hollow burit of bellowing 
Like Bulls, or racher Lyons ; did’t not wake you? 
It ftrook mine Ear moft terribly. 
“Alo. 1 beard nothing. 
“ant, O, twas a dinto fright a Monfter’s Ear ; 
To make an Earthquake: {ure it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of Lyons. 
Alo. Heard you this, Go 
Gon.Upon mine honour, fir, | heare 
(And that a ftrange one too) which did awake me! 
{fhak’d you, fir, and cri’d : as mine eyes open’d, 
[ faw their weapons drawn : there was a noife, 
That’s verily : “tis belt we ftand upon our guard ; 
Or that we quit this place:let’s draw our weapons. 
‘Alo. Lead off this ground, and let’s make further fearch 
For my poor fon. 
Gon. Heavens keep him from thefe Beafts : 
For heis fure ’th’ Ifland. 
Alo. Lead away. 
Ar. Pro{pero, MY Lord, fhafl know w 
So (King) go fafely on to feek thy fon. 


| 
2 


nzalo ¢ 


[heard a humming, 


hat I have done. 


Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 
e 


Ee r= 


eee ey 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of wood (anoife 
of Thunder beard). 


ae: 


Cal. Allthe infections that the Sun fucks up 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Pro/per fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a difeafe : his Spirits hear me, 
And yet I needs mutt curfe. But they’! not pinch, 
Fright me with Urchin fhews, pitch mei’th’ mire, 
Nor Jead me like a fire-brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unlels he bid ’em ; but 
For every triflle are they fet upon me, 
Sometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 


And after bite me : then like Hedg-hogs, which 
and mount 


Lie tumbling in my bare-foot-way, 

Their pricks at my foot-fall : fometime am I 

All wound with Adders,who with cloven tongues 

Do hifS me into madnefs : Lo, now Lo, Enter. 

‘Here comes a Spirit of his, and to torment me, Trinculo, 

For bringing wood in flowly : T'le fall fiat, 

Perchance he will not mind me. 
Tri, Here's neither bufh, nor fhrub to bear off any wea- 

ther at all; and another ftorm brewing ; I hear it fing 

Pech’ wind : yond fame black cloud, yond huge one, looks 

like a foul bumbard that would fhed his liquor: if it 

| know not where to 


fhould thunder, as. it did before, 

hide my head : yond fame cloud cannot chufe but fall by 
pailfulls. What have we here, a man or a fifh ¢ dead or 
alive 2 A fith ; be fmells like a fifh : a very ancient and 
Gth-like finell: a kind of, not of the neweft Poor fobn: a 
ftrange fifh:were Lin England now(as once I was),and had 
but chis fith patnted,not an holy-day-fool there but would 
give.a piece of filver:there would thism 
any ftrange bealt there makes a man: W 
| give a doit to relieve a lame Beggar, they wil 

to fee a dead Indian: Leg’d hike a man; and 

Arms ; Warm o’ my troth : 
hold it no longer; this is no 


ees 


——— Sy 


aes 


— 
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ee : 


hen they willnot 
Jlay out 
his Fins 


fifth, but an Iflander, that 


hath lately fuffered by a Thunderbolt: 


onfter make a man: 


ten 
like | by the leffer legs: if < aT ATP 
) g any be Trinculo’s legs, thefe are they: 


I do now letloofe my opinion, 


Alas! the ftorm 


y beft way isto creep under his Gaber- 
her fhelter hereabout: Mifety a¢- 


here fhrowd 


is come again: M 
dine: there is no ot . 
quaints a man with ftrange bedfellows : I will 


till the dregs of the ftorm be paft. 
Enter Stephano finging. 


I fhall no more to [eay to fea, here hall I dye afore. 
{curvy tune to fing at a man’s 

here’s my comfort. Drinks. 

Swabber, the Boat-[wain and I; 


Ste. 
This is a very 
Funeral: well, 

Sings, The Majter, the 
The Gunner, and bis Mate, 

Lov’d Mall, Meg; and Marrian and Margery, 
But none of ws cara for Kate ; 

For {he had a tongue » ith a 
Would cry to a Sailor go hang: 

She lov'd not the sur of Tar nor of Pitch, 

Yet a Taylor migt itch her where ere {he did itch. 


Then to fea boys Nf 


+ ARE 
Ta ngs 


t7 
ys, and let her go hang. 
That is a {curvy tune too : 

But here’s my comfort. 

"J. Do not torment me: oh! 


Drinks. 

Ste. What’s the matter ¢ 

Have we Devils here ? 
Do you put tricks upon’s with Salvages, and men of In- 
Je? ha? | have not fcap’d drowning to be afraid now of 
your four legs: for it hath been faid as proper a man as 
ever went on four legs, cannot make him give ground : 
and it fhafl be faid fo again, while Stephano breathes at 
noftrils. 

Cal. The Spirit torments me : oh! 

Sre. This is fome montfter of the Ifle, with four legs ; 
who had got (asl take it) an Ague: where the Devil 
fhould he learn our language? 1 will give him fome relief 
¢ itbebut for that: if | can recover him, and keep him 
tame, and get to Naples with him, he’sa Prefent for any 
Emperor that ever trod on Neats-Leather. : 

Cal. Do not torment me prethee: Ple bring my wood 


home fafter. 
Ste. He’s in his fit now; an 


d do’s not talk after the wi- 
feft: he fhall rafte of my Bottle: if he have never drunk 
Wine afore, it will gonear to remove his Fit: if 1 can re- 
cover him, and keep him tame, 1 will not take too much 
for him; he fhall pay for him that hath him, and that 
foundly. 
Cal. Thou doft me yet but little hurt; thou wilt a- 
non, | know it by thy trembling : Now Pro/per works up- 
on thee. z 
Ste. Come on your ways: open your mouth ; here 
is that which will give language to you Cat; open your 
mouth; this will fhake your fhaking, 1 can tell you, and 
that foundly: you cannot tell who’s your friend ; é fe 
your chaps again. : Pebiie 
Tri. 1 fhould know that voice: 

It fhould be, 
But heis drown’d ; and thefe are Devils; O! defend me. 
Ste. Four legs, and two voices ; a moft delicate M 
fter : his forward voice now is to {peak of his friend ; hig 
backward voice is to utter foul fpeeches, and fd dee a 
if all the Wine in my Bottle will recover him, | will help 
his Ague : Come: Amen, | will pour fome ee 
mouth. an Sacaeret 

Tri. Stephano. 
Ste. Doth thy other mouth ca 2 rt 
This isa Devil, and no Monfter 5 ede ot Rad 
no long {poon. en, Slee 
Tri. Stephano: if thou bee ph 
fpeak to he ; for lam Se aa te et aces fick pte 
friend Trinculo. : gaia tte good 
Ste. If thou beeft Trimculo, come forth ; Vle pull thee 


Chou art very Trinculo inde 
Jo indeed: howcam’{t 
ire Yer) y : am ‘ft tho A 
fiege of this Moon-calf? Can he vent Trinculo’s | Seis 
ry cd ¥ Oe 


Tri, 


A OR SR RC Se A eth sre 


1 be Tempeft. 9 


a a ee a 


entry oe — - re 


hE le | 


art thou not drown’d Stephano ; Lhope now thou art not Baw ban’, Cacalyban { 


Tri. ltook him to be kill’d with athttnder-ftroke., but Nor fivape trenohering, nor walh c 
drown’d : is the ftorm over-blown? | hid me under the _ Has a new Mafter, get amen Mar, 
dead Moon-Calfs Gaberdine, for fear of the Storm :| Freedome, high-day, high-day freedome, frgedome, high- 
«os 6 - 1 a j ; ES > freedome : 
And art thou living Stephano? O Stephano, two Neapolitans day fi eedome. ec ee 
fcap’d ? sre, O brave Montfter, lead the way. Exesing. 
>) PA ‘ r tt ack is t = é 
Ste, thee doe not turn me about, my ftomack is not ere ls Ode, se ‘ 
a et “EERE ayy Alus Tertius Scena Priva. 
conftant. ee 
Cal. Thefe be fine things, and if they. be not fprights : Entér Ferdinand ( beating a Lig.) 
that’s.a brave god, and bears Celeftial liquor: I willkneel] 7, There be fome {ports are painful and their labout 
to him. : Delight in them fet off : Some kinds of bafene{s ' 
Ste. How did’ft thou fcape ? Are nobly undergone : and moft poor matters 
How cam’ft thou hither ? : Point torich ends ; this my méan Task 
4 r > rf ry? Lae! >t . ets tg = - P . F. 
Swear by this Bottle how thou eam iter : } efcap'd VVould be as heavy to me, as odious, but 
upon a But of Sack, which the Saylors heaved o reboard, | The Miftref§ which 1 ferve, quickens what's dead, 
by this Bottle which! made of the Bark of a Tree, with | And makes my labours pleafures : O the is 
mine own hands, fince I was calt afhore. Ten times more gentle, than her Father’s ¢rabbed 
Cal. We {wear upon raat Bottle, ta ke thy true fubyect, | and he’s compos'd of harfhnefS, Fmuft remove 
for the liquor is not earthly, : yo Some thoufands of thefe Logs ; and pile them up, 
Ste. Here: fwear then how thou efcap’dft. E 


Upon a fore injun&ion ; my fweet MiftresS 


Tri. Swom afhore (man) like a Duck ; ! can fwim like VVeeps when the fees me work, and fays, {lich bake ia] 
‘ “I Z < © 4suic S 
a Duck i’le be fworn. Had never like Executor : I forget: 
i Ste. Here, kiffe the Book, But thefe {weet thoughts, do éven refrefh my labours, 
Tho thou cant fwim like a Duck, thou art made like a | yon bufie leaft, whea, | do if. Enter Mirando| 
Goofe. Mis Alas,now. pray you, and Profrero 
enh, z re of this? Work rotdy haed:Lavoulad char Fe ities 
Tri. O Stephano, has’t any more o se York not fo hard: | would the lightning had a 
i Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rock by | Burnt up chofe Logs that. thouart enj 


oyned to pile: 
Pray fet ic down, asd reft you: when this burns 

° Twill weep for having wearied you: my Father 
Ishard ar ftudy. pray now reit your lf, 

He’s fafe for thefé three hou 


th’ Sea fide, where my wine is hid: 
How now Moon-Calf, how do’s thing Ague? 
Cal. Has’t thou not dropt from heaven ? 
Ste; Outo’th Moon | doe affure thee...I was the Man 
ith’ Moon when time was. Fer. O-taad leat MAG 
Cai. | have feen thee in her: and 1 do adore thee: The Sun will fet before I thal diftharce 
. mr > 7 i SS 
My Miftretle thew’d me thee, and thy Dog,and thy Bufh. | What! muft ftrive to ie 
Ste. Come {wear to that : kifle the Book, | will fur- Mir: Vf youl fit dows 
nifh it anon with the new contents : Swear. Ple bear your Logs the while, Pray give me thag 
F 3 Be | ae + 'y 5° eh acy sive ill by 
Tri. By this good light, this isa very fhallow Monfter : Ple carry it to the pile. 
fafeard of him? avery fhallow Monfter; : 


ler. No precious Creature 
The an ith? M ? Z ? 
The Man sie Mi : Montt Lhad rather crack my finews, break my back, 
% TOLL POOL GUCCUN AUS Wem Tas Than you fhould furch difhonor undetgo 
Well drawn Moniter, in good footh } es 
wel drawn Moniter, tn §o00d 10 npaiet y : While | fit lazy by. 
Cal. Ile fhew the every fertil inch o’th’ fle: and] oy 


Cah | ’ Mir. \t would become me. 
will kiffe thy. foot : ¥ prethee be my god. As wellasit do’s yon;  AndI fhould doit 
Tri. By this light, a moi perfidious, and drunken | With much more eate: for my good-u ill is to it 
Moniter, when's god’s afleep he'll rob his Bottle. And yours it is Againtt, : ee 
Cal. Ile kifle thy foot. le wear my. felf chy Subject. | Pro. Poor worm thou art infeAéd. 
Ste. Come on then: down and {wear, This vifttasian thas ic pee 
Zi. | thall laugh my felf to death at this puppy;head- | ayir. You Jook wearily. 
ed Monfter: a moft{gurvie Monfter : I could find in MY | Fer. ‘No, noble Miftrels,cis freth morning with me. 
heart to beat him. When you are by at night : I1dobefeech you 
Ste. Come, kifle. nF Fis | Chiefly, that 1 might €r it in my prayers, 
Tri, But that the poor Monfter’s in drink : | What is yourname2 5 
An abominable Montter. | Mir. Mirarida. O my Father, 
Cal. Vle thew thee the belt Springs: I’le pluck thee l have broke your heft to fay fo, 
Berries : Ile fith forthee ; and get thee wood enough. : 


ioe Fer, Admir’d Miranda, 

A plague upon the Fyrane that I ferve , Indeed the top of Admiration, worth 

lle bear him no more Sticks, but follow thee, thou won- What’s deareit to the world : full many a Lady 

drous man. : | have ey’d with beft regard, and many a time 
Tri, Amott ridiculous Monfter, to make a wonder of Th’ harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 

a poor drunkard. ‘ ¢ 


Cal. | prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow - 
and I with my long nayls will dig thee pig-nuts; thow 
thee a Jay’s neft, and inftruct thee how to fnare-the nim- Did quarrel with the nobleft grace fhe ow’d 
ble Marmazet : [’le_ bring thee tocluftring Philbirts, and | and put it tothe foyle. But you, O you, ’ 
—. : be = young Scamels from the Rock: | oo perfect, and fo peerlefs, are created 

4 g Ofevery Creatures beft, 

Cal. 1 prethee now lead the way without any more bir. de car inois 

talking. Zrinculo, the King, and all our company elf wee ‘ 


> 


Brought my tco diligent ear : for feveral virtnes 
Have | lik’d feveral women, never.any 
\ 


x 


With fo fullfoul, but fome defect in her 


| 
| 


jane 
In ny OU PD Oa eer 


‘agieed ay iaharie | 3 : © 1 One of my fex ; no womans Face remember, 
we S ere: Here; bear my he 1 afs, mi A 

ad ~~ aie he we a il Git iret Fyre 3, Dear MY | Cave from my glafs, mine own: Nor have Ifeen 

od Bote : Felow Jrinculo ; well fill him by and by a- More that 1 may call men, than yon good friend, 
gain: Aigo 20% Sy : And my dear Father: how features are abroad 

a Caliban fings drunkenly. | am skillefSof; but my Modeity 

ot Farewell Matter : farewel, farewel. The jewel in my dower) ] would not with 

fl Tri. Ahowling Monfter : adrunken Monfter. Any companion in the world but you ; 

! Cal , ? eae gf et aos 5) 

th Cae Na more dams Ile make for fijh, \Nor can imagination forma fhape, 

i Nor fetch in firing, at re quiring, \Befides your felf, to like of: but I prattle Something | 


10 


| ee re eee ETT. 
Something too wildly, and my Fathers precepts 
Itherein do forget. 
Fer. 1am, in my condition 
A Prince (Miranda) do think a King 
(i would not fo) and would no more endure 
This woodden flavery , than to fuffer 
The fleth-flie blow my mouth: hear my foul fpeak. 
The very inftant that I faw you, did 
My heart fly to your fervice, there refides 
To make me flave to it, and for your fake 
Am | this patient Log-man. 
Mir. Do you love me + 
Fer. Oheaven ; O earth, bear witnefs to this found, 
And crown what I profefs with kind event 
If {peak true: if hollowly, invert 
VVhat beft is boaded me, to mifchief: I, 
Beyond all limit of what elfe i’th’ world 
Do love, prize, honour you- 
Mir. 1am a fool 
To weep at what lam glad of. 
Pro. Fair encounter 
Of two moft rare affections : Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between ’em. 
Fer. Wherefore weep you? 
Mir. At mine unworthinefs that dare not offer 
What { defire to give, and muchlefs take 
Vhat I fhall die to want: But this is trifling, 
And allthe more it feekt to hide it felf, 
The bigger bulk it fhews- Hence bafhful cunning; 
And prompt me plain and holy innocence. 
Jam your wife, if you will marry me, 
If not, Ple die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; but [le be your fervant 
Whether you will or no. 
Fer. My Mifirefs ( deareft ) 
And I thus humble ever. 
Mir. My Husband then? 
Fer. 1, with a heart fo willing 
As bondage ere of freedom : here’s my hand. 
Mir. And mine, with my heart in’e ; 
Till half anhour hence. 
Fer, A thoufand, thoufand. 
Tr . So glad of this as they! cannot be, 
Who are furpriz’d with all ; but my rejoycing 


por cast t ah SET semet Bs 


IE ae — ee a 


At nothing can be more: Vle to my book, 

§ For yet ere fupper-time mutt } perform 

= Much bufinefs appertaining. 

é 

f es 


ee ae een ae ame Nea a eee ath 


LS 
eat AD 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo. 


= ee 


Sre. Tell not me, W 
water,-riot adrop before 5 
‘ormServatit Monfter, drink to me. 


1 could recover the fhore, five and 
and on, by this light thou fhalt be my 
fter, oc my Standard. 
Trin. Your Lieutenant if you lift, be’s no ftandard. 
Ste. Wee'l not run, Monfieur Monfter 


fay nothing neither. 


NN ais 
The Tempelt. vai 


and now farewel 


Exeunt. 


Exit. 


hen the But is out we will drink 
- therefore bear up, and boord 


A 
5 i Trin. Servant Montter ? the folly of this Ifland, they 
z el fay there’s butfive upon this ifle; we are three of them, 
i} ‘fth’other two be brain’d like us, the State tottefs. 

| at Ste. Drink fervant Monfter when ] bid thee, thy eyes 
E “t are almoft fet in thy heart. 
eet Trin. Where fhould they be fet elfe ? he were a brave 
i i Monfter indeed if they were fet in his tail. 

BN Ste. My man-Moniter hath drown’d his tongue in 
Bt Sack : for my part the Sea cannot drown me, | fwam ere 


thirty Leagues, off 
Lieutenant Mon 


Trin Nor goneither : but you'l lye like dogs, and ye! 


a 


————e 


Ste. Moon-calf, {peak once In thy life, if thou beeft 


"Cal, How does thy honour 
| tle not ferve him, heis not valian 
Trin. Thou lieft moit ignorant Monfter, | am in cafe 
\to juftle a Conftableiwhy, thou debofh’d Fifh, thou, was | 
there ever mana Coward, that hath drunk fo mtich Sack 
as | today ¢ wilt thou tell me a monttrous lye,being but 
half a Fifhand half a Moniter Q 

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me, 
Lord? 

Trin. Lord, quoth h 
a Natural? 

Cal. Loe, loe again: bite him to death, I prethee. 

Sie. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head : if 
you prove a mutineer, the next ‘Tree: the poor Moniter’s 
my fubject, and he fhall not {uffer indignity 

Cal. | thank my noble Lord. Wilt thou be pleas’d 
{ 
| 
| 


good Moon-calf- 
2 Let me lick thy fhooe: 
lant. 


it 


wilt thou let him my 


e 2 that a Monfter fhould be fuch 


once again to hearken to the fuit 1 made to thee ? 
Ste. Marry willl: kneel and repeat it, 
| will ftand, and fo fhall Trinculo. 


Enter Ariel invifible. 


Cal. As 1 told thee before, lam fubject to a Tyrant, 
| A Sorcerer that by his cunning hath cheated me ; 
| Of the ifland. 
Ariell. Thou lyett. 
| Cal, Thou lyeft, thou jefting Monkey thou : 
| would my valiant mafter would deftroy thee ; 


I doe not lye. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in’s tale, 
By this hand, | will fupplaint fome of your teeth. 

Trin. Why, | faid nothing. 4 

Ste. Mumthen, and no more: proceed. 

Cal. fay by Sorcery he got this fle, 

From Me, he got it. if thy Greatnefs will 
‘Revenge iton him,( For I know thou dar’{t) 
But this thing dare Not. 

Ste. That’s moft certain. 

Cal. Thou fhalt be Lord of it, and Vle ferve thee. 

Ste. How now fhall this be compat ? 

Canit thou bring me to the party 2 

Cal. Yea, yea, my Lord, I’le yield him thee afleep, 
Where thou maift knock a nail into his his head. 

Ariel. Thowlieft, thou canft not. 

Cal. What a py’de Ninnie’s this ? Thou {curvy patch 
ido befeechthy Greatnefs give him blows, , 
and take his Bottle from him: When that’s gone, 

He thal) drink nought but brine, for lle not fhew him 
Where the quick Frefhes are. 
S:¢. Trinculo, run into no farther danger : 
interrupt the Moniter one word furthér, and by this 
¢ ? ? 
ae i as my mercy out o’ doors, and make a Stock- 
Trin. Why, what did1?I did nothing : 
Ple go no further off. 
Ste. Didft thou not fay he lyed : 
Ariell, ‘Vhou lyett. 
Ste. Dol fo? ‘Take you that, 
As 22 like this, give me the lye another time. 
Yarn hee give thee the lye; Out 0’ your wits and 
ee o’ your Bottle, this can Sack and drinking do: 
A murrain on your Mo : 
fiieers. y niter, and the Divil take your 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ste. Now forw i 
further of ee eee 

Cal. Beat him enough: after a little time 
le beat him too. 
Ste. Stand further : Come proceed. 
cal. Why, asi told thee, ’tisa cuftom with him 


Ith’ 


P th’ afternoon to fleep : there thou maift brain him 
Having firft feiz’d his Books: Or with a Log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a Stake, 
Or cut his wezand with thy Knife. Remember 
Firft to poffefs his books ; for without them 
He’s but aSor, as] am; nor hath not 
One Spirit to command : they afl do hate him 
As rootedly as I. Burn but his books; 
He has brave Utenfils (for fo he calls them) 
Which when he has an houfe, he’! deck withal. 
And that meit deeply to confider, is 
The beauty of his Daughter: he himfelf 
Calls her anon-pareil: | never faw a woman 
But only Sycorax my Dam, and the ; 
But fhe as far furpafleth Sycorax 
As great’ft do’s leaft. 
Ste. Isit fo bravea Lafs? 
Cal. 1 Lord; fhe will become thy bed J warrane, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 
Ste. Monfter, { will kill this man: 


> 


and thy felf fhall be Vice-Roys: 
Doft thou like the Plot, Trinculy2 
Trin. Excellent, 
Ste. Giveme thy hand ; lam forry I beat thee: 
But while thouliv’ft keep a good tongue in thy head. 
Cal. Within this half hour will he be afleep ; 
VVilt thou deftroy him then ? 
Ste. 1 on mine honour, 
4riell, This will 1 tell my Mafter, 
{_ Cal. Thou mak’itme merry: Lam full of pleafure : 
Let us be jocond- Will you troul the Catch 
You taught me but whileare ? 
| Ste. At thy Requeft, Monfter, I will do Reafon; 
And Reafon: Come onTrinculo, let us fing. 
Sings. 
Flout "em and cout°em: and skowt °em and 
Thought 1 free. 
Cal. That’s not the tune. 
Ariell plays the tuneona Tabor and Pipe. 
Ste: What is this fame ? 
Trin. This is the tune of our Catch plaid by the picture 
of No-body 


flout em, 


If thou beeft a devil, tak’: as thou lift 
Trin. O forgive me my fin. 
Ste. He that dies pays all debts: I defie thee : 
Mercy upon us, 
Cal. Art thou afeard ? 
Ste. No Montter, not I. 
Cal. Be not ateard, the Ifle is full of noifés, 
Sounds, and fweet airs, that give delight and hurt not : 
Sometimes a thoufand twangling inftruments 
Will hum about mine Ears : and fometimes voices, 
That if I then had wak d after long fleep, 
Will make me fleep again ; and thenin dreaming 
The Clouds me thought would open, and fhew Riches 
Ready to drop upon me, that when] wak’d 
Icri’d to dream again. 
Ste. This will prove a brave Kingdom to me, 
Where I fhall have my mufick for nothing. 
Cal. When Projpero is deitroyed, 
Ste. That fhall be by and by : 
I remember the ftory. 
Trim. The found is going away : 
Let’s follow it, and after doour Work, 
, , Ste. Lead Montfter ; 
'We'l follow: 1 would I could fe his Taborer, 
He lays it on. 
Trin. Wilt come ? 


lle follow § tephano; Exeunt. 


The Tenpeft 


RR Ea ee oe Ee Oe STAT sa ree 


his Daughter and | 
will be King and Queen, fave our Graces; and Trinculo 


Ste, If thou beeft’a man, fhewthy lf in thy likenéfS :} Though fools at home condemn em, 


Scena Tertia: 


Enter Alonfo, Sebattian, Anthonio, Gonzalo; 
Adrian, Francifco, &c. 


Gon. By’r lakin, I can go no further, Sir, 
My old bones ake: here’s a maze trod indeed 
Through forth-rights and Meanders - by your patience, 
[needs mutt reft me. 

elo. Old Lord, I cannot bla ne thee, 

Who am my felf attach’d with wearine(s 

To th’ dulling of my {pirits ; fit downand reft- 

Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it 

No longer for my flatterets : he is drown’d 
| Whom thus we ftray to find,and the fea mocks 
| Our fruftrate fearch on Land: well :let him go, 

Am. lam right glad thathe’s fo out of hope: 
Do not for one Repulfe forgo the purpofe _ 
That you refolv’d v’ effec. 

Seb. The next advantage will we take throughly. 

Ant. Let it be to night; : 
For now they are opprefs’d_ with travel they 
Will not, nor 


cannot ufefuch vigilance 
\s when they are freth. 
Solemn and ftrange Mufick : 


fi ble ) 


and Profper on the top (invi- 


Enter feveral firange fh apes, bringing im a 
Banquet; and dance. abcut it wir! gentle actions of 
{alutations, and insti ig the King, &c. to 

eat, they depart. - 
Sed. | fay to night : nd more, 
e4!. What harmony is this 


? my good friends, hark! 
Gon. Marvellous fweet Mufick ! 


Alo. Give us kind keepers, heavens: what ate thefe aS 
Seb. A living Drollery : now 1 will believe 4 
That there are Unicorns: t] 
hereisone Tree, the Phoenix throne, one Pheenix 
it this hour reigning chere. 
e4nt. Vle believe both : 
And what do’s elfe want credit come to me, 
And V’le be fworn tis true : Travellers ne’re did li¢s 


120 1N Arcola 


Gow. If in Naples 
E 


you there prefent, 


prefling 


ad ; for we have flomacks 
hatishere ? 


€ were boys 
re Mountaineers, 

ats had hanging ar em 
were fuleh men 

alts¢ which now we find 


thefe are people of the 'fland) 

Vany, nay, almoft any, 
| Alo. L cannot too much mufe, 
{Of excellent dumb difcourfe. 

They have left their Viands behi 
i 

Who would believe that there we 

Each putter outof five for one, will bring us 


I fhould report this now, would they believe me ? 
lif I fhould 1 
Who though they are of monftrous fhape, yet noté 
heir manners are more gentle. kind than of 
Pro. Honeft Lord, 
‘hou halt faid well: for forme of 
|Such fhapes, fiich gefture, and {uch found ex 
| (Although they want the ufé ot tongue) a kind 
| Pro. Praife in departing. 
Fra. ‘They vaniflrd ttrangely. 
Wilt pleafe you tafte of w 
Alo. Not i: 
Dew-lapt, like Bulls, whofe thro 
Wallets of flefh? or that there 
Good warrant of. , 
Alo. i will ftand to, and feed, 


ay Ifaw fuch tflanders: 
'(For certes 

Our humane generation you fhall find 

i 

Are worfe than Devils. 
| Seb, No matter, fince 
i 
i 
i 
4 Gonz Faith Sir, you need not fear : when w 
Whofe heads ftood in their bre 

Although my lait, no Matter, fince I feel 


ELSIE STRAT . = 
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Dae em 


£2 


ere ieee 
The bett is paft: brother, my Lord, 


1 Spand to, and do as WE. 
Se oRimter Ariel (like a Harpy ) 


j T’) rene ¢ 
Z hunder and Ligatnings 4 j 
; 1-7’. bh) z Doe it: : 
claps bis win poss the Table, and with a quem 
i I 
, 


the Duke, 


S§ I. , - oe Td 
-e the Banquet % fhes. 


whom deftiny 
ats this lower world, 


aev 


Ar. Youware three men of fin, 
That hath to inftreme! 
And whatis in’e: the never furfeited Sea, 

’d to belch you UP 5 and on this Ifland, 


| Hath-caus 
| Where man doth not inhabit, you *mongft men 


Being moft unfit to live: Ihave made you mad ; 

: 1 like valour men hang and drown 
. You fools, land my fellows 

the Elements 

rd, may as well 


And even with fucl 
Their proper {elves 
Are Miniftersof Fate ; 
(words are tempe 

emockt-at-Stabs 


Of whom your 
winds, or with bea 


Wound the loud 
Kill che till clofing waters, 
One dowle that’s tn my plumb : 
| Are like-inviloerable: if you could hurt, 
1 Your fwords are now too maflie for your {trength, 
.4 but remember 


youy that you threé 


as diminifh 
My fellow-minifters 


i And will not be up-lift 
For that’s my bufinels to 


1 
From Millain did fupplant eood Prof{pero; 


Expos’d unto the Sea (which hath requit it) 
i Him and his innocent child: for which foul deed 
The Powers delaying (not forgetting), have’ 
I incens’d the Seasand Shores 5 yea, all the Creatures 
| Againft your peace - Thee of thy Son, Alon/o, 
| They have bereft; and do pronounce by me 
| Lingring perdition (worfe than any death 
I Can be atonce) fhall ftep by ftep attend 
h You and your WaySy 
Which here, in this mott defolate Ifle, elfe falls 
i Upon your heads, is nothing but hearts-forrow, 
i And a clear life enfuing. 
i f bunder: then (to [oft Mu ick). Enter 
¢ 1 ith mocks and 
p76IeS) img out the Table. 
Pyro. Bravely the figure of this Harpy fiaft thou 
it had devouring: 


Perform’d (my Ariel/), a grace 
yf my inftruction halt thou nothing bated 


LLecel 


>: fo with good life 
t and obfervation ftrange, My meaner Minifters 
are al] knit up 
w areinmy power; 
And in thefe fits } leave them, while I vifit 
Young Ferdinand €whom they ft ppofe is drownd) 
And his, and mine lov'd darling. 
Gon. VP th? name of fomethings 
4 this ftrange ftare® 
Alo. ©, itis mon 
Methought the billows {po 
The winds dic fing it to mec: | th 
(Thatdeepand dreadful Organ-pipe) prone inc’'d 
= name of Profper: tt did bafe thy trefpals 5 


ftrous: monftrous ! 

ke, and rold me Orit: 
y] vy ] 

and the 3 hunder 


Therefore my Soni’ th’ Ooie is bedded ; and 
Je feck him deeper than ere plummer founded, 
lie mudded. : 
at a time, 
le fight their Legions o’re. 
Ant. Vile be thy {econd, 
Gn. Allthree of them at 
(Like poyfon given to worka great time after) 
Now ‘gins to bite the {pirits : 1 do befeech you 
(That are of fap pler joynts) follow them {wiftly 
And hinder. them from what this Extafie 
May now provoke them to. 
Ad. Follow | pray you. 


t 
And with him there 
Seb. But one fiend 


eee 


The i empell. 


whofe wraths to guards you from, 


ave done; my high charms work, 


holy Sir, why ftand you 


Exit. 


Exeunt. 
e defperate : their great guilt 


ENeunt omnese 


Atlus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Profpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda. 
if | have too aufterely punifh’d you, 

‘on makes amends ; for I 

Have given you here a third of mine own life, 

Or that for which I live: who once again 

| tender to thy hand: Altthy vexations 

Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 

Hatt ftrangely ftood the reft: here afore heaven 


Pro. 
Your compenfat 


| ratifie this my rich gift: © Ferdinand, 
Do not fmile at me that I boaft her off; 
For thou fhalt find fhe will out-ftrip afl praife, 
And make it halt behind her. 
Fer. | do believe it 
Againft an Oracle. 
Pro. Then, asmy gueft, and thine own acquifition 
Worthily purchas’d, take my Daughter : 
if thou doft break her Virgin-knot before 
All fanétimonious Ceremonies may 
With fall and holy right be miniftred, 
No fweet afperfions fhall the heavens let fall 
To make this Contract grow : but barren hate, 
Sower-ey’d difdain, and difcord fhall beftrew 
The union of your bed with weeds fo loathly 
f ke heed, 


re 


That you fhafl hate tt both: Therefore ta 
As Hymens Lamps fhafl light you. 

| Fer. As | hope 

For quiet days, fair iffue, and long life, 

| with {ich love, as’tis now the murkieft den, 

ae moft opportune place, the ftrong’ft fuggettion, 


Our worfer Genias can, fhall never melt 

Mine honour into Luft, to take away 

The edg of that days celebration, 

\VV hen { fhafl think, or Phaduas fteeds are 

Or night kept chain’d below. 

Pro. Fairly {poke 5 
sit then, and talk with her, fhe is thine own ; 
What Arie! ; my induftrious fervant Ariel. Enter Ariel. 
Ari. What would my potent mafter ? here fam. 
Pro. Thou, and thy meaner fellows, your laft fervice 
Did worthily perform : and I muft ufe you 
In fuch another trick: go bring the rabble 
(O’re whom I give thee power ) here, to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion, for 1 muft 
Beftow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine Art: itis my promife, 
And they expect it for me. ae 

Ari. Prefently ? 

Pro, { : with a twink: 

Ari. Before you can fay come, and go 
And breathetwice ; andcry, , fo; ; 
Each one tripping on his Toe, 
Will be here with mop, and mowe. 
Doe you love me Maiter? no? 

_Pro. Dearly my delicate Ariel: do not approach 

Till thou do’ hear me call. ; 

Aril. Well: I conceive. 
e Pro, Look thou be true : do not give dalliance 
gal ee aaa : ve ftrongeft oaths, are ftraw 
oe a : be more abftemtous, 

r elfe good night your vow. 

__ Fer. | warrant you, Sir, 
The whité cold virgin Snow, uponmy heart 
Abates the ardours of my Liver. 

Pro. VVell. 

ee — my Ariel, bring a Corolary, 
ather than wanta {pirit, appear “pet f 

No tongue : ieee be flent sie petty Si ogee 

Ir. Ceres, molt bounteous Lady, the rich ies 2 


fournderd, 


Of| 


be Sax 
oes a. naa 


Of Wheat, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oats, and Peate ; j 
Thy Turphy Mountains, where live‘ nibling Sheep, 
And flat Medes thetch’d with Stover, them to keep: 
Thy, banks with pioned, and twilled brims , 
LVVhich {pungy April, at thy heft betrims; 
To make cold Nymphs chaft crowns; and thy broom 
VVhofe thadow the difmiffed-Batchelor loves, (groves 
Being lafS-lorn: thy pole-clipt vineyard : 
And thySea-marge fteri!, and rocky hard; ae } 
VVhere thou thy felfdo'ft air, the: Queen o’th Skie, 
VVhofe watry Arch, and meffenger, am I, 
Bids thee leave thefe, and with her foveraign grace, ‘uno 
Here on this grafs-plot, in this very place (defcends. | 
To come, and f{port: here Peacocks fly amain: 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to-entertain. Evxter Ceres, 
Cer. Hail many coloured Meflenger, that ne’re 
Do'ft difobey the wife of ‘fupiter : 
VVho, with thy faffron wings, upon my flowers 
Diffufeft hony drops, refrefhing fhowers, 
And with each end of thy blew bow do'ft crown 
My bosky acres, and my unfhrubd down, 
Rich fcarph to my proud earth: why hath thy Qneen 
Summon’d me hither, to this fhort grafs’d Green ¢ 
Tr. A contract of true Love, to celebrate, 
And fome donation freely toeftate 
On the blef$'d Lovers. 
Cer. Tell me heavenly Bow, 
If Veuus or her Son, as thou dot know, 
Do now attend the Queen ? fince they did plot 
The means, that dusky Dis, my daughter got : 
Her, and her blind Boys {candal‘d company, 
lhave forfworn. 
Ir, Of her fociety 
Be not affraid : 1 met her deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos: and her Son 
Dove-drawn with her : here thought they to have done 
Some wanton charm, uponthis manand maid, 
VVhofe vowsare, that no bed-right fhall be paid 
Till Yymens Torch be lighted: but in vain 
Mars’s hot Minion is return’d again 3 
Her wafpifh headed fon has broke his Arrows, 
Swears he will fhoor no more, but play with Sparrows, 
And bea boy right-out. 
Cer. Higheft Queen of State, 
Great ‘funo comes; I know her by her gate. 
Fu. How do’s my bounteous filter ? go with me 
To blefS this twain, that they may profperous be, 
And honour’d in their [ffue. They fing. 
Fu. Honour, riches, marriage, bleffing, 
Long continuance and encreafing, 
Hourly joyes be ftill upon.you, 
Juno fings her bleffings on you : 
Earths increafe, and foyzon plenty, 
Barns and Garners never empty, 
Vines, with cluftring bunches growing; 
Plants, with goodly burthen bowing : 
Spring come to you at the fartheft, * 
In the very end of Harweft-: : 
Scarcity and want fhall [hun you, 
Ceres bleffing [ois on yon. 
Fer. This is a moft majeitick vifion, and 
Harmonious, charmingly ; may I be bold 
Tothink thefe fpirits ¢ : 
Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art 
I have from all their confines call’d to enact i 
My prefent fancies 
Fer. Let me live here ever ; 
So rare a Wondred Father, and a wife, 
Makes this place Paradife. 
Pro. Sweet now, filence : 
Funoand Ceres whifper ferioufly ; 
There’s fomething elfeto do: hufh, and bé muté, 
Or elfe our {pellis marr’d. 
Juno and Ceres whijper, and fend Isis on Imployment. 


i 
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| And thefé frefh Nymphs-encounter every oné 


| Tooth’d briars, fharp firzes, pricking gofs and thorns; 


. 


Eh lala deinen lillian istic chalet nti etc Bechet. 


rn th rechetillnanealee 
Ir. You Nymphscall’d Nayadesof the windrin2 brooks, | 
With your fedg’d crowns; and ever-harmlefs looks, 
Leave your crifp channels, and on this green-land 

Anfwer your fummions, “func do’s command : 

Come temperate Nymphs; and help to celebrate 

A Contract of true Love: be not too late. 


f 


Enter certain Nymphs. 
You Sun-burn’d Sicklemen; of Avg? weary, 
Come hither from. the Firrrow, and be merty ; 


Make holy-day : your Rye-ftraw hats put on; 


pg eevee men nents 


In Country footing. 

Enter certaim Reapers. (proper!; ): they juyn with the 
Nymphs ina grat eful Dance; towards the end whereo; 
Profpero farts fuddenly, and [peaks ; after which to a 
frrange hollow and confuled + noife, they heavily wanifh, 
Pro. I had forgot that foul Con{piracy 

Of the beaft Caliban, and his Coniederateés; 

Againftmy life: che minuce of -their plot 

Isalmoitcome: Well done, avoid :nomore 


I Pee 9 
y Navitea 


Fer. This is ftrange: your Father’s in fome paffion 
That works him ftronglv. 

Mir. Never till this day 
Saw I him touch d with anger, fo diftemper’d 


Pro. You do look (miy Son) ina mov'd fort; 
As if you’ were difinai d: be chearfil Sir, i 
Our Revels now are ended: 
(AsI foretold you) were ull Spirits, and 
Are inelted into air, into thinair, 

And like the bafelets Fabrick of their Vifion, 

The Cloud capt ! owers the gorgeous Palaces; 

Thefolemn Temples, the great Globe it felt; 

Yea, -all which it inherit, {hall diffolve, 

And like this infubftantial Pageant faded, 

Leave not atack behind : we are fuch ftuff 

As dreams are made on: and out little life 

Is rounded with a fleep: Sir,] am vext ; 

Bear with my weakne(3, my old brain is troubled : 

Be not difturb’d with my infirmity ; 

If you be pleas’d, retire into my Cell, 

And there repofé <a turn or two | le walk 

To ftill my. beating mind. 

Fer. Mir. We with you peace. Exit. 

Pro, Come with a thought: I thank thee Aric// : come. F 

Exter Ariell. 

Ari. Thy thoughts Icleave to; what’s thy pléafure? 

Pro. Spirit, we muft prepare to meet with Caliban, 

Ari. 1, my Commander, when | prefented Ceres 
Ithought to have told thee of it, but|fear’d, 

Left I might anger thee. 
Pro. Say agairi, where d'dft thon leave thefe Varlots ? 
Ar. [told vou Sir, they were red hot with drinking; 

So full of Valour, that they fmote.the air 

For breathing in their faces: béat the ground 

For kifling of their ‘eet ; yet always bending 

Towards their project : then] beat my Tabor, 

At which, lke unbacke Colts, they prickt their Ears; 

Advanc’d their Eye-lids, lifted up their Nofes, 

As they fmelt mufick, fo | charm’d their Ears, . 

[hat Calt-like, they my lowing follow d through 


Thefe our Actors 


Which entred their frail fhins: At lait | left them 
I’th’ filthy mantled pool beyond your Cell, 
There dancing up to th’ chins, that the foul Laké 
O’re-ftunk their feet. 

Pro. ‘This was well doné (my bird): 

Thy fhape invifible retain thou ftill: 
The trumpery in my houfe, go bring it hithér. 
For ftale to.catch thefe thieves. 

Ariel, 1 go, | go. 

Pro. A Devil, a born-devil, on whofe Naturé 
Nurture can never ftick: on whom my pains 
Humanely taken, all, all loft, quite loft, 

And, as withage, his body uglier grows, 


Exit. 
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and Away with 
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toy 


vhere my hogfhead of 
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Monfter) Miftris Line, is not this my 
Now jerkin | 


rove a bald Jerkin. 
vel, and’clike your | 


garment for’t : 
while | am King. of this | 
is an excellent pafs of 
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low 
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rant, ther 


gers: help to bear this away, 
,or Ple turn you outof my 


e: hark, h ark : 


Juft as you left them, “all prifoners fir, 
e which weather- fends yur Cefl: 


| 


8 
Shortly fhall.all my labours end, 
Shalt have the air 


oe 


Jow far 


’ I ia 4 { 
1thne iame sai 


} 


Pro. Let them be 
ies atmy-mercy 4 


and dome 


gunte 


all- mine ! Fate 


at freedom 
fervic 


e 


d foundly : 


c. 


55 Danton 
Enter Proiper 


atilve 


til yo 


afifipt budg 
ier, and yours, 


yu 


h 


] 


Temnpett: 
Yempelt 


and’s f 


Pro. Now do's my Project ga 
My Charms cre not: My 
Go it with his carfiag 

hour, 
You fa work fhould cea 

Pro. I did fay {0 
When firft I rais’d the’ 

L 


l 


a 


Brim-full of forrow anda 


{ 
Him that 


youte rd 
t 


10, ie ft thou 
of Mine would, 


Pro. And mine fh all. 


Routan 


Sce ud Prima. 


ither to ahead: 
obey, 
e: how’s the day ? 


Spirits 


at which time, my Lord, 


afe. 


gave in charge, 


ureleafe: e King, 


abide all aie lif ftracted - 


remainder mourning over them, 


fmay : but chiefly 


Llike\ inter drops 


ink fo, fpirit ¢ 
fir, were | humane 


Haft thou (whic i art but air) a touch, a feeling 


Of their afflictions, 


and fhall not ny 


felf, 


One of their kind, that relifhall as fharply 
Paflion as they be kindlier mov’d than thou art: ? 


Tho with their high wrongs I am ftr uck tot 


Yet, with my nobler Reafon, againft my Fury, 
Do I take part: the rarer action is- 


In Vertue than in Vengeance : they being pe 
|T he fole drift of my purpole doth ext end 
| Nota frov Go releafe them Ariel! 


My charms le break, their { 


| 


Ww hereof the Ewe not om : 


| 
t, 
} 
} 
1 
| 


} 
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19 further : 


a{se t? “ef 
nfés tle re! 


And they fhallb a ghee =f 


Ar. Vie fetch them, ¢ 
Pro: Ye Elve 
And yethaton the Se 


~€ LIM 
s of Hills, 


comes back: 
By Moon- fhine do the g 


ids With b print 
t Do chafe the ebbing Neptuz 


When. he y 


e, and do fly him 

ou demy-Puppets that 
‘lets mak 
ofe p: 


reen fowre Rin} 
and you wh 


Is to make midnight Mufhromes, chat rejoyce 
To hear the folet mn Curfew, by whofe aid 
(W eak } M:z afters rs tho y e be 


The noot netide § Sun, ¢ 


Set roaring War: = 
Havel given fire, ; and 
With his own bolt : 
Have I made fhake 
The Pine and Cedar: 


i Have wak’d their fleepe 


With aged Cran DPS, aie more ain Gieed cate them, 


Than Pard, or Caro 


41%}. 


viountain. 


Hark, whey roar. 


Sa ea a aS 


| There abjure: 
Some heavenly Mufick (whic 


By my fo potent ae 


4 


cal? dforth the 


ee 


J havel é-dimn’d 

and the azur d Vault, 
ead ratling Thuhder 
fove’s ftout Oke 


The {trong bafs’d p romt ntory 
and by the {j urs pluck 


up 
Crates at My command 
s, op’d, andiet’em forth 


But this rough Magick 


and when I have requir’d 


agi en now 


I do) 


‘To work mine end upon their fenfes, thar 


This airy charm is for, 
Bury it certain fadon 


lle break my frat 


5 inthe arth, 
) 


_ 


5) and Ariel. 


and time 


is Winds 


h’ quick, 


> 


The i “empeft. 


, Sir the good old Lord Gonzalo. 
is beard 
: your charm 
eld them, your affections 


{o ftrongly works ’em 


nee ST 


Se 


natal i acto 
nd deeper than did ever Plummet found 
lle drown my Book Solemn Mufick. 
Here eters Ariel before : then Alon{o with a frantick ge- 
flure, attended by Gonzalo, Sebaftian azd Anthonio i 
‘like manner attended by Adrian and Francifco. Toey all en- 
ter the circle which Pro{pero had made, and there ftand 
charu’d: which Pro{péro obferving, {peaks : 
A folemn Air, and the beft comforter, 
To an unfetied fancy, cure thy brains 
(Now ufelefs) boil within thy skull \ there ftand ; 
For you are {pell-ftopt. 
Holy Gonzalo, honourable man; ; 
Mine eves, even fociable to the fhew of thine, 
Fall fellowly drops : The charm diffolves apace, - 
And asthe morning fteals upon the night 
(Melting the darknefs), fo their rifing fenfes 
Begin to chafe the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Their clearer Reafon. O good Gonzalo; 
My true preferver, and a loyal Sir 
To him thou follow’ft ; | will pay thy graces 
Home both in word and deed: Moft cruelly 
Didft thou ¢4/onfo, ufe me, and my daughtet:: 
Thy brother was a furtherer inthe act: 
Thou art pinch’d for’t now, Sebaftian. Flefh and blood, 
You, brother mine, that entertain’d Ambition, 
Expell’d Remorfe and Nature, whom with Seba/tian 
(Whofe inward pinches therefore are moft ftrong) 
Would here have kifl’d your King: I do forgive thee, 
Unnatural though thou art: their underftanding 
Begins to fwell, and the approaching tice 
Will thortly fill the reafonable fhore 
That now lies foul and muddy : not one of them 
That yet looks on me, or would know mé: Ariéll, 
Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell ; 
I will difcafe me, and my ‘elf prefent, 
As | was fometime Millain : quickly fpirit ; 
Thou fhalt ere long be free. : 
Ariell fags, and helps to attire him 
Where the Bee (ucks, there fuck fF; 
In a Cowflips bell I lie: 
There owch when Owls do cry ; 
Ona the Bat’s back I do fly 
after Summer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily {hall I live now 
Under the Bloflom that bangs on the Bow. 
Pro. Why that’s my dainty Ariel/> 1 fhall mifs thee ; 
Butyetthou fhalt have freedom: 0, fo, fo, 
To the King’s Ship, invifible as thou art, 
There fhalt thou find the Mariners afleep 
Under the Hatches: the Mafter and the Boatfwain 
Being awake, enforce them to this place : 
And prefently Tprethee. 
Ari. I drink the air before me, and return 
Orere your pulfe twice beat. Exit. 
Gon. All torment, trouble, wondér and amazement 
Inhabits here : (Ome heavenly“power guide us 
Out of this fearfu] Countrey. 
Pro. Behold Sir King, 
THe wronged Duke of Aéillain, Pro/pero : 
For mere affurance that a living Prince 
Do’s now {peak to thee, I embrace thy body, 
And to thee, and thy Company, Ibid : 
A hearty welcome. 
Alo. Where thou be’ft he or no, 
Or fome inchanréd trifle to abufe mé 
(As late l have been), [ not know : thy Pulfé 
Beats as of flefh and blood: and fincel faw thee, 
Th’ affliction of my mind amends, with which 
I fear a madnefS held me: this muft crave 
(And if thisbe at.all) a moft ftrange ftory : 
Thy Dukedom I refign, and do intreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs : But how fhould Propero 
Be living, and be here? ; 
Pro. Firft, noble friend, 


ee ee eee 


1 be I empeft. 


Let me embrace thine age, whofe honour cannot 
Be meafur’d, or confin’d: 

Gon. Whether this be; 
Or be'not, I’le not fwear 

pro. You do yer tafte 
Some fubtilties o th’ Jfe, that will not let you 
Believe things certain: Welcome, my friends all : 
But you, my brace of Lords, were { fo’minded, 
[here could pluck his Hig! frown upon you, 


t And juftifie you Traitors: at thistime 
| I will tell no tales. 
Seb. The Devil {peaks in him. 
Pro. No: 
| For you (moft wicked Sir) whom to cafl brother 


Would even infeé& my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankeft faults : all of them:and require 
My Dukedom of thee, which perforce 1 know 
Thou mutt reftore, 

Alu. If thou beeft Pra/pero, 

Give us particulars of thy prefervatiori, 

Jow thou haft met us here, who three hours fince 
Were wrackt upon this fhore? where I have loft 
(How fharp the point of this remembrance is) 
My dear. Son Ferdinand. 

Pro. 1am wo for’e, Sir. 

Alo. irreparable is the lofs, and Patience 
Says, itis paft her cure. 

Pro. | rather think 
You have rot fought her hélp, of whofe foft grace 
For the like lofS, I have her foveraign aid, 

And reft my felf content. 

Alo. You the likelofs ¢ 

Pro. As great to me, as lat 
To make thedear lofs; have 
Than you may call to Comfort you ; 
Have loft my daughter. 

Alo. A daughter ? 

Oh heavens ! that they weré living-both in Naples 
The King and Queen there, that they were, 1 with 
My felf were mudded in that Oo-zy bed 
| Where my Son lies: whendid you lofe your daughter ? 
Pro; ¥n this laft Tempeft. 1 perceive thefe Lords 


3, and infupportable 
means much weaker 


} 


Be 
tor 


RR 


i : . . 

| Atthis encounter do fo much admire, 

| That they devour their Reafon, and fcarce think 
| Their Eye do Offices of truth: their words 


vo! 
Are natural breath : but howfoever.you have 
Been juftled ftoni your fenfes, know for certain 
"That lam Profpero, .and that very Duke 
ly hich was thruft forth of Adillain, who moft firangely 
| Upon this fhore (where you were wrackt) was landed 
| Tobe the Lord on’t : no more yet of this; 

For ’fisa Chronicle of day by day, 

Not a Relation for a breakfaft, nor 

Befitting this firft meeting: Welcome, Sir: 

This Cell’s my Court: here have | few attendants; 
And Subjects noné abroad: ptay you look in: 
) My Dukedom fince you have given me again, 
| | will requite you with as good a thing, 


| At leaft, bring fortha wonder, tocontent yé 

| As muchas me my Dukedom. 

Here Profpero difcovers Ferdinand and Miranda 
i playing at Che{s. 

| Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me falfe. 

| Fer. No,my deareft Love, 

| | would not for the world. (gle, 
| Mir. Yes, for a fcore of Kingdoms you fhonld wran- 
| And1 would call it fair play. 

| Alo, If this prove 

| A vifion of the Ifland, one dear Son 
| Shall I twice lofe. 

Seb. Amoft high Miracle. . 
| . Fer. Though the Seas threatén, théy are mércifal : 
| have curs’d them without caufe. 
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Even inadream, were we divided from them, 


Alo. Now aii the bleflings 
Of a glad father com pafs thee about: 
Arife, and fay how thou cam'ft here. 
Mir. O wonder ! 
| How many goodly creatures are therehere? 
Wow beauteous mankind is! O brave new world 
| That has furch people in’t. 
| Pro. "Tis new to thee. 
. Alo. What is this Maid with whom thou was’t at play? 
Your’eld’ft acquaintance cannot be three hours: 
Is fhe the goddefs that hath fever’d us, 
And brought us together f 
Fer. Sir, fheis mortal ; 
| But by immortal providence fhe’s mine ; 
| (chofe her when I could nor ask my Father 
| had one : She 

Is Danghrer to this famous Duke of Millaiy 
| Of whom fo often I have heard renown, 

But never faw before: of whom | have 
Receiv’d a fecond Life ; and fecond Father 


This Lady makes him to me. 


Alo.{am hers : 
BurO, how odly will it found, that I 
Mutt ask my child forgivenef ? 
Pro. There, Sir, ftop : 
Let us not burthen our remembrances with 
An heavinefS that’s gone. 
Gen: have inly wept, 
Or fhould have {poke ere this: look down you gods, 
And on this Couple drop a blefled Crown : 
For itis you that have chalk’d forth the way 
| Which brought us hither. 
| Alo. Vay Amen, Gonz alo. 
Gon: Was Millain thruft from Millain that his Iffue 
Vaples?. O rejoice 


| Should become Kings of 
| Beyond a common joy, and fet it down 
| With gold on laiting Pillars: In one Voyage 
| Did Claribell her Husband find at Tznss, 
a Ferdinand, her Brother, found a Wife, 
Where he himéelf was lott: Profpero his Dukedom 
{In a poor Je: and all of us, our felves, 
When no man was his own. 
Alo. Give me your hands: 
Let grief and forrow ftill embrace his heart 
That doth not with you Joy. 
Gon. Be it fo, Amen. 
Enter Ariel, with the Mafter and Boat{wain 
amazedly following. 
Olook Sir, look, hereis more of us! 
i prophefi'd, if a Gallows were on Land 
This fellow could not drown: Now blafphemy, 
That {wear it grace ore-board, not an Oathon fhore, 
Haft thou no mouth by Land ? 5 
What is the news ? 
Boat. ‘The beft news is, that we have fafe found 
Our King and Company; the next, our Ship, 
Which but three glafles fince we gave out {plit, 
Is tite, and yare, and bravely rig’d, as when 
We firit put out to Sea. 
Ar. Sir, ail this fervice 
Have | done fince | went. 
Pro, My trickfey {pirit. 
Alo. Thefeare not natural Events ; they ftrengthen 
From ftrange to ftranger: fay, how came you hither ? 
Boat. if 1 didthink, Sir, | were wellawake, 
[ld ftrive torell you: we were dead of fleep, 
And (how we know not) all clapt under hatches, 
Where, but even now, with ftrange and feveral noifes 
Of roaring, threeking, howling, gingling chains, 
And moe diverfity of founds, all horrible, 
We were awak’d: ftraight way at liberty ; 
Where we, in all our trim, frethly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant Ship: our Matter 
Capring to eye her: ona trice, to pleafe you, 


And were brought moping hither. 
Ar. Was’t well done ? 
Pro. Bravely (my diligence) : thou fhalt be free. 
Ar. This is as ftrange a Maze ase’re men trod, 
And there is in this bufinefs more than Nature 
Wasever conduct of: fome Oracle 
Mutt rectifie our knowledg. 
Pro. Sir, my Liege, 
Do notinfect your mind with beating on 
The ftrangene(s of this bufinefs, at picke feizure 
(Which fhall be fhortly fingle) Tle refolve you 
(Which to you fhall feem probable) of every 
Thefe happen’d accidents : till when, be cheerful, 
And think of each thing well: Come hither fpirit, 
| Cet Caliban and his companions free: 
Untie the Spell ; How fares my gracious Sif ? 
| ‘There are yet mifling of your Company 
Some few odd Lads that you remember not. 
Enter Ariell, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and Trin- 


culo, i# their ftoln Apparel. 

Ste. Every, man fhift for all the reft, and let 
No mantake care for himéelf ; for allis 
But fortune: (oragio Bully-Monfter, Coragio. 

Tri. If thefebe true {pies which | wear in my head, 
Here’s a goodly fight: 

Cal. O Setebis, thefe be brave Spirits indeed : 

How fine my Mafteris ? I am afraid 
He will chaftife me. 
Seb. Ha, ha: 
What things are thefe, my Lord Anthonio? 
Will money buy em? 
Ant. Very like: one of them 
\{sa plain Fifth, and no doubt marketable. 
| Pro. Mark but the badges of thefe men, my Lords, 
Then fay if they betrue: This mifhapen knave, 
His Mother was a VVitch, and one fo ftrong 
That could controul the Moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her command without her power: 
Thefe three have robb’d me, and this demy-devil, 
(For he’s a baftard one) had plotted with them 
To take my life: twoof theie Fellows you 
Muft known and own, this Thing of darknefs I 
Acknowledg mine. 

Cal. { fhall be pincht to death. 

‘Alo, Isnot this Stephano, my drunken Butler ? 

Seb. He is drunk now. 

VVhere had he VVine? 

Alon. And Trincule is reeling-ripe: where fhould they 
Find this grand Liquor that hath gilded ’em ? ; 
How cam’ft thou in this pickle? 

Tri. Thave been in fuch a pickle fince I faw you laft 
That I fear me will never out of my bones: — 
I fhafl not fear fly-blowing. ; 

Seb. VVhy, how now Stephano? 

Ste. O touchme nor; . Mabe not Stephano, but a Cramp 

Pro. Yowldbe Kingo’ th’ fle, Sirrah? P. 

Ste. I fhould have been a fore one then, 

Alo, ® Visa firange thing as e’re I look’d.on. 

Pro. Heisas difproportion’d in his manners 
Asin his fhape : Go Sirrah, to my Cell, 

Take with you your Companions: as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handfomly. 

Cal. 1, that i will: and Dle be wife hereafter 
And {eek for grace: what a thrice double Afs . 
VVas [to take this drunkard for a god ? 

And worthip this dull fool ? 

oe Be to, away. 

Alo. Hence, and befto E 

Seb. Or ftole it a salte SBEEAEE Where you found 
Be. “is sek BE mene panels and your train, 

asians f Eu Where you fhall take yourr ft 

core night, which part of it i’le wafte : 
V Vich fuch difcourfe as I not doubt fhall make ir 


(i. 


found 


\ a 
Ss 


*, 
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i be T empeft. | 5 aes 
PER ae Ae, oe eee Se eee re eer 5 sti, 
Go quick away: The ftory of my life, o heay, the ftory of your life; which muft 
And the particular accidents gone by Take the Ear ftrangely. | 
Since 1 came to this Ifle: Andin the morn Pro. Vle deliver all, 
le bring you to your Ship; and fo to Naples: And promife you calm feas, aufpicious gales, 
Where | have hope to fee the.Nuptials And fail fo expeditious, that fhall catch 
Of thefe our dear-belov’d, folemnized , Your Royal fleet far off: My Ariel] (Chick) 
And thence retire me to my A4i//ain, wiiere That is thy charge: then to the Elements 
Every third thought fhall be my grave. Be free, and fare thou well: pleafé you draw near. 
Alo. llong Exeunt omnes. 
ane eA SSR eG: ¥ 


EPILOGUE The Scene, an uninhabited Ifland.| 
fpoken by Profper. | Names of the Actors. | 


N” now my Charms are all ore-thrown, | | Lonfo, King of Naples. 
And what ftrength I hav's mine own, Sebaftian, bys brother. 
Which 1 moft faint : now tis true - |Profpero, the right Duke of Millain. ees 
I muft be here confin'd by you, Anthonio, bis brother, the ufurping Duke of Millairy, 
Or fent toNaples: Let me not Ferdinand, Som tothe King of Naples. 
Since I have my Dukedom got, |Gonzalo, an bonoft old Councellor. 
And pardon’ d the deceiver, davell | Adrian and Francifco, Lords. 
In thes bare Ifland by your fpell ; |Caliban, @ Salvage and deformed Slave; 
But releafe me from my bands Trinculo, a fefter. 
With the help of your good hands: Stephano, a drunken Butler. 
Gentle breath of yours, my Sails Mafter of a Ship. 
Must fill, or elfe my project fails, Boat/wain. 
Which was to pleafe: Now I want Mariners. 
Spirits to enforce: Arts to enchant : Miranda, Daughter to Profperd; 
Aud my ending ws defpair, Ariel, an airy Spirit, 
Unle(s I be reliev'd by prayer ; Tris 
Which pierces 0, that zt afjaults Ceres. 
Mercy it felf, and frees all faults. Juno. Spirits: 
As you from crimes would pardon'd be, Nymphs 
Let your indulgence fet me free. Exit. | Reapers. 2 


Atlus Primus. 


and $ pees 


ae 
Valentine. 


vert né 


} 


‘Wear out thy youth with th ups 
B sut fince thou lov'ft, | 
Even as | would when 
Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine adieu, 
Think on thy Prothews when thou aply) feelt 
Some rare Note- -worthy Obje ct in thy travel: 


lefe idle s{e 
eis idlenels. 


With me partaker in thy | {s 
W he ea doft meet sie hap; and in-thy danger 
do environ 


(if ever danger 
SB rncnend thy grievance to my holy prayers ; 
For I will be thy Bead’s-man, / ae a 

Val. And ona Love-book pray for thy fuccefs. 

Pro. Upon forme book | love Vie pray for thee. 

‘That's on fome fhallow ftory of deep love, 
How youn 1g Leane der crott the He ellefpont. 

That’s a deep ftory of a deeper love; 
hew as more than over-fhooes in love. 
for you are over-boots in love, 
Nom the: He: lel wt. 
; re me not = boots, 
oots thee not. 


“SEPIA ae — . 


re” 


} 


For! 
} ae 


And yet you never {q 
Darn ( 


Eke a Bere 


RAS trae; 


Pro. What ? 
Val. To be inlove wher 
| Coy looks, with heart-tore “fig 
With twenty watchful, weary, 
¥f haply Wom perhaps at 


sre is bought with groans: 


4 he - 


¢mirth, 


ediot 1S nights : 


$ gain : 


{f loft, why then a gries 
| However, buta fe )! tly bot 


y fo 
yA, our 


vou call me fool. 
i fear you’l prove. 
1 not Love. 


Or elfe a wit 


0; by 


Tis Love youc yvil at; 


ro 
Ver Loveis your Maiter ; ior he Mafiers yous 
.nd he that is fo yoked by a fool, 


cled for wife. 
he {weereft bud 


ks 


aeecnie fhould not be Ci 
Pro. Yer.Writers fay , as 

The eating C anker dwells; fo eating Love 
ites | in the { eu reff WITS of all. 

Val. And Writers fay; as the moft forw 
Is eaten by the Canker e te it “ ow f 
Even fo i! Love the young ani i rende 
Is turn’d to folly, blafting in ee: bud, 


ard bud 


er Wit 


Eafe to perf wade, my lonins Protheas 3\E Bane éts my coming, ¢ 
Home-keeping youth have ever| | Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine. 
( hot mely Wits 5 | Val. Sweet Prothexs, no: Now let ustake our leave: 


+ not affection chains thy ten- | At Mi 


one fading n joments | 


8 


Scena Prima. 


we} 
ven 


| Lofing his verdure e€ in the prime, 
| And allthe fair effects of fucure ho; 

\But wherefore wafte [time to comm fel thee 
\That are a Votary tofond defire 


\ T hat 
\Once more adieu: my Father at the Road 
there to fee me fhipp’d. 


Cs: 


n let me set from thee by Letters 


y fuccefs in love 


Samana 


(der days, Of th ; and what News elfe 
To the {weet glances, of thy ho- Betiderh bere fas bfence of thy Friend : 
(nour'd Love, | er likewife will vifit thee with mine. 
sar Would intreat tay Companys \Al happinofs bechance to thee in M4/ain. 
wonders of the world a- ; al. ‘Asm uch to you at home : andfo farewel, . Ext, 
Than (living dully fl at home) {broad,}| Pro. He after Honour hunts, after Love; 
Htte leaves his friends to dignifie them more ; 


hi 
felf, my friends, and all for love : 
ay thou haft n ‘phosd me: 
r1eglec my iy time, 
1e world at nought; 
heart fick with thought. 


\Llove n 


ifam 


nee: 
lofe n 


) }; 
ITUCI1eS, 


| Made me 1 
W ar with good counfel, fet the 
{ade wit with ae ing, weak ; 


Fi Sir Prothews: fave y ou: aw you my Matter : ? 
Pro. But now he parted hence to embark for Mil/ain. 
Sp. Twenty to one then heis fhip’d already, 


the fheep in lofing him. 

Pro. \Indeed a fheep doth very often ftray, 
And if the fhepherd bea while away- 

Sp» You conclude that my Mafter is a fhepherd then, 
and Ta fheep? 

Pro, J do. 

Sp. Why then my horns are his horns, whether I wake 
\or fleep. 

Pro. A filly anfwer, and fitting wel 
Spe This proves me ftill a fheep. 

| Pro, True; and thy Maftera fhepherd. 

| Sp. Nay, that! can deny by acir -cumftance, 

Prov It thall ¢ eo hard but I’le proveit by another. 

Sp. TI e theph erd feeks the fheep, and not the fheep 
the fheph are but+teek my-Mafter, and my Matter feeks 
not me: th erefore | am no fheep. 
| Pro. The fheep for Fodder - follow the fhe 
| Shepherd for food follows not the fheep 
| followelt thy Mafter, thy Mafter 
| thee: there! ore thou arta fheep. 
fg Si arteritt lnke mecey Baa 
oft thou hear? gaveft shout Letter to Fu- 


And sS [have plaid 


—$————— ee 


lla fheep. 


pherd, the 
: thou for wages 


for wages follows not 


ve Be toe fate A Awee nia 
Li Boome { (a loft-Mutton) gave your Letter to her (a 
ac’d-Muttot 1), and fhe (a lac ‘d- Mutton) gave me (a loft- 
Mutton) nothing for my labour- 

Pro. Here’s too fall i 

10. mall a Paftur f 
, z: i e for fuch ftore of Mut- 
/ Cy if g x 
| Sp. If the ground be over-chargd, you were beft ftic 
ae is 
| Pro. Nay, in that you are aftray: ’twere | 
Ha : a ltray : “twere beft pound 

Sp. Nav. Sir, le tl} n..3 
Sp. y, Sir, lefS thana pound fhall ferve me 
rying your Letter. Bp 


Pro. 


“ @ ¥ 
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The f empeft. 1c 
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} 
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; 
; 
| 
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A 3 
ee ce rotons lolli tenanietgadaacntgesh 7EPEenEEEe 
Pto. You miftake : I meanthe Pound, a Pin-fold. | Fu. And would’ft thon have me caft piv love on him ?] 
Sp. Froma pound toa pin? fold it over and over, {| Lu. I, if you thoughe your love ? Hot catt a 
* Tis threefold too little for carrying a Letter toyourLover.} Fu. W hy he, of all the reft, hath never mov dme. | 
Pro. But what faid fhe 2 | Lu. Yet he, of allthe ret {Ef thi 1k beft loves ve. | 
Sp. I. | Fu His little {peaking fhews his love but {mnafl. 
Pro. Nod-l: why, that’s Noddy. Lu Fire that’sclofett Kept butns moft of af}. 
Sp. You miftook, Sir, { {aid the did nod: | Fu. Aap do not love that do not thew 5 | 
And you ask me if fhe did nod, and | faid, I. Lu , they love leaft thatlet men k love cl 
Pro. And that fet together, is noddy. i Fa. I wu I knew his mind. 
Sp. Now you have taken the pains to fet it together | Lu. Perufe this 
take it for your pains. | Fu. To Falia : 
Pro. No, no, you fhall have it for bearit ng the Letter. | La. That the C 
Well, 1 perceive I muft be fainto bear with you. | = Fx. Say, fay: who gave it i 
Pro. Why Sir, how do you bear with me? | Lu. Sir Vatentines Page ; think fro an a 
mr Sp. Marry fir, the Letter very orderly He ld’ have given it yc eing in the { 
Having nothing but the word noddy for my pains. | Did in your name tren Par ithe the fault I | 
Pro. Befhrew me, but you have a quick wit. | Fu. Now (bs marth 
Sp. And yet it cannot overtake your flow purfé. Ess | Dare you pre faire to hak bour Wwatiton: te ? 
Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief; what faid | To whifper and con{pire againft my Youth ? 
fhe ? | Now truft me;‘‘tis an Office of great worth, 
Sp. Open your purfe, that the money and the matte r | And you an Officer fit for the place 
| may be both de elivered. | There: take the Paper’: > fee it be re turn’ dj 
Pro, Well Sir, here is for your pains; what faid fhe? | Or elfe returnno more into inv fj ght. 
| Sp. ‘Truly Sir, [think you’l hardly win her. f Lee. Te for Le es more Fee than hate, 
| Pro, Why? could” {t thou perceive fo much frort Bi Srp je. 
Sp. Sir, | could (sea nothing at all-from her | 2 That you ma Exit. 


And yer Ewe yald J had ore look’d the Letter : 
ea fhame to call her 


No, not fo much as al Ducket for delivering your Letter, 
t 


And being fo hard tome that brought your mind, 


t I fear fhe'l prove as hard to you in telling her mind. Aad: ees her to; sl ps for which [ chid her. 
fe Give her notoken but ftones ; for fhe’s as hard as fteel. | What fool i is fhe that knows Tam a Maid, 
vat Pro. What faid fhe; nothing ? Mca would not force the Letter tomy view ? 
, § ew? 


Sp. No, notfo muchas take this for thy pains:  (me:| Since Maids in Modefty, fay 
To teftifie your bo; unty, I thank you, you have Teftern’d | Which they would have the | 


in requital whereof, henceforth carry your Letter your | Fie, fie; how w ay-ward is 


| felf: And fo, Sir, Vle commend you to my Matter. That (1 ike a teity babe) will 
Pro. Go, go, be gone, to fave your Ship from wrack, | And prefently, afl humbled, kifSthe Rod ? 
Which cannot perifh having thee aboard, How churlithly 1 C chid Lucetta hence, 
t Sy gayem to a drier death on fhore : When willingly | would have-had her here 3 
; I] muft go fend fome better M teflenger : How angerly | taught my brow to frow; ny 
if I fear m ia would not deign my lines When inward joy enfore’d my HEaretO fmile 3 
Receiving them from {uch a worthlefs polt. Exit. | My penance is, to call Lucetta back ok; 
| And ask remiffion for my fol fly r patt, 
Loe PEARED RPSL eA —. {What hoe: Lucetta. 
|. Lu. What would your Ladyfhip ? 
| Fw. I8t neardinner-time? ~ 
Scena Secunda. Lu. I would it were, 
Thatyou might kill your ftomach on your meat, 
3 And not pon your Maid, 
Enter Julia and Lucetta. fu. What is’t that you 


look up fo gingerly ? 
Lu. N 
ax Ww hy didft thou-ftoop then? 
Lu.To ig paper up,that Tet falf. 
‘fu. And is that paper nothing ? 


Ful. Butfay Eucetta (now are we a _ ) 
Would’ft thou then éounfel me to fall in love ? 
Luc. 1} Mad am, fo you ftumble nor aaheedfally ‘¢ 


\. Fal. Of allche fair Refurt of Gentlemen, 


ai 


x! EE 
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? ‘That every day witlr par’le encounter me; Lu. N othing Concerning me. 
ks Inthy opinion which is worthieft love ? Fit. T a8 n let it hie for thof that ic coricerns, 

Lic: Pleafe ¢-you repeat their names, I’le fhew my mind, Lu: | Madam, it ib oe not lie where it concerns, 
he According to my fhallow fimple skit}. Unlefsit hi ave.a falfe ety reter. 
¢8 > Fu. What thinkft-tlion of the fair Sir E glamoer ? ve Som pees of your s hath writ to you in Rime. 
10t Luc. Asof a Knight well-fj poken, neat ee fine: That,I might fing it (A Jadam) to a tune : 

But were I you, henever fhould be mine | Give a fine your Lac dythip can fer, 

Fu. a ft thou of thé rich Me réatio 2 ' Fu. As littl eby fi uch toys as may be poffible ; 

fe Lu. Well of his wealth; but of himfelf fo, (6: | Beft fing it to che tune of Light O Love. 
Fu. or at think'{tthowof. the géntle J athens 2 i E u: It is tooheavy for{o light a tune. 

(ah La. Lord, Lord! tofee what folly reignsin us: = Doh bélike ir hath fome burthen the 
oft: Fu. How now ? what means this pailion at his Name ? | a: I: and melodious were it, won]d you! Ps ing i 

Lu. Bardon, dear oe tis a pafling thame, Bae: Ang why not you ? 
it That I (unworthy body'as I am) i - I cannot reach fo high, 

Bee, cenfire thus on lovely Gentlemen: Fu. Lets fee your Song: 

. Why not on Prothea:; as of all the reft ? [How now Minion ? ‘ 
ti. Then thus: of many good, | think him bef | . Lu. Keep Fane there fill, ad you will fing it outd 

ind Fu. Your Reafon? And yet methinks] a ynot like this tune. 
| Iu. Lhaveno otherbuta womans Reafon: ' Fa. You do not 
at Tthink him fo, becaufe I think him to. Lite No (M idam), “tis too fharp. 
ms Fu. You Mises art too {awcy. hi Days 
— i eer a SL Cat i 


nie Eee 7 


ST al) uit} ran ihc, cp ae 


See 3) PES aT 


a 
Yes 


ee 


. ae ~ ; 


And mar the concord with too harfh a defcant : 
h but a Mean to fill your Song. 


“tu. The Meanis drown’d with your unruly Bafe 


lndeed I bid thee bafe for Protheus. 
his babble fhall not henceforth trouble me: 


Here is a coile with proteftation : 
3 
rf 


Go, getyou gone ; and Jet the Papers lie: 
fingring them to anger me. 
; ; Aa, : 23 
-ftrange, but fhe would be beft pleas’a 


al d with another Letter. Exit: 
t, Nay, would I were foangred with the fame: 


words: 
words ; 


Qh hateful hands, to tear fiich lovi 
eet honey, 


Injurious Wafps, to feed on fuch {wee 
And kifl the Bees that yield it with your ftings: 
Ple kifs each feveral Paper for amends: 

kind ‘fulia: unkind Je 


y ingratitude, 


a tt 


Asin revenge O 
I throw thy name againtt the bruifing ftones, 
Trampling contemptuoufly on thy difdain. 

And hereis writ, Z svounded Protheus. 

Poor wounded name: my bofome, as a bed, 

Shall lodg thee till thy wound be throughly heal’d : 
And thusl fearchit with a foveraign kifs. 

But twice or thrice was Prothens written down : 

Be cali (good wind), blow not a word away, 
Till [have found each letter in the Letrer, 

Except mine own Name : That fome whirl-wind bear 
Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging Rock, 

And throw itthence into the raging Sea. 

line is his Name twice writ: 

; paffionate Protheus: 


, 
| Look, here is wr 


Lo, here in one 
Poor fe Jorn Protneus, pa 
To the | fulia: that I le tear away : 
and vet | willnor, fith fo prettily 

He couples it to his complaining Names: 


er 


Thuswill ] fold them one upon another : 


[oveer fh 


Now kifs, embrace, contend, ¢ 
Fu. Well, letus go. 
Lu. What fhall thefe Papers lie, like tell-tales here ? 
Fu. if you refpect them, belt totake them Up. 
La, Nay, [was taken up for laying them down: 
Yet here they fhatl not lie for catching cold. 
Fu. [fee you have a months mind to them. 
Lu. 1 (Madam), you may fay what fights you fee: 
[ fee things too, although you judg I wink. 


j4e 


Scena Lertia. 


Enter Antonio, Panthion, end Protheus. 


Ant. Teline Panthion, what fad talk was that 
Wherewith my brother held you in the Cloyfter? 
Pan. *Twasof his Nephew Protheus, your Sons 
Ant. VVby, what of bim 2 
Pan. He wondred that your Lordffip 
VVould fuffer him to (pend his Youth at home, 
VVhile other men of flender Reputation 
Put forth their Sons to feek Preferment out: 
Some to the. VVars, totry their fortune there 5 
Some to difcover Iflands far away ; 
Someto the ftudious Univerfit.es. 
For any, or forall thefe Exercifes, 
He faid, that Protheus, your son was meet ; 
And did requeft me to importune you 
To ler bir fpendhis time no More at home ; 
VYVhich would be great impeachment to his Age, 
In having known no travel in his Youth. 
Ant. Nor need ft thou much importune me to that 


two Gentlemen of V 


} 
| Lu. Nay, now you aretco i 


jowhat you will, Enter. 
Tuy. Madam + dinner is ready, and your father ftays. 


Su. Come, come, wilt pleafe you go¢ Exeunt. 


| VVhereon. thi: 
| T have confider’d well | 
And now he cannot bea pe! 
Not being tried, nor entor’d in the world : 
E i induftry atchieved, 


- ' 
oft ro fend him ? 
s notugnorant 
j | 

| 

i 

} 

; 

f 


How his Compa 
Attends the Emperc 
Ant. 1 know it well. 


Pan. *Twere good, | 


(thither : | 
your Lordfhip fent him 


Hear fweet Difcourie, col 
And be ineye of every Exerc 


VVorthy his Youth and N able 


} 

Ant. like thy counfel: well haft thou advis’@: 
And that thou maift | erceive how well Llike its 
The Execution of it fhall make. known, 

Even with the fpeedieft expedition 
Pan. ‘To morrow, may it} 


I will difpatch him to the Emperor's Court. 
VVith other Gentlemen of g¢ 


t 
fe you, Don Alpbon 
Are journeying to falute the Et 
And to commend their fervice 
Ant. Good Company : with them fhall Protheus go: 


or 


And in good time, now will we break with him? Enter 


Pro. Sweet love, {weet li {weet life ; Pro. 


Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 
Here is her Oath for love, her honours pawn: 
| O that our Fathers would applaud our Loves 


rconfents : 


| To feal our happinefs with tl 
Oh heavenly ‘falia! 

Ant. How now? VVhat Letter are you reading there ¢ i 

» Bs aT Ce a ’ 

Pro, May’t pleafe your Lordfhip, tis @ word or two 
Of Commendation tent 
Deliver’d by a friend that'came trom im. 

Ant. Lend me the Letter : Let me fee what News: 
oars) Sh) Ey. tc 1 Norge mez Or} 
Pro. There is no News (my Lord). but that he oa 
| 
' 


. 


Es 


| 
| How happily helives, how well-belovd, 
And daily graced by the Emperor; 
VVifhing me with him, partner of his Fortune. 
Ant. And how ftand you affected to his with ? 
Pro. As one relying on your Lordfhip’s will, 
And not depending on his friendly with. 
Ant. My willis fomething forted with his with: 
Muéé not that I thus (uddenly proceed ; 
For what I will, I will; and there’s anend: 
I am refolv’d that thou fhalt {pend fome time 
VVith Valentino in the Emperor’s Court: 
What maintenance he from his friends receives 
Like exhibition thou fhalt have from me: +4 
Yo morrow be in readinefs to go: 
Excufe it not ; for] am perem ptory: 
__ Pro. My Lord, I cannot be fo foon provided; 
Pleafe you delibe rate a day or two. c 
; eAnt. Look what thou wantft fhall be fent after thee : 
No more of ftay ; to morrow thou mutt go: 
Come on Panthion ; you fhallbe imploy’d~ 
To haften on his expedition. paar 
Pro Thus have I fhunn’d the fire for fear of burning 
And drench’d me in the Sea, where { 2 ela Be 
I fear’d to fhew my father. ia’s Le xe ey 
= Jy 4Q0He tas LOUer 
Leaft he fhould take eRe £3 ¢ acta 
And with the vant shot See 2 a ee 
eck i oneal eee own Excufe 
Ob, how this {prin * f ppamntiey a. 
The saore By f a aang 
Which now thesoeeait a a 
and tw Gee * the beauty of the Sun, 
ye y acloud takes all away. 


> Ysa Dacned: ¥ oe 
Tides: Sir Protheus, your father calls for you : ee 
le isin hatte, therefore | pray you go ores 
Pro. Why this it is: , heart si 

And yeta thouk y heartaccords thereto 
And yeta thoufand times it anfwers no pre 

| WETS NO; Exeumt. Finis. 

Attus 


NONUNNNINE Neco 


Attus Secundus. Scena Pring. 


ter Valehtine, Speed, Silvia. 
Sir, your Glove. 
Valen. Not mine : my Gloves are on 
Sp. VVhy then this may be yours ; for this is but one. 
Val. Ha? Let me fee: 1, give it me, it’s mine: 
Sweet Ornament that decks a thing Divine, 
Ah Silvia, Silvia. 
Speed, Madam Silvia: 
Val. How now Sirrah 2 
o She is not within hearing, Sir. 
al. VVhy Sir, who bad you call her 2 
sp Your VVorfhip Sir, or elfe | miftook. 
Val. VVell: you’! ftill be too forward. 
Sp. And yer! was lait chidden for being too flow: 
Val. Go to Sir, tell me: do you know |! Madai m Silvia? 
. She that your VVorfhip loves ? 
. VVhy, how know you that I am in love ? 

Marry by thefe fpecial marks: firft » you have 
vee d (like Sir Protheus) to. wreath your arms like a 
Male-content : to relifh a: Love-Song like a Robinere 
breaft: to walk alonelike one that h: dt the Peftilence : 
figh like a School-boy thar had loft his 4. B.c. 
like a young VVench that had loft her Grandam ! to fait 
like one that takes diet: to watch like one that fe ars rob- 
bing : tofpeak puling like a Beggar at Hollowma/s: You 
were wont when you laughed to crow like a Cock: when 
you walked to walk like one of the Lions: when you fa- 
fted it was prefently after dinner: when you look’d fadly 
it Was for want of money: and:now you are metamor- 
phos’d with a Miftrefs, thar when T look on you, | can hard- 
ly think you my Matter. 

Val. Are all thefe things perceiv’d in me ? 
Sp. They are all perceiv’d without ye. 
V al. Withoutme? they cannot, 

. Without you? nay, that’s certain ; for without you 
were fo fimple, none elfe would: but you are fo without 
thefe follies, thar thefe follies are within you, and fhine 
through you like the water in an Urinal : Hat notanE ye 
that fees you, but isa Phyfician to Comment on y your Ma- 
lady. 

‘al. But tell me: doft thou know my Lady Silvia ? 
“f She that you gaze on fo as fhe fits at fupp er ? 

- Haft thou obferv’d thar? even fhel mean. 
sr. Why fir, | know her noe, 


al. Doft thou know her by gazing on her, and yet 
know ft her not ? 


Js fhe not hard-favour’d fir 2 

io Not fo fair (boy) as well favour’d. 
. Sir, 1 know that well enough. 

op I What doft thou know 2 


Sp. That fhe is not fo fair as (of you) well favour’d. 
Val. | mean that her beauty is exquifite, 
But her favour infinite: 


Sp. That’s becaufe the one is painted, and the other 
ae all count. 


Val. How painted ? and how out of count? 


Sp. Marry fir, fo painted to make her fair, that'no man 
counts of her beauty. 


| 
Val. How efteem’ft thou me? Taccount of her beauty. | 
Sp. You never faw her fince fhe was deform’d. iy 


Speed, 


Madam Silvia 


a= 
to 
to weep 


Val. How long hath fhe been deform’d 2 
Re Ever fince you lov d her. 


, Ihave lov’d her ever fince Ifaw her, 
% fil I fee her beautiful. 


Sp. If you love her yous 
Fal. VVby ? 
Sp. Becaule Love is blind: O'that you had mine Eyes, 

or your own Eyes had the Lights they were wont to | 


annot fee her. 
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pa fo good morrow fervant. 


palsies’ 
hawee 9 When you chid at Sir Prothews for going ungar- 
ter’d. 
il. VVhat fhould I fee then? 
Sp. Your own prefentr folly, and her paffi ing ees 
| ty: for he, being in Love, could not fee to garter his 
|! Hofe ; and y you, being in Love, Cannot fee to p ides 
| Hofe. 
| 
| 
| 


7al., Be like (b oy) then you areinLove; for] 


lait morning 
You could not fee to Wip emy fhooes. 
Sp. True fir, I was in love wi itt } my . ts I thank you, 


y ou: fwing’d me for my Love, which makes me the be older 
to chide you for yours 


Val.’ Inconelufion If ftand affected ro her 
Sp. 1 would you were fet, {6 your Affe ion would 
| ceafe. 
Val. it night fhe enjoyn’d me 
To write Stile lines to one fhe loves 


Sp. And have you 2 


Lae S| npn 
Yai. tHAVE. 


Sp. Are they not lamely wric 2 
Val. No (boy), but as w 
Peace, here fhe con 


Sp. Oh excellent M tion! Oh exce 
Now w nll he interpré tto her. 


r 


ell asi can do them : 


eding Puppet ! | 
j 
nd good morrows | 


Val. Madam and Miftris, a Unghie 
Sp. Oh! give ye-good-ev’n: here’s a million of man- 
ners. 
. Sir Valentine, and fervant, to you two thonfand. 
: He fhouk i give her Intereft; and the oer) hin 
Val.-As you it V1 nd me,*] have-writ your Lette 
Into the fecret, nz ameiels hipaa of yours : 
Which | was much uawil! ing tor 
/. thank you (Ben itle fervant),” tis very Cler kly done. 
Now truft me (Madam), it came hz rdly off: 
oe carly ignorant to Wham it goes, 
| writ at random very doubrfully. 
Val. No(Madan)) Fhe gen you, ! will write 
(Pleafe you command) a thonfa 
And yet- 
Sil, A pretty period : well: 1 guef the fequel ; 
! 


roceed in 
ep my duty to yourL ady thip. 
Sil. Perchance yot uthink too much of fo much pains 
id times as much: 
And yet | will notnameit: and yet I care nor: 


and yet I thank you: 
Meanin g henceforth t to trouble youno more. 
Sp. And yet you will: and yer, another yet, 
Val. What means your Lady thi p? 
Do you not like it ¢ 
Sil. Yes, Lge the eee q 
But (fince unwil 
Nay, take them. 
Val, Madam, they y are for you. 
Sil. J, 1 : you writ them, Sir, at my requeft ; 


But I will none of them : they are for you : 


I would havehad them writ more mov ‘ingly. 


Val. Pleafe you, Pile write your rel fhip another, 

Si/. And'when it’s writ, for my fakéread it ove 
And if it pleafé you, Re if not, jh fo. 

Val. If it pleafé nie (Madam)? whatthen? 

Sil. Why if it p leat you, take it for your labour: 


And yet take this again: 


paintly writ; 
lingly) take them again : 


199 
eg 


» Ob Felt unf een, infcrutible, invifible, 


na Note on a man’s Face,ora W eathercock ona Steer 


My Matter fuies to her: and fhe arhie 


1 taus rie 
le being her Pupil, to. become Putor : 


h excellent device! was th asst heard a better? 
That my Matter being Scribe, 
Es ae fhould write the Letter 2 
. How now fir ? 


vitae are you reafoning with your felf?2 


Sp. Nay, Twas riming : ’tis you that have the Reafon, 
Val Todo what 2 


To bea fpokes-man from Madam Silvia. 
oy To whom ? 


Sp. "To 
SG a 


ee ms 
1. 22 
(eet eee eats 

Sp. To your felf: why, fhe woes you by afiguie, 


i ’ 7y hn > 
Val. What figure: 
Sp. By a Letter, | fhould fay. 
7]. Why, fhe hath not writ to me ? 
Whar need fhe 
What neec ine > 
le you write to your 


a n oe a 
When fhe bath mac 


Why, do you not perceive the jeits 


Cp 


felf? 


i 


Val. No, believe me- 
&». No believing you indeed Sir : 
2nt did you perceive her Earneft ¢ 

a], She gaxeme none, except an angry word. 
fhe hath given you a Letter. 


Vhy, 
to her friend. 


f 
Val. That’s the Letter | writ 
| _ Sp.And that Letter hath fhe deliver’d;a 
| v7]. Lwouldit were no worle. 
| Sp. Ple warrant you ris as Well : 

and fhe in modelty, 
| Or ele for want of ‘die time, could. not again reply ; 
nger that might her mind 


| For often have you writ to her ; 


| Or fearing elfe fome mefie 


cover, 
| Her felf hath taught her Love himfelf to write unto 
ie this 1 fpeak in Print; for in Print! found it. 

Why mufe you fir 2 tis dinner-time. 

Val. rhave din’d. 

Sp. 1, but hearken fir . though the Cameleon Love 
feed on the air, am one 
als; and would fain have meat : Oh be not 
ftrefs ; be moved, be moved. 


like your 


aaa ee 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Protheus, Julia, Panthiori. 


Have patience gentle Fulia: 
J. 1 muft where is no Remedy. 


| Pro. 
ro. When poflibly I can, | will return. 


Cro 
td 


Ful. If you turn not, you will return the fooner : 
Keep this Remembrance for thy ‘fulia’s fake. 
Pro. Why then we’l make exchange 5 
Here, take you this. 
“ful. And feal this bargain with a holy kifs. 
Pro. Here is my hand for my true conftancy : 
And when that hour ore-flips me in the days 
Wherein I figh not (fulia) tor thy fake, 
The next enfuing hour fome foul mifchance 
Torment me for my Loves forgetfulnefs : 
My father frays my coming : anfwer not: 
The Tide is now ; nay, not thy tide of tears ; 
That tide will ftay me longer than I fhould , 
Fulia farewel: what, gone without a word ¢ 
I, fo true love fhould do: it cannot {peak ; 
For truth hath better deeds than words to grace it. 
Pan. Sir Protheus, you are ftaid for. 
Pro. Go: I come, | come: 
Alas! this parting ftrikes poor Lov 


ers dumb. 


Scena Lertia. 


Enter Launce, Panthion. 


Launce, Nay,’twill be this 


have receiv’d my proportion, 
anf going with Sir Protheus to the Imperial’s 


Crab my Dog be the 


The twoGentlemen 


nd there’s anend. 


(Lover. 


that am nourifh’d by my victu 


Fixe 


a 


Exeunt. 


hour ere I have done weep- 


ing: all thekind of thee Launces have this very fault: I 
like the prodigious fon, and 
Court: I think 


fowreft Natured Dog that lives: My 


of Verona 


} 


yr ee Ses SS es a 


‘Mother weeping : my Father. wailin 
our Maid howling: oui Cat wrin 
our houle in a great perplexity, } 
hearted Cur fhed one tear: He is 
| tone, and hasno more pity in him tha AG 
| would have wept to have {een our Why, my | 
| Grandam, having no Eves, Jook you, wept her (elf 
blind at my parting: Na le fhow you the manner of| 
it: This fhooe is my F : no, this left fhoce is anv 
Father ; no,no, this left fheoe is my Mother: nay; that | 
cannot be fo neither: yes, fo. it hath the| 
this fhooe with the hole in is my Mother | 

| 


gia sane 
PE 
feed om 
ro 


it is fo, itis 
worter fole : it 
and this my Father: a veng’ance on’t, there ’tis: Now 
fir, this ftaff is my Sifter : for look you, fhe is as white 
asa lilly, and as finall asa wand: this hat is New, our 
Maid : | amthe Dog : no, the Dog ishimfelf, and | am 
the Dog: Oh, the Dog is me, and | am thy felf:.I fo 
(9: Now come 1 to my Father ; Father, your bleffing : 
peak a word for weeping : 


dif. | Now fhould not the fhooe { 
Now fhould 1 kifs my Father: well, he weeps on: Now| 
her | come [to my Mother: Oh that fhe could fpeak now likea 


would-woman : well, I kifs her: why there ’tis: here’s 
my Mothers breath up and down: Now come I to my Si- 
fter: mark what moan fhe makes: Now the Dog all this} 
while fheds not a tear, nor {peaks a word: but fee how] | 
lay the duft with my tears. | 

Panth. Launce, away, away : aboard, thy Matter is 
fhip’d, and thou art to poft after with Oars: what’s the 
| matter? why weep’ft thou, man? away afs, youl lofe the 
Tideif you tarry any longer. 

Laun. Itis no matter if the Tide were loft; for it is the 
unkindeft Tide that ever any man tyde. 

Panth. What’s tht unkindeft Tide? 

Laun. Why, he that’s tide here, Crab my Dog. 

Pan. Tut man : | mean, thou’lt lofe rhe flood, and in 
lofing the flood, lofe thy Voyage, and in lofing thy Voy-} 
age, lofe thy Matter, and in lofing thy Matter, lof thy | 
Service, wae ian | 


can 


Mi- 


unt. 


and in lofing thy Service,-—W hy doft thou ftop 
my mouth? 

Laun. For fear thou fhould’ft lofe thy tongue. 

Panth. Where fhould I lofé my tongue? 

Laun. In thy Tale. 


Panth. Inthy Tail. 

Laun. Lofe the Tide, and the Voyage, and the Mafter, | 
and the Service, and the Tide :why man, if the River xe 
dry, 1am ableto fillit with my tears: if the Wind were 
down, I could drive the Boat with my fighs. 

Panth. Come : : | 
eee ome: come away man; | was fent to call 
Lau. Sir, callme what thou dar’ft. 
Pan. VVilt thou go ? 
Lau. Well, 1 will go. 


Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, Speed, Duke 
Protheus. = 


Sil. Servant. 
Val. Miftris. 

Sp. Mafter, Sir Thuri 

Val. \ boy, it’s ie ate 
Sp. Not of you. 

ia OF my Miftrifs then. 

Sp. “Twere good you knockt him. 
Sil. Servant, you are fad. 

Val. Indeed, Madam, | feem fo. 

Thu. Seem you that you are not > 
Val. Hap’ly I do. 
Thu. So do Counterfeits. 

Val. So do you. 


i 


net nate ent 


er reenter 
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Thu. W hat fe -em I that tl am not? wry Upon { fomec rae fn pawn for fealty. | 
Val. Wile. ~ |» Kal. Nay fure,ithink fhe holds them. prifoners ftill... 
Thy. What inftance of the contrary ? cas Nay, then he fhould be-blind, and | being blind, 
| Val. Your folly. | How could: he fee his way to feek out you: 
Tou. And how quote you my folly ? Val. Why t vady ; Love hath twe 
Val. an ote it in your Jerkin. Thu, They fay: that Love hath in Eye 
Thu, My Jerkin is a doubler. Val," oe fuch Lov ers, Thurio, as your felf; i 
f| Val. iM oar then, le double your folly. per ahomely Objeé& Love can wink Enter. | 
| Thu. How? ae ae Si. Have rid ne, have done: here cornes the € gentleman. | 
"A Sil. What, angry, Sir Touric? do you change colour Ve al. Welcome dear Protheus: Miftsite, L bef ee ch you 
el Val, Give himleave, Madam , heis'a kind of Camelion. | Coy nfir rm this wélcome wich fome {pecial favouy 
. Thu, 1 hat hath more mind to feed on your blood, than His worth is warrant for his welcome hith er; | 
W live in.your air: If ‘this be he ye 0u, oft | have with’ ‘d to.bear from, { 
te Val. Yowhave faidfir, | Val. Miftris, it is: {weet Lady, entertain hin 
_ Thu. I fir, and dene too for this time, sie To be my fellow- fervant to your * lads thip 
mt Val. 1 know it well fir ; you always end.ere you begin. | Sil, Too] low a Miftris:for fo high a fe 
| Sil., A fine Volly.of words, Gentle emen, and quickly} Pro Nat (aioe Lady ; but too mean 2 fervant 
I fhot off. To have a Look of {uch a worth ry Miftrifs 
| Val.*Tisindeed, Madam; we thank the giver. Val, Lea ifcourfe of difabilicy ; 
>| Sil, Who ts that Serv ant? Sweet Lady entertain, him for your fervant. | 
yi Val. Your felf (f{weet Lady); for you gave the fire: Pro. My duty. will 1 boaft- of, nothing elfe 
4 Sir Teurio borrows his wit from your Lady thips looks, Si]. And duty. never } et did. want his meed-; } 
| And fpends what he'borrows kindly in your eam pany " Sepiane ¢ you are welcome to a worth! ete bi | 
AI Thu. Sit, if you {pend word for word with me, ‘I fhall| Pro, Ple die on him that { fays fo but your felf 
G make your Wit bankrupt. , Say ‘hat you are welcome ? 
il Val.1 know it well fir, you have an Exchequer of words,|- Pro. ‘That you are worthlef, (you. |. 
And I think no other treafire to give your followers : | Thur. Madam, my Lord} your father, would {peak with 
i) For it appears by their bare Liveries, Sil. 1 wait upon his pleafure : Come -Sir Tdurio, 
m ‘Lhatthey live by your bare words. |Gowith me: Once more new fervant welcome: 
ie} S:!. Nomore, gentlemen, no more: [le leave you toconfer of home affairs ; 
ul Here comes my father. | When you have done, we look tohe ar {rom you, 
it} Duke, Now daughter Si/wia, you are hard befet: | Pro. Wel both attend on your Lady thip: 
Sir Valentine, your father is in ‘good health ; Val. Now tell me how do all I from whence you came,? 
What fay you toa Letter from your friends Pro. Your friénds are. well, and have them much.com- 
| | Of much good News ? Val. And how do yours ? (mended: 
G Val: My Lord, I will be thankfal Pro, 1 left them all in health, 
i * | To any meffenger from, thence. Val.ow does your Lady? and how thrives your Love? 
Vy Duke, Know you Don eA ntonio, your Countryman ? Pro, My tales of Love were wont to. we eary you; 
| Val. 1, my good Lord, I know the Gentleman I know you joy not ina kay e-difcourfe f 
| To be of worth and worthy 1y eftimation, Val.\ Protheus, but that Life is alter’d now ; 
| And not ecu defert fo well reputed [ have done penarice for contemning Love, 
Duke, Hath he notaSon? Whofe high imperious thoughts have punifh’d me 
| Val. I my good Lord, a Son that well deferves With Hither fafts, with pen tentia ] groans, 
The honour and regard of fuch a Father. Pate nightly tears and daily heart-fore fighs 
i Duke, You know him well ? Forin revenge of my contempt of Love, 
| Val. Tknew him as my felf; for from our Infancy Love e hath chac’d fleep from my enthrat led Eyes, 
| We have converft, and {pent our hours together : And made them wa atchers of mine own hearts forrow ; | 
And tho my felf have been 1an idle Treuanr, |O gentle Protheur; Love’s a mighty Lord, 
| Omitting the fweert benefit of time land hath Gh fith bled pleiastaankG d 
To clothe mine Age with Angel-like perfection 5 There is no wo to his cofteétion ; 


Yet hath Sir Protheus (for that’s his Name) 
Made ufeand fair advantage of his days: 

His Years but young, but his Experience old : 
His head unmellowed, but his judgment ripe: 
And ina word (for far behind his worth 
Comes all the praifes that | now beftow), 

He is compleat in feature and in mind, 


Nor to his fervice, no fitch joy one 
Now no difcourfe; ¢ exceptit beof Love 
Now can] break my fait, dine, Gtceaich fleep 
Upon the very naked Name of Love. 

Pro. Enough: Tread your fortune in your Eye: 
Wasthis the Idol that you worthip fo? 


> 


; 
BE 
Ht | 

0) 

1 


Val. Even fhe : and is fhe not a heavenly faint ? i 
With all good graceto grace a Gentleman. Pro. No: but fhe is an earthly Paragon. | 
Duk. Befhrew me fir, | but if he make this good; Val. Call her divine. } 
He is as Worthy for an Empref$ Love, Pra. | will not flattér her. i 
As meet to nes an Emperor’ $sCou nfellor : Val. O flatter me ; for Love delights in praife. 
Well fir: this gentleman is come tome, Pro. 


With Commendation from great Potentates ; 
And here he means to fpend his time a while : 
I think ’tis no welcome News to you. 


Vai. Should | have wifh’d a thing, it had been he: 
Duk. Welcome him then according to his worth : 


Silvia, | {peak to you, and you Sir Tourio ; 
For Valtaiecid need not cite him to it: 
J will fend him hither to you prefent! y. 
Val. Thisis the gentleman | told your Lady fhip 
Had come along with me, but that his Miftrifs 
Did hold his Eyes lockt in her Chriftal looks. 
Sil. Belike that now fhe hath enfranchis’d them 


3 


When I was fick, you gave me bitter pills, 
— mu ft minifter the like to youl. 
Va!.'Then {peak the trath by her, if not divine, 
Yet let her be a principality, 
Soveraign to all the Creatures on the Earth. 
Pro. i xcept my Miftrifs 
Val. Sweet: Except rot any, 
| Except thou wilt except againft my Love. 
Pro, Have I not Reafon to prefer mine own? 
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her too: 
She fhall be dignified with this hizh honour, 
To bear my ‘adies Train, lett the bate Earth 
Should from her Vefture clrance to fteal a kifs 5 


And 
Se Sipe amr eee SRR are a a a ee teen 


7 Le ere ee ee ee ee i 
} 
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Ng eh athe 
And of fo great a favour growing ‘proud, 

itd ain to root the Summer-fwelling flower, 
# make rough Winter everlaftingly. 


Pro. Why Valentine, what Bragadifin is this ? 

Va], Pardonme (Prothens); all Icanis nothing ; 
Toher, whofe worth makes other worthies nothing : 
She is alone. 

Pro. Then let ber alone. 

Val, Not for the World : why man, fhe is mine own, 
And Las rich in having fuch a Jewel, 
as twenty Seas, if all their fand were pearl, 
The water Nectar, and the Rock pure gold: 
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
Recaufe thou feeft me doat upon my Love: 
My foolifh Rival that her Father likes 
(Only for his pofleffions are fo huge), 
Is gone with her along, and I muft after ; 
For Love (thou know’{t) is full of jealoufie. 

Pro. But fhe loves you? 


VVith all the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin’d off: how [ muft climb her VVindow , 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plotted and greed on for my happinefs : 
Good Pretheus $0 with me to my Chamber, 
in thefe affairs to aid me with thy counfel. 

Pro. Go on before : 1 fhall enquire you forth: 
Imuft unto the Road to difembarque 
Some Neceflaries that I needs muft ufe, 
And then le prefently attend you. 

Val. VVillyou make hafte ? 

Pro, -1will: 
Fven as one heat another heat expels, 
Or asone nail by ftrength drives out anothef ; 
So theremembrance of my former Love 
Is by anew Object quite forgotten : 
Isit mine then, or Valentineans praife ? 
Her true perfection, or my fale tranfgreffion, 
That makes me reafonle(s, to reafon thus ? 
Sheis fair; and fo is Fulia that llove 
(That did love; for now my Love i thaw’d, 
VVhich like a waxen Image *gainita fire, 
Bears no impreffion of the thing it was) : 
Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold, 
And that { love him not as 1 wae wont: 
O ! but | love his Lady too-too much 5 
And that’s the Reafon | love him fo little: 
How fhall I doat on her with more advice, 
That thus withont advice begin to love her ? 
-Tis but her picturel have yet beheld, 
And that hath dazeld fomy Reafon’s Light : 
But when I lodk on her perfections, 
There. is no Reafon but I fhafl be blind: 
If { can check my erring Love, I will: 
if not, to compafs her Ple ufe my skill. 
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Scena Quarta. 


Enter Speed and Launce- 


Speed, Launce, by 
Laun. Forfwear not thy 
welcome: [reckon thts always, 


not 
undone till he be f 
dill fome certain fhot be paid, and th 


come: 

Speedy Come on you mad-cap: I 
with you prefently 5 where, 
thou fhalt have five thoufand welcomes : 


The twoGentlemen of Verona. 


(hour, 
Val. 1,and we are betrothed: nay, more,our marriage- 


mine honefty welcome to Padua. 

felf, fweet Youth ; for 1 am 
that aman is never 
yang’d, nor never welcome to.a place, 
e HoflefS fay wel- 


le to the Ale-houfe 


for one fhot of five pence, 
But firrah, how 


did thy Mafter part with Madam Falia? 
Lau. Marry after they cloas’d in earneft, 
very fairly in jeft. 
Sp. But fhall fhe marry him? 
Lau. No. 
Sp. How then? fhallhe marry her? 
Lau. No, neither. 
Sp. VVhat, are they broken ? ; 
Lau. No they are both as whole as a fith. 
Sp. Why then, how ftands the matter with them ? 
Lau. Marry thus’; when it ftands well with him, it fands 
well with ber. 
Sp. VVhatan AG art thon? I underftand thee not, 
Lau. What a block art thou, that thov canft not ? 
My ftaff underftands me. 
Sp What thou fay’ft ? 
Lau. l, and what! dotoo: Look thee le but lean, and 
mv ftaff underftands me. 
“Sp. It ftands under thee indeed. 
Lau. Why, ftand-under, and underftand is aff one, 
Sp. But tell me true ; wifl’t be a match ¢ 
Lau. Askmy Dog: if he fay 1, it W il: if he fay ne, it 
will: if he thake his tail, and fay nothing, ic wilh 
Sp. The conclufion is then, that it will. 
Tau. ‘Thou fhalt never get fuch a fecret from me, but 


rhey parted 


ean 


by a parable. 
Sp. Tis well that 1 get itfo: But Launce, how fay’ht 


thou, that my Mafter is become a notable Lover ? 

Lou. Lever knew: him otherwife. 

Sp. ‘Than how ¢ 

Lau. A&A notable Lubber ; 
be. 

Sp.Why, thou whorefon Af, thou miftak’ft me. 

Lau. Why Fool, I meant not thee, I meant not thy 
Matter. 

Sp. I tell thee, my Mafter is become a hot Lover. 

Lau, VVhy,] tell thee, Icare not tho he burn himéelf in 
Love: If thou wilt go with me to the Alehonfe, fo; if nor, 
thou artan Hebrew, a Few, and not worth the Name of a 
Chriftian. 

Sp. VVby? ; 
Lau. Becaufe thou haft not fo much charity in thee as to 
go tothe Ale with a Chriftian: VVilt thou go ? 
Sp. At thy fervice. 


as thou reporteft him to 


+ 


Exeunt, 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Protheus folus. 


Pro, 'To leave my Fulia; fhall 1 be forfwors? 
To love fair Silvia ; fhall 1 be forfworn? 
To wrong my friend, I fhall be much forfworn : 
And ev’n that Power which gave me firft my Oath 
Provokesme to this threefold Perjury : 
Love bad me fwear, and Love bids me forfwear : 
O {weet fuggefting Love,. if thou haft finn’d, . 
Teach me (thy tempted fubject) to execute it : 
At firft I did adore a twinkling Star , 
But now I worfhip a celeftial Sun: 
Unheedful Vows may heedfully be broken ; 
And he wants wit that wants refolved will : 
To learn his wit C exchange the bad for better ; 
Teh ec ay to gall her bad, 

d gnty fo oft thou haft prefer’d 
VVith twenty thoufand foul-confirming Oaths: 
| cannot leave to love, and yet! do: es 
But there | leave to love where | fhdnid love: 
puis lofe, and Valentine Note: bola 
If 1keep them, I needs muft lofe my. elf; 


Exit. 
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If Ilofe them, thus find! but their lofs, 
} Roy Valentine, my felf; for fulia, Silvia: 

I to my felf am dearer thana friend ; 
For Love is ftill moft precious init felf, 
And Silvia (witnefS heaven that made ker fair) 
Shews fulia but a fwarthy Erhéope: 
I will forget that Fulia isalive, 
Remembring that my love toher 1s dead : 
And Valentine Vle hold an Enemy, 
Aiming at Silvieasa fweeter Friend : 
I cannot now prove conttant to my felf, 
VVithout fome treachery us’d to Valentine : 
This night he meaneth with a corded-ladder; 
To climb celettial Si/via’s chamber window, 
My felf in council his competitor : 
Now prefently I’le give her Father notice 
Of their difguifing and pretended flight ; 
VVho (all inrag’d) will banifh Valentine : 
For Tourio he intends fhall wed his daughter ; 
But Valentine being gone, Ile quickly crofs, 
By fome fly trick, blunt Thurio’s dull proceeding: 
Love lend me wings, tomake my purpofe {wift, 
As thou haft lent me wit to plot his drift. 


Cnet 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Julia and Lucetta: 


Fu. Countel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, affift me; 
Andeven in Kind Love I do conjure thee, 
VVho art the Table wherein all my thoughts 
Are vifibly Character'd and Engrav’d, 
To leffon me, and tell me fome good mean; 
How with my honour! may undertake 
A journey to my loving Protheus. 
Luc. Alas, the way is wearifome and long. 
Fu. A true devoted Pilgrim is not weary 


J 


To méafure Kingdoms with his feeble fteps, 


And when the flight is made to one fo dear, 
Of fuch divine perfection as Sir Protheus. 
Lu. Better forbear till Prothess make return. 


Pity the Dearth that I have pined in, 

By longing for that food fo long a time : 

Did’ft thou but know the inehly touch of Love, 
Thou would’ft as foon go kindle fire with fnow 
As feek to quench the fire of Love with words 


But qualifie the fire’s extream rage, 
Left ic fhould burn above the bounds of Reafon. 


The Current that with gentle murmur glides 
But when his fair courfe is not hindered, 


Giving a gentle kifS to every fedg 

He overtaketh in his Pilgrimage: 

And fo by many winding nooks he ftrays, 
VVith willing fport to the wild Ocean : 

Then let me go, and hinder not my courfe : 
Ple be as patient as a gentle ftream, 

And make a paftime of each weary ftep, 

Till the laft ftep have brought me to my-Love; 
And there Tle reft as after much turmoil 

A bleffed foul doth in Elizium: 

Luc. Butin what habit will you go along ? 
Fu. Not like a woman ; for I would prevent 
The loofe encounters of lafcivious.men : 


RN 


Much lef fhall fhe that hath Love’s wings to fly ; 


fu. Oh, know’ft thou not, his looks are my foul’s food ? 


Lu. I do not feek to quench your Love’s hot fire, 


Fu. The more thou danr’ft itup, the more it burns: 
(Thou know’ft) being ftop’d, impatiently doth rage ; 


He makes fweet mufick with th’ enamel ftones, 


| 


i 
j 


Exit. \lf Protheus like your journey when you come, 
| No matter who’s difpleas’d when you are gone: 


| I fear me it will make me {candaliz’d. 


ee enennenal 


Oy ee ee 
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with fuch weeds 
As may befeem fome well-reputed Page. 
Lu. Why then your Ladifhip muft cut your hair. 
Fu. No, girl: Ple knit it up in filken ftrings, 
With twenty odd-conceited trne-love knots : 
To be fantaftick, may become a Youth 
Of greater timethan J fhall fhow to be. 
Lu.What fafhion (Madam) fhall 1 make your breeches ? 
“fu. That fits as well, as.tell me (good my Lord), 
What compafs will you wear your Farthingale ? 
Why, even what fafhion thou belt likes (Lucetta). 
Lu. Youmuft needs have them with a cod-piece( Ma- 
Fu.Out,out( Lucetta),that will be ill-favour’d: (dam). 
Lu, A round hofe (Madam) now’s not worth a pin, 
Unlefs you have a cod-piece to ftick pins on. 
Ju. Lucetta, as thou lov’{t me, let me have 
What thou think’ft meet, and is moft mannerly : 
But tell me (Wench), how will the World repute me 
For undertaking fo unftaid a journey ? 


Lu. If you think fo, then ftay at home, and go not. 
Fu. Nay, that I will not. 
Lu, Then never dream on Infamy, but go: 


| 


I fear me he will {carce be pleas’d with all. 
Fu. That isthe leaft (Lucetta). of my fear: 

A thoufand Oaths, an Ocean of his tears, 

And Inftances as infinite of Love, 

Warrant me welcome to my Protheus. 

Lu. All thefe are fervants to deceitful men. 
Fu. Bafe men that ufe them. to fo bafe effect » 

But truer ftars did govern Protheus birth: 

His Words are Bonds, hisOaths are Oracles, 

His love fincere, his thoughtsimmaculate, 

His tears pure Meflengers fent from his heart, 

His heart as far from fraudasHeavenfrom Earth. 
Lu. Pray Heaven he prove fo when you come to him. 
Fu. Now asthou lov’itme, do him not that wrong 

To bear a hard opinion of his truth: 

Only deferve my love by loving him, 

And prefently go with me to my chamber, 

Totake a Note of what | ftandin need of, 

To furnifh me upon my longing journey : 

All that is mine I leave at thy difpofe, 

My Goods, my Lands, my Reputation, 

)nly in lieu thereof difpatch me hence ; 

Come, anfwer not ; but to it prefently : 

lamimpatient of my tarriance. 


Exeunt. 


Sena a ee a on wameenannereenniase an 


A&lus Tertius. Stena Prima. 


Enter Duke, Thurio, Protheus, Valentine, 
Launce, Speed. 


Du. Sir Thurio, give usleave (I pray) a while; 
We have fome fecrets to confer about: 
Now tell me, Protheus, what’s your will with me? 
Pro. My gracious Lord, that which I would difcover 
The Law of Friendfhip bids me to conceal ; 
But when I call to mind your gracious favours 
Done to mé (undeferving as lam), 
My duty pricks meontoutterthat 
Which elfe no worldly good fhould draw from me ? 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine, my friend, 
This night intends to fteal away your daughter ¢ 
My felf is one made privy to the Plot: 
I know you have determin’d to beftow.her 
On Thurio, Whom your gentlé daughter hates : . 
An 


| And fhoald fhe thus be ftol’n away fromyou, 
It would be much vexation to your age: 
Thus (for my duties fake) I rather chofe 
To crofs my friend in his intended drift, 
Than (by concealing it) heap on yourhead 
A pack of forrows, which would prefs you down 
(Being unprepared) to your timelefs grave. 

Du, Protheus, thank thee for thine honeft care ; 
Which to requite, command me while I lives. 
This love of theirs my felf have often feen, 
Haply when they have jadg’d me faft afleep, 
And oftentimes have purpos’d to forbid 
Sir Valentine her Company, and my Court: 

But fearing left my jealous: im mighterr, 
And fo(unworthily difgrace the man, 

A rafhnefs that I ever yet have fhunn’d) 

I gave him gentle looks, thereby to find 
hat which thy felf haft now difclos’d to me: 
And thou maift perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is foon ft ggelted, 
Inightly lodg her inan upper Tower 

The key. whereof my felf have ever kept : 
And thence fhe cannot be convey’d away. 

Pre. Know (noble Lord) they have devis’d ameatt 
How he her Chamber-Window will afcends 
And with a Corded Ladder fetch her down: 

For which the youthful Lover now is gone, 

And this way comes be with it prefently : 

Where Gf it pleafe you) you may intercept him : 
But (good my Lord) do it fo cunningly, 

That my difcovery be not aimed at : 

For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 

Hath made me publither of thts pretence. 

Du. Upon mine honour, he fhall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 

Pro. Adieu,my Lord ; Sir Valentine is coming. 

Du. Sit Valentine, whether away fo faft? 

74, Pleafe ityour Grace, there isa Meflenger 
That ftays tobear my Letters to my Friends, 
And I am going to deliver them. 

Du. Be they of much import? 

Va, The tenure of them doth but fignifie 
My health, and happy being at your Court. 

Du. Nay, then no matter : flay with mea while ; 
Lam to break with thee of fome affairs 
That touch'me near ; wherein thou mutt be fecret: 
*Tis not unknown to’ thee, that I have fought 
To match my friend; Sir Taurio, to my daughter. 

Va. [know it well (my Lord), and fure the Match 
VVere rich and honourable: Befides, the gentleman: 
Is full of Virtue, Bounty, VVorth, and Qualities, 
Befeeming fucha VVife as your fair daughter: 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him ¢ 

Du No, truft me, fhe-is peevith, fullen, froward, 
Proud, difobedient, ftubborn, lacking duty, 

Neither regarding that fhe is my child, 

Nor fearing me, asif | were her father : 

And may I fay to thee, this pride of hers 

(Upon advice) hath drawn my lovefrom her’; 
And where | thought the remnant of mine Age 
Should have been cherifh’d by her Child-like duty, 
[now am full-refolv'd to take a VVife, 

Andturn her out to who will take her in: 

Then let her Beauty be her VVedding-Dowre ; 
For me and my pofleffions fhe efteems not. 


Va. VVbat would your Grace have me to do inthis ? 


Du. There isa Lady in Veronahere 
VVhom! affect: Bue the is nice and coy, 
And nought efteemsmy aged Eloquence: 
Now therefore would have thee to my Tutor 
(For long agone] have forgot to court: 
Befides, the fathion of the time is chang’d), 
How, and which way | may beftow my felf, 
To be regarded in her Sun-bright Bye. 


penn ips aes ck Ss te 
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Enter. 


ticle 


Va. VVin lier with gifts, if fhe re{pects not words : 
Dumb Jewels often in their filent kind 
More than quick words, do move a womans mind. 

Du. But the did fcorna prefent that I fent her. 


Va. Awoman fometimes {corns what beft contents her: | 


Send her another : never give her ore; 
For {corn at firft makes after-love the more : 
If fhe do frown, tis not in hate of you, 
But rather to beget more love in you: 
if fhe do chide, ’tis not to have you gone: 
For why, the fools ete mad if left alone: 
Take no repulfe, whatever fhe doth fay ; 
For, get you gone, fhe doth not mean away ° 
Flatter, and praife, commend, extol] their graces: 
Tho ne’re fo black, fay they have Angels faces : 
That man that hath a tongue, I fay, is noman, 
if with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Du, But fhe I mean, is promis’d by her Friendé 


Unto ayouthful gentleman of worth, 
rh kept feverely from refortof men, 


That no man hathaccefs by day to her. 
Va. VVhy then 1 would refortto her by night. 
Du. I, but the doors be lockt, and keys kept fafe, 
That no man hath recourfe to her by night. 
Va. VVhat lets but one may enter at her VVindow ? 
| Dy. HerChamber is aloft far from the ground, 
And built fo fhelving, that one cannot climb it 
VVithout apparent hazzard of his life. 
Val. VVhy thena Ladder quaintly made of Cords, 
Tocaftup, witha pair of anchoring hooks, 
VVould ferve to {Cale another Hero’s Tower, 
So bold Leander would adventure it. 
Du. Nowas thou arta gentleman of blood, 
Advife me where I may have fich a Ladder. 
Va. VVhen would you ufe it? pray fir, tell me that. 
Du. This very night ; for Loveislike a Child 
That longs for every thing that he can come by 
Va. By feven aClock I le get you fuch a Laddes, 
Du. But hark thee: I will go toher alone; 
How fhall I beft convey the Ladder thither? 
Va. It will be light (my Lord) that you may bear it 
Under a Cloak that is of any length. 
Du, A Cloak as long as thine will ferve the turn ¢ 
Va. 1, my good Lord. 
Du. Then let me fee thy Cloak ; 
P’le get me one of fuch another length. 
Va. VVhy any Cloak will ferve the turn(my Lord) 
Du. How thail | fafhion me to wear a Cloak ? 
I pray thee let me feel thy Cloak upon me : 
VVhat Letter is this fame? what’s here ? to Silvia? 
And here an Engine fit for my proceeding ? 
le be fo bold to break the Seal for once : 


My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 

And flaves they are to methat fend them flying: 

Ob, could their Master come, and go as lightly, 
Himfelf would lodg where ( fenfele{s) they are lying : 
My Herald Thoughts in thy pure bofome reft them, 
While I (their King) that thither them importuney 
Docurfethe grace rhat with {uch grace hath bleft them 
Becaufe my felf do want my fervants fortune : ; 
I curfe my felf, for they are {ent by me, 
‘That they fhould harbour where their Lord would be, 


V Vhat’s here? Silvia? this night will Linfranchife thee : 
Tis fo; and here’s the Ladder for the purpofe : 
VVhy Phaetan (for thou art Merop’s fon) 
VVilt thou afpireto guide the heavenly Cat? 

And with thy daring folly burn the VVorld 2 

VVilt thou reach ftars because they fhine on thee ? 
Gobafe Intruder, over-weening Slave cee 
Beftow thy fawning finiles on equal mates 

And think my patience (more thanthy defert) 

Is priviledg for thy departure hence: © a 


ee eat ee 
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Thank me for this, more than for all the favours 
Which (all-too much) I have heitowed on thee 
But if thou linger in my ‘Territories 

Longer than fwifteft expedition 
Will give thee time to leave our Royal Court, 
By heaven, my wrath fhall far exceed the love 
lever bore my Daughter, or thy felf: 

Be gone, I will not hear thy vain Excufe, 


Val. And why not death rather than living torment ? 
To die, is to be banith’d from my felf, 
And Silvia is\my (elf: banith’d from her 
Is felf from felf: A deadly banifhment: 
What light is light, if Silvia be-not feen? 
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 
Unlefs it be to think that fhe is by, 

And feed upon the fhadow of perfection : 
Except I be by Si/via in the night, 
There isno.mufick inthe Nightingale : 
UnlefsI look on Si/via in the day, 
There is no day for me to look upon : 
She is my Effence, and I leave to be, 

If I be not by her fair influence 
Fofter’d, illumin’d, cherifh’d, kept alive: 
I fly not Death to fly his deadly doom ; 
Tarry I here, [but attend on death ; 

But fly I hence, I fly away from Life. 

Pro. Run (boy), run, run, and feek him out. 

Lau. Soa-hough, Soa- hough 

Pro. What feeft thou ? 

Law Him we go to find: 
There’s not an hair on’s head but "tis a Valentine. 

Pro. Valentine? 

Va. No. 

Pro, Who then ? his Spirit? 

Va. Neither. 

Pro. What then? 

Va. Nothing. 

Lau. Can nothing {peak ? Matter, fhatt I ftiike ? 

Pro. Whom Would*ft thou ftrike ¢ ? 

Lau. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, forbear. | 

Lau. Why, Sir, "le ftrike nothing: I pray you. 

Pro. Sitrah, 1 fay, forbear: Friend Valentine, a word. 

Va, My Ears are ftopt, and cannot hear good news, 
Somuch of bad already hath poffeft them. 

Pro. Then in dumb filence will I bury mine ; 

For they are harfh, untuneable, and bad. 

Va. Is Silvia dead ? 

Pro.. No, Valentine. 

Va. No Valentine indeed fot facréd Silvi 
Hath fhe forfworn me? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Va. No Valentine, if Silviahave forfworn me : 
What is your news ? 


Pro. That thoa art banifh’d: oh that’s the news, 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy frierid. 

Va. Oh, [have fed upon this wo already : 

And now excels of it will make me furfeit: 
Doth Silvia Know that 1 am banith’d ? 

Pro. I, I: and fhe hath offered to the doom 
(Which unreverft ftands in effectual force) 
ASeaof melting Pearl, which fome call tears : . 
Thofé at her Father’s churlifh feet fhe tendred, 
With them upon her knees, her humble felf, 

Wringing her hands, whofe whitenefs fo became them, 
Asif but now they waxed pale for wo : 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad fighs, deep groans, nor filver-fhedding tears 
Could penetrate her uncompaflionate fire : 
{But Valentine, if he bé’ta’ne, muft die: 
Befides, her interceflion chafd him fo, 
When fhe for thy repeal was fuppliant, 
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But as thou lov’ft thy life, make {peed from hence. Exit. 


Enter Pro. and 
Launce. 
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What to clofe Prifon he commanded her, 
With many RE of biding there. eck. 
Va. No more, unlefs the next word that thou fpeak’ft 
Have fome sialhghehe power upon my life: 
If fo, I pray thee’breathe ic in mine Ear, 
Asending Antheme of my endlefs dolour. 
Pro. Céafe to lament for that thou canit not help, 
And ftudy hep for that which thon lament’tt: 
Timeis the Nurfé and Breeder of 2 I] good : 
Here if thou ftay, thou.canft not fe thy Love: 
Befides, thy itaying will abridge thy life : 
Hope is a Lover's ftaff, walk hence with thar, 
And manage it againit defpairing thonghts: 
Thy Letters may be here; tho thon arc herice, 
VVhich, being writ to me, fhall be deliver’d 
Even in the milk-white bofon ne-of thy love: 
The time now ferves not-to expoftulate, 
Come, [le convey thee through the City-gate, 
And e’re | part with thee, conterat large 
Of all that may concern thy Love-affairs : 
As thou lov’ft Si/via (tho nor for thy felf) 
Regard thy danger, and along w. theme. 
Va. I pray thee Launce, and if thou feeft my boy, 
Bid him make hafte, and-‘meét me at the Norrh-gate. 
Pro. Go firrah, find ‘hitn ‘out: Come Valentine. 
Va. Oh my dear Silvia, haplefs Valentine. Exeunt. | 
Launce, 1 am but a fool, look you, ‘and yet I have the 
Wit to think my Mafter is a kind of a kttave : but that’sall 
one, if he be but one knave! He lives not now that knows 
me to bein love, yétlam in love ; but a Teem of horfe 
fhall not pluck that from me; nor who ’tisI love: and yet 
"tis a Woman; ‘but what woman, I will not tefl my felf: 
and yet’tis a Milkmaid : yét*tis not a maid ; forfhe hath 
had Goffips : vet ’tis a maid ; for (lie is: her Mattet’s maid, 


‘}and ferves for wages : She hath more qualiries thana VVa- } 


ter-Spaniel, which is mich in a bare Chriftian : Here is the 
Cate-log of her Conditions : Imprimis, fhe can fetchand 
Carry : why, a horfé cando no more: na y, a horfe cannot 


fetch, but only carry ; therefore is fhe better thana Jade. 


Trem, fhe can milk, look youl, a {weet virtue in a maid with 
clean hands. ' Enter Speed. 

Speed, How now Signior Launce ? what news with your 
Mal fterthip ? 

La. VVith my ‘Malterfhip? ? why, it is at Sea, 

Sp. VVell, your old vice ftill: miffake the word : what 
news thenin your paper ? 

La. Tlie black?ft news that ever thou heard’ft. 

Sp. VVhy man, how black ? 

La. VVhy, as black as Ink. 

Sp. Let me read them. 

La. Fie on thee Jolthead; thou canft not read. 

Sp. Thou lieft : I can. , 

La. (will try thee: tell me this: who begot thee ? 

Sp. Marry, the fon of my Grand-father. 

Sp. Oh illiterate loyterer, it was the fon of thy 


Lau. Sir, there is a Proclamation that you are vanithed: | Grand-mother : this proves that thou ¢anft not read. 


Sp. Come fool, come: try meh thy papes. 

La. There: and S. Nicholas be thy spr 

5p. Imprimis, fhe can milk. 

La. I, that fhe can. 

Sp. Item, fhe brews good Aleé.. 

iz, And theréfore comes thé Ptoverb (Bleffing of your 
heart, you brew good Ale). 

Sp. Item, fhe can fowe. 

La. That’s.as muchas to fay (Can fhe {o)? 

Sp. Item, fhe can knit. 

La. VVhat need a man care for a ftock with a wench, 
VVhen fhe can knit him a ftock ? 

Sp. Item, She can wath and fcour. 

La. A fpecial vertue: for then the neéd not to be wafh’d 
and fcour’d. | 

Sp. Item, fhe can fpin. 

La. Théenmay I fet thé world on wheels, Whea thé can 
fpin for her living. : 
Coa Sp. 
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LVertues; that 

therefore have no er. 

Lis aS a fig Fre 

Trenched inice, : ours heat 
iffolves to water, al d 3 {0 

pect of her breatli. A little time will mel 

reli: that faultmay be mended wi ith g breakfaft :| And wo sagen 
How now, Sir P: 

(Acc ording to our Procl a 

k ends fe Ir her fowr breath. Pro. Gone, my $ ood ] ord. 

. doth talk in her fleep Du. My 1 Dangieee ta ikes his § 

. e doth talk L rr s Pep, - 

It’s rio matter for that 5 fo fhe fleep not in her talk. Pro. A little time (my es 
Sp. Item , fhe is flow in words. % .. ee: Sol believe : but Thr 
La. Oh villain! ‘that fet down among her Vices ! Protheus: The good conceit 

To be flow in words isa wom ans only Vertue : (For thou halt fhown fome 

I pray thee out wit h’r, and place it for her chief Vertue. Makes me the better to con 
ait eas Pro. Longer than! prove lbyal to your Grace, 

Let me not live to loc Xk Uy pon your Grace. 

Du. Thou know’ft how willingly | would e effe 

10 teeth | The match between fir Thurio and my Daughter ¢ 

> not for ee i¢ neither, becaufe | love crufis. Pro I do my Lord. ; 

F Cu Andalfoi do think thou art not ignorant 
jow fhe oppofes her againft my will? 
he il often 1 praif feher liquor. vr. She did, my ee -d, when /’ sentin se was here. 

i uae or be good, fhe fhall: if fhe will not, a I, and perverfly fhe perfev ered: 

Vhat might we doto m: ie the girl forget 


hings fhould be praifed. 
he | is t to0 liberal. Phe love c f Valentine, and love ‘fir Thurio? 


1. OF her tongue fhe cannot - for that’s writ down, fhe Pro. "The beft way is toflander Valentine 
-« flow of : of her purle the fh: ft not : for that Ile keep fhut | Wit h falfhood, cowardife, and oot defcent: 
er thing fhe may, and that cannot I help : | ee women highly hold in bay 
Well proceed | yi, but fhe’l think that itis fpoken in ha 
Sp. Item, fhe hath more hairs than wit, and more faults Pro. I, if if his enemy deliver it: 
Therefore it muft with circumftance be fpoken 


than hairs, and more wea Ith than faults. ftar 
La. Stop there: Ple have her : {he was mine, and not | By one whom fhe efteems as his friend. 


Vertues. 


{he is not to be fafting in ret 


rothet US, 


fhe hath a (weet mouth. 


o) 


os Legacy, and cannot be ta’ ne fror nh er. 


c 7 ely 
Nowor anotu 


mine twice or thrice in that Article: Rehearfe that once] Dz. Then you muft u: hee to flander him. 
hor : Pro. And that (my Lord) I fhall be loath to do : 
Sp. Item, the he ath more hair th an Wit. Tis an ill office fora Gentleman, 
La. Mote hair than wit: it may be Tle prove it: The Efpecially againft his very friend. 


cover of the fait, hides the falt; and therefore it is more 

than the fale; the hair that covers the Wit, 1S more 

thaii the wit: for the greater hides the lefs : What’s Therefore the office is indifferent, 

Aes? Being intreated to it by your friend. 

Sp. And more faults than hairs, Pro. You have prevail’d (my Lord): if I cando it 
By oughe that | can {peak in his difpraife, 


Lz. ‘That’smonftrous ; Oh that that were out, 
And more wealth than faults. She that! not long continue love to him : 


Your lander never can endamage him ; 


So. f 
La. Why that word makes the faults gracious : 3ut fay, this weed her love from Valentine, 
Sok have her: andif it be a match, as nothing is | lt follows not that fhe will love fir Thwrio, 
Th. Therefore as you unwind her love from him, 


rle 
gts eee igas ’. | Left it fhould ravel, and be good to none, 
La. Why then wi {11 tetl thee, that thy Matter ftaies for You muft provide to bottom it on me: 
ee ashe bi chante Which muft be done by praifing me as much 
| ot deus As you in es Gill raife fir Valentine. 
oe Soe ee 2- 1+ who artthou ¢ he hath ftaid.for a bet- Du, And Prothews, we dare truft you in this kind, 
z age te ows Becaufe we know | on Valentine’s s Report) 
He oma Leow bina? You are already Love’s firm votary, 
Fe ee ae to him: for thou haft ftaid fo long, And cannot foon revolt and change your mind : 
rg will fearce ferve the turn. Upon this Warrant fhall you have accels, 
er? ’pox on your Love- Where you with Si/via may confer at large: 
For the is lumpifh, Hany ‘melanchofly, 
be {wing’difor reading my Letter: And (for } your friend’s‘{ake) will be glad of you; 
Anunmannerly flave; that will chruit | himielf into fecrets : | W peey ou may tei mper her, by your perfwafion, 
Pie after to rejoice in the boy’s correction. Exeunt, | 10 eee young Valentine, and love my friend. 
Pro. As much as I can do, 1 will effect : 
~ But you, fir Thurio, are not fharp enough: 
ies — You muift lay Lime, to tangle her defires 
By wailful Sonnets, whofe compofed Rimes 
Should be full fraught with fer viceabl e Vows. 
Du. 1, much is the force of Heaven-bred Poefie. 
Pro. Say, that upon the Altar of her Beauty 


SEED TE PRER 


= goil 
Sp. Why did’ft no t tell me foon 


Lettesgs. 


La. Now will ll he 


Scena Secunda. 4 


Enter Duke, Thurio, Protheus. You facrifice your tears, your fighs, your heart : 
~ Write till your ink be dry, and with yourtears 
Die Sit Thurio, fear not, but that fhe will loye you Moiftit again, and frame fome feeli ing line 


Now Valentine is banifh’d from her fight. That may difcover fich i1 ntegrity ; 


The 1m 0 Ger lem eno} fv erona. e 


Du. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 


a eet 


a 


For 


‘ot 


Se 


For Orpheus Lute was ftrung with Poets finews, | 
Whofe golden touch could foften fteel and {tones ; 
Make Tygers tame, and huge Lewiathans 
Forfake unfounded deeps, and dance on fands: 
After your dire-lamenting Elegies, 
Vifit by night your Ladies Chamber- window 
With fome {weet confort : ‘Te their Initruments. 
Tune a deploring dump: the nights dead filence 
Will well hecome fuch {weet complaining grievance : 
This, or elfe nothing, will inherit her. 
Du. This Difcipline fhews thou hait beenin Love. 
Th. And thy advice this night Ple putin practife : 
Therefore fweet Protheus, my direction-giver, 
Let us ifito the City prefently 
To fort fome Gentlemen well skill’d in Mafick: 
I have a Sonnet that will ferve the turn 
To give the anfet to thy good advice. 
Du. Aboutit Gentlemen. 
Pro. We’l wait upon your Grace till after fupper; 
And afterwards determine our proceedings. 
| Dz. Evennow about it, | will pardon you. 
Excunt. 


; 
/ 


Adtus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Valentine, Speed, and certain Out-laws. 


1. Out-]. Fellows, ftand faft : L{eea-paflenger. 
2.Out. If there be ten, fhrink not, but down with’em. 
3. Out. Stand fir, and throw us that you have about ye: 
If not, we’l make you fir, and rifle you. 
Sp. Sir, we are undone ; thefe are the Villains 
Thatall the Travellers do fear fo much. 
Val. My Friends. 
1.Out. That’s not (0, fir: we are your Enemies. 
2. Out. Peace: we'lhear him. _ oe 
Out. [by my beard will we ; for he is a proper mati. 
Val. Therknow that I have little to lofe : 
Amanlam, crofs‘d with adverfity + 
My Riches are thefe poor habiliments ; 
Of which, if you,fhould here disfurnifh me, 
You take the fum/and fibftance that Ihave. 
2. Out. VVhither travel you ? 
Val. To Verona. 
1. Out. VVhence came you? 
Val. From Millain. 
3- Out. Have you long fojourn’d there ? 
Val. Some fixteen months, and longer might have ftaid, 
If crooked Fortune had not thwarted me. 
1 Out. VVhat, were you banifh’d thence ? 
Val. \ was. 
2. Out. For what Offence ? 
Val. For that which now torments me to rehearfe: 
I kil?d a man, whofe death I much repent ; 
But yet I flew him manfully in fighe, 
VVithout falfe vantage, or bafe treachery. 
1. Our. VVhy ne’re repent it, if it were done fo : 
But were you banith’d for fo {mall a faule2 
Val. | was, and held me glad of fuch a doom. 
2 Out. Have you the tongues 2 
Val. My youthful travel therein made me happy, 
Or elfe often had been miferable. : 
3. Out. By the bare {calp of Robin hood’s fat Friar, 
This fellow werea King for our wild faction. 
1.Out. VVe"lhavehim: Sirs, a word. 
Sp. Mafter, be one of them: . 
It’s an honourable kind of thievery. 
Val. Peace Villain. 
2.Ont. ‘Tell us this: have you any things to take to? 
Val. Nothing but my fortune. . ~~ 


Wo 


SA aM aaa eC Be PRR 


7 be two Gentlemen of Verena. 


2. Out. Know then, tha 
| Suchas the fury of un 
Thruft from the com 
My felf was from }ere; 
For practifing to fteal away a Lady, 
| An Heir, and Neecealli’d unto the Duke. 

2. Out. And! from Adazutua, for a Gentle: 

Who, in my mood, I ftabb’d unto the heart. 

Out, And | for fuch like petty crimes as the 

But tothe purpofe; for we cite our faults, 
That they may tiold éxcus’d our lawleG lives ; 
And partly feeing you are béautifi’d 

With goodly fhape ; and by your own report, 
A Linguift, anda manof fiéh perfection 
As we do in our quality much want. < 

2. Out. Indeed becaufe.you are a banifh’d man; 

There, above the reft, we parley to you: 
Are you Content to be our Gereral ? 
To makea Vertue of Neceffity, 

And live as we do in the Wildernéf 3 

3. Out. What far'it thou ? wilt thou be of our confort : 
Say; I, and be the Captain of us all: 

We'l do thee homage, and be rul’d by thee, 
Love thee as our Commander and our Kins. 

1. Out. Butif thou {corn out cobiftefie. thou dieft. 

2.Out.Thou fhalt not live to brag what we have offet’d 

Val. I take your offer, and will liye with you, 
Provided that you do no out-rages 
On filly Women, or poor paflengers. 

3. Out. No, we deteft fuch vile bafe practies: 
Come, go withus, we’l bring thee to our Crews, 
And thew thee all the treafure we have gor; 
Which with our felves, all reft at thy difpofe. 


' 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Protheus, Thurio, Julia, Hof, Muficiar: 
3 “1 4 3 5 
SUVA. 
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Pro. Already have I béen fale to Valentine 
And now I muft be as unjuft to Thuri 
Under the colour of commending him, 
Ihave accefs my own love to preter : 

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 
To be corrupted my worthlefs gifts : 
When I proteit tru Ity to her, 
She twits me with my falfhood tomy friend : 
When to her beauty] commend my Vows, 
She bids me think haw] have been forfworn 
In breaking Faith with Julia, whem | lov’d: 
| And notwithftanding ail her fudden quips, 
The, leaft whereof, would quella Lover’s hope, 
Yet (Spaniel-like ) the more fhe {purns my love, 
The more it grows, fawneth on her {till: 
But here comes Thurio : now muit we to her Window, 
And give fome Evening Mufick to her Ear. 3 

Thu. How now, Sir Protheus, are you crept before is 

Pro. 1, gentle Thurio : for you know that Love 
VVill creep in fervice where it cannot go. 

Thu. I, but Lhope, Sit, that you love not here: 

Pro. Sir, but do; or elfe | would be hence. 

Thu. VVhom, Silvia? 

Pro. 1, Silvia, for your fake. 

Thu. | thank you for your own: Now Gentléfnen 
Let’s turn, and co it luftily a while. 

Ho. Now my young gueft ; methinks you’r allycholly:: 
I pray what is it ¢ 

‘Fu. Marry (mine Host), becaufél cannot be merrv, 

He. Come, we’l have vou merry: lle bring you witere 
| you fhall hear Mufick, and fee the Gentleman that you 
jask’d for. C4 Fu. 
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Ho. 1, thatyou fhail. 
That will be Mufick. 
ty, Hark, hark. 
44. \she among thefe ¢ 
Ho: 1: but peace; let’s heat ’em. 


sf 


if egy i See. 
ho as Silvia 2 what % {hes 
: ; 1 
ims commend her ¢ 
“ff f fai 
wife ts fhe, 
Ln ee] ras 
uch Grace did lend ROrs 
Is {he hind as {het 
; . = 
For beauty lives with 
j ee 


Ana Being hel 
2 to oUVIa Ler u 


t 
Silvis: 


4 arth dwel 
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d ; 
et us Garlands bring. 


Jo. How now? are you {adder than you were before 
low doyou, man > the Mufick likes you not. 
“tu, You miftake: the Mufician likes me not. 
‘Ho. Why, my pretty Youth ¢ 
He plays falfe (father ), 
How, out of tune onthe firings ¢ 
ty. Notrfo: butyet 
he grieves my very heart-ftrings. 
You have a quick Ear. 
J would I were deaf: it makesme have a flow heart. 
lelight notin Mufick. 
‘ty, Not a whit, when it jars fo» 
Ho. Hark what fine change is in the Mafick. 
“fu. 1: that change is the fpight. 
Ho. You would have them play always but one thing. 


tu. | would always have one play burt one thing. 


But Holt, doth this Sir Protheus that we talk on, 


Often refort unto this Gentlewoman ¢ 

Ho. Itell you what Launce, his man told me, 
He lov’d her out of afl nick. 

Fu. Where is Launce? 

Ho. Gone: to feek his Dog, which to morrow, by his 
Mafter’s command, he muft carry fora Prefent to his 
Lady. 

Fu. Peace: ftand afide : the Company parts: 

Pro. Sir Z jurio, fear not: Twill fo plead, 

That you fhall fay, my cunning drift excels. 

Ti 4. Where meet we? 

Pro. At Saint Gregories- Well. 

Thu. Farewel. 

Pro. Madam: Good Ey’n to your Lady fhlp. 

sj]. T thank you for you Mufick (Gentlemen) : 
Who is that that fpake¢ 

Pro. One (Lady) if you knew his pure hearts truth, 
You would quickly learn to know him by his voice. 

Si], Sir Protheus ¢ 

Pro. Sit Prothens (gentle Lady) and your fervant. 

Si], What's your will? 

Pro. ‘That | may compass yours. 

sil You have your wifh: my willis ever this, 
That prefently you hie you home to bed: 

Thou fubtil, perjur'd, falfe, difloyal man, — 
Think thou | am fo fhallow, (o conceitlefs, 
To be feduced by thy flattery, 
That baft deceiv’d fo many with thy Vows ¢ 
Return, return, and make thy Love amends: 
Forme (by this pale Queen of Night | {wear) 
lam fo far from granting thy Requeit, 

That I defpife thee for thy wrongful fuit ; 

And by and by intend to chide my felf, 

Even for this time I fpend intalking to thee. 


3u¢ fhe is dead. 
Fu.” were falfe if 
For1 am fure fhe is not burie 
Sil. Say that fhe be; 
Survives ; to whom ( 
{ am betroth’d ; < 
Towrong him with t! 
Pro. 1 likewife hear that /% 
sil. And fo fyppofe am I 


¥ 


Affure thy felf, my Love is buried 


Pro. Sweet Lady, let me rake it from the Earth. 
sil. Go to thy Ladies grave, and cafl her thence 
Or at the leaft, in hers fepuichre thine 
fu. He heard not that. 
Pro. Madam: if your heart 
Vouchfafe me yet your Picture tor my love, 
The Picture thatis hanging in your Chamber : 
To that I’le fpeak, to that Ile figh and weep : 


1 


For fince the fubftance of your perfect felf 


| Is elfe devoted, | am but a fhadow, 


And to your fhadow will | make true Love. 
Sul. If *twere a fubftance you would fure deceive it, 
And make it but a fhadow, as fam. 
Sil. lamvery loath tobe your Idol, Sir; 
But fince your falfehood fhall become you well 
To worthip fhadows, and adore falfe fhapess 
Send to mein the morning, and [le fend it: 
And fo good reft. 
Pro. As wretches have o’re night 
That wait for Execution in the morn. Exeunt. 
Ful. Hoff, will you go ¢ 
Ho. By my Hallidom, I was faft afleep. 
Ful, Pray you where lies Sir Protheus ¢ 
Ho. Marry, at my houfe : 
Truft me, I think ’tis almoft day. 
Ful. Not fo: but it hath been the longeft night 
That e’re I watch’d, and the moft heavielt. 


ne 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Eglamore; Silvia. 


Eg. This is the hour that Madam Si/via 
Entreated me to call, and know her mind: 
That’s ome great matter fhe’"ld employ me in: 
Madam, Madam. 

Sil. Who calls? 

Eg. Your fervant and your friend ; 

One that attends your Ladifhips command. 
Sil. Sir Eglamore, a thoufand times good morrow. 
Eg. As many (worthy Lady) to your felf: 

According to your Lady fhips impofe, 

[am thus early come to know what fervice 

Itis your pleafure tocommand me in 
eg | a Lashes i 1, 

Sil. Oh Eglamore, thou art a Gentleman: 
Think not! flatter (for | fwear I do not): 

Talic rife of {i - VA? 
de wife, remorfe-full, well accom plith’d : 
howl art not ignorant what dear good will 

I bare unto the banifh’d Valentine ; 

Taal ethiot viral ~ ? 

re ae my father would enforce me marry 

sho a io (whom my very foul abhorr’d): 

hy elf haft lov’d, and I have heard thee fay, 

No grief did come fonear thy heart, 

As when thy Lady, and thy true love di’de 

Upon whofe Grave thou vow’dift pure chattity 

Sir Eglamore, 1 would to Valentine = 

To Mantua, wherel hearhbe mak 


se ahknA 
KES anode: 


| And, for the ways are dangerous to | 


Ido defire thy worthy company: 
j pany ; 


4 


on aya areca 


see eae ancntet seta taee t ORE t ncnncntet ts 


es ¢ 
Tbe two Gentlemen of Verona. 31. | 
2 Gu Aer ak eee AC SoS OES ee s 3. | 
Upon whofe Faith and Honour | repofle: How now, you whore-fon pezant, | 
: Urge not my Father's anger } Where have you been thefe two days loytering? ; 
3ut think upen my gr: ief (al La. Marry Sir, I carried Miftris Silvia the Dog you bad | 
And on th ¢ Justice of my fyi 4 sa me. 
To keep me from’a mott ft unholy match Pro. And what fays fhe to my little fesuel ? 
Which heaven and fortune ftill rewards witl : La. Marry, fhe fays, your Dog was a Cur, and tells you, 
I dodefire theeeven from aheart — curtifh Sanka’ is good en ough for fuch: a prefent, ¥ 
| As full of forrows as as the Sea of fands, Pro. But fhe receiv’d my Dog? 
| ‘To bear me company, and.go withme: La. No indeed fhe didn ot : | 
/ If not, td hide what I have faid to thee, Here have [ brought him back agair 
. That I may venture to depart alone. Pro, What di d ft thou offer her this from me ? 
Eg. Madam, I pity much your grievances ; La. Ie ir: theot her Sqt uirt ‘ly was ftol’n from mé 
Which, fince | know they vertuoufly are placed, By thet langman's boy i inthe Marke 
I give confent to go along wi ith you, And then I offer’d her mine Own; wi oO ) 
Wreaking as little what betideth me, Asbigas ten of yours , and htpaiok t é: 
As much, | wifh all feed befortune you: eae Go get thee ience, and find my 
Whe n will you go? “h ne’re return: again into m y fight ; : 
Sil. This Evening coming vay, I fay: ftayeft thou tovex me here? 
Eg. Where {hall meet y ou? A fla ave, t that ftillan end turns me to fhame. Exit. 


Sil. At Frier Patrick’s Cell; 
Where | intend holy Confeflion. 

Eg. \will not fail your Ladyfhip: 
Good morrow (gentle Lady ). 
Sil. Good morrow kind Sir Eglamore 


Sebaltian, have entertained thee, 

Partly that [have need of fuch a Youth, 
That can with fome difcretion do my bafines§ : 
For tis no trufting to yond foolith Lowt; 

But chiefly for thy face and thy | 


Ti veunt 1 
E.XCUnL, eh: aviour ) 


| . Vhich Cf my Augury deceive me not) 
Witnefs go od bringing up, fortune and truth: 
aowinie ed . . a “ 
Therefore knov y thou, for this: L entertain the 


Go prefently,. and take this Ring 
Deliver it to Madam Sz/wa : 
She lov'd me well, deliver’d it to me. 
“Ful: It feems you lov’d not her, to leave her Token 
She is dead — 
Pro. Notfo: 
Lau. When a man’s fervant fhafl play the Cur with} ‘Fu/. Alas! 
him (look you), it goes hard: one thatI brought up of} — Pro. Why do’ft thou cry alas ¢ 


a Puppy: one thar I fav’d from drowning, when three ‘ful. Lcannot choofe but pity her 
[have| Pro. Wherefore fhould’it thou pity her? 
j 
| 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Launce, Protheus, Julia, Silviae 
think 


or four of his blind brothers and fifters went to it : 

taught him(even,as one would fay,precifely ; thus 1 would 
teach a Dog): 
MitftrifS Sz/ 


Ful. Becaufe methinks that the lov’d you.as Well 
As you do love your Lady Silvia: 
She dreams on him that has forgot her Love ; 
ton doat on her that cares not for your Love; 
?Tis pity Love fhould be fo contrary : 


I was fent to deliver him as 4 Prefent to} 
ndl came no fooner 
fteps me to her Tren- 


Via, from 1 Vy Matt Her: a 


58) 
into the Dining-Chamber, but he 
cher, and { fteals her Cap on’s-leg : O, tis a foul thing, 
when a Cur cannot keep himfelf in all Ce sg ae 
would have (as one fhe ould fay) one thart: pon hin 
to be a Dog indeed, tobe, as it were, a Dog ata 
things. If [ had not h ad more V 

upon me that he did, I think verily he had been hang’c 
for’t : fure as I live he had {uffer’d for’t: -you fhall judg :| 
He thrufts me himfelf into the company of three or four 
gentleman-like-dogs, under thei yukes table: he had not | alas poor Protheus, thou hat entertain’d 

been there (blefs the mark) a pifling while, but all the | A Fox to be the Shepherd of thy Lambs ; 
Charhber fmelt him: out with the Dog (fays one): what | Alas, poor fool, why dol pity him 

Cur is that “ys another) ? whip him out (fays the| That with his very heart defpifeth meg 

third): hang him up (fays the Duke): [having Dest ac- | Becaufe he loves ee he defpit feth me 

quainted with the fmell ee knew it was Crab ; 3ecaufel love him, 1! poeeniges him: 

goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs: Friend Paes This Ring I gave him when he e parted from me, 
1), you‘ mean to whip the Dog : I marry do I (quoth |'To eae m toren rember my good will : 

he): Youdo him the more wrong (quoth I); ’twas{ did | Andnow lam (unhappy Me flenger) 

the thing you wot of : he makes me no more ado, but | To plead for that which I would not obtain ; 
whips me out of the Chamber: Héw many Mafters} To carry that which | would have refus’d ; 
would.do this for his fervant? Nay, le be fworn [have | | To praifé his faich which I would have difprais'd : 
fat in the Stocks for Puddings he-hath ftol’n ; otherwife | am my Matfter’s true confirmed Love ; 

he had been ex cecuted:: I have ftood .on the Pillory for | But cannot be true Servant to my Matter, 

1; otherwife he had fuffer'd for’r: | Unlefs I prove falfe traitor to my felf : 


ee think ng 


oa it makesme cry alas. 


give her that Ring, 


F aly Ararizehat 
i therewithdai 


[ 

| ro. VVél : 
1] This Sep : ns *sher Chamber :, T« 
t 

| 
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1 my ty de> 
l My Lady, 
] 

i 


jit chan he, take a faule\ 1 claim the promife tor 
| Your mei Se dones 
V VI here thou fhalt 


. How many women would do fuich a meflage? 


r her heavenly £ 
hye home unto my Chamber 


find me fad-and oli tary. Sotit 
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Picture: 
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Geefe he hath kill’d; 


tri ae erv’d me Wi! 

z =did nor | bid thee ftill mark me, 
hen ft chou fee me hea\ 
again{t a Gent! womans Farthingal 
me do ficha trick ? : 
Pro. Sebaftian is thy name: I like thee well, 
And will imploy thee in {ome fervice prefently. 
Fu. In what you pleafe ; [le do, Sir, 
Pro. Lhope thou wilt. 


Thou think’(t not of this now: Nay, I remember the | 
1en [ took my leave of Madam Sil- } 
and do as I do? 
1e up my le g, and make water 
e ? Did?it thou ever fee 


what I can. 


——————————————————  —aneenan:neennll 


ve et will 1 wooe for him, but yet fo coldly, 


Enter 


As (heaven it knows) 1 would not have him fpeed. Silvia. 


| Gentlewoman, good day: I payiyou be my mean 


To bring me where to fpeak with Madam Silvia. 


Sil. VVhat would you with her, if that Ibe fhe ? 


Ful. If you be the, [ doentreat your patience 
oe hear me {peak the Meflage lam fenton. 
Sil. From whom ¢ 
“ul Frommy Matter, Sit Protheus, Madam. 
Oh: he fends you for a Picture ? 


Fu. I, 
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"Fu. 1, Madam. 
Sil. Urfula, bring my Picture there : 
ive your Mafter this: tell him from me, 
j2, that his changing thoughts forgot, 
bertéy At his Chamber than this fhadow. 
Fu. Madam, pleafe you perufe th 
rdon me (Madam), [ have un advis’d 
evd you a paper thatl fhould not: 
; the Letter to your Lady fhip. 
let me look on that again. 
stbe : good Madam, pardon me. 
be re, held: 
will not look upon your Matter’s lines: 
sw they are ftuft with Proteftations, 
1e will break 


Th Satie renee re a 


je as | do tear this paper. 
%,. Madam: he fends your Ladyfhip this Ring. 
‘cs; The mote fhame for him that he fends it me; 
r have heard him fay ath oufand times, 
Lis ‘fulia gave it himat his departure : 
Thol.s falfe finger hath prophan’d the Ring, 
Mine {tial not do his Fulia fo much wrong. 
“fz, She thanks you. 
S), VVhat fa’ft thou ? 
Zu. 1 thank you Madam, that you tender her : 
Poor Gentlewoman, my Mafter wrongs her mich. 
sj. Do’ft thou know her ? 
‘fu. Almoft as well as I do know my felf: 
T’o think upon her woes, I do proteft, 
ThatI have wept an hundred feveral times. 
Sj. Belike fhe thinks that Prot heus hath forfook her. 
Fu. Tthink the doth: and that’s her caufe of forrow. 
S:. Is fhe not pafling fair? 
She hath been fairer (Madam) than flie %,; 


lie 


She, in my judgment, was as fair as you: 
But fince fhe did’neglect her Looking-gla{s,’ 
And threw lier Sun-expelling Mafque away, 
The air hath ftar'v’d the Rofes in her cheeks, 
And pinel’d the lilly-tincture of her face, 
J 


| 
| 
{ 
| 
| 
| 
v Vhen fhe did think my Matter lov’d her well : 


‘hat now ihe is become as black as 1. 


VWhen all our Pageantsof delight were plaid, 
Our Youth got me to play the VVomans part,’ 
And I was trim’d in Madam’ fulia’s gown, 
VVhich ferved me as fit, by all mens judgments, 


Si, How tall was fhie? - 
Fu. About my ftature: for'at Penteco/t, 
| Asif the garment had been made for me: 
| Therefore I know fhe is about my height : 
And at that time | made her weep agsod’; 
For! did play a lamentable part: 
(Madam) “twas Ariadne pallioning 
lor Thefeus perjury, and unyuft flight ; 
VVhich I fo lively acted with my tears, 
That my poor Miftris moved therewithal, 
VVept bitterly : and would I might be dead, 
If lin thought felt not her very forrow. 
$3. She is beholding to thee (gentle Youth): 
Alas (poor Lady)! defolate and left ; 
| weep my felf to think upon thy words: | 
Here Youth: thereis a Purte: [ give thee this 
For thy fweet Miftris fake, becaufe thou lov’ft her : 


Farewell. ; Exit. 
Fu. And fhe fhafl thank you for’t, if e’re you know her: 


4 vertuons gentlewoman, mild and beautiful: 
f hope my Mafter’s fui will be but cold, 
Since fhe refpetts my Miftris love fo mitch : 
Alas! how Love caf trifle with itfelf: 

Bere is her Picture: let me fee: I think 

if Thad fuch a Tyre, this face of mine 
WVere full as lovely as isthisof hers : 

And yet the Painter flatter’d her alittle, 
Unle( | fatter with my {elf too much: 

Her hairis Aburne, mine is perfect Yellow : 


a nce ene 


a9 The two Gentlemen of Verona. 


If that be all the difference in his Love, 

Ple get me fuch acolour'd Periwig : 

Her Eyes are grey as grafs, and fo are mine: 

1, but her Fore-head’s low, and mine’sas high: 
VVhat fhould it be that he refpects in her, 


RD 


But I. can make fefpective in my felf, 


| 
| If this fond Love were not a blinded god ? 


Come fhadow, come, and take this fhadow up ; 
| For ’tis thy Rival :. O thou fenfelefs form, 

Thou fhalt be worfhip’d, kifs'd, lov’d and ador’d: 
And were there fénfe in this Idolatry, 

My fubftance fhould be ftatue in thy ftead : 

Tle ufe thee kindly for thy Miftris fake, 


| That us’d me fo ; or elie by ‘fove | vow, 


I fhould have {cratch’d out your un(ceing Eyes, 
To make my Mafter out of Love with thee. 


Atlus Quintus: Scena Prime. 


Enter Eglamore, Silvia. 


Eg. The Sun begins to guild the Weffern sky, 
And now it is about the very hour 
That Silvia, at Frier Patrick’s Cefl fhould meet me : 
tShe will not fail; for Lovers break not hours, 
| Unlefs it be to come before their time ; 
So much they fpur their expedition : 
See where fhe comes: Lady, a happy Evening. 
sil. Amen, Amen: goon (good Eglamore) 
Out at the Poftern by the Abby-wall; 
I'fear 1am attended by fome Spies. 
Eg. Fear not : the Foreft is not three Leagues offs 
If we recover that, we are fure enough. Exeunt. § 


Scena Secunda, 
Enter Thurio, Protheus, Julia, Duke. 


Thu. Sit Protheus: what fays Silvia to my fuit 2 
Pro. Ohfir, I find her milder than fhe was, 
And yet fhe takes exceptions at your perfon. 
Thu. VVhat, that my Leg is too long? 
Pro. No: tharitis too little. ; 
Thu. le wear a Boot to make it fomewhat rounder. 
Pro. But Love will not be fpurr'd to what it loaths. 
Thu. VVhat fays fhe to my face? 
Pro, She fays it is a fait one. 
Thy. Nay, then the wanton lies: my face is black. 
Pro. But Pearlsare fair ; and the old faying is, 
BS a are Pear'sin beauteous Ladies Eyes. 
ou. Tis true, fuch Pearls as putout Ladies Eyes : 
For I had eee wink than look on aks gee 
Tou. How likes fhe my difcourfe ? 
Pro. Ifl, when they talk of VVar, 
But well when 1 difcourfe of Love and Peace. 
“ful. But better indeed when you hold your peace. 
Thu. VVhat fays fhe to my Valour ? 
Pro. Ohfir, fhe makes no doubt of that. 
Ful. She needs not, when fhe knows it Cowardife 
Thu. VVhat fays fhe to my Birth ? ig 
Pro. That you are well deriv’d. 
Ful. True: froma Gentleman toa Foo). 
Thu. Confiders fhe my pofleffions? 
Pro. Oh, I, and pities them 
Thu. VVherefore? 


‘Ful. ‘Tirat fuch an Afs fhould owe them. 


Pri. 
a“ 


Pro. That they are out by Leafe. 

Fu. Here comes the Duke. 

‘Du. How now Sir Prothews? how now Thurio ¢ 
Which of you faw Sir Eglamore of late 2 

Thu. Not I. 

Pro. NotI. 

Du. Saw you my Daughter ? 

Pro, Neither. 

Du. VVhy then 
She’s fled unto the pezant Valentine 5 
And Eglamore is in her company = 
Tis true ; for Frier Lawrence met them both 
As he, in penance, wandred through the Foreft: 
Him he knew well; and gueft that it was fhe ; 
But being mask’d, he was not fure of it: 
Befides, fhe did intend Confeffion 
At Patrick’s Cell this Even, and there fhe was not: 
Thefe likelihoods confirm her flight from hence ; 
Therefore I pray you ftand not to difcourfe, 
But mount you prefently, and meet with me 
Upon the rifing of the Mountain foot 
That leads toward Mantua, whither they are fled: 
Difpateh (fweet Gentlemen) and follow me. 

Thu. VVhy this itis to bea peevith Girl, 
That flies her Fortune where it follows her: 
Lle after, more to be reveng’d on Eglamore, 
Than for the love of reck-lefs Silvia 

Pro. And I will follow, more for Si/-via’s love, 
Than hate of Eglamore that goes with her. 

Fu. And Iwill follow, more to crofs that love, 
Than hate for Silwid, thatis gone for love. 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Silvia, Out-laws, 

1. Out. Come, come be patient : 
VVe muft bring you to our Captain. 

Sil. Athonfand tore mifchances than this one 
Have leafn’d me how to brook this patiently. 

2. Out. Come, bring her away. 

1. Out. VVhere is the Gentleman that was with her ? 

3. Out. Being nimble footed, he hath out-runus: © + 
But Moyfes and Valerius follow him: 
Go thou thither tothe /e/? end of the VVood, 
‘There is our Captain : we’l follow him that’s fled ; 
‘The Thicket is befet, he cannot fcape. 

1. Out. Come, I muft bring you to our Captain’s Cave: 
Fear not; he bearsan honourable mind, 


And will not ufe a woman lawlefly. 
Sil. O Valentine ! this I endure for thee. 


Exeunt 


a 


ey 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, Protheus, Silvia, Julia, Duke, 
Thurio, Out-laws. 


Val. How ufe doth bréed a habit in a man! 
This fhadowy Defart, unfrequented V Voods, 
[ better brook than flourifhing peopled Towns: 
Here can I fit alone, unfeen of any, 
And to the Nightingale’s complaining Notes, 
Tune my diftrefles, and record my woes: 
Othou that doft inhabit in my breatt, 
Leave not the Manfion folong Tenantlefs, 


i be two Gentlemen of Verona. 
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Left growing ruinous, the building fall, 
And leave no memory of what it was ; 
Repair me with thy prefence, Sivia: - 
Thou gentle Nymph, cherifh thy forlorn Swain: | 
VVhat hollowing, and what ftir isthis to day ? | 
Thefe 
Have fome unhappy paffenger in chafe: 
“hey love me well, yet have much to'do | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


are my mates, that make their VVills thei 


r 4 
at B40 


Tokeep them from uncivil outrages. 

VVithdraw thee Valentine: who’s this comes here ? 
Pro. Madam, this fervice have [done for you 

(Tho you 'refpect not ought yourfervant doth), 

Tohazard life, and refcue you from him 

That would have fored your honour and yo 

Vouchfafe me for my meed but one fair look 

(A fmaller boon than this.l cannot beg, 

And lefs than this | amfure you cannot give). 
Val. How like a dream is this ? kfee and hear< 

Love, lend me patience to forbear a while. 
Sil. O miferable 


unhappy thatla 
Pro. Unhappy were you (Madam) e’re 1 came: 
But by my coming [have made you happy. 


Sil. By thy approach thou mak 


am! 


7 me mot 
Fu. Andme when he approacheth to y 
Sil. Had I been feized by a hungry Licn, 

| would have been a breakfaft to the Beaft, 

Rather than have falfé Prothens refcue me : 

Oh heaven be judg how I love Va 


unhappy 


r prefence: 


] ° 


; 

| 

’ 

i 

} 

} 

{ 
Weptiae,s t 
Whofe life’s as tender tome as my foul; 4 
And full as much (for more there cannot be) 
I do deteft falfe perjur’d Prothens: , 
Therefore be gone, folicite me no more: | 
vo. What dangerous action, ftood iznext to death, 
Would I'not undergo for one calm Ioook ? } 
Oh, ’tis thé curfe in Love, and ftill approv’d; 
When women cannotlove where they're belov’d. | 
] 

' 

I 

t 

| 

) 

| 

f 
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Sil. When Protheus cannot love where he’s belov’d : 
Read over fulia’s heart (thy fir{t be Love), 

For whofe dear fake thow did’ft then rend thy faith 
Into a thoufand Oaths 3 and allthofe Oaths 
Defcended into Perjury to deceive me: 

Thou hatt no faith leftnow, unlefS thou’dft two, 

And that’s far worfe than none: bet 
Than plural! faith, which is too much by on 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend: 


Pro. In Love 


ter have-none 


Who refpects friend ? 
Sil. Allmen but Protheus. 
Pro. Nay, if the gentle fpirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to amilder form, 
Ple move you like a Soldier, atarmsend, 
And love you ’gainft the Nature of Love: force ye. 
Si!. Oh heaven! : 
Pro, Vie force thee yeild to my defire. 
Val. Ruffian, let gothatrude t } 
Thon friend of an ill fafhion: 
Pro. Valentine: | 
Val. Thou common friend; that’s without faith of love: | 
For fuch is a friend now: Tho treacherous man, 
Thou haft beguil’d my-hopes, nought but mine Eye 
Could have perfwaded me: now I dare not fay 
[ have one friend alive ; thou would’ft difprove me: 
Who fhould be truited now, when ones right hand 
Is peryured to the bofome ? Protheus, 
| am forry I muft never truft thee more, 
But count the world a ftranger for thy fake: 
The private wound is deepeft Oh time, moft accurit: 
"Mongit all foes, that a friend fhould bé.the worft ! 
Pro. My fhame and guilt confounds me : 
Forgive me, Valentine: it hearty forrow 
Be afufficient Ranfome for Offence, 
| tender’t here: J doas truly fuffer 
Ase’re I did commit. ; 
Val. Thenam I paid: 


ncivil touch, 


eee 


Aine aeons 
And once again | 
VVho by Repentance is 
Is nor of Heaven nor Earth ; 
| By Penitence th’ Erernal’s 


All that was mine in Silvia, 
Fu. Oh me tinhappy ! 
Prv, Look to. the boy. 
Val. VVhy, boy? 

VVhy. wag, bow now 
fu. O good Sir, my 

to Madam Silvia, which ( 


‘Fu. Here’tis : this is its 
Pro. How? let mefee: x 


aetna 
pe Peryeepeeney 


of 
Jue 
This is the Ring you 


[gave this unto Fula. 


Pro. How, ‘fulia ? 


Fu 


And entertain’d 


Such an immadeft Rayment, if 
Ina difguife of tove: 


Pro. Than men their minds ¢ 


Ful. Andi mine. 


Val. Forbear, forbear, I fay: 


Banifhed Valentine. 
Duke, Six Valentine ? 


Duke, Father to Silvia. 


Protheus, i 

Anthonio, Father to Protheus. 
Eglamore, Agent for 
Hott, where Julia lodges. 


Pro. VVhere is that Ring, boy ? 


2? 


Out-l. A prize, aprize, a prize: 


On 


do receive thee honeft : 

not fatisfied, 

for thefe are pleas'd: 
wrath’s appeas’d : 
And that my love may appear plain and free, 

| give thee. 


> what's the matter ? look up: fpeak. | 
Mafter charg’d me to deliver a Ring 
‘out of my neglect) was never 


(done: 


VVhy this is the Ring I gave to Fulia. 

Oh cry you mercy, fir, I have miftook : 

fent to Silvia. 

Pr. But howcam’ft thou by this Ring? at my depart 


Fu. And Fuliaher felf did give it me. 
And ‘fulia her felf hath brou ght it hither. 


Behold her that gave aim to all thy Oaths, 
’em deeply in her heart : 

How oft haft thou with Perjury cleft the Root ? 
Oh Protheus let this Habit make thee blufh: 


Be thou afham’ d that I have took upon me 
fhame live 


Tris the lefler b!ot modefty finds, 
Women to change their fhapes than men their minds. 
tis true,oh heaven, were 
Man but conftant, he were perfects that one error 
Fills him with faults: makes him 
Inconttancy falls off ere it begins: 
What isin Silvia’s face, but | may {py 
More freth in Fulia’s with a conftant eye 2 

Va]. Come, come: ahand from either * 
Let me be bleft tomake this happy clofe : 
*T'were pity two fuch friends fhould be long foes. 

Pro, Bear witnels (heaven), I have my wifh for ever. 


sun through all th’ fins 


it ismy Lord the Duke: 


Your-Grace is welcome to aman difgrac’d, 
Thy, Yonder is Silvia : and Silvia’s mine. 


So 


T he two Gentlemen of Verona. 


Val. Thurio, give back, or elfe embrace thy death; 
Come not within the meafure of my wrath: 
Do not name Silvia thine : if once again, 
Verona {hall not hold thee: bere fhe ftands, 
Take but pofleflion of her with a couch: 
I dare thee but to breathe upon my Love. 
Thu. Sit Valentine, | care not for her, I: 
Lhold him bur a foo! that will endanger 
His body for a Girl that loves him not: 
T claim her not ; and therefore fhe is thine. 
Duke,* The more degenerate and bafe art thou, 
To make fuch means for her as thou haft done, 
And leave hter on fuch flight conditions : 
Now, by the honour of my Anceltry, 
I do applaud thy Spirit, Valentine, 
And think thee worthy of an Emprefs love : 
| Know then; ] here forget all former griefs, 
Cancel allgrudge, repeal thee home again, 
, Plead a new ftatein thy arrival’d merit, 
To which I thus fubferibe : Sir Valentine, 
Thou arta Gentleman, and well deriv’d, 
Take thou thy Silvia, for thou haft deferv’d her. 


7a]. | thank your grace, the gift hath made me happy: 


| Tnow befeech yon (for your Dau ghter’s fake) 

To grant one Boonthat | fhallask of you. 
Duke, I grant it for thine own, what e’re it be. 
Val, Thefe banifh’d men that I have kept withal, 

Are men endu’d with worthy qualities: 

Forgive them what they have committed here, 

And let them be recall’d from their Exile : 

They are reform’d, civil, full of good,. 

And fit for great imployment (worthy Lord). 
Duke, thou haft prevailed, | pardon them and thee: 

Difpofe of them as thou know'lt their deferts : 


: | Come, let us go, we will include all jars 


With triumphs, mirth, and afl folemnity. 

Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With ourdifcourfe to make your grace to finile: 
What think you of this Page (my Lord)? 

Duke, 1 think the boy hath grace in him, he bluthes. 

Val. | warrant you (my Lérd)more grace than boy. 

Duke, What. mean you by that faying ? : 

Val. Pleafe you, Vle tell you as we pafs along, 

That you will wonder what hath fortuned : 
Come Protheus, tis your penance but to hear 
The ftory of your Loves difcovered : 

That done, ourday of Marriage fhall be yours, 
One feaft, one houfe, one mutual happinefs. 


Exeunt. 


The Names of the Adiors.. 


Valentine, ? The tevo Gentlemen. 


Thurio, a foolifh Rival to Valentine. 
Silvia in ber efcape. 


Out-laws with Valentine. 

Speed, A clownifh Servant to Valentine. 
Launce, the like to Protheus. 

Panthion, Servans to Antonio. 

Julia, beloved of Protheus. 

Silvia, beloved of Valentine. 

\Lucetta, WVaiting-ovoman to Julia, 


: 
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Attus Primus. 


Enter Fuftice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Evans, Adafter 
Page, Falftaffe, Bardolph, Nym, Piftoll, Ann 
Page, Mifris Ford, Mi/tris Page, Simple. 


Shallow. 


IR Hugh, perfwade me not: I will 
“ m WZ make a Star-Chamber matter of it : 
te if he weretwenty Sir fobn Falfaffes, 
as, he fhafl not abufe Robert Shallow Et- 

Zé quire. 

: Slen. In the County of Glocefter, 
Juftice of Peace, and Coram. 

Shal. 1(Coufin Slender), and Cuft- 
alorum. 
I, and Rato-Jorum too ; and a Gentleman born (Ma- 
fier Parfon), who writes himfelf Armigero, in any Bill, 
VVarrant, Quittahce, or Obligation, Armigero. 

Shal. I that I do, and have done any time thefe three | 
hundred years. 

Slen. All his Succeffors (gone before him) have-dont: 
and all his Anceftors (that come after him) may: they 
may give the dozen white Luces in their Coat. 

Shal. It isan old Coat. 

Evans, The dozen white Lowfes do become anold Coat | 
well: it agrees well paflant: it isa familiar beaft to man, 
and fignifies Love. 

Shal. The Luceis the frefh-fith, the falt-fifh is an old 
Coat. 

Slen. I may quarter (Coz). fF 

Shal. Youmay, by marrying. 

Evans, Itis marrying indeed, if he quarter it. 1 

Shal. Not a whit. f 

Evans, Yes pet-lady : if he has a quarter of your | 
Coat, there is but three skirts for your felf, in. my fim- 
ple Conjectures: but thar is all one: if Sir Fobn Fal- 
ftaffe have committed Difparagements unto you, | am 
of the Church, and will be glad to do my. Benevo- 
lence, to make Atonements and Compremifés berween| 
you. 

Shal. "The Council that! hear it: itis a Riot. 

Evans, It is not meet the Council hear of a Riot: there 
is no fear of Gotin a Riot: The Council (lock you) fhall 
defire to hear the fear of Got, and not tohear a Riot: take 
you viza-iments in that. i 

Shal. Ha; 0’ my life, if Pwere young again, the fword 
fhould end it. 

Evans, \tis petter that friends is the fword, andend it: 
and there is alfo another device in my prain, which perad- 
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‘which is daughter to Matter Toomas Page, whichis pretty 
Virginitys 

_ Slen. Mifttis Ann Page ? fhe has brown hair, and {peaks 
like a woman. 


jyou will defire, and feven hundred pounds of monies, 


BH E. 


Merry Wives of Windlor. 


good office between you. 


venture prings good difcretions with it: There is Am Page, (M Page)? he hath wrong’d me, indeed he hath, ata word 
he hath, believe mi¢y, Robert Shallov, Efquire, faith, hets 
wrong’d. 


Evans, It isthatferry perfonfor all the orld, -as juft as | the King? 


——$ 


Scena Prima. 


and gold, and filer, is her Grand-fire upon his deaths-bed 
(Gor deliver to a joyful Refurrections) give, when fhe is 
able to overtake feventeen years old: It were.a good mo- 
tion, if. we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and defire a 
marriage between Mafter Abraham, and Miftris Aun 
Page. 

Slen. Did her Grand-fire leave her feven hundred 
pound? 

Evans, I, and her Father is make her a petter penny. 

Slen, 1 know the young Gentlewoman; fhe has good 


gifts. 


Evans, Seven hundred pounds, and poflibility is goot 
gifts. 

Shal. Well: let us fee honelt Mr. Page : is Faléaffe 
there? 


Evan, ShallI tell you alie? I.do defpife a liar as I do 
defpife one that is falfe, or as I defpife one that is not true: 
the Knight, Sir fobn is there, and {befeech you be ruled 
by your well-willers: I will peat the door for Matter Page: 
Nhat hoa? Gotblefs your houfe here. 

Mr. Page, Who’s there ? 

Evans, Here is got’s plefling,; and your friend, dnd Ju- 
ftice Shallow; andhete’s young Mafter S/ender ; that per- 
adventures fhall tell you another tale, if matters grow fo 
your likings. 

Mr. Page, 1am glad to fee yotir Worfhips well : I thank 
you for my Venifon, Matter Shalcay. 

Shal.; Mafter Page, 1am glad to feé yon: much good 
do it your good heart: Il wifh’d your Venit t 
was ill kill'd: how doth good Miftris Page ¢ 
you always with my heart, la: with my.heart. 

Mr. ‘Page, Sir, [thank you. 

Shal. Sir, [thank-you : by yea and noldo. 


n better ; it 


ind. J thank 
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M. Page, 1am gladto fee you, good Matter Slender. 

Sien.. How do’s your fallow Greyhound, Sir? {heard 
fay, he was out-run on Cor/ale. 

M.Pa.. Itcould not be judg’d, fir. 

Slen. You’! not confefs, you'l not confels. 

Shal. That he will not, ‘tis your fault, tis your fault : 
tis a good Dog. 

M. Page, A Cur, fir. 

Shal. Sir, he’s a good Dog, and a fait Dog : can there 
be more {aid ? He is good. and fair: Is Sir ‘fobu Falslaffe 
here? 

M. Page, Sit, he is within ; and I would I could doa 


Evan. It is {poke asa Chriftians ought to fpeak, 

Shal. He hath wrong’d me (Mafter Page’. 

M. Page, Sir, he doth in fome fort confefsit. 

Shal. If icbe confefled, it is not redrefled: is not that fo 


on Ap sy 


Mr. Pa. Here comes Sir Fehni: 
Fal. Now, Matter Shallcw, yowi complain of me to | 
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Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, Kiffd my Deer, 
andi } 
+ * 


nth tt tata OO | 


ee ee ee aa et en 


OO Roe BES + 


wasabi hase ikea en geminata 
eg —— 7 Po 


y 
eee eee 


See Tae 


and broke open MV Lodg. 


Fal. But not kifsd your Keeper 1 

shal Tut, a pin: this {hall be anfwer'd. Lhope we fhafl drink down all unkindnefs. 

Fal. Ywill anfwer it firaight : Lhave done afl this : Slen. I had rather than Forty fhillings | had my neae 

That is now anwerd. of Songs and Sonnets here: How now Simple, where have 
| ou been ? I muft wait on my felf, mufti 2 You have not 


Ww 
Fal, Good worts ? good Cabbadg : slender, [| broke your | elmas ¢ " 
head : what matter have you againit me? | —- shal. Come Coz, come Coz; we ftay for you: a word 
Slen, Marry Sir, I have matter in my head againft you, with you Coz: marry this, Coz: there is, as ’twere, a ten- 
( 2 ardolph, Nym| der, a kind of tender, made a far off by Sir Hugh here: 


“hence: hanes 


The merry Wives of W indfor. 3 


ee 


M. Pages Wife, bid thefe Gentlemen welcome : 
entlemen 


we have a hot Venifon Pafty to dinner: Come £¢ 


ae 


’s daughter. 


The Council fhall know this. 1 in 
I the book of Riddles about you, have you? 


. = ’ ~ “ce . aoe = 
*Twere better for you if it were known incounce!: | | 
i Sim. Book of Riddles ! why, did you.not lenditto Alice } 
bait, 2 fortnight afore Micha-\ 


rha (Sir Febn) good worts. Short-cake upon Albollowmas 


: Cony-catching Rafcals, B 
Do you underftand me ? 

Slew. 1Sir, you fhall find me reafonable: if it be-fo, I 
fhalido that is Reafon. 

Shal. Nay, but underftand me. 

Slen. So Ido Sir. 

Evan. Give ear to his motions (M. Slender): Twill de- 
{cription the matter to you, if you be capacity of if. 

Slen. Nay, 1 will do as my Coufin Shallow fays: I pray : 
ryou pardon me 5 he’s a Juflice of Peace in his Countrey 5} 
fimple tho I ftand here. 

Evan. But that is not the queftion : the queftion is Con-| 
cerning your martiage. 

Shal. I, there’s the point Sir. 

Evan. Marry isit: the very point of it, to M: etnn| 


and againft you 


and Viftol’s 


Bar. You Banbury Cheefe. 
Shon: 1, it is no matter. 
Pift. How now, M Lephoftopbilus Q 
Sion. 1, itis no matter: 
Nym, Shite, I fay, pauca, pauc 


°? 


a: Slice, that’s my hu- 


mor: 
» Slen, Where's Simple, MY man > can you tell, Cou- 
fin ? 

Evan. Peace! pray you: Now let us underftand ; there 
is three Umpires in this matter, as! underftand , that iS, 
Matter Page ( fidelicet, Mafter Page), and there is My felf 
(fi Jelicet, my {elf), and the three party is (laftly, and f- 
nafly) miné Hoft of the Gater. 

i Pa. We three to hear it, 

Evan. Ferry goot: | will make a prief 
book, and we willafterwards orke upont 
‘ 


oreat difcreétly as we Can. 


Page. 
Slen. Why, if it be fo, 1 will marry her upom any rea- 
(unable demands: 
Eva. But can you affection the ’o.man ? let us COM>} 
} . 7 
mand £0 know that of your mouth, or of yourlips: for 
divers Philofophers hold, that the lips is parcel of the } 
mouth: therefore precifely,can you marry your good will 
to the maid ¢ j ; 
ender’s purfe? Shal. Coufin Abraham Slender, can you love het ? 
- or | would | might ne- Slem Uhope fir: 1 will do as it fhall become one that 
4 mine own great Chamber again elfe, of feven | would do Reafon. 
2 T ? NE Hes . . P 
‘ Evan: Nay, got s Lords and his Ladies, you muft fpeak 
of Yead \poffitable, if. you can carre-her your defires towards 
her. 
Shal. "That you mutt: 
Will you (upon good dowry) marry her? 
Slen: 1 willdo a greater thing than that upon your f¢e~ 
queft (Coufin), in any Reafon. 
Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me ( {weet Coz ),} 
what I do is to pleafure you (Coz): can you love the 


and end it between them. 
of itin my Note- 
he Caufe with as 


Pift. He bears 
Evan. ‘Tl 
he hears witt 
Fal. Piffol: did you pick 


this, | 


oroats 1! and two awe 

that coft n fhifling and two pence a peice, 

Miller: by 
Fal. Is-this true, § 4/4 
Evan. No: itis fale, if it is a pick-purfe. 
Pit. Ha, thou Mountain Forreigner: Sit fohm, and 

Mafier mine, | Combate challenge of this Latine Bilboe : 

word of denial in thy labras here , word of denial ; froth 

and fcuny thou lie ft. 

Slen. By thefe gloves, then twas he. Maid ? 

Nym. Be advis’d, fir, and pafs good humours Twillfay| Sven. Twill marry her (fir) at your requeft: but if there 


4 
marry trap with you, if youran the nut-hooks humour be no greatlove in the beginning, yet heaven ma de- 
onime ; that is the very note of it. creafe it upon better acquaintance when we are mart 
Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face hadit: for tho| and have more oscafion to know one anettints lho a 
Lcannot remember whatl did when you made me drunk, | on familiarity will grow more conus but “¢ yor ta 
yet 1am not altogether al Afs. marry her. 1 will marry he mae ie 
Fal. What fay you, Scarlet and “fobn ¢ and diffolutely. | marry her, that:1 am freely diffolveds 
Bar, Why, fir Gor my part). I fay, the Gentlemanhad| Evan. It is a ferry difcretion anfwer: fave the fall isi 
drunk himéelf out of his five fentences. th’ord diffolutely : the ort is oraueire ~ e fa is in 
Evan. It is his five fenfes: fie, what the ignorance is !\refolutely : his meaning is good g to our meaning) 
Bar. And being fap, fir, was (as they fay) cafheer’d : Sh. 1, I think my Coufin meant well 
and fo conclufions paft the Car-eires. SI. 1; orelfe I would | might Zh ‘ate > ( 
Slen. 1, you fpake in Latin thentoo: but risnomatter:|  s>. Here comes fair Rhee fon’: oe gf a). 
He ne’re be drunk whil'ft I live again, but in honeft, civil, | Young for your fake, *y Sade ould 1 were 
odly company for thistrick: If be drunk, le be drunk} An, The Dinner is on the Table : 
“with thofe that have the fear of God; and not with drunk- | your Worfhip’s company e; my Father defires 
josie ae Sk: Lwill wait on him (fair Miftris nm) 
Evan. Sogot udgme, th ivan. O’s plefled will: [will not be abfence at the 
abfer Ve 


Fal. You hear alk thefem Grace. 
= 4 , 7 > 
hear tt. An. Wilt-pleafé your Worfhip to come in, Sir? 


M. Page. Nay, daughter, cart sl. No, 1 thank you fo »9 
vs r{ioo _ ‘ 
within. y thheartily ; lam very well. 


An. The Dinner att 
, ee ; ends you, fir 
Slen. Ol heaven ! this'1s Miftris Ann Page. SI. Jam nota-hungty, Tekan coh fork 
M. Page. How now Miftris Ford? for all youaremy man, go wait up or coth: Go firrah,} 
Fal. Miltris Ford, by my truth you are very wellmet: ipon my Coufin Shallow: 


a Juftice of Peace fometi ; 
by your leave, good Miftris. Gaend dor aaan 2 osyegee boo ake to i 
nd a boy yet, ti 3 


my], 


efe gloves. 
Piffe ] 2 


at ig a virtuous mind. 
atters deni’'d, Gentlemen, you 


y the Wine ins we'l drink 


te RS 


—— nl 


my Mother be dead : but what though, yer! live a poor | war} I willentertain Bardo/lF: 
faid I well (Bully 1. Ger 2) 


Gentleman born. 

An. 1 may not go in without your Worfhip; they § 
will not fic till you come. 

SI. Pfaith, le eat nothing: 
though I did. 

An. \ pray you fir walk in. 


mv fhinth’other day, with playing at Sword’and Dagger | 
with a Matter of Fence ( three veneys fora difh of {tew’d | 
Prunes ) andby my troth, I cannot abide the fell of | 
hotmeatfince. Why do your dogs bark fo? be thefe } 
Bearsi’th’ Town? 


Sis Llove the {port well, but I fhall as foon quarrel at 
itasany manin England: you are Afraid if you {ee the | 
Bear loofe, are you not ? 

An. 1 indeed Sir. 

SI. That’s meat and drink to me now: I have feen 
Sackerfon loofe twenty times, and have taken him by the 
Chain: but (1 warrant you) the women have fo cridand 
fhreekt at it, that ir pait: But women indeed cannot a- 
bide em, they are very ill-favoured rough things. 

M.Pa Come gentle M. Slendgr, come: we ftay for you. 

S/. lle eat nothing, | thank you Sir. 


SJ. Miftre(s Anve, your felf thall go firft. 

An. Not Sir, pray you keep on 

SJ. ‘Truly 1 will not go firit: truly-la: 1 will not do 
you that wrong. 


An. Ipray you Sir. 
SJ. Ple rather be unmannerly. than troublefome ; you 


do your felt wrong indeed la. Exeunt. 


we 


i 
| Scena Secunda. 


Eater Evans and Simple. 


r ways, and ask of Doctor 
which is the way; and there dwells one Miftrefs Quickly, 
1 which is in the manner of his Nurfé ; or his dry-Nurfe, or 
his Cook: or is Laundry. ; his Wafher, and his Ringer. 

Sim. Well Sir. 

Evan. Ny; it is petter yet: give her this letter:; for 
itis a ‘oman that altogethers acquaintance with Miftrefs 
Page ; and the Letter is todefire, and require her to fo- 
licite your Matters defires to Mifttets Anne Page: | pray 
you be gone , IL will make ah end of my dinner ; there’s 
Pippins and Cheefe to come. Exeunt. 


Poin GO VOU 


nae 


Scena J ertia. 


Enter Falftaffe, Hoff, Bardalfe, Nym. Piftoll. Page. 


Fal. Mine Hoft of the Garter. 

HD. What fays my Bully Rook ? {peak Schoflary, and 
wilely. 

Fal. Truly mine Hoft, 1 muft turn away fome of my 
followers. ; 


trot, trot. 
Fa!. I fit at ten pounds a week. 


i be merry Wives of W indfor. 


Ithank you as mtich as} froth and live: lam atia word : 
Si. I had rather walk here (1 thank you ) I bruis’d | man, a frefh Tap 


The 
An. \ think there are, Sir, I beard them talk’d of. | Sing: 


scents | rade 
an old Cloak makes a new Jerkin; a.wither'’d Serving- 
| 
I 


M. Pa. By Cock aad Pye you fhall not chute Sir:} 
come, come. | 
SI. Nay, pray you lead the way. L.. 
M. Pa. Come on Sit. 


P VV Te). 


Cains houfe | 


Hp». Difcard, ( Bully Hercules )cafheer ; let them wag, 


H>. Thouwrtan Emperor ( Czfar, Keifar and Phae- 


ee ae ee 


annem vet nintanetnt e OL OCLC LO RIL A CTI _ ae} 
seh meneame at 


la) 
af 
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he will draw, he will tap, 


Fa. Do fo (good mine Hoff.) 
to. 1 have. {poke, him . follow: 
follow 


let 


ie let me fee: thee 


Fal, Bardolfe folic 


W him,a Zarffer is a good, tra 
‘ 


jrer 


r | 7 
, $0, adie. 


> f Ped } 1 es ; . 

Ba. {tis alife that I have defired : 1 will thrive. 

DC 7{P Lypnoaria xa Pa | ‘ af 
I as bafe Hungarian wight:wiltthou the Spgot weud 
Ni.He was gotten in drink:is not the humor conceited. 


Ba. lameglad lam fo acquit of this ‘linderbox : his 
efts Were too open ; his filching was like an unskilful 


fits 
er, he ke» 


bt not time. 
Ns. 1 he good humor is to {teal ata minntes reft. 
Pifts Convey, the wife it call: Steal ¢ 


a fico for 


+ i . 
1041. 


ithe porafe. 


Fa. Well firs, Jam almoft ovt at heels. 
Piff. Why then let Kibes@nfug. 
Fal. There is no remedy :1 muft conicatch, I muft fhift. | 
Pit. Young Ravens muit have food 
Fal. Which of you know Ferd of this Town ? 
Pif?. Tken the wight, he is of fubftance good. 
1. My honeft Lads, I will tell you whatlam about. 
‘Two yards and more. ; 
No quipsnow Piftol: ¢ 
rards about: but -am-now about 
brift : )» briefly, | do mean to make love to Fi ‘ds 
[fpie'entertainment in her: fhe ditcovries: fhe 
carves : fhe gives the leere of inviration: | can conitrue 
the actionof her familiar ftile, «and the hardeft voice of 
her behaviour (tobe-englifl’d right ) as, Jam, Sir ‘fobn 
Falftaffes: 
Pift. He hath’ ftudied her will; and tranflated her 
will: outof honefty into Englifh. 
Ni» The Anchor is deep: willthat humor pafs ? 
Fal. Now, the repors goes, fhe has all the rule of her 
Husbands Purfe: he hatha legend of Angels. 
Pift. Asmany devils entertain : ahd to her Boy fay I. 
Ni. The humtorrifes:itris good : humor me the Angels. 
Fal. Lhave writ me here a Letter to her ; and here 
another to Pages wife, whoeven now gave me good eyes 
; 
| 
| 
| 


} 7a | eal og Be ‘Tat 
Indeed-T ani in the. Waite 


va 19he yt 
no wafte, lam 


ee ae anle LIL tt 


lroo; examined my parts with moit judicious. illads : 
| fometitr ésthe beam of her view, guided my foot + fome- 
j times my portly belly. 

| Piff. Then did the Sunio 
Ni. I thank thee for t ' 

| Fal. O fie did fo courfe o’re 
|a greedy intention, that the 


: 
hat humor. 
! 


my extériors with fuch 


| ‘ecm to fcorch me up like a burning-giats : here’s another 
| etter toher: She tears the purfe too: She is a Region | 
‘a Guiana: all gold and bounty; J will be cheaters t0| 
them both, and they fhall be Exchequers to me: they 
fhall be my Eaft and Weit-Indies, and i will rradeto them | 
both: Go, bear thom this Letter to Miftrefs Page; and 
thou this to Miftref$ Ford : we will thrive (Lads ) we 
will thrive. 

Pit. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy becorhe, 
And by my fide wear Steel? then Lucifer take all. 

Ni. J will run no’bafe humor : here take the humour- 
Letter, 1 will keep the haviour of reputation. 

Fal. Hold Sirrah, bear you thefe Letters rightly, 
Sail like my Pinnace tothefe golden fhores. 
Rognes, hence, avaunt, vanifh like hail-ftenes; g0, 
Trudg ; plod away oth’ hoof, feek fhelter, pack : 
Falftaffe will learn thehonour of the age, 
French thiift, yo Rogues, my (elf, and skirted Page. 

Pift. Let Vultures gripe thy guts: for gourd , ond 


Fullam holds:and high and low beguiles the rich and poor; f 


‘Tefter Ple have in Pouch when thou fhale lack, 
Bafe Phrygian Turk. 
Ni. Ehave operations, 
Which be humours of revenge, 
Pift. Wilt thou revenge? 
D Ww. By 


appetire of her eye did} 


«Rega OP 4 ge BE Gin omen IE 


4 


ee nnn 


‘2 troop of. 


‘/ houfe, here will be an old abufing of Gods patience, and 


r silt 
{Wid 


How Fz 
Se 
{ 


' 
} 
| ct 
| Enter Misires ac BicK Hs 
{ 
} 


arin EE ETI LOI 


al The merry Wives of Windlor. 


pee A 


“By Welkin and her Star. Ru. Here Sit. oe . | cide 
.X7; 1 -itae] 2? “2 tah 2uoby, and ry} are Fack Rue 
With wit, of feel y Ca. You ay Bi x“ kK 1B) any de ate ere Aes 
\ jth both the humors, I+ } Come, take-a your Rapier, and come after my nee: ta the 
Hifeuts the humor of this Love to Fordi the Court. : epee 

Pit. And] to Page fhall eke unfold Ru. Tis teady fir, herein the Porch, 
Falitaffe ( Varletvile ) Ca. By my trot [tarry too long: od’s-me: que ay je 

sublie: dereis fome Simples in my ¢ lofet, dat IW 


: a a “11.1 
lis Dove will prove : his gold willhold, oul ples in 
varld I fhall leave behind. 


And his foft Couch defile. for the 

14 01 p Fads ie A) o SG serine man there.and 

Ni. My humor fhall not cool: I will incenfe Ford to} Qu.Ay- ne,he’ll find the young man there, and be mad 
with vellownefs,| Ca. O Diable, Diable : vat is in my Clofet? 


deal with poyfon : I will poffefs him 
‘or the revolt of mine is dangerous : that is my true hu- Villanie, La-roon: Rugay, My Rapier. 
u, Good Mafter be content. 


nor. ‘ 3 Z 
Pif. Thou ‘art the Adars of Male-contents : 1 fecond (a. Wherefore fhould I be content-a 
Su. The young manis an honeft man. 


Exeunt. 


Cz. What fhall de honeft man do in my Clofet: 


. ig no honeft man dat fhallcome in my Clofet. 
FE Ne eee enna ener aa Ou. 1 befeech you be not fo flegmatick : hear the 
truth of it. Hecameof an errand to me from Parfon 
ib) j Hugh. 
Scena Quarta. Sell 
Sj. | forfooth, to defire her to— 
(: Quickly, Simple, Fobn Rugoy, Docvor Qu, Peace, | pray you. 


Ca, Peace-a-your-tongue, fpeak-a your Tale. 

Sj. To defire this honeft Gentlewoman ( your Maid ) 
to fpeak a good word to Miftref{s Anne Page for my Ma- 
fter in the way of marriage. 

Qu, This is all indeed-la : but i’le ne’re put my finger 
inthe fireand need not. 

Ca. Sit Hugh fend-a-you ? Rugby, ballow me fome Pa- 
per: tarry youa littell-a-while. 

Qu. Go, and we'll have a poflet for’t (oon at night,|  -Q«é. 1 am glad he is fo quiet: if he had beenthrough- 
in faith ) atthe latcer end of a fea-coal fire: Anhoneft,| ly mov ed,you fhould have heard him fo loud,and fo me- 


i 

| 

} 

| 

\ ba Fes . 1 = Bs 3 " e271 84 ‘ by) 9 

| willing, kind fellow, as ever fervant fhall come 1n houle lancholly >but notwithftanding man, | ie do for your Mma- 


Cains, Fenton. 


Ou. What, Fobn Rugby, | pray thee go to the cafement, 
ind fee if you can fee’ my Matter, Matter Doctor Cains 
| coming: if he do ( Pfaith ) and find any body in the 
i the Kings Englifh. 
Ru. Ile go watch. 


withal: and | warrant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed- | fter what good Ican:and/the very yea, and the no is, the 
ate : his worit fauleis that he is given to prayer ; he is| French Doctor my Matter, (I may call him’ my Matter, 
fomething peevifh that way: but no’ body, but has his look you, for ] keep his houfe ; and I wath, ring, brew, 
fiule : but let that pafs. Peter Simple you fay your name bake, fcour, drefs meat and drink,make the beds, and do 
is. | all my felf. ) 
| Sim. *Tis a great charge to come under one bodies 

hand. 

Oui: Are you a-vis'd o’that ? you fhall findit a great 
great round Beard, like a charge :and to beup early, and down late: but notwith- 
Glovers pairing-knife ? | ftanding, (to tell you in your ear, [would have no words 

Sj. No forfooth : he hath but alittle wee-face, witha of it) my Mafter himfelf is in love with Miftref{s Anne 
hice yellow Beard: a Cain-coloured Beard. Page : but notwithftanding that I know Axes mind, that’s 
| Ou. A foftly-fprited man, is he not ? neither here nor there: 
' 


Si. I, for fau't of a better. 
Qu. And Matter Slender’s your Matter ? 
Si. Lforfooth. 

| Su, Do’s he not wear a 
' i 

; 


S$} 1 forfooth : but heis as tall a man of his hands,as| Cai. You, Jack’Nape: givie’a this Letter to Sir Hugh, 
y is between this and his head ; he hath fought witha} by gar it isafhallenge: Iwill cut his troat in de Parke 


you go and vetchinm 
a greena Box: do 
Box. 

Du. J forfooth re fetch it you: 
{ am glad‘ he went not in himfelf : if he had found the 
yor ng man, be would have been horn mad. 

Ca. Fe, fe, fea fe, mot fot il fait for ehando, Ie man vo ia 
Ve. Court la grand affaires. 

Ou, 's it this Sir ¢ 

Ca. Ouy, mette le au mon pocket de-peech quickly : 
Vere is dat knave Rughy? 
What fobn Rughy, Fobnt 


any is 
Oy. How fay you: oh,] fhould remember him: doe’s. 
here ; by gar! will cut all his two ftones: by gar, he 
a, eo) 
‘Oy. Well, heaven fend Anne Pageno worfe fortune. 
do Cai. It is no matter’a ver dat: do not you tell-a-me 
»ig agood gitl, and I wifh 
®, We fhallall be fhent : Run inhere, good young | Garterto meafure our weapon: by gar Iwill my felf 
quire for my Matter, 1déubt he be not well, that he comes | mutt give folks leave to prate: what the good-jer 
( and down, down, adown’a, @e- ) : 
y Clofet, unboyteen verd ; a Box, door: follow my heels, Rugby 
Windlor knows more of 4? ae ie 
indfor knows more of Azms mind than do, nor can do 
Fenton. Who’s within there, hoa ? 
he houfe I pray 
Fen. How now v 
How now (good woman } how doft thou? 


arteries and | will teach a feurvy Jack-a-nape Prieft to meddle or 
make: — you may be gone: it isnot good you tarry 
old up his head (as it were? and ftrut in his gate ? } 
‘deed doe’s he: fhall not have a ftone totrow at his dog: 
D, Quj. Alas: he {peaks but for his friend. 
Tell Mafter Parfon Evans, | will do what I can for your 
fy ria dat I fhail have Anne Page for my felf? by gar, Ivill kill 
Ry, Out alas: here comes my Matter. : de Jack-Prieft : and J have appointed mine Hoft of de 
man : go into this Clofet : he will not ftay long: 
tobn Rughy > fobn : what ‘fobn I fay.? go f hn, gO en- Qui. Six, the maid loves you, and all fhall be well: We 
Piha Cai. Rugby, come to the Court with me: by gar. if I 
Cai Vat is you fing? I-do not like des toys: pray have not Anwe Page, I fhall turn your head out of my 
- i z, : , 
sricerid.. vat. I fpeak? a green-a Lui. You fhall have Anne-fools head of your own 
: have a your ov 
No, J know Anzsmind for that: that never a woman rs 
: pus aie Na phase, pens > oe 
more than J do with her, J thank Heaven. 
2ui: Who's there, Itroa ? Come near t 
you, 
Oane ; 7 
ui. The better that it pleafes your rorthi 
Re pleales your good Worfhip to 


Ou, Fen: What news? how doe ‘ 
Au W does pretty MiftrefS Anne ? 
Qui. In 


nee 
seuieiemieeiena 


erry U3 


tle, and one that a 
yey I pratt e heaven for it. 

Fen.Shafl 1 do any good think’ft thou? fhaflT not lofe my 
fie? 

Qui. Troth Sir, all is in his hands above: but n 
ftanding (Matter Feston), ile be {worn on a b 
loves you; Have not your Worfhip a Wart above 
Eye? 

Fen. Yes marry have | 

Dut. We ll, thereby hangs a tale: 
another Nam ; but (Ideteft) an hon: 
bread: we had an hours talk of that : I fhall never 
laugh butin that maids company : bt (indeed) fhe is gi 
ventoo much to Allicholly and muting, ‘but for you— — 
W car: to——_— 

Fen. Well: I fhall fee her to ay: hold, there’s money for 
thee: Let me have thy voice in my behalf: if thou feeft her 
ecg me, commend me-—— 

Hui. Willl? Ifaith that we will : 
W orthip more of the VVart, the next 
dence, and of other A gale 

Fen. VVell: farewell: Iam in great hafte nc 

Qui. Farewell to your V Vorfhip: ae an! 
man : but Asn loves him not: for 1 know Ayas m 
asanother does: out upon’t : f 


aes 
; fhe 


5 four 


that ? 
ood faith, it is fuch 
f& maid as ever broke 


: what of 


* 


And I will tell your 
time we have confi 


what have I fo 


Scena 


Aétus Secundus 


= 


Mifiris Page, Mifris 
Ford, Piftol, ‘Nym, 


Fe nc Mafter Page, Mafter 
Hoft, Shallow. 


'Enter | 


7 


[ fcap’d Love-Letters in the 
cauty, and am I now a fubyect for 


olin Falftaffe. 


. 
0 heht . 


For thee fo pig 


What a Herod of Fury 1 , Wicked world: 
One that is well nig 1 to pieces with age, 

To fhow himéelf a 1 young Gallan¢? what unwayed 
Behaviour hath this Flemifh drunkard pickt 


this manner aflay me?V Vhy,he hath 1 
[Con phan what fhould | fay to him? 
| my mirth (heaven forgive me): 
the Parliament for the puttingdownof men: 
1 be reveng’d onhim? for reveite’d I will be, as fure as | 
glits ate madeof puddings. 

J truft me, I was 


i was then fi 


Mis. Ford. Miftres i ‘Age, 
houfe. 

Mif. Page. And truft me, I was coming to you: 
very ill. 4 


Mif. Ferd. Nay, Ple ne’re believe that 
to the comme ary. 

AAG ae 

(Vil. P Q 


"Faith an you do, in my mind. 
Mi. Fy . VVell: I do then? yet I fa 
‘you to et contrary ; : Miftris P. 
fel. 


So Nes 


ve 
‘227 © 


re 


WET RY, 


&Uev 


) r tho Li fe Reafon \ {ure unlefS he knew fome Strain in me, that I know 
ne {nlf -} Anta i . A, Be 
}not my felf, have boorded me in this 
ung HO More aia Le € } ys youare lt y 
jJoamI: ha, ha, then there’s more [yi athy : you Love Mil Ford. you? Ple befure to keep, 
bce (0 dol: would yor p 2] ufice | him leck 
Mifitis Page) f ie 4 es } nl1T«~if he came nnlér my? J 5D 
bbest iftris Page) at th Love of er can ) will I: if he come under my hatches,Vle ne- 
fuffice, that I lox ve tl ty D > tisnot a Soul-\v in: Let’s | 1d on him; let’s appoinr 
: i ° = 4 i 2 : - * 
dier-like phrafe na meeting: sive him afhow of comfort in his fuit; and 
By me, thine ry or night lea n on witlra fine bait ed delay, tillhe hath pawn’d 
Or pr? ind of light, with all bis might, iS Jo mine Hoft of oe Garter. 


(T’th’ devils name) out of my converfation, that dates in 


ot been thrice in my 


VVhy, Vie exhibit a Billin 


how fhall 


going to your 
you look 
; [have to fhew | thy Gally 


y, [could fhew | Or go thon 
* ln 
oive me fome coun-|K 


c 0 if a rt = 
Uy 
| 
Pape Tir SrA Maree = Dik STE EEA Go wie 2 
$ 
Chit 5 
d age, W e matter, W B H 
t enot ior o ! i 
A ' 
j 
: lan), fake the i 


ibut Loto hell for anveterha] 


ibe knighted 

1 dic thef oht 
t ter the articie oF th 

| Gentry. 
| Mail) Ford. We burod here, tead I: per 
ive howl might be Knit fhail chir 
| fat men as lone. as I have an Eveto. make differe ; 

ne lelnaeace ; ] 

nens liking $ and yet he would not f 
} 


Of THE | 


econd F ‘dition : 


We will print them out of doubt; for he 
cares not what he puts into the Prefs. when he woul put 
us two: had rather be a Giantefs, and lie u under 4 Mount- 


} 

' 

Well: 1 will find y i 

one chafte man 

Mi: Ford. Why, this is the very fame: the very hand ; i 
th € very words : What doth he think of us ¢ 

sme almoft réa- = 


an 
Pelron: Ou tWe! civious Tur 


c 


o 


IC lilt 
Mi. Lage. Nay, | know not: itm ake 
dy to w rangle with mine own Honefty : Tle entertain 
my felf like one that I am not 


tacqui rinted withal : for 


‘if. Nay, I will confent to actany Villany agai inft” 

him that may not fully the charinefs of our honefty : : Oh 

ny husband faw this Letter:it would give eternal food 

is jealoufie. 

Mi. Page. VVhY ; look where he comes: and my good 
he’s as far from jealoufie as | am from gi- 

ving him caufe, and that (I hope) is an unmeafurable di- 


man too a 


are the happier woman. 
againft this greafie 


df lif: Ford. You 
| Mi|. Page Let’ s confult together 
her. 
: I hope it be not fo. 
#. Hope is a curtal-dog in fome afl 
john! al cts tl hy Wife. 
Ford: WVby fir, thy Wife isnot young. 
Pift. He wo 20es both hi igha ind low, both rich anc 
both young and old, and one another (Ford) 
-mawfry ( Ford) pe esd. 
Ford, Love m y Wife: 
Pifft, VVith liver burning hot: prevent ; 
like Sir Atke 2, with 
ing-wood at thy heels: O, odious is the name, 
? 


Ford. V Viidtiees rr 


1 poor, 


he loves 


1 


oe 


LOTS BURRESS VETTE TRIER SSA ITIT = 


: 


2 
Away fir Corporal Nim, 


I be merry Wives of VV indtor. 
Se ey ae reo een et a oe  — ; 
Hott 


| 
Digescee Tey 1 | 
Pift. The horn, I fav: Farewell: Sbal. Willyou go with_us to beholdit? My merry 0%] 
hath had the meafuring of their Weapons ; and (itl 5 


Take heed, have open Eye; for thieves do foot by night. I 
Take heed e’re fiummer comes, OF Cuckoo-birds do fing: hath appointed them contrary places : for (believe me) I 
hear the Parfon is no Jefter: Hark, I willtell you what our 

{port fhall be. 
Ford. 1 will be patient : [ will find out this. Hofts Haft thou no fuit again my Knight, my gue! 


at» And thisistrue: [like not the humor of lying: Cavaleir? 


Believe it (Paze), he fpeaks fence. | 
- I fhould have born} — Shal None,I proteft; but I’le give you a pottle rn 
j 


he hath wrong’d me in fome humours: 

the »umour’d Letter to her: but have a fword, and it fha ll Sack to give me recour{é to him, and tell him my name is 
bite npon my neceflity + he loves your Wife ; ‘There’s the | Broom: only for a Jeft. 

fhort and the long : My name is Corporal Nim: Ifpeak it,| Hoff. My hand (Bully): thou fhalt have egrefs and re- 
and J avouch, ‘tis true: my name is Nim: and Faltaffe grefs (laid I well) ? and thy name fhallbe Broom. Itisa 
adieu :1 love not the humour of bread | merry Knight: will you go an-heirs ? 


loves your Wife: a i 

" ~ . is, aye « tT 

and cheefe: adieu. Shal. Have with you, mine Hoit. 

; 
{ 


Fit (quoth’a) ? here’s a fellow | Page. Lhave heard the French-man hath good skill in his 


Page. Vhe humour 0} 

frights his Wits Rapier. 
Ford k out Fal/rajje. i _ Shad. rut, fir: I could have told you more: In thefe} 
Pave. I never heard fuch a drawling affecting Rogue. | "Mes you ftand on diftance: your Paffes, Stoccada’s, | 
Ford, If Ido find it: Well. i, jand [ know not what: "tis the heart (M . tis | 
Prieft | here, “tis here: I have feen the t 


Page, I will not believe {ich a Cataian, tho the 


I 
nmended him for a true man. 


time, with my long- 
(word, 1 would have made you four tall fellows skip ike 
Se Pa 7 5 


9’ ch’ Fown comn hi 
Ford. 7 was a good fenfible fellow: Well. Rats. 
P are. } fownow A leg 2 ; Hoft. Here boys, here: { hall we wag 3 } 
Vij. Page. VVhither go you (George)? hark you. ; Pages Have with you: [had rather hear them fcold than 
Mil Ford. Bow now ({weet Frank), Why art thou me- fight. 


| Ford. Tho Page be a fecure fool, and ftand fo firmly on 
his Wives frailty ; yet [cannot putoff my opinion fo eafi- 
Get you home; go. ly : fhe was in his company at Paze’s houte: and what they 
v4, tchets in thy head. made there, [know not. Well: I will look further into’t; 
| 


lancholly ? 


Mil Ford. Faith, thou haft fome crote 

Now: will you go, A&/Fris Page? / and I have a difguife to found Fa//raffe : if | find her honeft 
ro he Tavre titt 7 * v7, > rs 7 ~ : Tad 3 Sul ‘ > 

Mil. Page. Have with you: you Lcome to dinner, George? |! lofe not my labour : if fhe be otherwife, ’tis labour well 


fhe fhall be our Meflenger to beftowed. 


| Look who comes yonder : 
this paltry Knight. 

Mil, Ford. Truftme, ! thought onher : fhe’le fit it. 

Milt age. You are come to fee my daughter Ann 2 

Qui. | forfooth: and I pray how do’s good Miftris 
Ann? 

Mi, Page.Go in with us and fee : we have anhours talk 
with you, 

Page. How now, Mafter Ford. 

Fords You heard what this Knave told me, did you not t 

Page. Yes: and you heard what the other told me? 

Ford. Do youthink there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang’em flaves: [donot think the Knight would 
offer it: but thefe that accufe himin his intent towards our 
Wives, are a Yoke of his difcarded men: very Rogues now 
they be out of fervice. 

Ford. Were they his men? 

Page. Marry were they. 

Ford. \ like it never the better for that. 

Do’s he lie at the Garter? 

Page. Imarry do’she : if he fhould intend this Voyage 
toward my Wife, I would turn her loofe to him, and what 
he gets more of her than fharp words, let it lie on my 

head. 

Ferd: 1donot mifdoubt my Wife: but I would be loath 
to turn them together : a man may be too confident: | 
would have nothing lie on my head: I cannot be thus fa- 
tisfied. 

Page. Look where my ranting-Hoft of the Garter 
comes: there is either liquor in his pate, or money in 
his purfe, when he looks fo merrily: How now mine 
Hoft ? 

Hoft. How now Bully- 
valerio-Juftice, Ifay. 

Shai. 1 follow (mine Hof), I follow: Good even, and 
twenty (good Matter Page). Matter Page, will you go with 
us? Wehave fport in hand. 

i Tel) hi erecta tins «fell Tih } 2e ; m 
Host. Yell him, Cavalerio-Juttice : tell him Bully-|Red Lattice Phraf€s, and your bold-beating-Oaths, under | 


Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Falftaffe, Piftol, Robin, Quickly, Pardolife, 
Ford. 


Fal: Iwill not lend theeapenny. . 
Piff Why then the World’s mine Oyfter, which, with 
{word will open. 
Fal. Not a penny : [have been content (Sir) you fhould 
lay my countenance to pawn: | have grated upc 1y 
f : i have gratea upon my 
good friends for three Reprieves for you, and your Coach- 
fellow, Nim, or elfe you had look’d through the orate 
: 5 : Sohy US. sie 
likea Gemeny of Baboons : fam damin’d in hell for {wear- 
ing to Gentlemen, my friends, you were good Soldiers 
i tall fellows. And when Mittris Brizer loft the han- 
Meo et Tan oa au Vultee sa 2s 
f herFan, I took’t upon mine honour thou hadft it 
not. 
y Bs <3 8, 
Ee, Did’ft thou not fhare? had’ft thou not fifteen 
pence! be. 
Fal. Reafon, y Reatc ink 
ta ‘eafon, you Rogue, Reafon: think’ft thou Tle 
endanger my foul, grata? At a word: hang no mofré al 
U, ¢ : hang no moré abc 
thee I am no Gibbet for you: go, a thore Knife ae 
throng, to your Mannor of Pick:-hat ae aa 
Br toy or of Pi go, you’l not} 


en ne net ap OS 
panapiteiarcttnnstyaies 
° cep to BA 


| 
i 


hatrhr.« 
WEELCIIL « 


Rooke: thou’rta Gentleman Ca- 


hand, and hiding mine honour in my neceflity, am fain 


to fhuffle, to hed 
: g, and to lurch; and yet, you Rogue, 


Rook, 
Shal. Sir, there isa fray to befought between Sir Hugh, 


the W2ich-Prieft, and Carus, the French-Doctor. 
Ford. Good mine Hoft o’ th’ Garter, a word with you. 
Hifé. What fai'tt thou, my Bully-Rook ? 


eh a man ? 
0 , here’sa Woman would fpeak with you . 


Rui. Give your Warthip good morrow 
ai i ) ro 
Fal. 


re ner 
ee EE 


uit 
Wie 


The. 


1. Good morroW, good wife. 
si, Not. fo, and’t pleafe your Worfhip: 
! Good maid then. 
Dui. Ple be fworn, 
As my mother was the firft hour I was born. 
‘al. Ido believe the fwearer: what with me ? 
Qui. Shall [ vouchfafe your VVorfhip a word or two? 
['wo thoufand (fair woman), and Tle vouchiafe 


heh rearing. 


I pray come a 
aipotie with M. Doétor | 


; 
Z 
ttle nea 


} 


/ a on: Miftris Ford, you fay. that children fhould k now any r wickedne{s: old folks, 
i.Your Worthip fays very true: I pray your W orfhip} you know, have difcretion, as they fay, and know the 
come = fs little nearer this ways. |W orld. 


‘al. | warrant thee no body hears: mine own people, 
mine own people. 

Qui. Ate they fo? Heaven blefs them, and make them 
his fervants. 

Fal. Well: Miftris Ford ; what of her? 

Qui Why, Sir, fhe’s a go od creature : 
Worfhip’s a wanton: well : heaven forgive you, a and all of 


lord, lord, your 


i 
us, | pray —— {m ake more of thy old body than [hi ve done : will they | 
Fal. Mittris Ford: come said ine jyer t look after thee? Wilt after the expence of {co} 
&ui, Marry, this is the fhort and the lon ig of it: you | much mon ley, be now a gai good body Ithank sib i 
have brought her into fuch a Racnicies, as ‘tis wonderful : fice hem fay, ’tis grofly done, foit be fairly done, no mar- | 
the beft Courtier of them all (when the Court lay at} ter. 
Windfor) could never have brought her to fuch a Cana-| — Bar. Sir Fobn, there’s one Matter Brocm below would 
ry: yet there has been Knights, “and Lords, and Gentle-| fain {peak with you, an dl > acquainted with you ; and hath 
men,Wwith their Coaches:i warrant you Coach after pee | {ent your Worfhipa mornings draught of Sack 
letter after letter, gift after gift, {melling fo fweetly ; all} Fal. Broom ishis name? 
musk ; and fo rufhling, | warrant you, infilk and-gold,} — Baft. I Sits.<7 
and in fichal lligane terms, and infuch wine and fugar of} = Fa/. Callhimin: fuch Brooms are welcoine to me, that 
the beft, and the faireft, that would have won any womans | o’reflows furch liquor :ah, ah, Mi nd Miftris Page, 


heart: and I warrant you they could never get an Eye- 
wink of her: Lhad-my felf twenty Angels piven me this 
morning ;. but Idefie all Angels (ia any fuch fort as they 
fay) but in the way of honefty: and | warrant you, they 
could never get her fo much as fip on a Cup with the 
proudeft of them all ; and yet there has been Earls ; nay 
(which is more), Pentioner 
with her. 

Fal. But what fays fheto me? be brief my good fhe- 


\ 
Mercur ye 


Qui. Marry, fhe hath receiv’d your Letter ; 
which fhe thank syoua thoufand times ; and fhe gi ives you 
to notifie, that her husband will be abfence from his houfe 
between ten and eleven. 

Fal. Tenand eleven. 


{ 


picture fhe fays) that you wot of: Mafter Ford, ab hut 

band, willbe from home: Alas! the {weet woman leads an 
ill life with him: he’s.a very jealonfie-man ; fhe leads a very 
frampold life with him (good I heart). 

Fal, Ten and eleven: 

Woman, commend me to her, | will not fail her. 

Sui. Why, you fay well: But [have another meflenger 
to your Worhhip: Miftris Page has her hearty com: nen- 
dations to you too: and let me tell you in your ear, fhe 
as fartuous a civil modeft Wife, and one (1 ‘tell you) rae 
will not mifS you morning nor evening prayer, asany is in 
Wind/or, who e’re be the other: and fhe bad me tell your 
Worfhip, that her husband isféldom from home ; but fhe 
hopes there will come a time] never knew a woman fo doat 
uponaman; furely I think you-have Charms, Ia: 
aon 


ee 


= parts afide, | have no other Charms, 

Qui. Bleffing on your heart for’t. 

Fal. Bue! pray thee tell me this : has Ford’s Wife, and 
Page's Wife acquainted each other how they love me? 

Dui. That were a jeit indeed: they have not {0 little 
grace I hope ; that were atrickindeed: But Miftris Page 
would defire you to fend her your little Page, of all iovc 


ee camennammmemmet 


merry Wives of Windfor. 


her ieba 4d hasa mavens 


my purie , I< 
woman: this 


Clap on more fails, 


have:l encompafled you ? go to 


on you. 
s, but l warrant youall is one Doan 
name is B 00m 


for the | of you. 


Ford: Good Sir j 5 it. I fue for yours: notto charge i 
you ; for | muft. let you underftand, I think my fel€ in 
better plight for art beadet, than you are: the which |} 


{hath fomething emboldnéd me to this unfea t 
Qui. i, forfooth : and then you may come and fee the | Of: for the oy fay Y5 if mon ey go before ; all wavs dole o 


pen. 


ing. 

your fervant. 

y ou) and you have been a nian long 

yes in preerese with you. 
in | muft very much lay open miné own imperiection: but 

‘al, NotI, I aflure thee ; fetting the attraction of my | (good Sir john as you have one eye-u 

of your own, that L may pafS with a Repr 


er, fith you your felf know h ow eafie it is to be fuch an 
Offender. 


band’s name is Ford. 


TSA est eee 


41 


tte 


s infection to the little Pag 
and truly Mafter Page isan bon eft'man: nevera M fick in} 
Windfor leads a better life than the do’ s: do what the will. 
fay what fhe wi ill, take all, pay yall, g go to bed when pili 
es when fhe lift; all is as fhe will: and truly fhe defer 

; for if there bea kind woman ini nf or, fhe is one: you 
nat fend her your Page; no Remed y. 

Fal. Why, I will. 

Quia Nay, but do fo then, and, lo ook you, he may come 
and go between you both: andinany cafe, have a nay- | 
word, that you may wiinke one anothers mind, and the 


» AaNc 
boy never need to underftand any thing ; for *tisnot good 


well: comme nd metothem both : there’s 
m yet thy debtor: Boy, go along with this 
news diftracts me. 
5 Punk j is one of Cupid’s Ca triers : 
purfue ; upY with your fights : 
Give fire: fhe is my prize ; or Ocean whelm theni all. 
Fal. Saift thou fo. ( old “ fack ye Go thy ways: Ple 


Fal. Fare the 


Pit. This 


Fore ‘d. Blefs you, fir. 
F, “al. And you, fir ;: woul d you {pez ak Wi th me: 
Ford. I make bold to prefs with fo little preparation up- 


Pah ions welcome: what’s your will? Give us leave, 


or 1 Sir, Lam aGent 


LE Ee fee hn ese 


eman that have {pent much; my 


Fal. Good Mat ter Broom, I defire more acquait 


itance 


-afon'd intrufi- 


good Soldier (fir), and will on. 
nd have a se teh 
me si if you wil Wh he Ipto bear it (Sir fe ont 

‘ eafing me of thecarriage. 


| 

Fal. Motel: | 
m0) 1ey here troubles 
2 ws take a all, Ol hal f. 
‘al. Sityl know not howl may deferve to be your Por- 


Ford. Troth 


Ford. 1 willtell you, Sir, if you will give me the hear- 
a 1 ‘ ' 

Fal. Speak (good Matter Brocm):-1 thall be glad to be 
Ford. Sir, I hear you are a Scholar (J 
ith 1 tome 
had never fo gor od means as defire, tomake n y ieit ace 
[ the il diicover.a thing: tr 


N on my fall i€S, 
you hear them/unfolded, turn another into the | Regifter 


oof the eafi 


Fal. Very well, fir, proceed. 
Ford. There is a Gentlewoman in this Town, her huf 


Fal.| 


D 
; : 


Eee tenement 


a 
42 Tbe merry or. 
ecm en Ce ee ee ee arr emart 
Fal. Well, fir: [yet { wrong him, to call him poor: they fay, the jealou 
Ford. \have long | wittolly-knave hath mafles of money , for the which his 
ed much on her ; fo Wile feems tome well-favour'd. I will ufe het as the Rey 
ingrofe’d opportunities to meet her: fee’d every flight oc-| of the Cuckold-Rogues Coffer; and there’s my Harvelt- 
eafion that could but niggardly give me fight of her: not 10me. 
only bought many prefents to give her, but have given | Ford. would 
jargely to many, to know what fhe would have given: him, if you faw hin. 
Briefly, | have purfu’d her as Love hath purfued me, which| Fal. Hang him, mechanical 
hath been on the wing of all occafions: but whatfoever I | ftare him out of his Wits: I willawe 
have merited, either in my mind, or in my means, meed1| gel: it fhallhang like a Meteor o’re the Cuckold’s horns: 
am fure Lhave received none, unlefs experience bea Jewel Mafter Broom, thou {halt know I-will predominate ox er 
(ed at an infinite rate, and that hath | the Pezant, and thou fhale lie with his W ife. Come tome 
laggravate his file: 


— 


ov’d her, and I proteft to you, beftow- 
flowed her with a doating obfervance: 


— 


you knew Ford, fir, that you might avoid 


1-{alt-butrer Rogue; ! will 
5 i > > “¢ 
him with my Cud- 


——— 5 
LAS a 


that Lhave purcha 
taught me to fay this : (oon at night : Ford’s a Knave, and I wil 
Z thou (Matter Broom) thalt know him for Knave and Cuc | 
«© Love like a [hadow flies, when [ubftance Love pur [ues 5 kold: Come to me foonat night.’ Si Exit. 
Ford. What a damn’d Epicurean Rafcal is this? my} 


“+ Pyrfuing that that flies, and flying what pur{ues. dt | ™ 
heart is ready to crack with impatience: Who fays this is 


Fal Have you receiv’d no promife of fatisfaction at her | improvident jealoufie? my Wife hath fentto him, the hour 
hands? : is fixt, the match is made: would any man have thought 
Ford. Never. this ? fee the hell of having a falfe woman: my Bed thall be 
Fal. Have you in abus’d,; my Coffers ranfack’d, my Reputation gnawn at, 

‘ and I fhall not only receive this villainous wrong, but ftan | 

\ 


yportun’d her to fuch a purpofe ? 
For. Never. 
Fal. Of what-quality was your lave then ? under the adoption of abominable terms, and by him that 
Ford. Like a fair houfe built on another man’s ground ; does me this wrong: Terms, Names: Amaimon founds well: 
fo that [ have loft my Edifice , by miftaking the place Lucifer well:Barbafon well:yet they are Devils additions, the 
where I erected it. names of fiends: But Cuckold, V Vittol, Cuckold: the Devil 
Fal. To what purpofe have you unfolded this to me ? himfelf bath not fuch a Name.Page is an Afg,a fecure Afs. 
Ford. When | have told you that, I have told you all:| he will truft his VVife;he will not be jealous : I will rather 
Some fay, that tho (he appear honeft to me, yet in other truft a Fleming with my Butter, Parfon Hugh, the Welch- 
places fhe enlargeth her mirth fofar, that there is fhrewd | man,with my Cheefe, an Irifh-man with my Aqua-vit a bot- 
Conftruction made ,of her. Now (Sir ‘fobm) here is the tle, ora thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my VVife 
heart of my purpofe : You are a Gentleman of exceilent| with her felf: Then fhe plots, then fhe ruminates, then fhe 
Breeding, admirable Difcourfe, of great admittance, Au- devifes: and what they think in their hearts they may ef- 
thentick in your Place and Perfon, generally allow’d for| fect, they will break their hearts but they will effect. Hea- 


your many War-like, Court-like, and Learned Preparati-| ven be prais’d for my jealoufie : Eleven o° clock the hour: 
| will prevent this, detect my VVife, be reveng’d on Fal- 


ons. 
Fal. OSir! staffe,and laugh at Page: Iwill abourit ; better three hours 
Ford. Believe it ; for you know it : there is money ; fpend | too foo than a minute too late: fie, fie, fie : Cuckold, Cue 


it, pend it, fpend more: fpend all I have ; only give me fo| kold, Cuckold. Exit. 


a mach of your time in exchange of it, as to lay anamiable 
fiege to the honelty of this Ford’s Wife: ufe your Art of 


wooing ; Win her to confent to you: if any manmay, you 


may as foon as any. 
Fal Would it apply.well to the vehemence of your 


Affection , that I fhould win what you would en. 
joy? Methinks you preferibeto your felf very prepofte- 


roufly. 


eer emma 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Caius, Rugby, Shallow, Slender, 
Page, Hoft. 


O, underftand my drift: fhe dwells fo fecurely on 
hat the folly of my foul 
dares not prefent it feif; as fhe is too bright to be look’d a- 
gainft. Now could I come to her with any detection in 
my hand; my defires i p 

mend themfelves ; | could drive her then from the ward of 
her Purity, her Reputation, 
thoufand other her defences, which now are too too 


ftrongly embattailed againit me: what fay you to’t, Sir 


“Fobn ¢ : : 
. 1 Broom, Iwill firft make bold with your mo- 


Fal. Mafte ” 
ney ; next, give me your hand ; and laft, as lama Gentle- 


man, you fhall, if you will, enjoy Ford’s Wife. 
Ford. O good fir! 
Fal. Hay, you thall. 
Ferd, Want no money 


none. 
Fal. Want no Mistris Ford (Master Broom): you fhall 


want none :I fhall be with her (I may tell you) by her own 
appointment : even as you came into me, her afliftant, or 
go-berween> parted from me : Ifay, 1 fhall be wich her be- 
tween ten and eleven: for at that time the jealous-rafcal- 
ly-knave, her husband, will be forth : come you to me at 


night, you {hall know I {peed. 
Ford. Yam bleft in your acquaintance: Do you know 


Caius. Fack Rugby. 
Rug. Sir. 
Cai. Vat is de clock, Fack ? 
> . 2 of 
Rug. ’Tis paft the hour (Sir) that Sir Hugh promis’d to 
meet. _ 
Cai. By gar, he has fave his foul, dat he is no come: he | 


Rugby) he is dead already, if he be come. 
Rug. He is wife, fir :he knew your VVorfhip would kill 


Cai. Bye: ba ety Son ork 
By gar, de herring is no dead fo as I vill kill him 


him.. 

Rug. Alas, fir, [cannot fence. 

Cai. Villany, take your Rapier. 

Rug. Forbear : here’s company. 

Hoft. ‘Blefs thee, bully-Doctor. 

- Save you, Mr. Doctor Caius. 
age. Now, good Mr. Doctor. 

ates ae good morrow, fir. 

a. Vat beall you, one, two, trees, fou ? 
ve ; 8, four, come for? 
Se: I o oe eg to Ke the foigne, to fee thee 

: ere, to fee thee th 
pafs thy Puncto, thy Stock, thy Ree oem 
2 b 


Ford, Sit 2 : 
Fal. Hang him (poor Cuckoldly knave) I knowhim not: thy Montant: Ishe dead, my Erhiopian? is hedead 
| +Ghs | a i my 


( Sir ‘fobn ): you fhall want 


take your Rapier (ack ), I vill tell you how 1 vill Rill) 


has pray his Pible well, dat he isno come: by gar (fack 


him, if he came. 


| 


} 
| 


a 


Franci(co2 ha, Bully ? VVhatfays my Efculapins ? my Gal- 
len? my hearcof Elder? ha > Is he dead, bully-Stale ? Is 
he dead? eafap) 

Ca’, By gar, he is de Coward-Fack-Prielt of de vorld : 
he is not fhow his face. 

Hoft. Thou arta Caftalion-king-Urinal: Hector of Greece 
(my boy). 

Cai. | pray you bear witnefS, that me have ftay fix or 
feven, two tree hours for him, and he.is no-come. 

Shal. He is the wifer man (Mr. Doétor): he is a curer of 
fouls, and youa curer of bodies: if you fhould fight, you 
go againft the hair of your profeffions : is it not true, Ma- 
{ter Page? 

Page. Mafter Shallcw, you have your felf beena great 
fighter, tho now aman of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho I now be old, and of 
peace, if Ifeea fword out, my finger itches to make one : 
tho weare Juftices, and Doctors, and Church-men (Mr. 
Page), we have fome faltof cur Youth in us; we are the 
Sons of Women (Mr. Page). 

Page. ”Tis true, Mr. Shallow. 

Shal. It will be found fo (Mr. Page). Mr. Doctor Cains, 
[am come to fetch you home : lam {worn of the Peace : 
you have fhew’d your felf a wife Phyfician, and fir Hugh 
hath fhown himfelf a wife and patient Church-man: you 
muft go with me, Mrs Doctor. 

Hoff. Pardon, Guett-Juftice a Mounfieur Mock-water. 

Cai. Mock-water ? vat is dat ? 

Ht. Mock-water, in our Englifh Tongue, is Valour 
(Bully}. 

Cai. By gar, then Ihave as much Mock-water as de Ex- 
glifh-man : {curvy-Jack-dog Prieft: by gar, me vill cut his 
Ears. 

Ho/t. He will clapper-claw thee tightly (Bully). 

Cai. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat ¢ 

Hoff. Thatis, he will make thee amends. 

Cai. By gar, me do look he fhall clapper-de-claw me 5 
for by gar, me vill have it. 

Hoft. And I will provoke him to’t, or let him wag. 

Cai. Me tanck you for dat. 

Hoff. And moreover (Bully): but firft, Mr. Gueft, and 
Mr. Page, and eek Cavalerio Slender, goyou through the 
Town to Frogmore. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he? ; 

Hoft. Heis there: fee what humour he isin: and [ will 
bring the Doctor about the Fields: Will it do well? 

Shal. We will do it. 

All. Adieu, good Mr. Doctor. 

(oi. By gar, me vill kill de Prieft ; for he fpeak for aJack- 
an Ape to Aun Page. 

Hojt. Lethim die: fheath thy impatience: throw cold 
Water on thy Choller: go about the Fields with me 
through Froemore; 1 will bring thee where Miftris dun 
Page is, ata Farm-houfe a feafting ; and thou fhalc woo her: 
Cride-game, faid | well? 

Cai. By gar, me dank you vor dat: bygarl love you : 
and I fhall procure ’a you de good Gueft: de Earl, de 
Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my patients. 

Hoff. For the which, I will be thy adverlary toward Ann 
Page: faid I well? 

Cai. By gar, ’tis good : vell faid. 

Hoff. Let us wag then. 


Come at my heels ‘fack Rugby. Exeunt. 


AGlus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Evans, Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoft, Caius, 
Rugby. 


Evan. I pray you now, good Mafter Slender’s ferving- 
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man, and friénd Simple by your nate ; which way have 
you look’d for Matter Cass, that calls himfelf Deéfor of Phy 
fick @ - 


that way. 


arms. 


ae 87 


mess 9 


enn nlenrmrs 


way : old Windfor way, and évery Way bur the Town 
wa 


Sim. Marry fir, the Pitty-wary, the Park-ward ; = 


Evan. 1 moft fehtméntly defire you, you ‘will alfo look 


Sim. I will, fir. 
Evan. ’Plefs my foul: hoW full of Chollars Iam, and | 


{ 
trempling of mind: | fhall be glad if he have deceived me: 
how melanchollies [am? I will knog his Urinals about his | 
Knaves Coftard, when I have gogd opportunities for the 
orke: ’Plefs my foul: Zo fhallia Rivers towbofe falls, melo- 
dious Birds fings Madrigalls : there willave make our Peds of 
Rofes, and athoufand fragrant pofies: To {hallow : Mercy on 
me, I havea great difpofition to cry. 
Madrigal 
gram Pofies. To fhallow, Gc. 


Melodious birds fing 
When as I fat in Pabilon; and athouland va- 


Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 
Ev. He’s welcome : To (hallow Rivers;to whofe falls. 


Heaven profper the right; What Weapons is he ¢ 


Sim. No Weapon’s, fir: there comes my Mafter, Mr. 


Shallow, and another Gentleman, from Frogmore, over the 
ftile, this way. 


Ev. Pray you give me my Gown, orelfe keepitin your 
Enter All. 
Shal. How now, Mafter Parfon? Good morrow good 


Sir Hugh : keep a Gametter from the dice, and a good Stu 
dent from hi$ book, and it is wonderful. 


Slen. Ah fweet Ann Page 
Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh. 
Ev. ’PlefS you from his mercy-fake, all of you. 
Shal. What? the Sword and the Word ? 
Do you ftudy them both, Mr. Parfon? 
Page. And youthful ftill, in your doublet and hofe, this 


raw-rumatick day ? 


Ev. There is Reafons and Caufes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to doa good Office, Mr.Par- 
C8. 

Ev. Fery well: What isit ? : 

Page. Yonder is. a moft Reverend Gentleman, who (be- 
like) having received Wrong by fome perfon, is at moft 
odds with hisown Gravity and Patience, that ever you 
{aw. 

Shal. Ihave lived fourfcore years, and upward : I never 
heard aman of his Place, Gravity and Learning, fo wide 
of hisown Refpect. 

Ev. Whatis he ? 

Page. I think you know him: Mr. Doétor Caius, the re- | 
nowned French Phyfician. 

Ev. Got’s Will, and his Paflion of my heart: I had as | 
lief you fhould tell me of amefS of Porredg. 

Page. Why 2 é 

Ex. He has no more knowledg in Hibocrates and Galen, 
and he is a Knave befides; a cowardly Knave as you would 
defire to be acquainted withal. 

Page. 1 warrant you, he’s the man fhould fight with 
him. 

Slen. O {weet Ann Page. Enter Caius. 

Shal.It appears fo by his Weapons : keep them afunder: 
here comes Doctor Caius. : 

Page. Nay, good Mr. Parfon, keep in your Weapon. 

Shal. So do you, good Mr. Doctor. 

Ho/?. Difarm them, and let them queftion : let them keep 
their Limbs whole, and hack our English. 

Cai. 1 pray you let-a-me fpeak a word with your Ear ; 
Wherefore vill you not meet-a me ? 

_ Ev. Pray you ufe your Patience in good time. ; 

Cai. By gar, you are de Coward : de Fack Dog: Fohn 
Ape. 

Pew Pray you let us not be laughing-ftocks to other mens 
humours : I defire you in friendfhip, and will one way or 
other make youamends : | will knog your your Urinal a- 
bout your knaves Cogs-comb. Cai. 


° 
4 
| “ 


5 | 


| 
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iable fack Rugby Tnot | and our revolted Wives fhare damnation t o 

ay im, tokillhim ? have Inot at de place I did ap- | | will take him, then torture my Wife, pluc W- reg 
OINE | ed Vail of modefty trom tne fo fe ino Mit. Pz di- P 
Ev, Ast ama Chriftians-foul, now look you; thisis the | vulge Page him(elf for a fecure a | eAffeon, and 
nlace aD inted: iat b wd by 1 Hoft f he bh Cewiole ceedings all ny neich! re salle k 
p.ace appointec 3 e be yu gment y mine oft oy the \to theie vioient proce edaings a my nerghpoours fhall CTY int 
Garter. aim. TheClock gives me my Qu, and my affurance bids a 
Hoft. Peaces Ifay, Gallia and Gaul, French and Vi zich, | me fearch; there | fhatl find Falftaffe: \ that) be rather 
Soul Curer and Body-Curer. praifed for this than mocked, for it is a8 pofitive as the “i 
Cai. [dat isvery good, excellant. Barth is firm, that Fal/faffe isthere: | will go. ; 
Hof?. Peace, Lay : hear mine Hoft of. the Garter : Shal. Page, &c. Well met, Mr. Ford. tol 
Am I politick 2am I fubtle? amla Adachivel ¢ Ford. Trutt me, a good knot : Ihave good cheer at home, ; R 
Shall I lof my Doétor ? No: he gives me the Potions and | and | pray you all go with me. ing 
he Motions. Shall I lofe m /Parfon? myPrieft? my Sir} Shai. I muftexcufe my felf, Mr. Ford. Lb 
9 . Mf 4 re ~ . > 2 y \ 
uch? No: he gives methe Proverbs and the No-verbs.|  S/e. Andfomuttl, Sir; wa 
Give me thy hand (Celeftial) fo : Boys of Art. [have decei- | We have appointed todine with Miftris Ann 3 
we \ 2 . J , i I : oh ) : 

ved you both: 1 have directed you to wrong places: your And I would not break with her for more money th 
f an 


hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, and let burn’d- Than Ile {peak of- 

Sack be the iflue : come, lay their fwords to pawn: Follow| Sha/. V Ve have linger’d about a match ‘between Ann 

me, Ladof peace, follow, follow, follow. Page and my Coufin Slender, and this day we fhall have 

Sha). Truftme, a mad Hott: follow, Gentlemen, fol- | our anfwer. 

low. Slen. [hope Ihave your good Will, father Pace. 

Jen. Ofweet Ann Page. Page. You have, Mr. Slender, 1 ftand wholly for you, 

fai ‘Yis for you altogether. 

dde Maid is love-a-me: my nurfh:a- 


s 


Cai. Ba dol perceive dat? Have you make-a-de-fot of but my VVife 
Cai. I, be ga 


us, ha, ha? ind de Ma 

Evan. This is well, he has made us his vlowting-ftog : I 
defire you that we may be friends: and let us knog our 
prains together, to be revenge on this fame fcall fcurvy- 


revenge C s yes o : he writes Verfes, he 
cogging-companion, the t toft.of the Garter. {peaks Holyday, he fmells 4 pril and May, 


A neie 
pers, 


e vill car 7? 

Cai. By gar, with all my heart: he promife to bring me {he will carry’, ‘tisin his butions, he will spite, ae 
where is Aum Page ; by gat> he deceive me tooe | Page, Not by my confent! promifeyou : Phe Gentleman 
Evan. Well, 1 will {mite his noddles: pray you fol- jis of no having, he kept company with the wild Prihes 
; i and Pomz,: heisof roo high a Region, he knows too much: 
no, he fhall not knit a knot in his Fortunes, witli the finger 
ye tee ae eae at my fublancevif he take her, let him take her fimply : the 
VVealth J have waits on my confeént, and my confent goes 
Scena Secunda T Fopd Tbe ty 
Otte ? Ford Ibefeech you heartily, fome of you go home with 
mre to‘dinner: befides your cheer you fhall have fport; I will 
fhew you a Montter: Mr. Doctor, you fhall go, fo thall you 
Mr. Page, and you Sir Hugh. 

Shal. VVell, fare you well: 
VVe thall have the freer wooing at Mr. Page’s. 

Cai. Go home ‘fobm Rugby, | come anon. 

Hof. Farewell my hearts: I will to my honeft Knight, 


low. 


a 


Mitt. Page, Robin, Ford, Page, Shallow; Slender, 


Hoft, Evans, ,Caius. 
j 


Mift. Page, Nay, keep yout way (little Gallant): you 
were wont to be a Follower but now you are a Leader : 
este we yourather lead mine eyes, or eye your Ma- | Falfaffé, and drink Canary with him. 
er sNeeis s ord. 1 think f fhall drink in Pipe-VVine firft with him : 
Rob. Thad rather (forfooth) go before you like aman, ink hii aie eo pe otis 
than follow him like a dwarf. ; Ail. Have with you ‘to fee this Monfter. aes eee 
| Mi. Pa. O you are a flattering boy ; now I fee you’lbea ae Exeunt: 
Courtier. 4 « 
Ford, Well met, Miftris Page: whether go you? 
M. Pa. Truly Sir, to fee your Wife: is fhe at home ? 
Ford. 1, and as idle as fhe may hang together for want of 
; E : [think if your husbands were dead, you two 


Scena Tertia. 


would.marry, 

M. Pa. Be fure of that, two other husbands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty. Weather-cock ? 

‘M. Pa. 1 cannot tell what (the dickens) his name is my 
husband had him of:What do you call your Knight’s name, 
firrah ? 

Keb. Sir Soh Falftaffe- 

M. Pa. He he ;1 can never hit on his name ; there is fuch 
a league between my good man andhe: Is your Wife at 
home indeed ? 

Ford, Indeed the is. 

M. Pa. By your leave, fir; Lam fick till I fee her. 

Ford. Bas Page any brains ? Hath he any eyes? Hath 
he any thinking ? Sure they fleep ; he hath no ufe of them: 
why; this boy will carry a Letter twenty mile, as eafie asa 
Cannon will fhoot point-blank twelve (corei: he pieces out 
his Wives inclination : he gives her folly motion and advan- 
tage ; and now fhe’s going to my Wife, and Fal/faffe’s boy 
with her: Aman-may hear this fhower fing in the wind ; 
and Fal/taffe’s boy with her : good plots; they are laid, 


Enter Miftris Ford, Miftris Page, Servants, Robin, 


o 


ts 
“ 

Tali fh . ee 

Falitaile, Ford, Page, Caius 


Mif. Ford. VVhat Fobn? what Robe: 


ef Td Sa. 
Mi. Ford. warrant. VVhat R 
tae: x at Lal £0017 
Mi. Pave. Come come. come 

- f atN Ome, 


Mi. Ford. Here, fet it dow: 
Mif: Page. Give your me 
Mi. Page. Give your men the charge; w 
Be 1e charge ; we muft be 
M. Ford. Marry, asl told 
M. Ford. Marry, asl told you before (Fobu and Ral 
isc eager YoU jonnand Kabert 
4 yee! here hard-by in the Brew-boufe, and when ae 
7 - mM fp eae : 
enly call you, come forth, and (without any paufe or 
ftapgering ) take this basketon your fhoulders: t hat dowd 
° ° 3 : au Oo». tial qd 
ie —— all hafte, and carry it among the V Vhitfters 
in Duteher- ead, and there empty it in the mudd 1 dite 
clofe by the Thames fide. : een 
M. Page, You will do it? (direct 
Girection, 


M. Ford. tha’ told the ; : 
Id them over and over - , 
and over : they lack no 
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Be gone, and come when you are cail’d. 

Mif, Page. Here comes little Robin. 

Mif-Ford. How now, my Eyas-Musket, what news with 
you ? : Aba 

Rob. My M. Sir Fobu, is come in at your back door (Mil 
Ford), and requefts your company. 

My. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you been true 
to us? 

Rob.I, le be fworn: my Mafter knows not of your be- 
ing here: and hath threatned to pur me into everlafting 
Liberty, if I cell you of it: for he {wears he’l turn me a- 
way. 

Mif. Page. Thou’rta good boy : this fecrefie of thine 
fhall be a 7ay/or to thee, and fhall make thee anew doublet 
and hofe. Vle go | hide me. 

Mif-Ford. Do fo: go tell thy Mafter 1am alone: Miftris 
Page, remember you your Qu. 

Ni. Page. I warrant thee: 
me. 

Mif. Ford. Go to then: we’l ufe this unwholefome hu- 
midity, this grofs watry Pumpion; we’l teach him to know 
Turtles from Jays. Enter Fal. 

Fal. Have | caught thee, my heavenly Jewel? Why, 
now let me die; for [haveliv’d long enough: ‘This is the 
period of my ambition ; O this bleffed hour. 

Myf. Ford. O {weet Sir Fobn. 

Fal. Miftris Ford, Lcannot cog, I cannot pa (Miftris 
Ford): now fhalll finin my with ; I would thy Husband 
were dead, I’le {peak it before the beft Lord, I would make | t 
thee my Lady. 

Mif Ford.i your Lady, Sit Fobn? Alas, I fhould bea 
pitiful Ladys 

Fal, Let the Court of France thew me fuch another: 
fee how thine Eye would emulate the Diamond: Thou 
haft the right arched-beauty of the brow, that becomes the 


if I do not act it, hifs 


Ship-Tire, the Tire-Valiant, or any Tire of Vencrian ad- 
mittance. 

Mi. Ford. A plain Kerchiffe, Sir Fobn: 

My brows become nothing elfe, nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to fay fo: thou would’ft make 
an abfolute Courtier, and the firm fixure of ‘thy foot 
would give an excellent motion to thy gate, ina femicir- 
cled Farthingale. _] fee what thou wert, 
foe were not, Nature thy friend : 
hide it. 

Mil. Ford. Believe me, there’s no fuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me love thee ? Let that perfwade thee 
There’s fomething extraordinary in thee: Come, I cannot 
cog, and fay, thou art this and that, likea many of thefe 
lifping Haw-thorn'buds, that come like women in mens 
apparel, and finelllike BuckJers-berry in fimpling-time: | 
cannot; but] lovethee,- none but thee ; and thou defer- 
veft it. 

Mi: Ford. Do not betray me, $ 
Page. 


Fal. Tho 


if Fortune thy 


Come, thou canft not } 


; 1 fear you love Mrs. 


u might*ft as well fay, love to walk by the 
Counter-Gate, which is as hateful to meas the reek of a 


fhall one day find it. 

Fal. Keepm that mind : Ple deferve it. 

Mi. Ford. Nay, 1 muft tell you, foyou do ; or elfe I 
could not be in that mind. VV thin. 

Rob. Miftris Ford, Miftris Ford, here’s Miftris Page at the 
door, fwearing, and bl owing, and looking wildly, and 
would needs {peak with you prefently, 

Fal. She fhall not feeme ; I will enfconce me behind the 
Arras. 

M. Ford. Pray you do fo; fhe’sa ery tatling woman 
What’s thematter? how now 2 Enter Mitt 

Mi. Page. O Mittris Ford, what have you done ? 
You'rafham ’d, y'are overthrown, y’are undone for ever. 


Mi. Ford. What? sthe matter, good Miftris Page ¢ 
Mi, Page, O 


age. 


O well-a-day, Miltris Ford, having an ho- 
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| do ¢ 


Lime-kill. Chambers,. fearch 
Mi. Ford, Well, heaven knows how I loye you, and you | kennel the Fox. Let me ftop this way firft :.So, now un- 


Te ee 


— 


neft man to your husband, ¢ to give him fach caufe of fal 
pition. 

Mif. Ford, What caufe of fufpition ? 

Mi: Page. What canfe of {ufpition? Out t 
How am I miftook in you? 3 

Mi}. Ford. Why (alas)! what’s the 


{ 
Wo! 
1 you 


l as 
pts 


matter ? 


woman) 


Mif, Page. Your husband’s coming hither ( 
vith all the Officers in VVindfor, to atch for a Gentle- 
man that he fays is here now inthe houfe ; by your con 


| 
| 
| 
j 


fent, to take an ill advantage of his abfen ce : you are un- 
done. 
lv tif. Ford. *'Yistiot fo, [hope. 
4; | 


Vi/. Page. Pray lt it be not fo, that you have fuch i 
aman here: but’tismoft certain your husband’s coming g | 
with half bitches: vis heels, to fearch for fuch a one, | 
come before to tell you: If you know your felf clear, w hy, 
Lam glad of it: bucif you havea friend here, convey, con- | 
vey him out. amaz'd, call all your fenfes to you, 
defend your Reputation, or bid farewell to your good life 
for ever: 
Mi: Ford. What hall I do? There is aGentleman, my 
dear friend: and I féar not my own fhame fo much as his 


Be e not 


| 
perils Thad rather thana thonfand pound he were out of | 
the houfe. | 
Mi/- Page. For fhame, never ftand (you had father, and | 


you had rather) ; your husband’s here at hand, bethink 
you of fome conveyance:in the ete ou cannot hide him, 
Oh, how have you decéiv’d me? Look, here is a ba asker, if 
he be of any reafonable ftature, fei nay creep inhere, and 
throw foul linnen uy pon him, as if it were going to buck ing: 
Or it is whiting time, fend him by your two men to Datch- 
et-Mead. 


Mi: Ford. He’s too big to go in there: What fhall 1] 


Fal. Let me'‘fee’t, let me fee’t, O let me fee’r : 
le in, Plein: Follow your friends counte is Vle in. 
Mi. Page. What, Sir ‘Fohn Falftaffe, are thefe your Let- | 


ters, Knight ? 
Fal. love thee, help meaway ; let me creepinhere: le 
never 


ievlnalichae wet 8 oa a an os A 


ey age. Help to cover your Mafter (boy): Call your | 

en | (Mis Ford) You difl flem bling Knight. 

“MLE ord. VVhat, ‘fehn, Rebert, Fe My ZOE ake up thefe 
cloathes here, quickly : VVI here’s the Cowl-ftaff 2 I ook 
how you drumble : Carry themto the Landrefsin Dareb- 
Bt id quickly, come: 

Ford. *Pray you come near: if I fi ufpect with 1out caufe, 


VV a then make fport at me, then let ime be your jeft, 
Ide ie it. How now? VVhether bear you this? 
To the Landrefs, forfooth. - 
Mi i: Ford. VVhy, what have you to do whether they 
be . it? You were beft meddle with Buck- wathing. 

Ford. Buck ? bwould I could wafh my felf of the Buck : 
Buck, Buck, Buck, I Buck : | warrant you Buck, and of the 
feafon too, it fhall appear. 

Gentlemen, I have dream’d to night ; 
my dream: here, here, } 
, feek, 


le tell you 
here be my Keys; afcend my 
find out: Vle warrant we’l un- 


cape. 

Page. Good Mafter Ford, be contented: 
= wrong your felf too much, 

ord. T. rue (Matter Page): Up Gentlemen: you thall fee 

ae anon: follow me, Gentlemen. 

Evans. This is ferry fantaftical humours and jealou- 
fies. 

Cai, By gar, ’tis nothiefafhion of France ; it is not jea- 
lous in France Exeunts 

Page. Nay, follow him (Gentlemen), fee theiffue of his 
fearch. 

Mi: Page. Is there not a double excellency in this 2 


Mi. Ford, | know not which pleafes me better, that my 
Husband is deceived, or Sir fobn. 


I 
ee 


Mil, 


a a | 


And that my fate | 


4 i] ge Pe | 
fi F n will have need of Wwatn 
P = bs “7 8 +8 ‘ Fe ; +: ) 
rc ! 1 oe ee tha \ oe eR] 1A 117 he {pep — eo x 
cy throwing him into tie Water will do hima be (eek to heal tt 01 


17. .11 f 
l would alt Oo! 


And tells me, “risa thing 1 lit 
J love thee, but as a property. 
tn, May be he tells you 


£ 
LE Ud 


sere tl An. May 
iy Nin heavy 7 nNeedn +f —. 
Fen. No, heaven fo tpeedm time tocome, 
T.} % 
itn 


lbeit 1 will confefs, thy Father 


eas 


} 


7as the firft motive that ] woo'd thea (Ann, 
g thee, I fo nd thee of more value 


< 


nc SOD SN 


yooin 
infealed Bags : 


ps in Gold, or fums 
\nd ’tis the very Riches of thy felf 
That now] aim at. 

An. Gentle M. Fenton, 
Yet feek my Father’s love, ftill feek it, fir : 
If opportunity and hun bleft fuit 
> why then hark you hither. 


ft lle RAG 
fh Carrion, Mil. 
into the Water, 


him to another pu- 


‘m be fent for to morrow by 
hinter Ale 


geet BEY rei | ~ Attain 1h 
Knave bra a Oj attain it 


oo 
seth} <a he Oe use bie 
reak their talk, Miftris Qua kly; 


an fhall fpeak for himfelf 
nake-a fhaft or a bolt. on’t : *d’slid ’tis but ven- 


t 
4 


Slen. No, fhe fhail not difmay me: 


i care not for that, but 1 am affeard. 
Qui, Hark ye: M. Slender would fpeak a word with 


uit Pace. You do your felf mighty wrong (1 Ar 


-Icome to him. ‘This ismy Father's choice. 
World of vildeill-favour'd faults 

fome inthree hundred pounds a year? 
nd how do’s good Matter Fenton ¢ 


be any pody in the houfe, and in the cham- 


and iff t 


e prefles : heaven forgive 


there is no bodies. 


ai. BY gar, nor! too x 
; = = af 9 Se what ; Away 
; ie, M. J, are you not aiham ad? What] Pray you a word with you. 
aac 5 een eee Pia “On: 
would not| Shai, She’s coming: to her Coz. 


‘his imagination ° 


4Spirit, what ! evil fugs 
7 ~ yi 4 ‘ «et hi pe th Cc TT] 39 Tf ae ~ | a] 
in this kind, forthe V\ ealth of VVind[or-| O boy, thou had’{t a Father. 


SJene 1 had aFather (M. Ann): my U ncle can tell you 


ha your Diftemper 
re) il faffer for it. good jefts of him: Pray you, Uncle, tell M. Ann the jeft, 


:your Wife is as ho- 
one five thoufand, and 


how my Father ftole two Geefe out of a Pen, good Un- 


cle. 
Shal, Mittris den, my Coufin loves you. 
Slen, 1, that Ido, as well as. 1 love any Woman in Glace- 


. By gar, | fee ris an honeft Woman. 

wd. VVell: 1 promis’d you a Dinner ; comé, come, |, 
waik in the Park: Tpray you pardon me: 1 will hereafter 
make known to vou why | have done this. Come Wife, 
i pray you pardon me: Pray heartily pat- 


flerfhire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a Gentlewoman. 

Slen. 1, that I will: come cut and long-tail, under the de 
gree of a Squire- 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds Join- 
ture. : 

ie ~ pias. I . a is 

Ann. Good Matter Shallow, let him wooe for hime 
felf. 

Shal. Marry, 1 thank you for it: I thank you for that : 


1 


good comfort : fhe calls you (Coz): I’le leave you, 


Pag sain, Gentlemen ; but (eruft me) we’l mock 
him: [doinvite you to morrow morning to my houfe to 
| a birding together; I have a fine 


aiter We 


eee 8 
win. 


, ede ae | 4 
Shall it De {o? 


Any thing 

i » 4 } tL Is" . ; ; 

Evan. It there 1s one, I fhall make two inthe Compa- An. Now Mafter Slender. 
Slen. Now good Miftris Ann. 


An. VVbat is your Will? 

Bk YS 
; oR ill ? Od’s-heart-lings, that’s a pretty jeft in- 
a ; : is made my Will yet (I thank heaven) : lam not 

1 ~ a " 4 = > if ac 4 5 
uch a - y gets I give heaven praife. 

Ann. 1 mean (M. Slender), what would y i 
a (M. Slender), what would you with 
Bae pe: ree ‘ 

Slen. Truly for mine own part, I would little or nothing 
ia ou: your Father and my Uncle have made motions: 
if it be my luck, fo: if not, happy man be hisdole< they 
can tefl you how things go better than] can: you 1: 

ant Ings g ter thani can: you may ask 
your Father : here he comes. : 

Dice Now MM: A : : 

Page, Now Matter Slender : Love him daughter Aum 

3 : ct tis Lite 17412 6 
oe hy how now ? VVhat do’s Mafter Fezton here ? 

C A : . : “ale fou wrong me, Sir, tl Ay hOUie =" 

-¢ Fenton, Ann Page, Shaflow, Slender, Quickly, 17 told you, Si » Sir, thus ffill to haunt my houte : 
hallow: old you, Sir, my daughter is difpos’d of. 
Page, Mit. Page. ¥en N. Ee J > UpOs 4 OF, 
; en. Nay, Matter Page, be not impatient 
Mif: Page. Good Mafter Fenten come not to my child 
Fen- [fee | cannot get thy Father's love ; Page. She isno match for you. Sua 


Therefore no more turn me to him (fweet Nav). Fen. Sir, will you hear me 2 
An. Alas! how then? Page. No, good Matter Fenton. 


a 


“4i, f there be one or two, { fhall make-a the turd. 


Ford. Pray you £95 M. Page. 
Evan. | pray you now reme 


mbrance to morrow on the 


lowfie Knave, mine Hoff. 

Cai, Dat is good by gar, with all my heart. 
van. A lowfie Knave, to have his gibes, and his mocke- 
Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Ex 


brewage, How now § ? 
Qui. Marry Sir, | cometo your worfhi 


t 
' 


p from Mi. Ford 


) 


the height .of this Bath ( when, | was more 


itew'd in greafe ) like a Dutch-difh: cobe thrown inse 
the 


——ae 


\ 
} 
| 


T be merry Wi 2UES 6 of WwW in ifor. 
| Come Matter Shallow: Come Son Slender, in; Fal, Mifrefs Ferd? Uh 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Matter Fenton, + thrown into the Ford h 
Qui. Speak to Miftrefs Pz ge. Oui Alas thed Sood ed fe 
Fils: Good MiftrefS Page, for that I love your daughter the do’s fo rake on with her men ; t Ten 
In fich a righteous fafhion as [ do, rection. d ee nie 
Perforce, againft all checks, rebukes, and manners, Fal. Sodidi mine, to build upo foolith \ arias 
I muft advance the colours or my love, Oni. Well fhe laments fir for it.th oikeed Seibs 
And not fetire. Let me have yout good will. heart to fee it: | usband goés this morning a bis mv 
e4nne. Good Mother, donot marry me toyon fool. | fhe airs your nce more to come toher. between bah 
fi{’ Page. | mean it not, I feek you a better huf | and nine: I muft carr We Rae 
band. | you amends I warrant you 
Sui. That’s my Matter, Mafter Doctor. | , Well, { will vific her, tefl her fo ; and b'd her think | 
Anne. AlasIhad rather be fer quick rth earth, 1ata man is: Let her confider his frailey, and | 
And bowl’d to des ath with ‘TP urni ps. | judg of my merit. : E 
Mi: Page. Come, trouble not your felf good Mafter } Qui, Twill tell her. 
Fenton, Twill not be your friend, nor enemy : | Fal. Do fo. Between nine and ten faift thou ? 
My daughter will, I queftion how fhe loves you, Qui. Eight and nine Sir 
Andasi find her, foam | affected : Fal. Well, be gone : 1 will not mifs her. | 
Till then, farewell Sir, fhe mult needs goin, Qi, Peace be with you Sir. Exit. | 
Her Father will be angry. Fal. 1 si irvel | hear not of Maftér Broom : he fent me 
Fen. Farewell gentle Miftrefs: farewell Nan. | Word to ftay wthin: Llike his money well. 
Qui. Thisis my doing now ; Nay faid I, will you caft | Oh, here hecomes. Enter Ford. 
ten away your child ona Fool, and a Phyfician? Firds Ble‘s you fir. 
Look on Mafter Fenn, this is my doing. Fal, Now Matter Broom, vou come to know what hath 
Fen. \thank thee : and] pray ¢ hee once to night, palt béfween me a ind wil 
Give my fweet Nan this Ring : -ther’s for thy pains. Exit. Ford. That indeed ( 38 my Bufines 
Oyj. Now heaven fend thee good fortune,akind heart} Fa/. Matter Broom T will not lie to you, 
| wit he hath :a woman would run through fire and water for | I was at her houfe the hour fhe appointed me. 
fch a kind heart. Butyet,I would my maiterhad Miftris) Ford» And {ped you Sit? 
Anne, or | would Matter Slender had her: or (in footh) I Fal very \tidavourdly, Mafter Broom 
would Matter Fenton had her, I will do what Ic an for | F d. How Sir, did fhe change her determi 3 
them all three, for fo | have promis’d. and ’le be as god | Fal. No (M. Brocw) but the p« g | 
asmy word, but {pecioufly for Net penton. Well, 1} band (M. Broom ) dwelling ina continual larum of yea-| 
muit of another er rand to vir fol ‘alfaffe from my two | loufie, comesimethe inftant of ourencounter ater we-had | 
Mitreffes ; whata beaitam | to flack it. Exit.jembrac’d,ki: sd prote fted.& ere )ip ké che prologue 
of our Comedy : ard his BG rabbly of hisc Y a- | 
yol| _ |nions, thither atabokel and infiigated by his ditemper, 
elt cee {and (forfooth ) tofearch his houte ter his wives iove, 
Un. Ford. What ?W hile you were there ¢ 
| Scex pe) er} a. Fal. While I was there e. 
; Ford. mn did he fearch for you. & could not find you ? 
ie : Fal. You fhall-hear,As good luck would have it con’es 
» Quickly, Ford: lin-one Miftris Page, gives intelligence of Lappipacn 
(and in her invention, and Ferds wives diitraction, they 
{e Fal. \conveyed me into.a Buck-basket, 
Bar. Here Sir. |. Fo nd. A Buck basket? 
alti Fal. Go, fetch m k, put a toft in’e | al. Yea: a Buck-basket : ram'’d me in with foul Shirts 
| Have | liv’d to be like a barrow of and Smacks, Socks, fo ockings, greafie Na ipkins, that 
wd butchers Offal ; and che ‘Thames ? Well He Maiter Broom.) there,.was the -rankelt compound of 
if i be ferved fuch ant other trick, Ile have my. brains |¥ lanous finell that ever offended noftril. 
hat tane out and butter’d, and give them to a dog for a Ford. And how AS lay you, there¢ 
New-years gift. The mere flighted me into the river} Fal, Nay . you. thall hear (Matter Broom ) what I 
with as little remorfe, as they would have drown’d aj have fuffered, to bring this woman to evil, for your 
blind bitches Puppies, fifteen ith litter: and you may good; Being.thus cram *d in the basket, a coupe of Fords 
know by my fize, that [have a kind of ¢ slacritv in fink--| Knaves, his hinds were call’d forth by their | Miftris, to 
ing: if the bottom were as deep — | fhould down,| carry me inthe name ot foul Cloaths to Dutchet-lane ; 
Ihad been drown’d, but. that the fhore was fhelvy and | they took me on their fhouldefs;, met the jealous Knave 
fhallow: a death that | abhor: fot the water {wells a| their Matter in th e door ; who.ask’d them once or twice 
wi man; and what a thing fhould {have been when [had | what they had in) their Basket? J quak’d for fear, lett 
been {well'd? I fhonid have been a Mountain of Mum- | the 1 junatick Knave. would have fearch’d ir? but Fate 
iff my. (ordaining he fhould.be a Cuckeld) held his hand: well, 
‘ Bar. Here's Miftrefs Quickly Sir, to fpeak with you. on went “he for a fearch, and aWay went l tor foul 
%4 if Fal. Come, lec'me pour in fs aoiiouk to the Thames} Cloaths : But mark the tequell (Maiter Briom ) Viuffe- 
“ay water : for my belly’s as cold as if | had fwallowed {now- j red the pangs of three feveral deaths: firft, an inrollera- 
: balls for pills to cool the reins. Call her in. ble fright, to be detected with a jealous rotten, Bell wea 
i Bar Come in woman. Enter Quickly. ther : next tobe com pats d {like a-good Bilbo in the cir- 
‘i ui. By your leave: 4 cry your mercy ? cumference of a peck, hut to point, he el to liédd. And 
Give your worfhip good morrow. then to be fropt in dike »a. ftrong pinnae with. {tink 
Fal. Take away thefe Cha ii ces : ing Cloaths, that fretted in their own greafe: think of 
Go, brew mea potrle of Sack finely. that, aman.of my Kidney ; think ot tt vat, that am as fub- 
ci Bard. \ M ‘ith Eggs Sit ? . = ject to heat as Butter: a Man of continual diffolution, 
; Fal. Simple of it félf?-Ple no Pullet-Sperm in ‘my | and thaw : it Was ami iracle to {cape fuffocation. And in 
than haif 


Evan. Peace, your tat 
Will Pulcher. 


] 
| 
| 
3 


Will. A VPeeble. 


prain. 
W: ill. Lapis. 
eh va. 
at does lend ° 


Tt Cies. 


Oui. Poulcats? there are fairer things than Pouleats, | Mif. Page. Indeed? 
fore . fs £ ” Bord, No cer tain : fpe ak louder: 
Ba vaviae ‘You are a very fimp citv oman: I pray you Mi - Pas ge. 4 ru} y Lat n fe gla 
y} > Lan ad you have no body 
peace. VV hat is ( Lapis) William ° Mi. Burd. Why a 
va ai 
Will, A tone | ia 5 Mil. Page. W Le woman, your husband is in his old. 
Evan. And whatis aStone (William § Ines again: he fo tak i 
es on y onder with my husband, {0 


Evan. No , itis Lap. 


“‘Vhatis a good 11% illiam: 


viata tata elas GOOD: 


re Be a Ee eS i 
| 48 I be merry Wives of “Win " 
he’ 1 hai umes, and cool’d gle wing hot, in that fe rge lik ca | iil. Articles are Louewed sereun: ere be i 
hink of that : hifling hot, think of that (Ma- thus, declined, Sig1 lay iter Ke minatico: bic, Lae, OCC | § 
; fe 
in < Prote 
it then is § defperate : You'll wi 
ma 
Fa! ft om: Lwill be thrown. into ae as I ihe k 
have been. into Thames, ere 1 will leave ber thus; her if 
| husband isthis morning § | have recet ived | M 
f-om her another ambaflie of meeting : *twixt eight anc | | ti M 
Matter Brecm. ) | will. ) 
Cy Sir. Evan., Rem em | 2 
sme to my at ae And that’s a good roe, | but 
Come to me at your ‘ ai * j | ( {bi 
know how [ {peed th yall be crowned 
|. with your enjoying her: Asal all have her | . bel 
tae M after Broom ) Malters Broom, you fhail cuckold | 
1 fi Exit. | m. i. { M 
‘s this a Vifion? is this a drea : >| ‘€ enitive herum, haruva, horum. | 
ae .¢ Ford awake, awake Mafter Forc Alig Oui. Vengeance of Gin yes cafe ; fie on her: never | th 
st in your beft coat (Matter f d:) this | name her. ( child) if fre be a where. yt 
iti 1: this ‘tis to have Linnen, an nd Buck- | Eva. For fhame o’man. h 
iwi pocam. ai fe at lam: I Ou. You do itt to teach the child fuch words: he: 
wi Leacher: heis it at my houle: he cannot teaches him to hic, and to hac ; which theyll do foft ¢ c| 
(cal - is impoflible he 1 ae he cannot creep into pnough o of themfélves, andto call horum : fie upon you. } bi 
| hait penny purie, norainto, a 1 Pe pper-box : Butleft the | Evan. O’man, artthon Lunaties : ? haft thou no un 
Devil that guides him, Cash aid him, 1 will. fearch im- | derftandings for thy Cafes, and the numters of the G enet 
|, offible places +, the what Lam, | cannot avoid ; yet to Nae thou art aol ifh Chriftian creaturesas 1 woul td \P 
i se what | would not, fheil not inal emetame: if. [have | - 4 
corns, tomake one mad, let the proverb go with me, | tel . Page Prethee hold thy peace. } t 
| be hor vmad. in. Shew me now (Willicm ) fome declenfions ofj A 
| Excunt \your Pronouns. | 
Will. Forfooth, [have forge. 
so eee Eva. It is Qui, Gue, gued ; if you forget your Quies | d 
your Ques, and your Quods, you mutt be preeches : Go o| é 
; 3 your ways, acta play, 20. 
Actus Cuartus. Scena Prinid. M, Pa. He isa better Scholar then Ithought he was. 
Eva. He is a good {prag memory : Farewell. AZ Pa. | 
Ser yh ie os er irae ae Mi. Page. Adieu good Sir Hugh. 
Enter Miprefs } Duickly MW liam, Lvanse Get you home boy, Come we flay too long. Exes at | 
4 Mil. Page. Ishe atM. Fords already think’ft thou? | 
Lat Qui, Sure he is by this ; or wl be prefently ; but tru-| — POR A i a EHR TES j & 
i ly he is very couragi ious mad, bout his throwing into : 
g the water. Miftrefs Jor Jdelives you tocome fad denly. | Sc 5 A | 
i Mif, Page. Vie be with her by and by: Ile but bring cend secundd. 
g ee young man here to$chool: look where’ his M hatter | ; | 
i ic comes, fea playing-day 1 fe: how now Sir Hugh, no} Enter Falpaffe, Mil Ford, Mil. Page, Ser rere 
af 10 is { . y ya : 4 = 4 . 
z = "Matter Slender is let the boys leave to plays Page; Caius, Evans » Shalle 
| O lef ing of, his heart 
| ..24i Page. Sir Hue gh, My Husband fays my Son pro- Fal- Atiftre(s Ford, your forrow hath eaten up my (ks ) 
' fits nothing in the world at his Book : { pray you a ask i ferance; | fee you are obfequious in your love. and T pro- 
: him fome queltions in his Accidence fels requital toa hairs breadth, not only Mi east Ford, in| | 
Eva. Come hither William shold up) your head;come.| the fimple office of love, but in all the accouftrement, 
Mif. Paze.. Come fittalr; hold up your head ; anfwer | complement, and ceremon y of it: but are you fure o | 
\your Mat ter, be not afraid. epee bisb band now ¢ . : 
Evan. William, how many Numbers is in ‘Nouns? } Mu i. Ford. He’sa birding ( fweet fir ‘fobn. ) | 
aS Two. | Mi: 1 Page. What hoa, gofl p Bord w hat hoa 
Qui, Truly, 1th rought there had been one Number| Mil. Ford. St ep into th ‘chamber, Sir Feby. Rey Enter: 
more, becaut fe they fay, ,od’s Nowns. | Mi. Page. How now ( {weet hear j who’s at home 


i befides your felf? 


Whatis € Fair ) "liam ? 
if, Ford: Why none but mine own people, 


lings. 


rails againft all married 

12 mankind ; e 
1 pray you remember in your daughters, of what D ) a 

; complexion foever: and 
himfelf on the f er ae 

ore-head : crying eer-0 

bee any madnefs I ev ee ee 
5 er yetb eheld, fem "d but tamenefs, 


») civil ity, and patience to thi 
1S hi > dift 8] 
(outs pladebe Go Kuietir is hor (Sa: mper he is in now: 


$3 


what is he (7 lliam 


e ae 
a sa ej ' 
ae ZL be merry Wives of W indfor. 4g. | 
i Sis F PRESS a CoRR AER ARR ia DA Re eine 
Mit. Ford. Why do's he talk of him ? it saute obey him: quic Pd ee 
Mi: Page. OF none but him, and {wears he. was car-} 18 er. Come, come, tal an 
| ried out the lafttime he fearch’d for him, in a Basket:{ 2 Ser. Pri ay heaven it be not full of the Knight again | 
| Protefts to my husband he is now here, and hath drawn} — 1 Ser. I hopenot, I had as lief bear fo much Lead 
| him and the reft of their company from their {port, to}  Ford/Tbut ifit prove true (Malier Page) have you any | 
make another experiment of his fafpition: But lam ome: vay. thento unfool meaga in 2 Set down the ec villain: | 
the knight is not here ; now he fhall {ee his own fo sle- | fomebod dy call my wife: Youthina Baskes fvor Pan. | 
ry. , derly € Rafcals, there’ 1 knot: : : ony 
Mif. Ford. How near is he,Miftris Page ? icy ag eet Now fhal! tke 1 
Myf: Page. Hard by, at ftreets end,he will be here anon. | \ Wife I fay : Come, come for hat honett | 
M if. Ford. I'am undone, the Knighri here. j clothes youfend for to ble 
Mil. - Page. Why then you are utterly rand, and he’s} . Pa. y, this pafles’ Mr. Ferd: you are not to so | 
but a dead man. Whata woman are you? away with) loofe any longer,you muft be pinnion’d a 
him, away with him: Better fl > than murther. |} Evans. Why, thisis Eun icks: tl m2d as a mad} 
Mil. Ferd. Which way fhould 6 mang How. fhould! | 
x beftow him? Shall I put him into the be i | iM. Li 
Fal. No, ’le come no more i’th Basket : i ti Ford. So fay T roc Miftris | 
May Jnot go out erehe come? | Fora I, thie t wo he vertuous | 
Mil. Page. Alas: three of Mafter Fords brothers watch | creature, ue t | ath fi er husband <1: 
ete the door with Piftolls, ‘that none fhall iffue out: otherwife.| fufpect without caufe ( Oo] 
you might flip away ere he cdme: Buc what make you | Ms iif. Ford, Heaven Me my witnels you do,ifyou fufp 
here? me in any difhoneétty: 
he Fal. What thall ldo? Yle creep up into the chimney..; Ford, Well-faid brazen-face, hold it out: Comie forth | 
fhe Mi. Ford. There they always ufe, to difcharge their | firral l. 
\ Birding-pieces: creep into the Kill-hole. 
Fal. Where is it? u not afham’d, let the cloathes alone. | 
Coy Mi: Ford. He willfeek there on my word: Neither | anon. 
Prefs, Cofier, Cheft, Trunk, Well, Vault, but he hath | ans.” Ti e le: will you také up vour wives | 
an abftract for theremembrance of {uch places, and goes|cloathes? Come, at : 
to them by his Note: There is no hiding you in the; . Ford. Empty the Baske 
ne houfe. b Mil. Fe $3 Vi hy man, why 
; Fal. Ple go out ther. | Ford 4. Matter Z ‘a 1, thére u ¥ gst 
Mi: Ford. If you go outin your own femb on Ate vey’ d out of my eae yefterday. in the Basket: why 
die Sir Fubz, unlefs you go out difguis’d. How might we | not he be there again ? i ioufé Tam fure he is: 
difguife him ? F ntelligence y jealoufieis reak luck n 
Mi: Page. Alafs-the-day 1 know not, there is no wo out all the Site en : 
ua mans Gownbi ig enough. for him: otherwife he 1 ight put Mil: Ford. IF y vit find a tian there, he fhall die a Flea 
a ona Hat, a Mufiler, a Kirchiff, and fo efcape. death: 


Fal. Good hearts devife fomething: any extremity, 


Pag te Here’s no man. 
rather than mifchief. 


Shat. By my fidelity’ this is not well Mr. Ford: This } 


Mi: Ford. My! 3% ls Aunt, the fat woman of Brain- wrongs you. | 
ford, bee: a Gown above van. M. Ford. you ‘Hult pray, and not follow the | 
+ | Mi. Page. On my word it will ferve pe ety at s0aNs of your own heart: this is yealouties 
r Ford. Well, he’s musa re | fe ; 
| too: run up Sir Fobn. Pa nor 


Mif. Ford. Go, go, {weet Sir Fobn: Mifris Page and 


[ will look fome 2 Jinnen fot your head. 
Mil, Page.€ ets ult we'll come drefS you ftraight: 
as onthe Gown the while. ~ 2 ord, that “ 
(. Ford. 1 would my husband:would meet-him in this | Wi fives Le emman. : Satisfié me-once more, once moré fearc 
Aes he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford: he | with me : 


not what! feek, fhew no cok 
me for ever be your Ta ble-fpo 


St § 
big ashe is: and there’s her thrumb Hat, and h 


{wears fhe’s a Witch, forbad her my houfe, and hath} | A“ Fi vd. What hoa (Miftris, Pagey come you and | 
threatned to beat her. ithe old woman aon own: my Husband will come into the'| 
Mi. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cudgell jc Chamber. st 
and the Devi! guide his cudgell afterwards. | Ford. Old womane what ol! hat ¢ 
Mil; Ford. Butis my usband coming ? Mif- Ford: VVhy itis my Maids ord, 
Mi’ Page. lingood fadnefs is he, anc d talks of the. Baf- Ford. A VVitch, a Quean, an olk zening { ' ean | 
ket too, howfoever he hath had intelligence. | Have I not forbid her my foufe?- She comes of “Tran | 
Mf) Ford. We'll try that; for Ple appoint my men j | do’s the ? vs are fimple men, we do not | s| 
tocarry he basket again, to mnieet him atthe door with broug he to pafs ender the pt -ofeffion of Fortune telling. | 
it, - si i did laft time. She works by “C harms, by Spells, by th Ficure, and fich | 
| Ady}. 1 a a bat he'll be. here prefently : let’s ¢ go|dawbry as thisis, beyond our Element: we know no. | 
é ke the Witch of Brainford. i ching. Come down you VVitch, you Hag you, come | 
Mi. Ford. Vie firt dire my men, what th ey fhall | dot wn I fay, 3 < ae | 
do with the Basket: Go up, Ile bring linnen for him Mil. Ford. | 
vet is : : * eelicy men, Jet him not t fie ¢ th 1€ old. .w | 
a if. Page. Hang him difhoneft Varlet, Mil. Pa 
“al We a nnot os him enough : hand. 
ee ; ; ’ O: Hag, you Bappage.s you Po ulc car.y you Runnin ie. outlet 
i ef We a not ae, that often Yen: and nae conjure you, le Fortune-tell. you, 
pul” . PTisold, but true, ftill Swine eats all the draugh. a : Exit Kal 
ciel “Mi. Ford. Go fits, take the Basket again on your Mi. Page. Are vou not afham’d 2 Bie So 
a fhoulders: your Matter is hard at door: if hie bid you fer | 1 chink you have kill d the poor woman, 
‘ab 


E Gf. Forte 


——" 


The merry Wives of Windior. 


a 
| 
\ 
\ 
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— Tie well. *tis well e: 
Sat PF - ge -redit for Pave. Tis well, *tis well, no more : 
al Rarde Ni ] it, *tis a goodly credit a in fabmifli in off 

Mil. bord. Nay he willdo it, 8 Re not extream in fubmiflion, as in offence, 
you. But let our plot go forward: Let our Wives 
Paras iiees Titel ; east ick fj 

Ford. Hengher Witch. » . eartenh | Yer once again (to make us publick fport 
| Evans. By yea, and no, I think the o’man is a Witch | Yet once again (1 Tien id we aa 
wT. | like not when a o’man has a great peard; Ifpie | Appointa meeting with this old fat fellow, 
| | like not when é Where we may take him, ard difgrace him for it. 

Ford. Thereisno better way than that-they {poke of- 
| : Page. How? to fend him word they'll meec him in the 
Park at midnight? Fie, fie, he’ll never come 

Evan. You fay he hath been thrown into the River: 
Exeunt.| and has been grievonfly peaten, as an old .o' man = "me 
thinks there fhould be terroursin him,thathe fhould not 
he beat} come: Methinks his fleth is punifh’d, he fhall have no 
defires. 

Page. So think I too- 
seamen Na M. Ford. Devife but how you'll ufe him when he comes. 
ore the Altar, it hath done meritorious Iervice- And let us two devife to bring him thither 
$ “Mil Ford. What think you? May we with the warrant And = OR a nese fey, ak pith Le 

Teer Hood and the witne(s of a good conicience,| — 4. -F age. There 1s an ‘oid. tals BOee that lerme file 

of V ee - y€ cov ur preven? Hunter (fometime a Keeper in Windjor Forreft) 

urfue him with any further revenge * ae | Doth all the Winter time at ftill of midnight 
: afi Pace. The fpirit of wantonnels Is fare fcar’d out | hor! ee ae Beat ence? 

f sity f the Devil have him not in fee-fimple, with fine | W as round abalt 5 Oak, “an 8 ragg’d horns, 
" . if the Devil hi AT IC re ae | And there he blafts the tree, and takes the Cattel 
scavery, he will never, Ithink, in the way of walle, |“ Dig TO Tee df : 
and recovery, h ’ , And makes milch-kine yield blood, and fhakes a chain 
ina mott hideous and dreadful mannez. 
ferved © mé You have heard of fuch a fpirit, and well you know 
fervec ms woe . a 7 trions idle-headed-F/d - 

Mil. Page Yes, by all means: if it be but to fcrape the opis yepeny eA sist 

_ Mi, Page: YES; DY sin: if they can find in | Receiv’d, and did deliver to our age 
figures out of your husbands brain: if they can linc This tale of Herne the Eh B 
their hearts, the poor unvertuous fat Knight fhall be any | 4 el ga Herve the Hunter for a truth. 

¢ nd a . tens tg W s » Wi c ‘ I - 
farther afflicted, we two will fill be the miniiters. | nh - BY yet there peisthy not Magy, that dofear 

, 2 : . a hs I + oan . . 

Myf Ford. Vie warrant they'lhave him publickly fham’d, | a ege Bee = wak eee ere 
and methinks there would be no period to the jelt,fhould al Hae Si is j i 
SS clicky nail: Mil. Ford. Marry this is our device, 
ie pu KAY Beeees . c State : ‘ 4 e vj 
Mit Page. Come t0 the Forge withit, then fhape it: That Fal tafe at that Oak apes meet with us. 
I would not have things cool, Exeunt.| 7 08° me elf, Tet ie ene eee o ei be mae 
And in this fhape when you have brought him thither, 
What fhall be done with him ? Whatis your plot ? 

M Page. That likewile have we thought upon,and thus: 

Nan Page(my daughter) and my little.Son, 
And three or four more of their growth, we’l drefs 
Like Urchins, Ouphes, and Fairies, greenand white, 
With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads, 
And Rattles intheir hands; upon a fudden, 
As Falffaffe, fhe, and I, arenewly met, 
Let them from forth a Saw-pit rufh at once 
With fome diffuféd fong: Upon their fight 
We two, in great amazednefS will flie : 
Then let them all encircle him abour, 
And Fairy-like to pinch the unclean Knight ; 
And ask him why that hour of Fairy Revel, : 
In their fo facred paths, he dares to tread 
In fhape prophane. 
Ford. Andtillhe tell the truth, 
Let the fuppofed Fairies pinch him found, 
And burn him with their Tapers, 
M. Page. The truth being known, 

ae y ~C s ip ~ + © 
We'llall prefent our felves ; dif horn the fpirie, 
And mock him home to Wind/or. 

Ford. The Children muft 
Be practis’d well to this, or they’fl ne’r do’r. 
SoH 741 Ar 5 Ss ~ 1 > 

orp teach the children their behaviours: and 

will be likea Jack-a-napes alfo, to burn the Knight with 
my ‘Taber. 

Ford. That will be exceflent, 
lle go buy them vizards. 

: Mif- Page. My Nan fhail be the Queen ofall the Fairies, 
finely attired in arobe of white. 

Page. That filk would | go buy, and in that time 
Shall M. Slender ftealmy Nan away, 

And marry her at Eaton: go, fend to Falfaffe ftrai 
Fo rd. N r ie 4 2 . ; a" al} : raight. 
Ford. Nay, le'to him again in name of Broom, 
He'll tell me all his purpofe: fire he’! come, 
Mi: Page. Fear not you that : 
And tricking for your Fairies. 
Evans. Letusabout it, 


indeed : r ni 
1 great peard under his Mutter. cae ee 
red. Witl you follow Gentlemen, | befeech you fol | 
low: fee but che iflue of my jealoufie: If Tory out thus | 
upon no tryal, never truft me when I open again. 

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further : 


Come Gentlemen. neat 
Mil, Page. Trust mehe beat him moft pitiuuy. 
zy : ; ; nr: 
eMil. Ford. Nay by th’Mafs that he did not: 
him mott unpitifully, me thougnt. ei cee 
Mill Page. V’le have the cudgel hallow’d , an¢ hung 


> ae 


attempt us again 
Mil urd. Shatl we tell our husbands how we have 


- epee 


Scena Tertia. 


ce 


Enter Hoft and Bardolfie. 


Bar. Sir, the German defires to have three of your 
horfes: the Duke himfelf will be to morrow at Court,and 
they are going to meet him. 

Es, What Duke fhould that be comes fo fecretly ? 
[hear not of him in the Court: let me fpeak with the 
Gentlemen, they fpeak Engli{b- 

Bar. Sir? Ve call them to you. 

Host. They fhall have my horfes, but le make them 

av : Pe fawce them, they hav< had my houfes a week at 
command: | have tutn’d away my other guefts, they muft 
come off, ’le fawce them, come. Exeunt. 


en RN Peto) an ag tt) s.r ns 
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ee cera a ae 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Page, Ford, Miftris Page, Miftris Ford, 
and Evans, 


Evans: Tis one of the beft difcretions of a o’man as 
ever I did look upon. ‘ 
Page. And did he fend you both thefe Letters at an in- 


ftant ¢ 
Mi. Page. Withina quarter of an hour. : 
Ford.Pardonme (wife) henceforth do what thou wilt : 
L rather will fafpeét the Sun with gold, 
‘Then thee with wantonnefs; Now doth thy honor ftand 
(in him that was of late an Heretick,) 
As firm of faith. 


Go get us properties 


a rte A SOCIO 
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Itis admirable pleafires, and ferry honeft knaveries. 
Mif. Page. Go Mil. Ford, a 

Send quickly to Sir fobn, to know his mind: 

le tothe Doctor, he hath my good will, 

And none but he to marry with Naz Page : 

That Slender (though well landed) is anIdeot: 

And he, my Husband beft of all affects: 

The Doétor is well money’d, and his friends 

Potent at Court: he, none but he fhall have her, 

Though twenty thoufand worthier come to ee 

‘ uxt, 


Scena Quinta. 


| 
| 
| 
t 
| 
Sea eee eee aE GM eae SOREN 


Enter Hoft, Simple, Falftaffe, Bardolfe, Evans, 
Cajus, Quickly. 


Hoff: What would’ft thou have ? (Boor) what? (thick- 
skin) fpeak; breathe, difcuf : brief, fhort, quick, fnap. 

Sim. Marry fir, Lcome to {peak with Sir ‘fobs Fal- 
faffe from M. Slender. j 

Hof. There’s his Chamber, his Houf, his Caftle, his 


the ftory of the Prodigal, frefhand new: go, knock and 
call: he'll fpeak like an Anthropophaginian unto thee : 
Knock I fay. 

Sim. "There’s anold woman, a fat woman gone up in- 
to his Chamber: I lé-be fo bold-as fta¥, fir, till fhe come 
down : I come tofpeak with her indeed 

Hbft. Ha? a fat woman? The Knight may be robb’d: 
Tle call, Bully-Knight, Bully-Sir' Foun: fpeak from thy 
Lungs Military: Art thou there? It isthine Hoff, thine 
Ephefian calls. 

Fal. How now, mine Hoft ? ; : 

Hoft. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar tarriés’ the coming 


her defcend: my Chambers are honourable: Fie, priva- 
cy ? Fie. 


now with.me, but fhe’s gone. 

Sim. Pray you fir, Wwas’t not the wife woman of 
Brainford? 
_ Fal. 1 marry. was it (Muffel-fhell) what would you 
with her ? Ni 

Sim. My Mafter (Sir), my Mafter Slender fent to Her, 
feeing her go through the ftreets, to know (Sir) whether| 
one Nim (Sir) that beguiled him of a chain, had the 
chain, or no. 

Fal. 1 fpake with the old woman about it. 

Sim. And what fays fhe, I pray Sir ¢ 


begui’d Matter Sleader of his‘Chain, cozen’d him of 
it. 

Sim. I would. L could have fpoken, with the woman 
her felf, Thad other things to have fpoken with her too, 


Fal. What are they ? let us know. 
Hoff. 1, come: quick. 

Fa/. I may not conceal them (fir) 

Hoff. Conceal them, or thou di'ft+' 

Sim. Why fir, they Were’ nothing but about '‘Miftris 
dune Page, to know if it were my Matters fortune to have 


Fal.’ Tis, *tis his fortune. 
Sim. What Sir. & 32 
Fal. To have her; or no: go; fay the woman toldme 


‘Sim. May Tbe bald to fay’, fir? 
Fal. { fir: like who more bold. 


down of thy fat woman: Let her defcend (Bully) ler) am undone : flye, run: hnand cry (villane) lam undone. 


' Fal. There was (mine Hoft) an old fat woman’ even been cozened and beaten too ; if it fhould come to the ear 


Birkin ae SES ee 
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Sim. (thank your worfhip: I fhall make my matter 
glad with thefe-tidings. e 

of. Thou art clarkly: thou art clarkly (Sir cha ) 
was therea wife woman with thee? 

Fal. 1, that there Was (mine Hof?) one that hath 
taught me more wit, than ever Llearn’d before in my life: 
and | paid nothing for it neither, bue was paid for my 
learning. 


Enter Bardclph. 
Bar. Out alas (fir) cozenage: meer cozenage: 
_ Hoff. Where be my horfes? {peak well of them, vat- 
letto 
for fo foon asl 
came beyond. Eaton, they threw me off from behind 
one of them in.a flow of myre; and fer fjurs, and 
awa like three German-Devils ; three Doctor. Faz- 
feuffes 
Host. They are gone but to meet..the Duke (villain ) 
do not fay they be fled: Germanes aré honeit men. 
Enter Ev 
Evan. Where is mine Hast ¢ 
Host, What is the matter fir ¢ 
Evan, Havea care of your entertainments: there is a 
friend of mine come to town, tells me there is three Co- 
zen-Jermans that bas cozen’d al] the H.sts of Reading: ,of 
Maidenhead , t, of horfes and money ; I tell 


Bar. Runaway with the cozeners: 


we 
elie J 


of Colee Brooks 


Pr : “ ° s £ hpi “11 6 re re mn are une ane 
Standing-bed and Truckle-bed: ’tis painted about with | you tor good will (look you) you are wife, and full of| 


gibes, and viouting-ftocks: and tis. not convenient you 
fhould be cozened, Fare you well. Exit. 


Host. Here (Mafter Doétor) in perplexity and doubtful 
delemma. 

Cai: Vcannot tell vat is dat : butit is tell-a-me, dat you 
make a grand preparation fora Dude de ‘famany :: by my 
trot: der is no Duke datthe Court is know, to come: [ 
tell you for good will: adieu: 


; 
Enter Cajus. 
Cai. Ver’is mine Heft de fartecr? 


Exit; 
Hoft. Huy and cry (villane) go: aflift me Knight, 1 


’ Exit. 
Fal. lwould-all the world might be.cozen’d, for I have 


of the Courtphow1 have beentransformed ; and how my 
transformation hath been, wath’d and. cudgel’d, they 
would melt’me out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor 
Fifhermens boots with me: i warrant they would whip 
me with their fine wits;-till. 1 were as creit-faln as adri’d 
ear: I never: profper’d, fince I forfwore my {elf at Prime: 
ro: well, if smy- wind were but long enough.,,1 would re- 
pent: Now ? whence come you ? 

: Enter Quickly... « 

Qu. From the two pasties forfooth. 
Fal, The Devil take-one party, and his Dam the other: 


en en AS TT LT NE OC ee 


Fa]. Marry fhe fays, that the very fame man that and fo they fhali be both beftow’d; I have fuffer’d more j 


for their-fakes , more than the villanous inconftancy of F 
mans difpofition is able to bear. 

Dui. And have: not they fuffer’d ?, Yes, J warrant, 
fpecioufly one of them; Miftris Foxd/ good:heart) is beaten 


Fal. What-tell it thou,me.of black and blew ? J was 
beaten my felfintoall the colours of the Rain bow : and | 
; 
{ 
} 


from him. en and blew,that you Gannor fee a white fpot,abont her 
| 


| Twas like to be. apprehended, for che \\ itch of Brainfird, 


butthat my admirable dexterity of wit,my counterfeiting 
the action of an old Woman deliver’d me, the Knave 
Conttable had fet me ith’ Stocks, ith’ common Stocks for | 


Fal. Come upinto my Chamber. Exeunt. 


Stena 


E 2 


ore 


% 


i 


a 


Scena Sexta. 
Enter Fenton, Holt. 


Host. Matter Fenton, 


1 
} 
| vy: 1 will give over all. 
|” Fen. Yet hear me fpeak : ‘aflift me in my purpofe, 
And (asfam a Gentleman) Vle give thee 
A hundred potind in gold, more than your lofs: 
Hof. 1 willhear you (Matter Fenton) and I will 
leaft) keep your counfel. 
Fen. From time to time, I have acquainted you 
- With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page, 


ee mutually, hath anfwer’d my affection, 


(at 


(So far forth, as her felf might be her chufer). 
Evento my with; J havea letter from her 
Of fuch contents, as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereof, fo larded with my matter, 
That neither fingly can be manifefted 

Withoutthe thew of both: fat Sir ‘Fobn Falfaffe 
Hath a great Scene; the image of the jeft 

[le thew you here at large (hark good mine Hos#:) 
Tonight at Hernes Oak, juft “twixt twelve and one, 
Muft my fweet Naz prefent the Fairie Queen: 
The purpofe why, ishere? in which difguife 

While other jefts are fomething rank on foot, 

Her father hath commanded her to flip. 

Away with Slender, aad with him at Eaten 
Immediately to marry : She hath confented : Now Sir, 
Her mother, (even ftrong againft that match, 

And firm for Doétor Caias) hath appointed 
That he fhall likewife thuffle her away, 

While other {ports are tasking of their minds, 

And at the Deanry, where a Prieft attends 
Straight marry her: to this her mothers plot 

She ({eemingly obedient) likewife hath 

Made promife to the Doctor : Now thus, it refts, 
Her father means fhe fhall be all in white; 

And inthat habit, when Slender fees his time 

To takeher by the hand; and bid her go, 

She fhall go with him: her Mother hath intended 
(The better to devote her to the Doctor ; 

For they muft all be mask'd and vizarded ) 

‘That quaint in green, fhe that! be loofe enrob’dy 
i With Ribands-pendant, flaring ‘bout her head ; 
And when the Doétor fpies his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the hand, and’on that token, 
|The maid hath given confent to go with him. 

Host. Which means fhe to’ deceive ¢ Father, or 
ther 2 : 

Fen. Both (my good Holt) to go along with me, 
And here it refts, that youl procure the Vicar 
To ftay for me at Church, ’rwixt’ twelve and one, 
And inthe lawful name of marrying, 

To give our hearts united ceremony. 


TREE SRRE oe 


+L ae PABA SEAS ONE PIES PRISE 


Bring you the Maid, you fhafl not lack a Prieft. 
Fen. So {hall | evermore be bound to thee; 


Befide, Ple make a prefent recompence- 


eR 


i Attus: Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Falftafie, Quickly, and Ford. 


Fal. Prethee no more pratling: go, le hold, this 


. c a a wis chn alpina TELAT 3 _ = 
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talk nottomé, my mind is hea-}ders. 


Host. Well, husband your device ; Ile to the Vicar, 


Exeunt- 


en 


_ 


ny 


| nativity, chance, or death: aw 

| Qui. Ve provide you a chain, andl’le do what le 
| get youa pair of horns. 

| Fal. Away! fay, time wears, hold up your head anid 
| mince. Hownow M. Broom? Matter Brocm, the matter 
| will be known to night, or never Be you in the Park 
| about midnight, at Herves-Oak, and you fhall fee won: 


ay, 


| 


Ford. Went you not to her yefterday (Sir) as you told f 
‘me you had appointed ° 
Fal. 1 went to her (Matter Broom) as you fee, likea 
| poor-old-man ; But I came from her ( Matfter Broom) like 
the | a poor-old-woman; that fame Knave (Ford her husband) 
hath the fineft mad Devil of jealoufie in him (Matter. 
Broom) that ever govern’d Frenzie. I willtell you, he béat 
me grievoutly, inthe shape of awoman: (for in the fhape 
of a man (Mafter Broom) I fear not Goliah with a Wea- § 
vers beam, (becaufe I know alfo, life is a Shuttle) I am 
in hafte, goalong with me,l’le tell you all (Mafter Broom:) 
fince I pluckt Geefe, played trewant, and whipt top, 1| 
knew not what ‘twas to be beaten, till lately. Follow me'| 
f 
I 


le tell you ftrange things of this Knave Ford, on whem 
to night { will be revenged, and I will deliver his wife | 


Follow, ftrange things in hand (Mafter 


as 
+ 


into your hand. 


Broom) follow. Exeun 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Page, Shallow, Slender. 


Page. Come, come : we'll couch ith Caftle-ditch ,f 
till we fee the light of our Fairies. Remember fon Slender, 
‘my daughter. 

Slen. | forfooth, 
nay-word how to know one another. 
white, and cry Muri; fhe cryes Budget, 
know one another. 

Shal. That’s good too: but what needs eitier your 
Mum, or her-Budget ? The white will decipher her well} 
enough. It hath ftruck ten a’clock: 

Page. The night is dark, Light and Spirits will become 
4t well: Heaven profper our {port. No man means evil 
but the Devil, and we fhall know him by his horns. Let’s 
away : followme. inéaee 


Ihave fpoke with her, and we have a 
lcome to her in 
and by that we 


Mo- 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Mift. Page, Mift. Ford, Caius. 


Mi: Page. Mr. Doctor, my daughter is in green, when 
you fee your time, take her by the hand, away with her 
to the Deanry, and difpatch it quickly: go before into 
the Park: we two muft go together, ie 

Cai. I know vat have to do, adieu. Exit 
~ Mif. Page. Fare you well (fr) my husband will not re- 
Jorse fo mucly at the abufe of Falfaffe, as he will chafeat 
the Doctors marrying my danghter: But ’tis no matter ; 
better a little chiding, thana great deal of heart- break. 

Mif: Ford. Where is Nan now? and her troop of Faic| 
ries? and the Welch Devil Herne ? a 4 
Mi: Page: They are all couch’d i i 
ge: ch’d.in a pit hard Ly 
; y are 2 1ard-by Aernes 
rey bes ons d Lights; which at the very as of 
alftaffes and our meeting, they will ator ‘iplay to th 
; <a if] ato j lav b 
fiche J at once difplay - ee 
tif 


isthe 


>. = = 
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Mil. Ford. That cannot ehncia eaane Bie 
Mif, Page. If be be not amaz’d he will be mock’d: If 
he be amaz’d, he will be mock'd. 
Mil. Ford. We'll betray him, finely. 


Mi. Page. Againft fuch Lewditers, and their Lechefy, 
Thofe that betray them do no treachery. 

Mi. Ford. The hour draws on: to the Oak, to the 
Oak Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Evans and Fairies 


parts: be pold (I pray you) follow me into the pit, and 
when | give the watch-’ords : do asI bid you: come,come 
trib, trib. ; 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Falftaffe, Miftris Page, Mifris Ford, Evans, 
Anne Pagé, Fairies, Page, Ford, Quickly, 
Slender, Fenton, Caius, Piftoll. 


Fal. The Windfcr Bell hath ftruck rwelve: the Minute 
draws on: Now the hot-bloodied-god affift me: Remem- 
ber Fove, thou waft a Bull for thy Europa, Love fet on 
thy horns. O powerful Love, that in fome refpects 
makes a Beafta Man: in fome other a Man, a Beaft. You 
were alfo (Fupiter) aSwan, for the love of Leda: O omni- 
potent Love, how near the God drew to the complexion 
of a Goofe: a faultdone firft in the form of a Beaft, (O 
Fove, a beaftly fault: ) and then another fault, in the 
femblance of a Fowl, think on’t ( Fove ) a foul-faule. 

{When gods have hot backs, what fhall poor men do ? 
For me, I am here a Windjor Stag, and the fatteft (1 
think) ?ththe Forreft. Send me a cool rut-time (Fove) 
or who can blame me to pifs my Tallow? Who comes 
here ? my Doe ? 

M. Ford. Sir pen Artthou there (my Deer? ) 

My male-Deer ? 

Fal, My Doe with thé black Scut? Let the skie rain Po- 
tatoes: let it thunder, to thé tune of Green-fleeves, hail- 
kifling Comfits, and faow Eringoes: Let there come a 
tempeft of provocation, I will fhelter me here. 

es ord Miftris Page iscome with me ({weet ahi 

1. Divide me like a Brib’d-Buck, each a Haunch: 
wil — my fides'to my felf, my fhoulders for the eilot 
of this walk; and my horns! bequeath your husbands 
Am I a Woodman, ha? Speak I jlike Herve the Hunter ? 

Why, now is Cupid a‘child of Confcience, he makes relti- 
tution. Aslama truedpirit, welcome. 

M. Page. Alas, what noife? 

M. Ford. Heaven forgive our fins. 

Fa/. What fhould this be? 

M, Ford. M. Page. Away, away. 

FaleI think the Divil will not haye me damn’d 
Leaft the Oy! that’s in me fhould fet hell on fire; 

He would never elfe crofs me thus. 


Enter Fairies. 


Qui. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, 
You Moon-fhine Revellers, and fhades of night, 
You Orphan heirs of fixed deftiny, 

Attend your office, and your quality. 

tier Hob-gobli1, make the Fairy O yes. 


| There pinch the Maids as blucas Bi lbery y; 
Our radiant Queen hates Sluts and $ 


| Ple wink and couch:. 
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Evans. Tfib, trib, Fairies: Come,and remember your In ftate as wholefom, asin ftate’tis fit, 


fe 
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Pif. Elves, 5, lift yo your names: Silence you airy toys: 
Cricket, to Windfor Chimneys {ita lethott leap: . 
Where firestbou find’it unrak’d, and Heatths urifwept; 


luteer y: 
“hey are Fairies, he that {peaks tothém fhail dié. 
Noman their works muftcye. 

Ew. Where’s Bede ? Go you,and where you find a Maid | 
That ere fhe fleep has thrice ber prayers {aid, 
ne e upthe Organs of her fantafie, 

op fhe as found as dacaleG infancy, 

Sut melanie that fleep and think not on their firis; 
Pinch them, arms; legs, backs, fhou! ders, fides and fhins. 

ui. About, about : t 


| 
} 
Search Wix dor Caftle e(Eh res) within, and out 
| 
; 


dl 


Fal. T 


Strew good luck (Ouphes) on every facred roomy 
TVhaticmay ftand till the perpetual doom, 


Worthy the Owner, and the Owner it: 
The feveral Chairs of Order, look you fcowr, 
With juyce of Balm ; and every precious flowr; 
Each fair inftalment, Coat and fev’ral Creft, 
With loyal Blazon evermore be bleft. 
And nightly-medow-Fairies, look you fing 
| Like to the Garter-Compafs.in a Ring, 
Thexpreflure that it bears: Green let it be, 
More fertile frefh then all the field to fee : 
And, H ny Scit Qui Mat-y-I anfe,’ write 
In Emrold-tutfs Flowers, purp! e, blue, and white, 
Like Saphire-pearl, and rich Embroiderie, 
Buckled below fair Knight-hoods bending knee ; 
Fairies ufe Flowers for their Charac¢terie, 
Away, difperfe: But till ’tis onea clock, 
Our dance of cuftom round about the Oak 
Of Herne the Hunter, let us not forget. | 
Ev.Pray-you lock hand in hand,your felves in order fet: | 
And twenty Glow-worms fhal] our Lant-horns be 
To guide our Meafire round about the tree. 
But ftay, | fmell amanof middle earth. 
Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welch Fairie, 
Left he transform me to a piece of Cheefe. 
Pit. Vild worm, thou. wait ore-look’d even in thy 
birth. 
Qui. With tryal-fire touch me his finger end: 
IFhe be chafte, the flame will back defcend 


And turn him to no pain: butif he ftart, 
[t is the fleth of a corrupted heart. 
Pift Atryal, come. 


Evans. Come, will this wood take fire ? 

Fal, Oh, oh,-oh. 

Qui. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted indefire, 
About him (Fairies) fing a fedrnful Rime, 
And as you trip, ftil] ptnch him to your time. 


The Song: 
Fie on fir aful phantafie: Fie on Lust and Luxurie: 
Luft is but a bloody firey kindled svith unchaft defire. 
Fed in heart w hofe flames afpire, 
As thoughts do blow them higher and higher. 
Pinch him (Eairies) mutually : pinch him for bis Villanie. 
Pinch him, and burn him, and turn bim about, 
Till Candles, and Star-light, and Mocn-fhine be out. 


Page. Nay do not flye, I think J have watcht you 
now: Will none but Herne the Hunter fetve your 
turn? 

M. Page. 1 pray you come, hold up the jeft no higher. 
Now (good Sir ‘fobn) how like you Wind/or Wives? 
See you thefe husbands? Do not thefe fair Oaks 
Become the Forreft better then the Town? 

Ford. Now Sir, who’s a Cuckold now? 

Mr. Broom, Falftaff's a Knave, a Cuckoldly Knave, 

Jere are hishorns Mafter Broom: 

And Matter Broom, he hath enjoved nothing of Ford, 
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bue Ins buck-ba his Cudgel, and twenty pounds of 


hich muft be paid ro Mr. Broom, his horfes are 
- we could ne- 
ve again, but 


{am made an Afs. 


-oofs are extant. 


thought they were not 
.f my mind, the fuddain 


1iries, an 


furprize of m rs, drove the grofsnels of the fop- 


pery into. 4 
rime and sn thatthey were Fairies.. See now how 
witmay be medea Jack-a-Lent, wien tis upon ill im- 


Te, ferve Got, atid leave your 


airy Meg”. 
e you your jealouzies too, I pray you 
‘miftruft my wifeagain, till thou art 
able to wooe her in good Englifh. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the Sun arid dried 1t, | 
sat it wants matter to prevent fo grofs ore-reaching as 
2 am [ridden witha Welch Goat too? Shall i have 

of Frize2 ?Tis time were choak d with a 


ot 3 : fis - 
The merry Wrves of 


it of the teeth of all | 


if] putter. 

Fai. Seefe and Putter? Have I liv’d to ftand at the 
raunt of one that makes Fritters of Englifhe This. is e- 
jough to bethe decay of Luft and late-walking through 
the Realm. 

Mil, Page. Why Sir Fohn, do you think, though we 
would have thruft vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and fhoulders, and have given our felves without {cruple 
to hell, that ever the Devil could have made you our de- 
light. 

Fird. What, a Hodge-pudding ? A bag of Flax? 

Mi. Page: A puft man ¢ 

Page. Old, cold, wither’d, and of intolerable entrails ? 

Ford. And one thatis as flanderous as Satan? 

Page. And as poor as ‘Fob. 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife? 

Evan. And given to Fornications, and to Taverns, and 
Sack, and Wine, and Metheglin, and to drinkings, and 
fwearings, and faring ? Pribbles and prabbles ? 

Fal. Well, Lam your Theame: you have the ftart of 

me, I am dejeCted: 1 am not able to anfwer the Welch 
Flannel, Ignorance it felf is a Plummet ore me, ufe meas 
you will. 
"Ford. Marry fir, wee'l bring you to Windfor to one 
Mr. Broome, that you have cozen’d of money, to whom 
vou fhould have been a Pander: overand above that you 
save fuffer’d, I think,'‘to repay that money will be a bi- 
ting affliction. : 

Page. Yet be cheerful Knight, thou fhalt eat a Poflet 
co night at my houfe, where | will defire thee to laugh at 
my wife, that now laughs at thee : Tell her Mr. Slender 
hath married her daughter. 

Mis, Page. Doctors doubt that ; 

If Anne Page be my daughter, the is (by this) Doctor 
Caias’s wife. 
Enter Slender: 
Slew. Whoa hoe, hoe, Father Page, 


Pace. Son ? How now 2 How now fon, 
Ly 


Have you difparch’d ¢ 
Slen. Difpatch’d ¢ P 
on’t: would I were ha 
Page. Of what, fon? aes 
Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to Marry Mifiris «4ane 
Page, and fhee’s a great Jubberly, Boy. If ic had not been 


] ; ‘4 hin r 1 nnid hae 
ith’ Church, I would have fwing’d him, or he fhould haye 
fwine’d me. IfI did not think it had been Anne Page, 
. 2 
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would I might never ftir, and tis a Poft-mafters Boy. 
Page. Upon my life then, you took the wrong. : 
Slen. What need you tell me that 2 Ichink fo, when 


[took a Boy for a Gifl: If had been married to him, 
(for all he was in womans apparel) | would not have had 
him 

Pace. Why, this is your own folly, 

Did not Itell you how you fhould know my daughter 
By her garments ¢ 

Slen. Lwent to herin green, and cryd Mum, and fhe 
cry'd Budget, as Anneand | had appointed, and yet it was 
not Anne, but a Poft-mafters Boy. 

Mi/t. Page. Good George be not angry, I knew of your 
purpofe: turn’d my daughter into white, and indeed fhe 
is now With the Doctor at the Deanry, and there married. 

Enter Cajus. 

Caj. Ver is Miftris Page: by gar [am cozoned, I ha 
married one Garfoon, a Boe; oon Pefant, by gar. A Boy, 
itis not An Page, by gar, lam cozoned. 

M. Pages Why? did you take her in white ? 

Caj- Ibe gar, and ’tis aBoy : be gar, Ile raife all Wind- 


or. 
Ford. This is ftrange : Who hath got the right Anne? 
Page. My heart mifgives me, here comes M. Fenton. 

How now M. Fenton ¢ 
An. Pardon good father, good my mother pardon. 
Page. Now Miftris : 

How chance you went not with Me Slander ? 
Mi. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Doétor, Maid? 
Fen You do amaze her: hear the truth of it, 

You would have married her moft fhamefully, 

Where there was no proportion held in love : 

The truth is, fhe and I (long fince contracted) 

Are now fo fure that nothing can diffolve us : 

Th? offence isholy that fhe hath committed, 

And this deceit lofés the name of craft, 

Of difobedience, or unduteous title, 

Since therein fhe doth evitate and fhun 

A thoufand irreligious curfed hours 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon her! 
Ford. Stand not amaz’d, here is no remedy : 

In Love, theheavens themfelves do guide the ftate, 

Money buys Lands, and wives are fold by fate. 
Fal. 1am glad, though you have tane a fpecial ftand 

to firike at me, that your Arrow hath glane’d. “ 
Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give thee joy; 

what cannot be efchew’d, muft be embrac’d. 
Fal. When night-dogs run, all forts of Deer are chae’d. 
Mi. Pa. Well, twill mufe no further: M. Fenton 

Heaven give you many, many merry days : , 

Good husband, let us every one go home, 

And laugh this {port ore by a countrey fire, 

Sir Fohn and all. 
Ford. Letit be fo (Sir Fobn: ) 

To Matter Broom, you - 

som, you yet fhall hold your word. 


For he, to night fhall lye with Miftris Ford. Exeunt. 
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nter Duke, Efcalus, Lords. 

Duke. 
4) Scalus. 
Efca. My Lord.  (tiés to unfold 

Duke. Of government, the proper- 
Would feem in me t’affect {peech and 

(4ifcourfe. 

Since lam put to know, that your 
. 4 (own Science 
PLAMMUTNOIN Exceeds (in that)the lifts of all advice 
My ftrength can give you: Then no more remains. 
But thar, to your fufficiency, as your worth is able, 
And let them work: The nature of our people, 
Our Cities inftitutions, andthe Terms 
For Common Juftice, y’are as pregnant in 
As Art, and practife hath enriched any 
That we remember: There is our Commiffion, 
From which, we would not have you warp ; call hither, 
I fay, bid come before us Angelo: 
What figure of us think you, he will bear. 
For you muft know, we have with {pecial foul 
Elected him our abfence to fupply ; 
Lent him our terror, dreft him with our love, 
And given his Deputation all the Organs 
Of our own power: what think you of it? 

Efe. Ifany in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo fiich ample grace and honour, 
Itis Lord Angelo. 


Enter Angelo. 


Duke. Look where he comes. 

Ang. Always obedient to your Graces will, 
Icome to know your Graces pleafure. 

Duke. Angelo: 
There is akind of Charaétér in thy life, 
That to th’obferver, doth thy hiftory 
Fully unfold: Thy felf and thy belongings 
Are not thine own fo proper, as to waite 
Thy felf upon thy vertues; they on thee: 
Heaven doth with us, as we with Torches do, 
Not light them for themfelves: For-st our vertues 
Did not go forth of us, *twere all alike 
Asif wehad them not: Spirits are not finely touch’d, 
But to fine iffues: nor Nature never lends 
The {mafleft fcruple of her excellence, 
But like a thrifty goddefs, fhe determines 
Her felf the glory of a creditor, 
Both thanks and ufe; bure Ido bend my fpeech 
Toone that can my part in him advertife; 
Hold therefore Angelo: 
in our remove, be thon at foil, our felf: 
Mortality and Mercy in Vienna 
Live inthy tongue and heart : Old E/calus 
Though firft in queftion, is thy fecondary. 
"Take thy. Commiffion. 

Ang. Now good my Lord 
Let there be fome more teft made of my'mettle, - 
Before fo noble and fo great a figure 
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Be ftampt uponit. 
Duk. No more evafion : 
We have with a leaven’d' and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you; therefore take your honours : 
Our hafte from hence is of fo qnick condition, 
That it prefers it felf, and leaves unqueftion’d 
Matters ufneedful value : We fhall write to you 
As time, and our concernings fhall importune, 
How it goes with us, and do look to’ know 
What doth befall you here So fare you well: 
To th’hopeful execution do! leave you, 
Of your Commiffion. 
ang. Yet give leave (my Lord,) 
That we may bring you fomething on the way. 
Duk, My hafte may not admit it, 
Nor need you (on mine honour) have to do 
With any {cruple: your {Cope isas mine own, 
30 toinforce, or qualifie the Laws, 
As to your foul feems good: Give me your hand, 
"le privily away : | love the people, 
Butdo not like to ftageme to their eyes: 
‘Hougt it do well, 1.do not relith well 
‘heir loud applaufe, and aves vehement : 
Nordo I think the man of fafe difcretion 
hatdo’s affect it. Once more fare you well. 
Ang. The heavens give fafety to your purpofés. 
E/c. Lead forth and bring you back ih happinefs. 
Duke. [thank you, fare you well, Exit. 
Ec. Tthall defire you, Sur, to give me leave 
o have free {fpeech with you ; and it concerns me 
Co look into the bottom of my place: 
A powtr I have, but of what itrength and nature, 
I am not yet inftructed: : 
Ang. ’Tisfo with me: Let us with-draw together, 
And we may foon'our fatisfaction have : 
Touching that point 


Ejc. tle wait upon your honour. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda, 
Enter Lucio, and two other Gentlemen. 


Luc. If the Duke; with the other Dukes, come not to 
compofition with the King of Hungary, why then all the 
Dukes fall upon the King. 

1 Gent. Heaven grant usitspeace, but not the King of 
Hungartes. 

2 Gent. Amen. 

Luc. ‘Chou could’ft like the San&timonious Pyrat, that 
went to Sea with the ten Commandments, but {¢rap’d one 
out of the Table. 

2 Gent. Thou fhalt not fteal? 

LucéA, thavheraz’d, 

1, Gent. Why? "twas a Commandment to command 
the Captain and. all the reft from their functions: they 
put forth to fteal: There’snotaSouldier ofus all, thatin 
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the thank{giving before meat, do reflifh the petition well 


| that prays for peace. “ae 

|) 2 Gent. I never heard any Souidier diflike it. | 
| 7y-. believe thee: for] think thou never wWas’t where | 
| Grace was {aid. | 
Gent. No 2.adozen times at leaift. 


Gent. What? in meeter? 


2 
I 
Luc. In any proportion, or in any language. 
i 
I 


Gents think, or in any Religion. 

wc. 1, why not? Grace, 1s ( 

troveifie : 

villain, defpight of all Grace. 

Weil: there went but a pair of fheers between 


% lafpicl Fallec 
srace, defpight of aii con- 
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1 Gent. 
us. 
Luc. | grant: as there may between the Lifts andthe 
Velvet. Thou art the Lift. 

1 Gent. Andthou the Velvet 5 thou art good Velvel 
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thou’rt a three pil’d-piece 1 warrant thee: Ithad a 
be aLiftof an Emzlifh Kerley, as be pil’d,as thon arr pil’d, 
for a French Velvet. Do 1 {peak feelingly now? 

Lee. [think thou dot: and indeed with moft painful 


feeling of thy fpeecke: [ will, out of thine own confeflion, 
learn to begin thy healt; but whilft [ live, for get to 
drink after thee. 

+ Gent. Ithink Thave done my {elf wrong, have | not? 

>» Gent. Yes, that thou haft ,; whether thou are tainted, 
or fre Enter Bawd. 

Lue. Behold; behold, where Madam Mitigation Comes. 
| have putchas’d as many difeafes under her Roof, 

Ag come (6 => 

2 Gut. To what I pray ? 

Luc, judge. 

» Gent. ‘Yo three thoufand Dollours a year. 

1 Gent. I, and niore. 

Luc. A French Crownmore. 

_ 4 Gent. Thou art always figuring difeafes in me, but 
thou art full of error, 1am found. 

Luc. Nay, not (as one would fay ) healthy : but, fo 
found, as things that are hollow; thy bones are hollow ; 
impiciy has made.a feaft of thee. 

; Gent. How now, which. of your hips has the moft 
profound Sciatica 

Rawd. Well, well: "There’s one yonder arrefted, and 
carried to prifon, was worth five choufand of y ou all. 

2 Gent. Who’s. that I prethee? 

Bawd. Marry fir, that’s Claudio, Signior Claudio. 

1 Gent. Claudio to prifon ? *tis not fo. 

Rawd. Nay, but l know tis fo: 1 faw him arrefted ; 
(aw him carried away: and which ig more, within thefe 
three days his head to be chopt off. 

Lucw But, after al] this fooling, 1 would not have it fo : 
Art thou fuse of this? 

Bawd, Lam too fure of it: 
fulietta with child. 

Luc. Believe me this may be: he promifed to meet 
me two hours fince}. and he was ever precife in promife- 
keeping \ 

> Gent. Lefides you know, it draws fomething near to 
the fpeech we had to fircha purpofe. 

1 Gent. But moft of all agreeing with the Proclamation. 

Luc. Away; let’s go learn the truth-of it. Exeunt. 

Biwd. Thus, what with the war ; what with the {weat, 
what with the gallows, and what with poverty, 1am cu- 
from fhrunk. How now? whar’s the news with you ¢ 

Enter clown. 
: Clow. Yonder man is carried to prifon. 
Fawds Well: whathas he done? 
Ciiw. A woman: 
Faw. But what’s his offence? 
Clow. Groping for Trowts ina peculiar River. 
Paw. What? is therea Maid with child by him ¢ 
Clow. No: but there’s a woman, with Maid by him: 
you have not heard of the Proclamation, have you ¢ 
Baw. What Proclamation, man? 


and itis for getting Madam 
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Clow. All houfes in the Suburbs of Vzenna mult be} 
pluck’d down. 
Baw. And what fhall become of thofe in the 
Clov. They thal Gand for feed: they had gone down 
too, but thata wife Burger put in for them. 
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Baw. But fhall all our houfes of retort in the oe 
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Citie? 


be pull’d down ? 

Clwn. To the ground Mittris. 

Baw. Whv here’s a change indeed in the Commo | 
wealth: what fhall become of me ¢ 

Clow. Come: tear not yoti : good Counfellors lack noj 
Clients: though you change yout place, you need ‘a 
change your Trade: ile be your I aptter fill; courage, 
there will be pity taken on you; you that have worn 
your eyes almoft out in the fervice, you will be confi- 
dered. 

Baw. What's to do here, Tconzas Tapfter? let’s with- 
draw, 

Clow. Here comes Signior Claxdio, led by the Provolt 
to prifon: and there’s Madam Julver. Excunt. 
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+ Scena tertia. 


ao, 


Enter Provoft, Claudia, Fultet, Officers, Lucio, 
and two Gentlemea. 


Cla. Fellow, why doft thou fhow me thus to th’world ? 
Bear me to prifon, where Iam committed. 

Pro.1. do ic not in evil difpofition, 

But from Angele by fpecial charge. 
Clau. Thuscan the demy-god (Authority) 
Make us-pay down, for our offence, by weight 
The wordsof heaven; on whom it will, it will, 
On whom it will not (fo) yet ftill’tis juft. 
Luc. Why how now Claudio ? whence comes this reftraint. 

Clau. From too-much liberty, (my Lucio) liberty, 

As furfeit is the father of much fait, 

So every {cope by the immoderate ufe 
Turns to reftraint : our Natures do purfue 
Like Rats that ravin down their proper Bane, 
A thirfty evil, and when we drink, we die. 

Luc. If Teould fpeak fo wifely, under an arreft, I 
would fend for certain of my Creditors: and yet, tofay 
the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedome 
-as the mortality of imprifonment: what’s thy offence, 
Claudio? a 

Cla. What (but to fpeak of ) would offend again. 

Luc. What is’t murder ? 

Cla. No. 

Luc. Letchety ? 

Cla, Callit fo. 

Pro. Away, fir, you muft go. 

Cla. One-word, good friend : 

Lucio, a Word with you. 

Ditic. A hundred : 

If they’ldo you any etcherv 

le : “hive ftande Een ary oe sia 
| got pofleflion of ‘Fulietta’s bed, contin 
You know the Lady, fhe is faft my wife 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward Order. This we came not to 
Only for propagation of a Dowre ° 
Remaining in the Coffer of her friends, 

From whom we thought it meet to hide our Love 
Till Time had made them for us. But it cha 
The ftealth of our moft mutual entertain se 
With Character too grofs, is writ in Ful ae 
Lre. WithChild, perhaps?) 
Cla. Unhappily, even fo. 
And the new Deputy, now for the Duke, 


Whether 
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Whether it be the faule and glimpfe of newne's, 
Or whether that the body publick be 

iA horfe whereon the Governor doth ride, 

Who newly inthe fear, that it may know 

He can command , lets it ftrait feel the fpur 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 

Or in hiseminence that fills it up 

J ftagger in: But this new Governout 

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 

Which have (like unfcowr’d Armor ) hung by th’wail 
So long, that nineteen Zodiacks have gone round, 
And none of them béen worn, and for a name 
Now puts the drowfie and neglected Act 

Frefhly on me : ‘tis furely for a name. 

Luc. I warrant it is: andthy head ftands fo tickle on } 
thy fhoulders, .that a Milk-maid, if fhe be in love, may | 
figh itoff : Send after the Duke, and appeal to him. 

Cla. [have done fo, but he’s not to be found. 

I prethee ( Lucio ) do me this kind fervice : 
This day, my fifter fhould the Cloyfter enter, 
And there receive her approbation. 

Acquaint her with the danger of my ftate, 
Implore her inmy voice, that fhe make friends 
To the ftrit Deputy: bidher felf affay him, 
[have great hope inthat: for in heryouth 
There is a proneand fpeechlefs Dialect, 

Such as move men ! befide fhe hath ptofperous Art 
When fhe will play with reafon, and difcourfe, 
And well fhe can perfwade. 

Luc. I pray fhe may; as well for the encouragement 
of the like, which elfe would ftand upon grievous impo- 
fition: as for the enjoying of thy life, whol would be for- 
ry fhould be thus foolifhly loft, ata game of Tick-tack : 
le to her. 

Cla. I thank you good friend Lucio. 
Lue; Within two hours. 
Cla: Come Officer, away. 


Exeunt. 


bia Sh ee 
Scena Cuarta. 
Enter Duke, and Frier Thomas. 


Duke. No: holy Father, throw away that thought, 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a compleat bofom : why, | defire thee 
To give me fecret harbour hath a purpofe 
More grave and wriitkled than cheaims and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your Grace fpeak of it. 
. Duke. My holy fir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever loved the life removd 
And held in idle price to haunt aflemblies 
Whrte youth and coft, and witle[s bravery keeps, 
I have delivered to Lord Angelo 
( Aman of ftricture and firm abftinence ) 
Mv abfolute power, and placein Vienna, 
And he fuppofes me travail’d to Po/and, 


3 Aver fo I have ftrew*d it in the commion ear ) 


ind f it is receiv’d : Now (pious fir ) 

You will demand of me, why | do this. 

Fri. Gladly, My Lord. 

Duke. We have ftrict Statutes, and moft biting Laws, 
( The needful bits and curbs for head-ftrong’ weeds ) 
Which for this fourteen years, we have let flip, 
Even like an ore-grown Lyonina Cave 
That goes notoutto prey : Now, as fond Fathers; 
Having bound up the threatning twigs of Birch, 
Only to ftick it in theit childrens fight; 
For error, not to ufe : in time the rod 
More mock’d than fear’d: fo our Decrees, 
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Dead to infliction, to themfelves. are dead, 
And liberty plucks juftice by the nofe 5 
The Baby beats the Nurfe, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri. It refted. in your Grace 
To unloofe this tied-up Juitice, when you pleas’d : 
And itin you more dreadful would have feem’d 
Than in Lord Angelo. 

Duke. 1do fear, too dreadful : 
Sith ’twas my fault to give the people {cope, 
*T would be my tyrariny to firike and gall thers, ! 
For what! bid them.do: For we bid this be dorie 
When evil deeds have their permiflive pafs, 
And not the punifhment: therefore indeed ( my father ) 
Ihave on Angelo impos’d the office, 
Who may in th’ambufh of my name ftrike home, 
And yet, my nature never in the fight 
To do in flander : And to behold his fway 
I will, as twere a brother of your Order, 
Vifit both Prince and people : Therefore I ptethee 
Supply me withthe habit, and inftruc&t me 
How I may formally in.perfon bear 
Like a true Frier.:, Moe reafons for this action 
At your more leifure, fhafl {render you; 
Only thisone: Lord Angelo is precife, 
Stands at a guard with envy : {carce confefles 
That his blood flows : or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than ftone: hence fhall we fee 
If power change purpofe: what our Seemers be. Exeipt, 


Scena Quinta. 


¢ 
Enter Ifabell, and Franci{caa Nun, 


Ifa. And have you.Nuns.no farther priviledges ? 
Nun. Are not thefe large enough ? 
Ifa. Yes truly 5 I {peak not as defiring more, 
But rather wifhing a more ftri& reftraint 
Upon the Sifterhood, the Votarifts of Saint C/are 
Lucio within. 
Luc. Hoa? peace be in this place. 
Ifa Who’s that which calls ? 
Nun. Itisa mans voice, geritle I/atellz, | 
Turn you the key, and know his bufinefs of him; 
You may,I may not: you are yet un{fworn : 
When you have vow’d, you muft not {peak with men, 
But in the prefence of the Prioreffe ; 
Then if you fpeak, you muft not fhew your face ; 
Or if you fhew your face, you muft not {peak : 
He calls again : I pray you an{wer him. ; 
Ifa. Peace and profperity : who is’t that calls ? 
Luc. Hail Virgin, Cif yoube) as thofe cheek-Rofes 
Proclaim you are no lefs: can you fofteedme, 
As bring me to the fight of I/abel/a, 
A novice of this place, and the fair Sifter 
Yo her unhappy brother Claudio? 
Ifa Why her unhappy brother ? Let mie ask, 
The rather, for Inow muft make youknow 
1am that I/abella, and his Sifter. 
Luc. Gentle and fair: your brother kindly greets you ; 
Not to be weary with you ; he’s in prifon, 
Ifa. Wo me, for what ? . 
Lac. For that, which ifmy felf might be his Judge, 
He fhould receive his punifhment in thanks : 
He hath got his friend with Child. 
Ifa. Sir, make me not your ftory, 
Luc. "Tis true ; I would not, tho’tis my familiar fin, 
With Maids to feem the Lapwing, and to jeft 
Tongue, far from heart : play with all Virgins fo 
{ hold you as a thingen-skied and fainted, 


——— i 


Stes 
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By your renouncemen 
And to te talk’d with in fincerity, 
As with a Saint. 
Iz. You do blafpheme the good in mocking me- 
ruc. Do not believe it : fewnels, 
Your brother and his lover have imbrac’d ; 
As thofe that feed grow full ; as blofloming Time 
That from the feednefs, the bare fallow brings 
‘ - even foher plenteous womb 
Tilth and. Husbandry. | 
| 
| 


eer i phi es ape es 
fz, Someone with child by him? my Cofen fuliet ? 


Tuc. isthe your Cofen? 
change their names 
\ 


Ifa. Adoptedly, as {chool- maids 
By vain, tho apt affection. 
Luc. She itis. \ 
Ifa. Let him marry ere 2T0) 
Luc. This is the point. 
The Duke is very ftrangely 
Bore many Gentlemen (my {elf being one ) 
In hand, and hopeof action: but we do learn, \ 
By thofe that know the very Nerves of State, 
His giving-out, were of an infinite diftance 
From his rrue meant defign : upon his place, 
( And with full line of hiis authority ) 
GovernsLord Angelo, A man whofe blood 
isvery fnow-broth : one, who never feels 
‘Vhe wanton ftings and motions of the fenfe; 
But doth rebate, and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind: Study, and faft. 
He ( to give fear to ufe, and liberty, 
Which have for long run-by the hideous Law, 
As Mice by Lyons ) hath pickt out an act, 
Under who’e heavy fenfe, your brothers life 
Falls into forfeit : he arrefts him onit, 
And-follows clofe the rigor of the Statute 
To make him an example : all hope is gone, 
Unlef you have the grace, by your fair prayer 
To foften Angelo: And that’s my pith of bufinefs 
-Twixt you, and your poor brother. 
Ia. Doth he fo, 
Seek his life? 
Luc. Has cenfured him already, 
And as P-bear, the Provott hath a warrant 
For’s Execution. 
Ifa. Alas: what poor 
Abilitie’s in me, to do him good ? 
Luc. Affay the power you have: 
Ifa. My power? alas, | doubt. 
Luc. Our doubts are traytors « 
snd makes us lofe the good we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt : Go toLord Axgelo, 
And let him learn to know, when Maidens fue 
Men givelikegods: but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions, are-as traly theirs 
As they themfelves would owe them. 
Ifa. We fee what 1 can do. 
Luc. But fpeedily. 
Ia. Twill about it ftrait 5 
No longer ftaying, but to give the Mothet 
Notice of my affair: I humbly thank you: 
Commend me to my brother : foon at night 
lle end him'certain word of my fuccels. 
Lue. Itake my leave of you. 
Ya. Good fir, adieu. 


ot 


oe age, | a a 


gone from hence 5 


Actus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


rc ar a: 
Enter Angelo, Efcalusy and fervants, Fuftice. 
f > 


Ang. Wermuft not make af{car-crow of the Law, 
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Setting it upto fear the Birds of prey, 
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yent an immortal fpirity : 


1 Another thing to fall : 


Exeunt: 


sine Date siesta aie th ea 


1 
gry ee 
And let it keep one fhape, till cuftome make it 
Their Pearch, “and not theif terror. 

E/c. 1, but yet 
/ 


and truth; tis thus, | Let us be keen; and rather cuta little, 


] 


| Phan fall, and bruifeto death : alas, this Gentleman 
Whom I would fave, had a moft noble father, 
| Let but your honour know 


(Whom I believe to be moft ftrait in vertue ) 
Thatinthe working of your own affections, 
Had time co-heard with Place, or place with wifhing, 
Or that the refolute a@ting of our blood, _ 
Could have attain’d th’eftect of your own purpofe, 
Whether you had fometime in your life 
Err’din this point, which now you cenfure him, 
And:puild the Law upon you. 
Ane. ?Yis one thing to be tempted ( Efcalus ) 

I not deny 
The Jury pafling on the prifoners life 


| May inthe fworn-twelve, havea thief, or two 


Guiltier than him they try 5 what’s open made to Juftice, 
That Juftice feizes ; What knows the Laws 

That-thieves do pafs on thieves? ’Tis very pregnant 
The Jewel that we find, we ftoop and take’t, ; 
Becaufe we fee it ; but what we do not fee, 

We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not fo extenuate his offence, 


|For [have had fuch faults ; but rather tell me 
| \Whenl, that cénfure him, do fo offend, 


Let mine own Judgment pattern out my death, 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he mutt die. 
Enter Provoft. 

Efe. Be it as your wifdom will. 

Ang. Where is the Provoft? 

Pro. Here if it like your Honour. 

Ang. See that Claudio 
Be executed by nine to morrow morning, 

Bring him his Confeflor, let him be prepard, 
For that’s the utmoft of his Pilgrimage. 

E(c. M ell : heaven forgive him ; and forgive us all ; 
Some rife by fin, and (ome by vertue fall: ; 
Some run from brakes of Ice, and anfwer none, 
and fome condemned for a fault alone. 

Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers. 

Elb. Come, bring themaway ‘if the’e be good people 
5 ; oD “ 
in a Common-weale, that do nothing but wie their a 
bufes in common houfes, I know no law: bring them a_| 
way. ’ 

Ang. How now fir, what’s your name? And what's 
the matter? 

“1, T€ it pleafe your ho abet 

Elb. If it pleafe your honour, fam the poor Dukes 
Conftable, and my name is E/bcw ; | dolean upon Juftice 

- ‘+ ; R? d : a + 3 
fir, and do bringin here before your good honour was 
| notorious Benefactors. : 

Ang. Benefactors? Well: W hat Benefactors are they ?} 
| Are they not Malefactors ? 
| Elb. If it pleafe your Honour: I know not welswhiat 

they are: But precife villans they are, that I am fure of, 
and void of all prophanation in the world, that onl 
Chriftians ought to have. 5 

Eje. This comes olf well: here’s a wife Officer. 

Ang. Go to: What quality are they of? Elbow: is 
your name? - 4 ee 
Whydo’ft thou not {peak E/bow ? 

Clo. He cannot fir : he’s out at Elbow, 

Ang. What ate you fir? 

a7) S-- 

Elb. He fir, @ Tapiter fir: parcel Bawd : one that 
ferves a bad woman : whofe honfe fir was ( as they fay) 

luckt down, in'the Sub ” 

pl nthe Suburbs: and now fhe profefiesia 
hot-houfe 5 which#I think is ‘a very ill houfe too ri 

Efe. How know you that ? ; 

Elb. My wife Sir, whon ' 

y ir, Whom I deteft before heaven and 
your honour. 


a 


Efc. How 


es 
Soap neoe 


silt 
fre 


E(c. How? thy wife. 
Elb. 1 Sir : whom I thank heavenis an honeft woman. 
E/ca. Do’ft thou deteft her therefore ? 

Elb. Uay fir, 1 will deteft my felf alfo, as well as fhe 
that this houfe, if it be not a Bawds houfe, it is pity of her 
life, for itis a naughty houfe. 

Efcaz. Howdo’ft thou know that, Conftable ? 


man cardinally given, might have been accufed in forni 
cation, adultery , and all uncleannefS there. 

Efe. By the womans means ? 

Elb. lfir, by Miftris Over-dons means 
in his face, fo the defi'd him 

Clo. Sir, if it pleafe your honour, this is not fo. 

Elb. Prove it before thefe Varlets here, thou honoura- 
ble man, prove it. 

Eje. Do you hear how he mifplaces ? 

Clo. Sir, fhe came in great wich child ; 
Fiviie your honours reverence ) for ftew'd Prewns ; 
we had buttwo inthe houfe, which at that very inftant 
time ftood, as it were ina fruit dith, (a difh of fome three 
pence ; your honours having feen firch difhes ) they are 
not China- difhes, but very good difhes 

Efe. Go too, gotoo: nomatter {it the difh fir. 

Clo. Noindeed fir not of a pin: you are therein inthe 
right : but,to the point : as I fay,this Miftris E/bow,being 
(as fay) with child, and being great bellied, and longing 
(as I faid ) for prewns : and having no more in the dith 
(as I faid) Mafter Froth here, this very man, having eaten 
thereft (asI faid ) and (as Ifay ) paying for them very 
honeftly: for, asyou know Mafter Froth, I could not 
give you three pence again. 

Fro. No indeed. 

Clo. Very well: you being then(if you be remembred) 
cracking the ftones of the forefaid Prewns. 

Fro. | fo | did indeed 

Clo.. Why, very well: I telling you then (if you be 
remembred ) that fuch aone, and fich a one, were pait 
cure of the thing you wot of, unlef they kept very good 
dyet, as I told you. Fro. All this is true. 

Clo. Why very well then. 

Efe. Come, you are a tedious fool: to the purpofe ; 
what was done to €/d0ws wite, that he hath caufe to com- 

plain of? Come me to what was done to her. 

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 

Efc. No fir, nor I meanit not. 

Clo. Sir, but you fhall come toit, by your Honours 
leave: AndI befeech you, look into Mafter Froth here 
fir, aman of four-fcore pound a year; whofe Father 
died atHallowmas:W as’t not at Hallowmas MafterFroth ? 

Fro. “Atl-hallond-Eve. 

Clo. Why. very well: [hope here be truths: he fir, fit- 
ting (as Ifay ) in a lower Chair, Sir, ’twas in the bunch 
of Grapes, where indeed you haveadelight to fit, have 
you not? 

Fro. I have fo, becaufe it is an open room, and good 
for Wintere 

Clo. Why very well then: I hepe here be truths. 

Ang. This will laft out a night in Raffa, 

When nights are longeft there: Ile take my leave, 

And leave you tothe hearing of the caufe, 
pink you’ find good bonife to whip themall. Ext. 

Eje. 1 ‘think no lefs: good morrow to your Lord fhip. 
\ Now fir, comeon: What was doné to Elbows wife, once 

more ¢ 

Clo. Once fir? there was nothing done to} her once. 

E/b. (befeech you fir, ask him what this man did to} 
my wife. 

Clo. Ibefeech your honour, ask me 

E/z. Wellfir, what did’this Gentleman to hef ? 

Clo. 1 beleech you fir, look in this Gentlemans face, 
good Mafter Froth look upon his honour ; ’tis for a good 
purpofe ; doth your honour mark histace ? : 

Efe. I fir, very well, 


: but as fhe fpit 


Ne a ee nana 
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E/b. Marry fir, by my wife, who, if fhe had beena wo-j| bles wife any harn 


lo. Nay, I befeech you mark it' well. 
Fe Well, Ido fo. 
Clo. Doth your honour fee any harm in his face 
Efe. Why no. 
Clo. Ile be fuppos’d upona book, his face is 
thing about him: good then: if his face be 
thing about him, how could Matter Frith d 


the worft 
the wortt 
6 the Conita- 
1¢ I wou!d know that of your ho- 


nour. 

Efe. He’s in the right € Conftable ) what fay you to 
its 

Elb. Firft, and it like you, the houfe js a refpected 
houfe ; next, this is a refpected fellow; and his Miftris is 
a refpected woman. 

Clo. By this hand fir, his wife is a more refpected per- 
fon than any of us all. : 

Elb. Varlet, thou lieft; thou lieft wicked Varlet: the | 

and longing } time is yet to come, that fhe was ever refpected with man, | 

woman, or child. 

Clo. Sir, fhe was refpected with him before he married | 


with her. 

Efe. Which is the wiferhere ; Faffice, or Iniqviry ? Is | 
this true? i 

ate O thou Caitiff: O thou Varlet O' thou wicked | 
Han ibal 51 refpedi ted with her, before | was married to her? 3 
if ever I was refpected with her, or fhe with me, lee ni t| 
your Worfhip think me the poor Dukes Officer : prove f 
this, thou wicked Haawibal, or Vile have mine action ot 
bartery on thee. 

Ejc. If he took you a boxoth*ear, 
lyour aati on of flander too. 

Elb. Marry Ithank your good Worfhip for i 
is’t your Worfhips pleafure | fhall do with th 
Caitiff ? 
| Efe. Truly Officer, becaufe he Kath fome offences: in 
him, that thou would’ft difcover, if thou could, ler him 
continue in his courfes, till thou knowft what they are. 

E/b.. Marry I thank your Worfhip for it: ‘Thou fecft 
thou wicked Varlet now, what’s come upon thee. ‘Thot 
art to continue. 

Efe. Where were you born, friend ? 

Fr oth. Herein Vienwa, Sir. 

Efe. Are you of fourfCore Poun dsa year ? ? 

Froth. Yes, and’t pleafe j you fir. 

Efe. = what trade are ye of, fir? 

‘lo. A'Tapfter, a poor Widows Tapfter. 

(ce Your Mificis name ¢ 

Clo. Mittris Over-dor 

Efe. Hath fhe had any more than one husband ? 

Clo. Nine, fir: Over-donm by. the laft 

Efe. Nine? Come hither tome, Mafter Froth ; Mafter 
Froth, | w ould not have you acquainted with T< ap! fters ; 
they will draw you Mafter Froth,and you will hang them: 
get you gone, and let me hear ne more of you. 

Fro. Ithank your Worthip : for mine own part, I ne: 
ver come intoany room in a Taphoufe, but lam drawn 


in, 

Efce Well: no more of it Mafter Fre farewell : 
Come you hither rome, M. Tapiter.: what's your name 
M. Tapfter ? 

| Clo, Pompey. 

E/c. What elfe? 

Clo. Bum, Sir. 

Ejc. Troth, and your Bum is the greateft thing about 
| you, fo that in the beaftlielt fenie, you are Pompey the 
great ; howfoe- 

come, tel] 


you might hae! 


ot 


cL 


; Pompey, youare pal tly a Bawd, Pompey ; 
ver you colour it being a Tapfter, are you not i 
{me true, it fhall be the better for you. 

Clo. ‘Yruly fir, lama poor fellow that would live. 

Efe. How would you live Pompey? by being a Bawd? 
what do you think of the Trade Por mpey? isita lawful 
Trade? 

(lo. Ifthe Law would affowict, fir. 

Efe. But the Law will nor allow it Pompey, nor it fhail 
not be allowed in Viexpa. Clo. Do's| 
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ith fir, few of any +7 Wit in fuch matters: as they | Fo! whic 
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Reach 101 ; 
EIb. Gevehryecrands bal fir. e: y’are welcome: What's your 
E/e. [thought by the readinefs in the Office, you had | Will 
| CO ntinued in it fome time: youlay, feven years toge- | t ur Honour, 
) } E 
th e i 
| y it 
at pains to you: they do you | Yah. t HELE 1S ANAC ft do abhor, 
+. Arethere not meniny our| And moft defire fhould n slow af Juftice, 
| For whichI would not plead. but that 1 muf, 
wr 


Ang. Well: tl 
Tab. {have a brother is condemn’d to die i€s 
I do befeech you let it be his fault, 
Al is not my brother. 

Pro. Heaven give thee ROVING 4 graces. 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it: 
Fleven, fir. Why every fault’scondemn’d e’re it be done: 


. Eile. | pray you u go home to dinner with me. Mine were the v ery © ipl ier of a Function 


ne fix or fe 


a clock, think 


a humbly ti hank you. To fine the faults, w hofe fine ftands in Record, 


ifce It gr ieves me for the death of Claudio: And let goby the actor. 
Bi at th ere” s no Remedy. Tfab. Oh juft, b ut fevere Law : 


2- Lord Angelo is fevere. [ had a brother then, heaven keep your honou 
afc. It is but needful : Luc. Giv't not o’re {0 : ‘to him again, intreat him 
Mercy is notit felf, that oft looks fo: Kneel down seciee him, hang uponhis gown: 
Pardon is ftil! the Nurfe of fecond wo: Youare too cold: if ye yu fhould need a pin. 


I 


| But yet, poor Claudio there is no Remedy. You could not with more tame a tongue defire it : 
Bias fen Exeunt. | 10 sunt I fay. 
I/ab. Muft he needs die ? 
Ang. M: aiden, no Remedy. 
eS eee oa TOT See Hab. Yes: I do'think that you might pardonhi im, 


And neither heaven, nor man grieve atthe mercy. 
Scena Secunda. Ang. Twill not do’t. 
I/fab. But can you if you would ? 
Png . a Be 
Ang. Look, what | will not, tha it [cannot do. 


HS Enter Provoft, Servant. Ifab. But might you do’ ae | nd d othe W orlc d no wrong 
"i If fo your heart were touch’d with fee remorfe, oe 
Ser. He’s hearing of a Caufe: he will come ftraight: | As mine is tohim? 


Ang. He’s fentene’d: ’tis too late. 


us = him of you- : 
Luc. You are too cold, 


‘0 Pray you do: V’le know 


f fl His eafure : may be he will relent : alas! Ifab. Too late ? why fo ? I that dofpeak a word 
| ao | He hath but asoflendedin a dream : May callit back again: Well, believe thic, a“ 
i on All Sects, all Ages finack of this vice, and he No ceremony that to great onésilongs, 
HI Todie fort! Not the King’s Crown, nor the depute d Swords, 
if Enter Angelo | The Marfha's Trunch eon, nor the Judges Rob 
A; - ; | Become them with one half {0 good a 1 Grace 


| Asmercy does: If he had been as Ss you, and youas he 
y 


80s iS SS a ee 


Ang. Now, ¥ shat’s the matter, Provoft ¢ 


tenes 
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You would have flipt like him, but he, like you, 
Would not have been fo ftern. 

Ang. Pray you be gone. : 

Ifa. | would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were I/abel: fhould it then be thus? 
No : I would tel! what ’twere to be a Judg, 
And what a Prifoner. 

Luc. 1, touch him: there’s the vein. 

Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the Law, 
And you but wafte your words. 

Vab. Alas! alas! 


| Why, all the fouls that were, were forfeit once, 


Andhe that might the vantage beft have took, 
Found out the Remedy : How would you be, 
If he, which is the top of Judgment, fhould 
But judg you asyou are? Oh, think on that, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new-made. 
Ang. Be you content (fair Maid), 
Itis the Law, not I, condemn your brother : 
Were he my kinfman, brother, or my fon, ; 
It fhould be thus with him: he muft die to morrow: 
Tfab. To morrow ? Oh, that’s fudden : 
Spare him, {pare him : 
He’s not prepar’d for death : even for our kitchins 
We kill the fowl of feafon : fhall we ferve heaven 
With lefs refpec than we do minifter 
To our grofs {elves ? good, good my Lord, bethink you: 
VVho is it that hath di’d for this Offence? 
There’s many have committed it. 

Luc. 1: well faid. 

Ang. The Law hath not been dead, tho it hath flept : 
Thofe many had not dar’d to do that evil, 

If the firft, that did th’ Ediét infringe, | 

Had anfwer’d for his deed Now’tisatvake, | 
Takes note of what is done, and like a Pfophet, 
Leoks iti a glafS that fhews what future evils 
Either now, or by remifSnefs, new conceiv’d, 
And fo in progrefs to be hatch’d, and born, 
Arenow to have no fucceflive degrees, 

But here they live to end. 

Tab. Yet fhow fome pity. 

Anz. \ thew it moft of all when I fhew Juftice: 
For then] pity thofel donot know, 

VVhich a difinifs’d Offence would after gaul 
And dohimright, that anfweting one foul wrong; 
Lives not to-act another. Be fatistied : 

Your brother dies to morrow : be content. 

Ifa. Sa you mutt be the firft that gives this fentence, 
And he that fuffers : Oh, itis excellent 
Tohave aGiant’s ftrength ; but it is tyrannous 
To ufe it like a Giant. 

Luc. That's well faid. 

ja. Could great men thunder 
As Feve himfelf do’s, Fove would ne're be quiet : 
For every pélting petty Officer 
VVould ufe his heaven for thunder : 

Nothing but thundet : Merciful heaven, 

Thou rather with thy fharp and fulphurous bolt 
Split’ft the un-wedgable and gnarled Oke, 

Than the foft Mettil: O but man! proud man! 
Dreft ina little brief anthority, 

Moit ignorant of what he’s moft affur’d 

(His glaflie Effence), like an angry Ape, 

Plays fuch phantaftique tricks before bigh heaven, 
As makes the Angels weep ; who with our fpleens 
VVould all themielves laugh mortal. 

Lue. Oh, to him, to him Wench: he will relent : 
He’s coming : I perceive’. 

Pro. Pray heaven fhe win him: 

Ifa. VVe cannot weigh our brother with our felf: 
Great men may jelt with Saints : tis Wit in them, 
But in the lefs toul Prophanation. 

Luc. Thou'rtrright (Gul): more o’ that. 


ee rd oe ert a wore 
PR IIS PEBR  DOD ENE ERNE ES: SSL A Ney CE 


61. 


—_ 


Me cn le 


I/ab. That in the Captain’s but a chollerick word, 
VVhith inthe Soldier is fat blafphemy. 

Luc. Art advis’d 0” that? more on’t. 

Ang. Why do you put thefe fayings upon me? 

T/a. Becaufe Authority, thoit err like others, 

Hath yet a kind of Medicine in it felf, 

That skins the Vice.o’ th’ top; goto your bofom, 

Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth know 
| That’slike my brother’s fault: if it confets 
A natural guiltiriefs, fuch as is hi8, 
Let it not found a thought upon your tongue 
Againft my brother’s life. 

Ang. She fpeaks, and ’tis fuch fen, 

‘That my fenfe breeds with it: fare you well. 

I/a. Gentle my Lord, tutn back, 

Ang. | will béthink me : come again to morrow. 

I/a. Hark, how ile bribe you : good my Lord tun 
back: Res 

Ang. How ? bribe me ? 

Ifa. 1, with fuch gifts that heaven fliall fhare with 
you. 

Luc. You had marr’d all ele. 

I/as Not with fond Sickles of the tefted-gold ; 
Or ftones, whofe rate are either rich or poor, 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
That fhall be up at heaven, and enter there 
E’re Sun rife: prayers from preferved fouls, 
From fafting Maids, whofé minds are dedicate 
Tonothing temporal, 

Ang. Well: come to nie to morrow. 

Luc. Go to: *tis well : away. 

Ifa.. Heaven keep your honour fafe. 

Ang. Amen: 

For Iam that way going to temptation, 
Where prayers crofs. : 

Ifz, At what hour to morrow 
Shall lattend your Lordfhip ? 

Ang. Atany time ’fore-noon. 

Ifa, *Save your honour. 

“ing. From thee: even from thy Vertue. 
What’s this? What’s this? Is this hef fault, ormine2 | 
The Temptet, orthe Tempted, who fins moft2? ha? | 
Not fhe: bor doth fhe tempt: but itis I, | 
That, lying by the Violet in the Sun, 

Do as the Carrion do’s, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with vertuous feafon: Can it be; 
That Modefty may more betray our fenfe, 
‘Than Womans lightnefs ? having wafte ground enough, 
Shall we defire to raze the Sari€tuary, 

And pitch our evils there? Oh fie, fie, fie : 

What doft thou ? Or what art thou, gels? 

Doft thou defire her fouly, for thofe things 

That make her good? Oh let her brother live: 
Thieves for their Robbery have anthority, 

VVhen Judges fteal themfelves: What! do I love her, 
That | defire to hear her {peak again? { 
And feaft upon her Eyes ? VVhat isit I dream on 2 
Oh cunning Enemy, that to catch a Saint, 

VVith Saints doft bait thou hook: moft dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

‘Lo fin, in loving Vertue : never could the Strumpet, 
VVith all her doublé Vigor, Art, and Nature, 

Once ftir my temper: butthis vertuous Maid a 
Subdues me quite: Even till now, : 
VVhen men were fond, I fimil'd, and wondred how. 


Exit. 


Exeunts 
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Mealure for Meafure. 
3 Mat iay ena - ane 
Grown feard, aud tedious :, yea, my Gravity, 1h, 
RNP oe Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, aot 
ON ee cxemmemsibes. iit gies Could I, with boot, change for an idleplume § hie. 
| Which the air beats for vain: Oh place! oh form : ei 
| Sccena tertia. How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit pi 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiles ouls rn 
To thy falfe feeming ? Blood, thou art Blood, ae 
hi | Lytle Duke, and Provoft- Let’s write good Angell on the Devils horn, ‘ cae 
4 | ? T's not the devils Creft : how now* who’s there‘ ) Pe 
j hy | Duk. Hail to you, Provoft: fol think you ae Friern 2 Enter Servant. } by. 
\ : | Pro, Lam the Prevoft : what’s your will, good #747") Ser. One Iabel, a filter, defires accefS to you. gon 
| Duk. Bound by my Charity, and my bleft Order, | Ang. Teach her the way : Oh heavens [f. 
'y come to vifit the afflicted {pirits BS Why do’s my blood thus mufterto my heart, Aon 
f hi ; Here in the Prifon; dome the common night Making both it unable for it felf, i(As! 
i Tolet me fee them: and to make me Kno, res And difpoffeffing all my other parts \pat i 
i) i The nature of their crimes, that] may ‘inl ter Of neceffary fitne(s 2 \rindi 
1! To then accordingly. 2 furan So play the foolifh throngs with one that fwounds, \who 
| Pro. 1 would do more than that, if more were neealU!-| Come all rohelp him, and fo ftop theait \Coul 
Enter Juet. j By whichhe fhould revive: and even (0 lof t 
Look here comes one: 4 Gentlewoman of mine, The general fubjects to a well-wifht King, Not 
VVhofalling in the flaws of her own Youth, Quit their own part, and in obfequious fondnefs You 
Hath blifter’d her Report: She 1s With child, Crowd to his prefence, where their uutaught love To 
And he that got its fentene’d;: a young man Muft needs appear Offence: how now fair Maid ¢ Wh 
More fit ro do.anothet fuch Olfence, Chen ee ly 
Than die for Enh: ee a3 Ifa. 1am.come to know your pleafure. (me, Tha 
: M f vthink a caartas Ang. That you might know it, would much better pleafe } TY 
ay et oie rou: ftay a while Than to demand what ’tis: your brother cannot live. An 
pete provige AG ed y ’ T/a. Even fo : heaven keep your Honour. Th 
Andy all b icteds is Figen tS a iN NT ole ‘ fy 
OT haces you (fair one) -of the fin you carry. p rie pee - us a Ww et ens it may be My 
Ful. 1do, and bear the fhame moft patiently. as eae oe i ye ie sg cee 
i ‘Dule teach you howyou fhall araign your .confcience, yt va” our sentence ¢ fe 
ie And try: your penitence, if it be found, Ia. VVhen, I beech you? that in his Reprieve The 
ae) Or eee (Longer or fhorter) he may be fo fitted, Sho 
. ie wi. Lie giaQi c . wT . 
f a Duk. Love you the man that wrong’d you? soon nn agen Vices : It were as good 1 
i. ‘tal. Yes, as llove the woman that wrong’d him, r ei ee Bias nee ay, ray bbe spe ia g00 
A ‘Duk. So then it feems your moft offenceful act ta rs pigs i math from Nature itorn 
ves ee atiy-committed. A man already made, as toremit _ A 
a i}. Mutually. Their fawcy {weetnels, that do coin heavens Image ls 
Mi ‘Duke Then was your fin of heavier kind than his? In see! matave forbid : “tis all as eahe, 
a 5 4). {do confe’s.it, and repent it (Father). Failely 10 takes life true made, d 
ni Duk. “Tis meet fo (daughter), but left you do repent sto puLsaiey pattonnes means, A 
' ie As that the fin hath brought you to, this fhame, fa.’ Tis fet Soe ey HE ae anys : 
r VVhich forrow is. always toward out felyes, not heaven, Ane. Say you fo? then] fhall eogevou quickl : 
adh: Showing we would not {pare heaven, as We love it, which ; y fi = Seat ees ae ee a ay: ; WW 
ran ti ant teak had you rather, that the moft jult Law If 
g see grag ve fe onreNil Now took your brother's life; and to redeem bim, Po 
a Ful. Lido repent ae Bais SASS Give up your body to fuch fweet uncleannefs 
a a pepe 1 jOYs ms As fhe that he hath ftain’d? 
E uk. at: ‘O-%: : See eee: 
ie Your partner (asI hear), muft diet. morrow, eden GE Ay toy thah tay ul : 
eh i And Lam going with inftrudtion to, him: oe echt a ee ae lst ere ee 0 
eg Grace go with you, Benedicite: bo Exit. F is your = fd wes rae Pa LNs 
i i Ful. Muftdieto morrow s Oh injurious lov®, Ve ais, for Baeiact than for accom pt. 
Bet , Shee EA ‘hafervery. comf a. Th fay you : 
Es Thas pefpits wns {We whole sets PROS Ang Nay,Tlenot warrant that : for I can {peak « ; 
E = poly Ske 1: oe Exeunt. Againit the thing | fay: Anfwer to this, - \ 
4 ee a 5 gee the Voice of the Recorded Law) h 
f __—, | Pronounce a fentence on your brother’s life : ; 
energie eT Might there not be a charity in fin, 
To fave this brother’s life > 
Scena Ouarta. _ Ifa. Pleafe you to do’t, 
: le take it asa peril to my foul: 
, It is nofin at afl, but charity. 
Enver’ Angeto. Ang. Pleas’d you to do’t at peril of your foul, | 
; W ere equal poize of finand charity. — . 
Ap. VVben I would pray, and think, Ithink, and pray| _J/@. That I do beg his life, if it be fin, 
it: To feveral fubjects: heaven hath my empty words, Heaven let me bear it ; you granting of my fuit, 
i VVhilft my Invention, hearing notmy tongue, If that be fin, P’le make it my Morn-prayer, 
is Anchors on Ifabel: heaven in my mouth, Yo have it added to the faults of mine, * 
: | Asif 1 did but only chew his name, ; And nothing of your anfwer. ! 
i And in my heart the ftréng and {welling evil sak: Nay, but hear me :' 
1 Of my conception: the ftate whereon I ftudied Your fenfe purfues not mine: either you are ignorant 
Is like a good thing, being oftenread, Or feem focrafty ; and that’s not good. : | 
ge en Ifa. 
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fa Let me e be ignorant, andin nothing good, 
But gracioufly to know Lamno better. 

Ang.. Thus Wifdom withes to appear moft bright, 
When it doth tax it (elf: Asthefe’black Mafques 

Proclaim anen-thield beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could difplayed:. But mark me, 
To be received plain, i Pie {peak more grofs : 
Your brother is to die. 

Ifa. So. 

Ang. And his'Offence is fo, as itappeats, 
Accountant to the Law upon that pain. 

Ifa. True. 

“Ang. Admit no other way to fave his life 
(As Ifub{cribe not that, nor any other, 

But in the lof of queftion), that you, his fifter, 
Finding your felf defir’d of fuch a perfon, 
Whot credit with the Judg, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the Mannacles 
Of the all building Law : and that there were 
No earthly mean to fave him, but that either 
You muft lay down the treafures of your body, 
To this fuppofed, or elfe to lechim fuffer, 

What would you do? 

I/a. As much for thy poor brother as my felf: 
That is, were under the terms of Death, : 
Th’ impreffion of keen Whips, I’ld wear as Rubies, 
And ftri p my felftodeath,astoabed, 

That longing have been fick for, e’reI'ld yeild 
My body Up to fhame. 
Ang. Then muft your brother die. 
Ifa. And ’twere the cheaper Way : 
Better it were a brother di’d at once, 
Than that a fifter by redeeming him; 
Should die for ever. 

Ang. Were not you then “ cruel ag thé Sentence 
That j you have flander’d fo? 

Ifa. ignominy in Ranfom, and free Pardon, 

Are of two houfes: lawful Mercy 
Is peng kin to foul Redemption. 

Ang. You feem’d of Jate to mak ethe law a Tyrant; 
And rather prov’d the fliding of your brother 
Amerriment than a vice. 

Iz. Oh pardon me, my Lord: it oft falls out 

To have what we would have: 
We {peak not what we mean: 
Ifomething do excufé the thing I hate 
For his advantage t! vat I dearly love. 

Ang. Weare all frail. 

Ifa. Elfe let my brother die; 

If not afeodary but only he 
Owe, and fircceed thy weaknefs. 

Ang. Nay, Women are frail too. 

Ifa. I, as the glafies where they view themfelves 5 
Which are as eafie broke as they make forms: 
Women ? help heaven; Men their creation mar 
In profiting by them: Nay, callus ten times frail j 
For we are {oft, as our complexionsare, 
And credulous to falfe prints. 

Ang | think it well : 
And from this teftimony of your own Sex 
(Since J fuppofe we are made to be no ftronger 
Than faults may fhakeourframes), let me be bold : 
I do arreft your words : Be that you are; 
That is; a Woman: if you be more, you’r none: 
If you be one (as vou are well exprett 
By all external warrants } 7 fhew it now, 
By putting on the deftin’d Livery. 

Ifa. [have notongue bur one, gentle my Lord, 

i? me intreat you {peak the former language. 
AR Plainly coriceive | love you. .. 
Ifa. My brother did love Ful: iet : 
And you tell me, that he the all die for’t 
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| Which feems a little fouler 
To pluck on others. 
Ang. Believe me on mine Honour, 
My words exprefs my purpofe 
Ifa. Ha ? Little honour to be 
And moft perriicious purpofe: Seeming, feeming. 
1 will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for’: 
Sign me a prefent pardon for my brother, 
Or with an ouit-fttetch’d throat I’le tell the World aloud 
Whatman thou art. 
Ang. Who will believe thee, I/abe 
My unfoiP'd name, th’ auf papi da be my life, 
My vouch againit you, and niy place i’ th’ State; 
Will fo your aceufation over-we igh, 
That you fhall ftiflein your own Report, 
And fmell of calumny. [have begun, 
And now I give my fenfital race the rein: 
Fit thy content to my fharp appetite 
Lay by all nicety, and ooolsii bluthes 
That banifh what they {ue for: Redeem thy brother 
By yielding up thy body to my Will; 
Or elfe be muit not only die the death, 
But thy unkindnef fhall bis death draw out 
To lingring fafferance: Anfwer me to morrow, 
Or by the affection that now guides me moft, 
{ Tle prove.a Tyrant tohim. As for you 
Say what you can, my talfe o’re-weis ghs your true. 
Va. rowhom fhould | complain? Did I tell this, 
Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths 
That bear in them one and the felt-fame tongue, 
Either of condemnation of approof, 
Bidding the Law make curtfie ro their Will, 
Hooking both right and wrong to th’ appetite, 
To follow as it draws. Vleto my brother 
Tho he hath fal’n by prompture of the blood, 
Yet hath hein bim fuch a mind of Honour, 
That had he twenty heads to tender down 
On twenty bloody blocks, he’ld yeild them ups 
Before his fifter fhould her body ftoop 
To fitch abliorr’d pollucion. 
Then Ifabel live chafte, and brother die 5 
** More than our brotheris our Chaftity. 
\’le telibim yetof Angelos Requeft, 
And fit bis mind to death for his foul’s Reft. 


than it is, 
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Exit. 
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Exit 


Actus Tertius, Scena Prima, 
Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoft. 


Duk. So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo? 
Claa. The m niferable have no other Medicine 
But only hope: Y have hopeto live, and am prepar’d to 
die. 
to Duk. Be abfolute for death: either death or life 
| Shall thereby be the fweeter., Reafon thus with life 3 
1 Tf Ido lofe'thee, I dolofea thing 
Ley hat none but fools would keep: 
|S 
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a breath thou arty 
Servile to all the skyie influences, 

That doft this iabitation where thou keep tt 

Hourly afflict: Meerly thou art Death’s fool ; 

For him thou labour’ft by. thy flight to fhun, 

And yetrunn’it toward bim itil: Thou art not noble ; « 

For all th? accommiodationsthat thou bear’ft 

Are nurft by bafenefs : T, ‘hou’rt no way valiant : 

'For thou doftfear the foft and tender fork 

lof a poor worm: thy beft of reftis fleepy 

land tl that thou oft provok’{ ft, yet grofly fear’ft 


' 
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Hh Ang, He thall not, T/abe/, if you give e meé love: Thy death, which is nomore: Thou art not thy felf; 
i Ifa.  Lknow your Vertue hath a licence in’t, For thou exifts on many a thoufand grains 
bo F 2 That 
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That iflue out of duft: Happy thou art not; 
For what thou haft not, fill thou ftriv’ft to get, 


and what thou haft forgett’lt: Thou art not certain 5 
, . f+ tes 

For thy complexion fhifts to firange effects, 

after the Moon: If thou artrich, thou rt poor; 

For likean Af, whofe back with Ingots bows, 

thy heavy Riches but a yourneys 


ily 


{hou beat 
snd death unloads thee: Friend, haft chon none 
For chine own bowels whichdo call thee fire? 

rhe meer <fiufion of thy proper loyns 

ocurfe the Gout, Sarpego, and the Rheume, 
For ending thee no fooner: Thou haft not youth snor age; 
But, as it were, an after-dinners fleep 
Dreaming on both; for all thy bleffed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms a 
Of palfied-Eld: and when thou art old, and'rich, » 
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{ will ericounter darknefs as a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. Ae 
Ifa. There {pake my brother : there my father’s gave 
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muft die: 
Thou art too noble to conferve a life 


|In bafe appliances. This outward fainted Deputy; 


Whofe fetled vifage, and deliberate word 
Nips youth i? th’ head, and follies doth emmew, 
As Falcon doth the fowl: is yeta devil: 
His filth within being caft, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

Cla. The Princely Angelo? 

Ifa. Oh tis the cunning Livery of hell, 
The damned body to inveft and cover 
in Princely gardes: doft thou think, Clandidy 
If I would yeild him my Virginity, 
Thou mighvit be freed. 


Thou haft neither. heat, affection, limb, nor beauty 
To make thy Riches pleafant: what’s yer in this 
That bears the name of life? Yerin this life 
Lie hid moe thoufand deaths; yet death we fears 
That makes thefe odds all even, 

Clau. 1 humbly thank you. 
To fue to live, | find I feek to die, 
And (eeking death, find life: Let it come O71. 

Enter Ifabella. 

xb. What hoa? Peace here. Graceand good Com- 


pany. 
F Pro, Who'sthere 2? Comein: the with deferves a wel- 
come. 

Duk. Dear fir, ere long Mie vifit you again. 

Cla. Mott holy fir, I thank you, 

Tit. My bufinefS is a word or two with Clandio. 

Pro. Andvery welcome : look Signiors here’s your fi- 
fter. 

Duk. Provost, a word with you. 

Pro. As many as,you pleafe. 

Duk. Bring them to {peak where I may beconceal’d, yet 
hear them, Exeunt. 

Cla. Now fitter, what’s the comfort ? 

Ifa. Why; 
As all comforts are: moft good, moft good indeed : 
Lord Angelo having affairs to heaven, 


‘Intends you for his fwift Ambaflador ; 


Where you fhall be an everlaiting Leiger : 
Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed; 
‘To morrow you fet on. 
Cla. Is there no Remedy ? 
Ifa. None but fuch Remedy, as to fave ahead 
To cleave a heart in twain. 
Cla. But is there any ¢ 
I/a. Yes, brother, you may live: 
There is a devillifh mercy inthe Judg; 
If you’l imploreit, that will free your life; 
Bur fetter you till death. 

Cla. Perpetual durance ! 

J/a- 1 jut, perpetual durance, 2 reftraint 
Through all the Worlds vaftidity you had 
To a determin’d fcope. 

Cla. But in what nature ? 

Ifa. In fach a one, as you confenting to’t, 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear; 
And leave you naked. 

Clau. Let me know the point. 

Ifa. Oh, I do fear thee, @laudio, and I quake, 
Left thou a feavourous life fhould’ft entertaing: 
And fix or feven Winters more refpect — 
‘Than a perpetual honour. Dar’ftthou die ? 
The fenfe of ‘death is moft in apprehenfion; 
And the poor Beetle that we tread upon, 

In corporal fufferance, finds a pang as great 
As when a Giant dies. 
Cla. Why give you me this fhame? 
Think you! cana refolution fetch. -— 
From flowry renderneis ? if Limuf die, 


Cla. Oh heavens, it cannot be. 
Ifa. Yes, he would giv’t thee ; from this rank Offence 
So to offend him ftill. This night’s the time 
That I fhould do what I abhor to name, 
Or elfe thou dieft to morrow. 
Cla. Thou fhalt not do’t. 
Ifa. Oh, were it but my life, 
Vle throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 
Cla. 1 hanks dear I/abel. 
I/a. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to morrow. 
Cla. Yes. Has he affections in him, 
That thus can make him bite the Law by th’ nofe, 
Whenhe would force it ? fure it is no fin: 
Or of the deadly feven it is the leaft. 
Ifa. Which is the leatt ¢ 
Cla. If itit were damnable, he being fo wif@, 
Why would he for the momentany trick 
Be perdurably fin’d? Oh Ifabel. 
Ifa. What fays my brother ¢ 
Cla. Death 1s a fearful thing. 
I/z. And: fhamed life a hateful, 
Clo. I, but to die, and go we know not wheres 
\’To lie in cold Obitruction, and-to rot 
This fenfible warm motion, to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted fpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to refide 
In thrilling Region of thick-ribbed Ice, 
To be imprifon’d in the viewlefs winds, 
And blown with reftlefs violence round about 
The pendant World : or to be worfe than worft 
Of thofe, that lawlefS and incertain thought, 
[magine howling, ’tis too horrible. 
“The wearieft, and moft loathed worldly life 
That age, ach, penury, and imprifonment 
Can lay on Nature, isa Paradife 
To what we fear of death. 
| Ifa. Alas! alas.! £ 
Cla. Sweet fitter let me live. 
What fin you do to faveabrother’s life, 
Nature dilpenfes with the deed fo far, 
That it becomes a vertue. 
Ifa. Oh you beatt! 
Oh faithle(s coward ! oh difhoneft wretch ? 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice? 
Is’t not a kind of inceft, to take life” 


A 


Heaven fhield : my mother plaid my father fair: , 
For fuch a warped flip of WildernefS 
Ne‘re iffu'd from his blood. ‘Take my defiance; 
Die, perifh: Might but my bending down - 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it fhould proceed: 


Vle pay a thoufand prayers for th 
No word to fave ‘ian ee y death ; 


Cla. Nay, hear me, [/abel. 
I/a. Oh, fie, fie, fie, 
Thy fin’s notaccidental, but a trade - 
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From thine own fifters fhame ? What fhould I think 2 
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Mercy to thee would prove it felf a Bawd: »ws whole, pretending ii het | 
‘ Tis beft that thou dieft quickly. 1 felonies beftoti’d heron 
Cla. Ob hear me, I/abella. Duke | ch wears for his‘fake: and 
Du. ake chfafe a word, young fifter, but one wot wathed with them, bur relents | 
Tia, What is your wills ? } 
Du. Secke you difp with your leifure, | vere: it in death to take this» pe a . 
and by have { Gres eech 1 with you : the fatisfactior V what corruption in this life. that 
require, is | Lau fé your own benefit: lit will ler: this man live? But. how out of this e a-} : 
i/a. | have no fuperfluousJeifure , my ftay muft be ftolen Doe | 
out of ck fairs: a yous wile bed pture that you may eafily heal: and'the | 
Di Son, Ihave over-h aft between you y faves your brother, but keeps you from 
and your ffter, Angelo ha rpofe to corrupt | doing it. ~ tei | 
her ; only he hach madean aflay of hervertue, to practife | me how (good father 
his judgi ment with the difpofition of Natures. Sh e(having ! re-named Mai atipuher the conti- | 
the cruth of honour in her) hath made him that gracions | nu AE injuit unkindrets ( that | 
dénial, which heis moft glad to receive: ! am confellor t ' quenched ‘her'Love ) hath 
Angelo, and | know this to be tre; theretore prepare your Ka. in the Current ) made it more vio- | 
a felf to death: donot fatisfie your refolution with hopes neuly ; Go you too Angelo, anfwer his’ requi- 


that are fallible; to morrow you muft die: go to your 
knees, and make ready. . 
Cla. Let meask my filter pardon: I am fo out of love 
with life, that will {ue co be rid of it. Exit 
Du. Hold youthere :.farewell: Provoff, a word with 
you. : 
Pro. What's your will ‘father) ¢ : 
Dw That now you are come, you will be gone: leave | cot 
me a while with the Maid; my mind promifes with my || 


ufible Obedience: agree with his démunds 
| - your felt to this advantage 
Bis may not belong: that the 
1 filencein tt: and the] pi lace 
e740 being granted in courte: and 
halbadvife this wronged Maid 1 
; » in your place : if the er 
elf hereatter ,<1t .may compel 
tT 


me 
. 
' 
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habit, no fofs thal] touch her by my company. untainted, the ‘pe Wirnitied 
Pro. Eee Hn Exit upe eputy { ed T he Maid 
Da, Vhe hand that hath mad le you fair, hath made yor inc for his arienpe: if you thin 
good; the goo dnefs that is c! eap in beauty, makes be au: | well to.carry this, asyou may, ‘the doublenefé of the be- 
ry. brief in goodyels ; but grace being the foul cf your | nefit defends the deceit from reproof. What think you of 


complexion, thall keep the body. of it ever fair = the af- | 1 
fault that Angelo hath made to you Fortune hath cun-|- : J. The image of it givesme content’ alrevdy, and | 
| 


vey’d to my Underftanding ; and but that frailty hath Ex- | traft it will grow to a molt mine erous pe oefe bie n. 


amples for ‘his fall ng, Ifhould wonder at Angelo: how will tie hinyounbo'ding up: haite you {peedily 
you do to content this Subititute, and to fave your bro this higher he intreat yourto his bed; give 


ther ¢ him prot nife of facisfaction’.1 will prefently to st Luxe 

oing to refolve him: I-had rather. my | thereat the moat edt Grange refides thi: dejected Marias 
in my fon fhould be unlaw. | atthat place call ypon me, anddifpatch with sAnge/o, that 
ut (Oh) how much 1s the good Duke de- |it may be quickly : 


brother d) 
fully born. 
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| 
ceiv’din Angelo: uw ever he return, can {peak to | Ija, ithank you for this comfort: fate you well, goot 
fim, I will open my lips in vain, ord er his govern: | ther. 
ment. I Elb 
Du. That fhallnor bemuch amifs: yet as the matter | * y tbe t you 
/ now ftand s, he ee ouraccufation :, he made trial | « 1 womenihke tbeafts .we 
of you only, Therefore iaften yourear on my advi'ings, | thall brown and white baiiard. 4 
to the love | have in doing good ; a Remedy pr | here ? | 
idomake my {elf believe that you may molt fat Gy) rid fiace of two uftiries the 
ly do-a’ poor wronged Lady a merited | ne nd the worfer allow’d: by cider } 


your brother from the angry Law:; dojo {tain to your | of | 
own gracious aes: apa much plesiegie 2 al } 
if peradvencure h 
bufinefs 


Va, Let mehear you fpeak, father : 1 he 
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poh im warm; and furr’d wirh ) 
*nifie shat craft being richer 


way, Sir: “ble you, good fathér 


any thing that appears not, foul in thé.trath of > my 


pA Te A a a) aE oy 
r father: what Offence liath 


Du. Vertue is bold, and ponene 
you not heard {peak of Adariana, 
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atheffended the Law sand, as we 
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‘ well po 
eat So! ites who m (carried at Sea ; fir, a ftrange Pick lock, which we have fent ‘tothe De 
oa [have heard of the Lady, and good words went} t 
Ber pal ne ¢ |) Du 
Du. She fhould this 4 ina 
to her by Oath, rhe nuptial appointed: bg etween which t 
of the contract, and limi 
fel $1 | 


to live. 
cram amaw, or ck a 
Vice : fay rot ie felf, 


om their abominable and be iftly couches 
Leataway my felf,and live: 


of the te em nity 


th - 
tii 


Ce havino inthar 
LOC em Bite cabo, 
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the | Door Gentl yoman; there the loita 
nownéd,bro in: his. Canft thon believe thy living is a life, 
Harthral- shanarmnan anwar alkene i ae pe EF, = 4 oi ee : men 
and natural: t ve portion ana Hoew at her tortunes!So ftinkingly dependu pr Go meé ndy go mend 
on an 0s 7 Rear ae | F sd i, Dal “s 
her marriage-dowry =.witn both, her Cle. Indeed it do’s ftink in fome fort, fire 


Mnld prove 
Ly et, fir, Lbwould prove: =-——_— 


zs ; j N if e Rew) have oie ay: rc ay 93 er 
Ones her ? li Dy. Nay, if the devi e given thee proofs for fin, 
€d not one of them with | Thou wilt prove his. ' him to prifon, Officer: 
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Correction and inftruétion muft both work, 
Ere thisrude beaft will profit. 
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66 Mealure for Meafure. 
IE UO Rear ae ra 

Du. How fhould he be made then ? 

, Luc. Some report, a Sea-maid fpawn’d him. Some, that 

Elb. He mutt before the Deputy, fir; he has given hith| he was begot between two Stock-fifhes., But it is certain, 

warning: the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-mafter: if he | that when he makes water, his Urine is congeal’d ice ; that 

be a Whoremonger, and comes before him, he were as I know to be true ; and he is a motion generative ; that’s in- 

good go a mile on his errand. | fallible. 

Du. That we were all, as fome would feem to Le; | Du. You are pleafant, fir, and fpeak apace. : 

Free from all faults, as faults from feeming free. Luc. Why, what a ruthlefs ching is this in him, for the 
Enter Lucios Rebellion of a Cod-piece, to rake aw’y the life of aman? 

EJ. His neck will come to your wafte, aCord, fir- 


| Would the Duke that is abfent have done this? Ere he 
Clo. I{py comfort; I cry bail: Here’s a Gentleman, and | would have hang’d a man for the ge 


tting a hundred Ba- 


a friend of mine. 

Luc. How now, noble Pomp 
Cafar? Artthou led in trium ph ? 
Pigmalin’s Images newly made wo 
for putting the hand in the pocket,and extracting clutch’d?| Women ; he was not inclin’d that way. 
What Reply ¢ Ha ¢ What {aift thou to this Tune, Matter Luc Oh, fir, you are deceiv’d. 
and Method ? Is’t not drown’d ? th’ laft Rain? Ha? What Du.’ Tis not poflible. 


ey? What, at the wheels of | had fome feeling of the fport; he knew the fervice, and that 
What, is there none of inftructed him to mercy. 


faift thou, Trot? Is the World as itwas, Man? Which is Luc. Who, not the Duke ? Yes, your beggar of fifty :and 


the way ? Is itfad, and few words ? Or how? The trick of | his ufe was, to puta Ducket in her Clack-difh: rhe Duke 
it? 


Du. Still thus, and thus: ftill worfe ¢ inform you. 
Luc. How doth my dear Morfel? thy Miftris? Procures| Dz. You dohim wrong furely. 
fhe ftill ? Ha ? Luc. Sir, | wasan inward of his : a fhy fellow was the 


Clo. Troth, fir, fhe hath eaten up all her Beef, and fhe is} Duke ; and | believe 1 know the canfe of his withdraws 


her felf in the tub, ing. 
Luc. Why, ’tis good: It is the right of it: it muftbefo.| Du. What (I prethee) might be thecaufe ? 


Ever your frefh Whore, and your powder’d Bawd, anun-| Lue. No: pardon: ’Tis a fecret muft be locke with- 
fhunn’d confequence, it muft be fo. Art going to Prifon,|in the teeth and the lips: but this I can let you under- 


Pompey ? ftand, the greater file of the Subject held the Duke to be 
Clo. Yes, faith, fir. wife, . 


Luc Why, ’tis not amifS, Pompey : farewel: gofay,Ifent| Du. Wife ? Why no queftion but he was. 
thee thither: for debt, Pompey ¢ Or how ¢ Luc. A very fuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow 
E/b. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. : * (tale ; 
Luc. Well, then imprifon him: If imprifonment be| very ftream of his life, and the bufinefs he hath helmed 
the due of a bawd, why, ’tishisright. Bawd is he doubt- | muft upon a warranted need, give him a better proélaniae 
lef, and of antiquity too : Bawd born: Farewell, good | tion. Ler him be but teftimonied in his own bringings ode 
Pompey : Commend me to the prifon, Pompey: you will| and he fhall appear to the envious, a Scholar, a Statef 
turn good Husband now, Pompey; you will keep the | man, and a Soldier: therefore you {peak unskilfully : or 
houfe. ae if yout knowledg be more, it is much darkened in your 
Clo. Yhope, fir, your good Worfhip will be my bail. malice. 

Luc. No indeed will] not, Pompey ; itis not the wear: I/ Lue. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 
will pray (Pompey) to encreafe your bondage, if you take it 
not patiently : Why, your mettle is the more : Adieu, tru- 
fty Pompey. 

Ble you, Frier. oie 

Da. And you. 

Luc. Do’s Bridget paint ftill, Pompey? Ha? 

Elb, Come your ways, fir, come. 

Clo, You will not bail me then, fir? 

Luc. Then, Pompey, nor now : What news abroad, Frier? 
What news ? ; 

Elb-Come your ways, fir, come. 

Luc. Gotokennel (Pompey), go: Exeunt: 
What news, Frier, of the Duke ? 

Du. | know none: can you tell me of any? 

Luc. Some fay, he is with the Emperor of Raffa : other 
fome, he is in Rome - but where is he think you ¢ 

Du. I know not where: but wherefoever, 1 wifhhim 
well. 

Lue. It was a mad fantaftical trick of him, to fteal from 
the State, andufurp the Beggary he was never born to : 
Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his abfénce:: he puts tran{- 
grefliontor. 

Du. He do’s well in’t. 

Luc. A little morelenity to Lechery would do no harm 
inhim : fomething too crabbed that way, Frier. 

Dy, itis too-general a Vice, and feverity muft cure it. 

Luc. Yes, in good footh, the Viceis of a great kindred 5 
it is well allied ; but itis impoflible to extirp it quite , 
Frier, ulleating and drinking be put down. They fay, 
this Angelo was not made by Man and Woman, after 
this down-right way of Creation: is it true, think | 


you? 


with dear love. 

Luc. Come, fir, 1 know what I know. 

Du. Ican hardly believe that, fince you know not what 
you {peak. Butif ever the Duke return (as our prayers are 
he may), let me defire you to make your anfwer befor 
him : if it be honeit,you have fpoke, you have courage ‘ 
ae ake am bound to call upon you, and J pray you 

Luc. Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to the Duke 
es He fhall know you better, fir, if I may live to report 

Luc. I fear you not. 


_— O, yon hope the Duke will return no more: 
: y : imagine me too unhurtful an Oppofite : but in- 
eed ican do you little harm: You’l forfwear thi 
gain ¢ ls a- 
? > * 
Luc. Vle be hang’d firft: Thou art deceived in me, Frier 
: : 


But nomore of thi 5 i 
S. Cantt tho re tdi j t r 
iy ; u ell if Claudio die 0 mor- 


~ Why fhould he die, fir2 
uc. Why? For filling a B i 
ont ~ we For filling a Bottle with a Tun-difh: 1 
= - Juke we talk of were return’d again; this 
pce ad Agent will un-people the Province with 
aoe Sparrows muft not build in his houfe. eves 
pane eh) = lecherous : The Duke yet would sae 
eeds darkly anfwered - J 

pea ie ered; he would never bring them 
oe € were return’d, Marry is C 
dio : condemned for untruffing. Farewel. o. bearer 
prethee pray for me: TI ul 

: ‘The Duke 3 i 
would eat Mutton on Frydays, ee He ae agen) 
(and I fay tothee) he would mout ‘tik 2 Gees 


(i " the 


~~ 


| ards, he would have paid for the nurfinga thoufand. He 


man to be had now, Du. I never heard the abfent Deke much detected for} 


| had Crotchets in him. He would be drunk too, that ler me 


Du. Either this is envy in you, folly, or miftaking: The} 


Du. Love taiks with better knowledg, and knowledg 


arewel, good Frier, I] 


With a beggar, tho ¢ 


» 
— 


Farewel. 
Du. No might nor greatnef$ in mortality 
Can cenfure {cape : Back-wounding calumny 
The whiteft vertue ftrikes. What King fo {trong 
Can tie thé gall up in the flanderous tongue ¢ 
But who comes here ¢ 

Enter Efcalus, Provoft, and Bawd. 

_Efc. Go, away with ber to prifon. 

Bawd. Good my Lord, be goodtome; your Honour is 
accounted a merciful man: good my Lord. 

Efe. Double, and trebble admonition, and ftill forfeitin 
the fame kind ? This would make mercy {wear, and play 
the ‘Tyrant. 

Pro. A Bawd of Eleven years continuance, may it pleafe 
your Honour. 

Bawd. My Lord, this is one Lucio’s information againft 
me: Miftris Kate Keep down was with child by him in 
the Duke’s time ! he promis’d her marriage: his child is 
a Year and a Quarter old, come Philip and Facob : | have 
kept it my felf; and fee how he goes about to abufe 
me. 

Efe. Vhat fellow is a fellow of much Licenfe : Let him 
becall*’d before us. Away with her to prifon: Goto: 
no more words. Provoft, my Brother Angelo will not be 
alrer’d'; Claudio muft die to morrow : Let him be fur- 
nifh’d with Divines, and have all charitable preparation. If 
my brother wrought by my pity, it fhould not be fo with 
him. 

Pro So, pleafe you, this Frier hath been with him, and 
advis’d him for th’ entertainment of death. 

Efca. Good even, good father. 

Du. BIifS and goodnefs on you. 

Efe. Of whence are you ? 

Du. Not of this Country, tho my chance isnow 
To ufe it for my time: lama brother 
Of gracious Order, late come ftom the Sea, 

In fpec'al bufinefs from his Holinefs. 

Efc. What news abroad ? th’ World ¢ 

Dz. None, but that there is fo great a Fever on good- 
nefs, that the diffolution of it muft cure it, Novelty %s 
only in requeft ; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any 
kind of courfé, as it is vertuous to be conftant in any 
undertaking. ‘Thereis {carce truth enough alive to make 
Societies fecure ; but fecurity enough to make Fellow- 
fhips accurft. Much upon this Riddle runs the wifdom of 
the World: This news is old enough, yet it is every | 
days news: I pray you, fir, of what difpofition was the 
Duke ? 

Efe. One, that above all other ftrifes, 
Contended efpecially to know himfelf. 

Du. What pleafare was he given to? ~ 

Efe. Rather-rejoicing to feee another merry, than mer- 
dry at any thing which profeft to make him rejoice. A 

Gentleman of all Temperance. But leave him to his e- 

}vents, with a prayer they may prove profperous; and. 
jlet me defire to know how you find Claudio prepar’d? 
Lam made rounderftand, that you have lent him Vifitati- 
on. : 
Du.He profefles to have received no finifter meafure from 
his Judg, but moft willingly humbles himfelf to the deter- 
mination of Juftice: yet had he framed to himfelf (by the 
inftruction of his frailry) many deceiving promifes of life, 
which I (by my good leifute) have difcredited tobim, and 
4 now is he refolv’d to die. 

Efe. You have paid the Heavens your Function, and. 
the Prifoner the very debt of your Calling. 1 have la- 
bour’d forthe poor Gentleman, to the extremeitt fhore of 
my modefty, but my Brother-Juftice have I found fo fe- 

vere, that he hath fore’d me to tell him, heis indeed Ju- 
ftice. 

Du. If his own life 
An{wer the ftraitnefs of his proceeding, 

It thall. become him well: whereinif he chance to fail, he 


aoe etnias iaineieagiorrccinoniaieiabdhcnaiia so are 


~M eafure for Meafure. | é 


the {melt brown-bread aud Garlick: fay, that I faid fo: | hath fentenc’d himéelf. 


E/e.1am going to vilit the prifoner: Fare you well Exit. 

Du. Peace be with you. 
He who the fword of Heaven will bear; ‘ 
Should be as holy as fevere : 
Pattern in himfelf to know, 
Grace to itand, and Vertue go: 
More nor lef’ to others paying, 
Than by felf-Offences weighing. 
Shame to him whofe cruel ftriking, 
Kills for faults of his own liking: 
Twice trebb'e fhame on Angelo, 
To weed my Vice, and let his grow. 
Oh, what may Man with.n him hide, 
Tho Angel onthe Outward fide ? 
How may likenefS made in crimes, 
Making practife on the times, 
To draw with idle Spiders ftrings 
Moft ponderous ans fubftantial things ? 
Craft againft ViceI muit apply. 
With dzgeloto night fhall he 
His Old betroathed (but defpifed) : 
So difguife fhall by th’ difguifed 
Pay with falfhood falfe exacting, 
And perform an old contracting. 


Exit. 


Aflus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Mariana, and Boys finging: 
Song. Take, Ob take thofe lips away, 
that [o [weetly were for/worn, 
And thofe eyes : the break of da 
lights that do miflead the Morn; 
But my kiljes bring again, bring again, 
Seals of love, but feal’d it vain 


Enter Duke. 


Ma. Break off thy Song, and hafte thee quick away: 
Here comes aman of comfort, whofe advice 
Hath often ftill’d my brawling difcontent. 

I cry you mercy. fir, and well could wifh 

You had not found me here fo mufical; 

Let me excufe me, and believe me fo, 

My mirth ic much difpleas’d, but pleas’d my wo, 

Du.’ Tis good, tho Mufick oft hath fuch a charm 
To make bad, good, and good provoke to hatm. 
I pray you tell me, hath any body enquir’d for me here 
today ? much upon this time have J premis’d here to 
meet. 

Mar. You have not beenenquir’d after: Ihave fat here 
all day. ; 

Enter Mabel: 

Du, 1 do conftantly believe you: the time is come ; 
evénnow. Ifhall crave your forbearance a little; may be 
| will call upon you anon, for fome advantage to ‘your 
felf. 

Mar. \ am always bound to you. 

Du. Very well met, and well come : 

What isthe néws from this good Deputy ? 

Ifa. He hath 4 Garden circummur’d with Brick, 
Whofe Vefern fide is witha Vineyard backt; 

And to that Vineyardis a planched gare, 

That makes his opening wich this bigger Key: 
This other doth commiand a little door, 

Waich from the Vineyard to the Garden léads 3 
There havé I made my promife, upom the 
Heavy middle of the night, to call upon him. 

Du. But fhall yon on your knowiedg find this way i 
Ifa, 


Exit. 


SO ahecenennee Sateen sa satsomne terme 


and wary note upont 
and a moft guilty diligence, 


nie } } Ath? INE 
‘ecept, he did fhow me 


. ; 
J way twice oie 


Du. iis Weil! 


{ have not yet ma 


, come forth 


is Maid; 


o. 


that I refp ect your 
ave found it. 


your felf 
ow youdo, and I 
ir companion by the hand, 
y ready {68 your ear: 

am e ; but make hafte ; 
approach eS. 

su walk afide ? 

sreatne(s : millions of falfe Eyes 


/ 


Volumes of Report 
; 


} ree 1, 
your 


Exit. 


nthee: 


1ef€ fe falle and mott -arious Quelts 
{pon hg doings: fand ef sof Wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 
And rack thee Zin tt : Welcome. how agreed ? 
-E I I{abel. 


ter Mariana and 
e the enterprize 


: upon her, ither, 


thoul 


| 
t 
| Ifa. She I te 
if you adv i it. 
| “Du. It is not my confent, 
But my intreaty too. 
Ifa. Little baa you to fay 
When you depart from him, but foft and low, 
Remember now = brother. 
eMar. Fear me not. 
Du. Nor gentle daughter, fear you.notat all: 
He is vour husband ona pre- contract : 
To bring you thus together, ’tis no fin, 
Sith that the Juitice of your title co him 


Doth flourifh the deceit. Come, let us go, 
Our Corn’s to reap, for yepOue.. T ythes to fow. 


Exeunt. 


Seas Uy ‘SSccpeL aes SU gs ce ig hee 
Scena Secunda. 
{ enter Provoft, a7 ] Clown. : 


Pro. firrah: can you cut off a mans 
head? 

Clo. If the man be al Batchellor, fir, | can: 

But if he be a married man, he’ shis wives head, 
And Ican never cut off awomanshead. 

Pro. Come fir, leave me your {natches, and yee me 
direct anfwer. ‘To morrow morning are todie Clandio ode 
Barnardine:h ere ig in our prifona ‘common Fxecutioner, 
who in his Office lacks a he elpe r;if you willtake iton you 

oafift hi ps fhallre deem you from your Gyves: if not, 

you fhall have your full time of imprifonment, and your 
deliverance with an unpitied whipping ; for you have been | 
a notorious bawd. 

Ch. Sir, \h 
-mind, but yet | willbe content tobe alawful hangman: | 
would be giad to receive fome inftruction from my fellow 


partner. 
Pro. What hoa, Abhor{cn 


Come hither, 


: where’s Abbor{on there ? 


e 


your execution : 


Du. Are th i, ; f ay 
i Let rou ’s her obfervance : a j him for the p -efent, and difmil ] plead 
: T/ De ik ir 1? th’ dark | eftimation with you: he hath been a Bay d. 
AG ay ty Nee 1 Abb upon him, he will difcredit our 
And that iy molt itay r ? 
‘an be! made him know myitery. 
ag e along, Pro. Go to, fir ; you weigh equally; a feather will turn 
a r th e Scal e, Exit. 
Phat {tf z= = FS 
pe Che fir, by your good favour: for furely, fir,a good 


ave been an unlawful bawd, time out of 


rere ernie eerie rece AC OEE CCE iO CE OC 


if you I 
* not, ufe 
1 his 


by fever ae let hi 


favour you ch ave, but that you have a hanging look: Do 
you call, fir, your ( Occupation a Myftery ¢ 

Abb-\. fir, aN ly itery. 

Clo Painti ng, fir, i have 
your Whores, fir, be ing members of tr 
painting, 
Myftery there fhould be in har 
| cannot imagine. 

Abb. Sir, it isa 

Cho, Proof. 

Abh. Every true man’s apparel fits your Thief. 

Clo. if it be too little for your Thief, your true man 
thinks it big enough. If it be toobig for your Thief, your 
Vhief thinksit little enough : So.ev ery trie man’s apparel 
fits your “Thief. 


1 aM o- & 
heard 1ay, 
i 


ny ¢ 


is aMyftery : and 
Occupation, ufing 
ition a My fiery : but what 
sing, if lfhould be hang’d, 


do prove my Occup 


My ftery. 


Enter Provoft. 
Pro. Are you agreed ? 
Clo. Sir, | willferve him: for Idofind your Hae is 
a more penitent ‘I'rade than your Bawd: he doth oftne 


. forgivenefs. 
ae You, firrah, provide your Block and your Axe to 
morrow 1, four aclock. 
bb. Come on(Bawd), I will inftrudt thee inmy Trade: 
aii W. 
Clo, | do defire to learn, fir: and I hope; if you have oc- 


cafion to ufe me for your own turn, you fhall find me 
{y’are. For truly, fir for y your kindnefs, 1 owe youa good 
turn. Exit. 
: Pro. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio: 
Th one has my. pity: nota jot the other, 
Being a Murtherer, tho he were my brother. 
Enter Claudio. 

Look, here’s the Warrant, Claudio, for thy death: 
Tis now dead midnight, and by Eightto morrow 
Thou muft be made immortal, ‘Where’s Barnardine § 

Cla. As faft lock’d up in fleep as guiltlefs labour 
When it lies ftarkly in the Traveller’s bones. : 
He will not awake. 

Pro. Who can do good on him ? 
Well, go, prepare your felf. But hark, what noife? 
Heaven give your fpirits comfort: by and by: ce 
[hope it is fome pale or Repri ieve 
For the moft gentle C/audie. Welcome, father, 


ator Lirik 
Ezxter Duke. 


Du. The beft, and Wholfo nvt {pirits Ou the nigt 
Invellop you, good Prove/t : W no ca es 0 ta te 2 
Pro. Now fince the Cur rphew rung eae 

Du. Not I/abel, 
Pro. Bo. ; 
Du. I Phey will then er’t be lo ong. 
P70.‘ \ Vhat comfort is for Claudio 2 
Du. Vhere’s fome in hope. ; 
Pro, It isa bitter Deputy. 
Du. Not {0, not fo: his life is parallel’d 
Even with the ftroke and line of his great Juttice: 
He doth with holy abftinence fubdue Senks 
That in himfelf which he fpurs on his power 
To qualifie in others : were he meal’d a tht 
Which he corrects, then were het yrar pe 
But this being fo, he? sjuft. Now penta 


hat 


ey come, 


a oo 
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This is a gentle Prowe/?, feldom when '| Provoft, honefty and conftancy ; if I read it not trib, 
The fteeled-Gaoler is the friend of men: my ancient skill beguilesme: but in the boldnefsof my | 
How now? what noife? That fpirit’s pofleft withhafte | cunning, I will lay my {elf in hazard : Claudio, whonr here | 
That wounds th’ infifting Poftern with thefe ftrokes. you have warrant to exectite, is no greater forfeit to the 
Pro. There he muft ftay until the Officer Law than Angelo, who hath fentenc’d him. Tomake vou | 
Arife to lethimin: he iscall’d up. underftand thisin a manifefted effect, I crave but four davs | 
Du. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet ? refpite: for the which, you are to do me both a prefent 
But he muit die to morrow? and a dangerous conrtelie. * | 
Pro. None, fir, none. Pro, Pray fir, in what 2 ; 
Du. As near the dawning, Provo/f; as it is} Du. Inthe delaying death. | 
You fhall hear more e’re morning. Pro. Alack ! how may I do it ? Having the hour limited, 
Pro. Happily. | and an exprefs command, under penalty, to deliver his | 
You fomething know: yetI believe there comes head inthe view of Angeso,1 may make my cafe as (/audic’s, 
No countermand: no fuch example have we : to crofs this inthe fmalleft. | 
Befides, upon the very fiege of Juftice, Du. By the Vow of mine Order, I warrant yon, 
Lord Angelo hath to the publick ear, | If my inftrudctions may be your guide: 
Profeit the contrary. | Let this Baraardine be this morning executed, 
Enter a Meffenger. And his head born to Angelo. 
Du. This is his Lords man. Pro. Angelo hath feen them both, 
Pro. And here comes Claudio’s pardon: | And will difcover the favour, 
Meff: My Lord hath fent you this note, | Dz. Oh, death’s a great difguifer, and you may add to 
And by me this further charge, ; | fhave the head, and tie the beard, and fay, it was the de- 
That you fwerve not from the fimafleft Article of it, j fire of the penitent to be fo barb’d before his death: you 
Neither in time, matter, or other circumftance. j know the courfe is common. If any thing fall to you 
Good morrow : -for as I take it, it isalmoft day. | upon this, more than thanks and good fortune, by “the 
Pro. I fhall obey him. Saint whom | profefs ,.I will plead agatnift ic with my 
Du. This is his Pardon purchas’d by fuch fin, life. f 
For which the Pardoner himfelf is in: Pro, Pardonme, good father ; it isagainft my Oath. | 
Hence hath Offence his quick celerity, Duke. Wete you {worn to the Duke, or to the Der u-! 
When itis born in high Authority: ty? 
When Vice makes Mercy, Mercy’s fo extendeds Pro. 'To him, and to his Subfitutes. f 
That for the faults love, is th’ Offender friended Du. You will think you have made no Offence, if the } 
Now Sir, what news? Duke avouch the juftice of your dealing ? 
Pro: [told you: Pro. But what likelihood is in that ? 


’ 

os . . . 7 . ° ; . ae 

Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remiis _ Du. Not arefemblance, but a certainty: yet fince 1} 
In mine Office, awakens me fee you. fearful, that neither my Coat, integrity, nor | 
With this unwonted putting on, methinks firangely ; perfwafion, can with eafe at 


attempt you, I will go fur-} 
For he hath not us’d it before. ther than I meant, to pluck all fears out of vou: Look 
Du. Pray let’s hear. 


you fir, here is the hand and feal of the Duke: you know 


The Letter, : | the character, I doubt nor, and the Signet is not ftrange to 
Whatfoever you may hear to the contrary, let Claudio be ex} you; D5, ” | 
ecuted by four of the clock, and in the afternoon Barnat-| Pro, Tknow them both. 
dine: For my better fatisfattion, let me have Claudio’s| Dy. ‘The Contents of this is the retutn of the Duke; 
head fent me by fives Let this be duly performed with a| you fhall anon over-read it at your pleafure: where you 
thought that more depends on it than we muft yet deliver. | fhall find within thefe two days, he wilibe here. Thisis 
Thus fail not 10 do your Office, as you will anfwer it at your) a thing which Angelo knows not; for he this very day =! 
evil. ceives Letters of ftrange tenor, perchafhce of the Duke’s 
What fay you to this, fir ? | death, perchance entering into {ome Monattery, but by | 


Du. What is that Barnardine, who isto be executed in| chance nothing of what is writ. 


"et . s 
Look, th’ untolding ftar } 
th’ afternoon ? 


calls up the fhepherd: put not your felf into amazement, § 
Pro, A Buhemianborn: but here nurft up and bred, how thefé things fhould be ; all difficulties are but eafie| 
One that is a prifoner, nine years old. when they are known. Call your Executioner, and off with t 
Du. How came it, that the abfent Duke had not either | Barnardine’s head : I will give him a prefent thrift, and ad- 
deliver’d him to his liberty, or executed him ? I have heard | yife him for a better place. Yet youare athaz’d, but this 
it was ever his manner to do fo. fhall abfolutely refolve you: Come away, it is almoft} 
Pro. His friends ftill wrought Reprieves for him : clear dawn. : Exit, 
And indeed his fact, rill now in the government of Lord 
Angelo, came not to anundoubtful proof. 
Du. Itis now apparent ? 
Pro. Moft manifeft, and not denied by himfelf. | 
Du. Hath he born himfelf penitently in prifon? 
How feems he to be touch’d ? | 
f| 


cement 


ad 


Scena Tertia; 


Pro, A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully, | 
but as a drunken fleep, carelefs, wreaklefs, and fearlefs 0 
what's paft, prefent, er tocome: infenfible of mortality, 
and def{perately mortal. Clo. | am as well acquainted here, as 1 was in our 

Du. He wants advice. houfé of profeflion: one would think it were Miftris O- 

Pro, He will hear none: he hathevermore had the liber-| ver-dons own houfe ; for here bé many of her Old 
ty of the prifon : give him leave to efcape hence, he would} Cuftomers: Firft, here’s Young Mr. Rafh: he’s infor a 
not drunk maiy times a day; if notmany days entirely | Commodity of Brown Paper, and Old Ginger, ninefcore 
drunk. We have very oft awak’d him, as if to carry him| and feventeen Pounds ; of which he made five Marks 
to Execution, and fhew’d him a feeming Warrant for it ;] ready money : marry then, Ginger Was not much inre- 
it hath not moved him at all. queft ; for the Old Women were aff dead. Then is there 

Du. More of himanen: ‘There is writtén in your brow,| here one Mr. Caper, at the fuit of Mafter Three-Pile, the 

Mer- 


| Saeereresesereces 


| Enter Clown, 
| 
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ae see Se ee ee : 5 ape Prefixt bv Angelo: a this be inne 
| Mercer, for tome four fuits of Peach-colour’d Satten, RUDY aero ora ut oe 
which now peaches him a beggar. Then have we here And fent according to command, whiles | 
‘ “ IAC toende wretch Willinglyv ie 
roung Dizy, and young Mr. Deep-vow, and Mr. Copper- Perfwade this rude wretch willingly to die. 
et re. Oo cee guar : lost Bl 9 2 ther) prefently ¢ 
sure, aud Matter Starve Lackey, the Rapier and Dagger Pro. This fhall be done (good father) prefently : 
‘eee: Sin i hb amet i sag is : See “ ie | Dy; Dandy ae Aine Via sto afternoon: 
man, and young Dropuerre, that kill’d lufty Padding, and eee ait muft die this afternoon : 
Mr. Forth- light, the Titer and brave Mr. Shooty, the great And how fhall we continue Crauai, 
* A Ces ? Tr fave rt —janoer ar mioht com 
Traveller, and wild Half-Canne, that ftabb’d Pots, and, I To fave me from the danger that migat come, 
: ? Yee , ihe ; EER iti 
think, forty more, all great doers inour trade, and are now | Hf he were known ative : 
Du. Let this be done : 
Put them in fecret holds, both Baxnardine and Cla 
Ere twice the Sun hnth made his journal grecting 
To yond generation, ‘you fhall find 
Your fafery manifefted. 


| for the Lord’s fake. 
Enter Abhorfon. 
Abb. Sitrah, bring Be rnardine hither. 
; : os 
Clo. Matter Barnardine, you muft rife and be hang’d, 


ar 7 


ee . 


Mafter Barnardine. ‘ . 
Abb. What hoa Barnardine. Pro. lam your free dependant. Exit. 
sarnardine within. Du. Quick, difpatch, and fend the head to Angelo. 
Bar. A poxo’ your throats: whio makes thatnoife there? Now will | write Letters to Angelo, 
What are you? (The Privoft he fhalf bear them) whofe contents 
Io. Your friend, fir, the Hangman - Shafi witnefs to him] amrnear at home : 
You mutt be fo good, fir, to rife, and be put to death. And that by great injunctions lam bound 
Ber. Away you Rogue, away, Lam fleepy. l'o enter publickly: him le defire 
Abb. Tell bim, he mutt awake, To meet meat the confecrated Fount, 
And that quickly too. A League below the City : and from thence, 
Clo. Pray Mafter Barnardine, awake till you are execti- By cold gradation, and weal-ballane’d form, 
ted, and fleep afterwards. We fhal! proceed with Angelo. 
Abb. Go into him, and fetch him out. Enter Provoft. 
clo.He is coming, fir, he is coming : I heat his ftraw| Pro Here is the head, I’le carry it my felf. 
| rule. Du. Convenient is it : Make a fwift return; 
| Enter Barnardine. For I would commune with you of {uch things 
Abb. Is the Axe upon the block, firrah ? That want no ear but yours. 
Fro. Ple make all {peed. Exit. 


Clo. Very ready, fir. 

Bar. How now Abbor{on? 
What’s the news with you? 

Abb. Truly fir, 1 would defire you to clap into your 
prayers : for look you, the Warrant’s come. 

Bare You Rogue, | have been drinking all night, 
I amnot fitted for’t. 

Clo. Oh, the better, fir : for he th 
ishanged betimes in the morning, may fleep the founder 
afl the next day. 


Mabel within. 

Ifa. Peace hoa, be here. 

Du. The tongue of J/bel. She’s come to know, 
If yether brother’s pardon be come hither: é 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good, 
ae To make her heavenly comforts of defpair, 
at drinks afl night, and | When it isleaft expected. ; 

Enter Ifabella. 

I/a. Hoa, by your leave. 
Du. Good morning to you, fair and gracious daugh- 


Enter Dukee 


Abb, Look you, fir, here comes your ghoftly father: do | ter. 
we jeft now think you ? Ifa. The better given me by fo holy a man: 


Du. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how hafti- Hath yet the Deputy fent my prother’s pardon ? 
ly you are to depart, Jam come to advife you, comfort Du. He hath releas’d him, J/abel, from the World ; 
you, and pray with youe His head is off, and fentto Angelo. 
Bars Friar, not |: Ihave been drinking hard afl night, | 4/4. Nay, but it is not fo. 


and will have more time to prepare me, OF they fhall beat} D#. It isno other. 
out my brains with billets: I will not confent to die this day, |Shew your wifdom, daughter, in your clofe patience: 
that’s certain. Ifa. Oh, 1 will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 

De. Oh fir, you mutt « and therefore I befeech you look Du. You fhall not be admitted to his fight. 
forward on the journey you fhall go. Ifa. Unhappy Claudio, wretched I/abel a 


Bar. 1 fwear | will not die to day for any man’s perfwa- Injurious World, moft damned Azgelo. 
Bon. Du. This not hurts him, nor profits you a jot : 
jot : 


Ba eee ion, Forbear it therefore, give your caufe to heaven : 
Bar. Notaword : if you have any thing to fay to me, Mark what I fay, which you fhall find 
come to my Ward : for therice will not I to day. By every fyllablea faithful verity. 
The Duke comes home to morrow: nay, dry your Eyes: 
One of our Covent, and his Confeffor, a 
Gives me this inftance: Already he hath carried 
Notice to E/calus and Angelo, 
Wo do prepare to meet him at the gates, (dom 
There to give up their power: if you can pace your wif- 
In that good path that! would with it go ae 
And you fhall have your bofom on this wretch 
Grace of the Duke, Revenges to your heart : 
And general Honour. 4 ee 
I/a.1 am directed by you. 
E Du. This Letter then to Frier Peter give: 
ae that he fent me of the Duke’s return : 
Say, by this token, I defire his company 
At Mariana’s houfeto night. Her cause, and yours 
Ple perfecthim withal, and he fhall bring rol 3 
Before the Duke: and to the head of Ae 
Accufe him hame andhome. For my Rat le 


i 


Exit. 
Enter Provoft. 
Du-Unfit to tive, or die : Oh gravel heart : 
After him (fellows) : bring him to the block. 
Pro. Now fir, how do you find the Prifoner ? 
Du. A crrature unprepard, unmect for death : 
And to tranfport him in the mind he is, 
Were damnable. 
Pro, Here in the prifon, father, 
Fhere died this morning of a cruel Fever, 
One Rogavime, a mott notorious Pirate, 
Amanof Claudio’s years: his beard and head 
+ | Juft of colour. What if we do omit} 
This Reprobate, till he were well enclin’d, 
And fatisiie the Deputy with the vifage 
Of Rogoxine, more like to Clandio? 
Du. Oh,’tis an accident that heaven provides: , 
Difpatch it prefently , the hour draws cn 
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am combined by a facred Vow, With ranfome of fuch fhame : Would yet he had liyd. 
And fhall be abfent. Wend you with this Letter : Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 
Command thefe fretting watersfrom your eyes Nothing goes right, we would, andwe would not. Eyis, 
| With a light heart : troft not my holy Order 


| If I pervert-your courfe : Who’s here ? 
Enter Luci. 


| Luc. Good’even : 
Frier, where’s the Proveft ? Scend Quinta. 
Duk. Not within, fir. 

Luc. Oh pretty I/atella; 1am pale at mine heart to} 


. : Enter Duke, azd Frier Peter 
fee thine Eyes fo red: thou muft be patient; I am fain] : BSa, BBG E eens Cle ke 


to dine and fup with water and bran : £ dare not for my | 
nead fillmy belly. One fruitful Meal would fet me to’t | __Dwk. ‘Yhefe Letters at fic time deliver me. 
| but they fay, the Duke will be here to morrow. By} lhe Provoft knows our purpofeand our+plot : 
my Troth, I/abel, Ilov’d thy brother: if the Old fanta-| The matter being afoot, keep your inftruction, 
fical Duke of dark corners had been at home, he had li-} And hold you ever to our fpecial drift, 
veal. Tho fometimes you do blench from this to that, 
Duk. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholding to your} As caufe doth minifter: Go call at Flevia’s houke; 
Reports; but the beft is, he lives notin them. And tell him where i ftay :. give the like notice 
Luc. Friar, thou knoweft not the Duke fo well as I do:) 10 Valencius, Rowland, and to Craffus, 
he’s a better Woodman than thou tak’ft him for. | And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate : 
Duk. Well : you’l anfwer thisone day. Fare ye well. | But fend me Flavius firft. 
Luc. Nay, tarry, Ple goalong with thee. Peter. It fhall be {peeded well. 
I cantell thee precty tales of the Duke. | 
Duk. Youhavetold metoo many of him already, fir, if Enter Varrius: 
thev be trne : if not true, none were enough. 
Lue. 1 was once before him for getting a Wench with} Dvk. I thank thee, Varrins ; thou haft made good hatte: | 
child. Come, we will walk : There’s other of our friends 
Duk. Didyou fuch a thing 2 Will greet us here anon : my gentle Varrius. te 
Luc. Yes marry did 1; but I was fain to forfwear it; f 


They would elfé have married me to the rotten Medler: 
Duk. Sir, your company is fairer than honeft : Reft you 
well. 3 
Luc. By my troth le go with'thee to the lane’s end: if Scena Sexta. 
baudy talk offend you, we'l have very little of it: nay, 
Friar, | ama kind of a Bur; I fhall ftick. Exeunt. 


Enter Habella and Mariana. 


Ifa. To {peak fo indire€tly 1 am loath: 
I would fay the truth ; ‘but to accufé him fo, 
Scena Quarta. That is your part ; yet Lam advis'd to do it: 
He fays, to vail full purpofé. 
Mar. Be rul'd by him. 
I/a. Befides, he tells me, that if peradventure 
He fpeak againft me on the adverfe fide, 
Efe. Every Letter he hath writ, hath difvouch’d other. | I fhould nor think it ftrange ; for’tis a Phyfick 
Ang. \nmoft uneven and diftracted manner, his actions | 'That’s bitter to fweet end. 


Enter Angelo, and Efcalus. 


fhew much like to madnefs: pray heaven his wifdom be Enter Petet. 
not tainted : And why meet himat the gates, and dellver| Mar. would Frier Peter —~ 
our authorities there ¢ Ifa. Oh peace ; the Frier is come. 
Efc. 1 guefs not. Peter. Come! have found you outa ftand moft fit, 


Ang. And why fhould we proclaim it in an hour before} Where you may have fich vantage on the Duke, 
his entring, that if any crave redrefS of injuftice, they | He fhall not pats you. 
fhould exhibit their petitions in the ftreet:? Twice have the ‘T'rumpets founded : 

Ec. He fhews his Reafon for that: tohave a difpatch of| The generous and graveft Citizens 
Complants,and to deliver us from devices hereafter, which} Have hent the gates, and very near upon 


fhall then have no power to ftand againft us. The Duke is entring : 
es Ang. Well: I befeech you let it be proclaim’d betimes | Therefore hence away. Exeunis 
?th’ morn ; Ile call you at your houfe : give notice to fuch 
men of fortand fuit as areto meet him. ge Ee 
/ Efc.1 thall, fir: fare you well. Exit. 
jo eng. Good night. 
wit} This deed unfhapes me quite, makes me unpregnanty,, Aélus Oui atus: Scena Prima: 
. And dull to all proceedings. A defloured Maid, ms 
And by an eminent body that enfere’d ie ps hg > : 
The Law againft i¢? But that her tender fhame Enter Duke, Varv itty Lords, iS. ily Efcalus, Luciog 
) Will not proclaim againft her Maiden lofs, Citizens at feveral doors 
| How might fhe tongue me ? yet Reafon daresherno ; 
For my authority bears off a credent bulk, Duk. My very worthy Cozen, fairly met 5 
| Thatno particular {candal once can touch, Our oldand faithful friend, we are glad to fee you. 
But it confounds the breather. He fhould have fiv’d, Ang. Efe. Happy return be to your Royal.Graee, 
'Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous fenfe, Duk. Many and hearty thinkingsbe to you both ; 
Might in the times to come, have ta’ne revenge We have made enquiry of you, and we hear 
) iby fo receiving a difhonour’d life, uch goodnefs of your Juftice, that our foul “ 
| vecpiacuinisdenage ee 
[af 
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Cannor but yeild you forth to publick thanks, 
Forerunning more requital. 
Ang. You make my bonds ftill greater. ) 
Du. Oh, your defert fpeaks loud, and I fhould wrong 
To lock it in the wards of covert bofom, 
| Wrien it deferves With Characters of Brafs, 
Aforted refidence ’gainft the tooth of time,’ 
And razure of Oblivion : Give me your hand, 
| And let the fubjeét fee, tomake them know, 
‘That outward courtefies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within : Come E/calus, 
You muft walk by us on our other hand: 
And good fupporters are you. 
Enter Peter and labella. 
Pet. Now is your time: 
Speak loud, and kneel before him. 

Ia. Jultice, O Royal Duke, vail your regard 
Upona wrong’d (1 would fain have faid, a Maid): 
Oh worthy Prince, difhonour not your Eye 
By throwing it on any other Object, 

Till vou have heard me in my true complaint, 
And give me Juftice, Juttice, Juttice, Juftice. 

Du. Relate your wrongs 5 
Inwhat, by whom ? be brief: 

Here is Lord Angelo fhall give you Juftice ; 
Reveal your felf to him. 

Ij. Oh worthy Duke, 

You bid me feek Redemption of the Devil : 
Hear me your felf; for that which | muft fpeak 


= punifh me, not being believ’d, 


—— 


Or wring redrefs from you : 
Hear me; Oh hear me here. 

Ang. My Lord, her wits, [fear me, are not firm: 
She hath beena fuitor to me for her brother, 

Cutoff by courfe of Juftice. 

Ifa. By conrfe of Juftice ! 

‘Ang. And the will fpeak moft bitterly. 

Ifa. Moft ftrange; but yet moft truly will I fpeak, 
That Angelo’s forfworn: isit not ftrange ? 

That Angelo’s a murtherer : is’t not firang¢ : 
That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 

An hypocrite, a virgin violator : 

Is it not ftrange ? and ftrange ¢ 

" Du. Nay, it is ten times itrangé- 

I/a. itis not truer he is Angelo, 

Than thisis afl as true as it 1s ftrange < 
Nay, itis ten times true ; for truth is truth 
To th’ end of reckoning. 

Du. Away with her: poor foul, 

She {peaks this in th’ infirmiry of fenfe. 

Ifa. Oh Psince, | conjure thee, as thou believ’ft 
There isanother comfort than this World, 
That thou neglect me not, with that Opinion, 
That lam touch’d with madnefs : make not impoffible 
That which but feems unlike: ’tis not impoflible 
But one, the wicked "it Caitifie on the ground, 
May feein as fhy, as grave, as juft, as abfolute 
As Angelo: even fo may Angelo 
Inall his dreflings, caracts, titles, forms, 
Bean Arch-villain : believe it, Royal Prince, 
If hebe lefs, he’s nothing ; but he’s more, 
Had I more name for badnefs. 

Dua. By mine honefty, 
If fhe be mad, as! believe no other, 
Her madnefg hath the oddeit frame of fenfe, 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e’re 1 heard in madnefs. 

Ia. O gracious Duke, 
Harp not on that ; nor do notbanifh Reafon 
For inequality; butlet your Reafon ferve | 
To make thetruth appear, where it feems hid, 
and hidethe falfé feems true. 

Du. Many thatare not mad 
Have fure more lack of Reafon: 


for Me ; 


Ayah é. he ai 


LRT 
} What.would you fay ° 
Iz. 1am the fifter of one Claudio, 
Condemn’d upon the act of Fornication, 
To lofe his head, condemn’d by Angelo : 
I (in probation of a Sifterhood ) 
Was fent to by my brother, one Lucio, 
As then the Meflenger- 
Luc. That’s I, and’t like your Grace: 
I came to her from Claudio, and defir’d her 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo, 
For her poor brother’s pardon. 
Ia. That’s he indeed. 
Du. You were not bid to fpeak. 
Luc. No, my good Lord, 
Nor wifh’d to hold my peace. 
Du. Iwifh. you now then: 
Pray you take note of it: and when you have 
A bufine(s for your felf, pray heaven you then 
Be perfect. 
Luc. | warraht your honour. 
Du. The Warrant’s for your felf : take heed to’t. » 
J/a. This Gentleman told fomething of my tale. 
Luc. Right. 
Du. It may be right, but you are i th’ wrong: 
To fpeak before your time: proceed. 
Ifa. [went 
To this pernicious Caitiff Deputy. 
Du. That’s fomewhat madly {poker 
Ifa. Pardon it. 
The phrafe is to the matter. 
Du. Mended again: the matter: proceed. 
I/a« In brief, to fet the needlefs by : 
How | perfwaded, how! pray’d, and kneel'd, 
How he refel’d me, and how 1 repli’d 
(For this was of much length) ! the vile conclufion 
i now begin with grief and fhame to utter. 
He would not, but by gift of my chafte body 
To his concupifcible intemperate luft, : 
Releafe my brother ; and after much debatement, 
My fifterly remorfe confutes mine honour, 
AndI did yeild to him : But the next morn betimes, 
His purpofe forfeiting, he fénds a Warrant 
For my poor brother’s head. 


Du. This is moft likely. 
Ifa. Oh that.it were as like as it is trues 


Or elfe thou art fuborn’d againtft his honour 
In hateful practife : firft, his Integrity 
Stands without blemith : next, it imports no Reafon 
That with fuch vehemency he fhould purfie 
Faults proper to himéelf : if he had fo offended, 
He would have weigh’d thy brother by himfelf, 
And nothave cut him off: fome one hath fet youon: 
Confefs the truth, and fay by whofe advice — 
Thou cam’ft here to. complain. 
Ifa. And is this all? 
Then Oh you blefled Minifters above, 
Keep me in patience; and with ripened time 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up : 
In countenauce: Heaven fhield your Grace from wo 
oi ree hence unbelieved go. p= 
u. know you'ld fainbe gone: An Officer : 
To prifon es her : Shall we thus bes om 
A blafting anda fcandalous breath to fall 
Ooi boniok terrae ca oe 
¢ , and coming hither ? 
Ifa, Onéthat I would were here, Frier Lodowick. > 
Du. A ghoftly Father belike: go 
Who knows that Lodowick 2 
ae My-Loptsl ex him ; *tisa medling Frier; 
: had he been Lay, my Lord ; 
For certain words he {pake againtt your Gr ee 
= : ca your Grace 
n your retirement, | had {wing’d him foundly 
Du. Words againft me? this a good Frier belike, 


({peak’ft ; 
Du.By heaven(fond wench),thou know’ft not what thou 
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And to fet on this wretched woman here 
Againft our Subltitute: Lec this Frier be found. 
Luc. But yefternight, my Lord, the and that Frier, 
[ faw them atthe prifon: afawcy Brier, 
A very {curvy fellow. 
Pet. Blefled be your Royal Grace : 
Thave ftood by, my Lord, and] have heard 
Your Royal Ear abus’d : firit hath this woman 
Moft wrongfully accus’d your Subfitirute, 
{Whois asfree from touch, or foil with her, 
| As fhe from one ungot. 
Du. We did believe no lefs. 
Know you that Frier Lodiwick which fhe {peaks of 2 
Pet.{ know him for a man divine and holy ; 
Not fcurvy, nor atemporary medler, 
As he’s reported by this Gentleman : 
And onmy truft, a man that never yet 
Did (ashe vouches) mifreport your Grace. 
Luc. My Lord, moft vill lanoully ; believe it. 
Pet. Well; he in time may come to clear himelf’; S 
But at this inftant he is fick, my Lord, 
Of a ftrange Fever: upon his meer Requeft, 
Being come to know ledg, th ar there was complaint 
{Intended againit Lord Angelo, came I hither 
To fpeak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true and falfe: and what he with his Oath, 
And all probation, will make up full clear 
Whenfoever he is convented : Firft, for this woman, 
To sul ftifie this worthy Nobleman, 
So vulgarly and perfonally accus’d, 
Her fhall you hear difproved to her eyes, 
Till the her felf conf€6s ir. 
Du. Good Frier, let’s hear it: 
Do you not finile at this, Lord Angelo ? 


| Ahheaven! the vanity of wretched fools ! 


Give us fome feats: come Coufin Angelo, 
In this le be impartial: be you Judg 
Of your own Caufe : Isthis the WitnefS, Frier ? 


Enter Mariana. 


Firft, let her fhew her face, and after fpeak. 

Mar, Pardon, my Lord: I will not fhew my face 
Until my husband bid me. 

Du. What, are you married ? 

Mar. No, my Lord. 

Du. Are you a maid ? 

Mar.No, my Lord. 

Du. A Widow then ? 

eh Neither my Lord. 

. Why, are you nothing then? neither Maid, Wi- 

a. nor W ife ? 

Luc. My Lord, fhe may bea Punk: for many of them 
are neither Maid, Widow, nor Wife. 

Du. Silence that fellow : [ would he had fome caufe to 
prattle for himfelf. 

Luc. Wellmy Lord. 

Mar. My Lord, I do confefs Ine’re was married, 
And I confefs befides, I am no maid: 
Ihave known my husband, yet my husband 
-Knows not that ever he knew me. 
Luc. He was drunk then, my Lord ; it canbe no better. 
Du. For the benefit of filence, would thou wert fo too. 
Luc. Well, my Lord. 
Du. This isno Witnefs for Lord Angelo. 
| _ Mar. Now! comnie to’t, my Lord. 
She that accufés him of Fornication, 
Infelf-fame manner doth accufe my husband, 
And charges him, my Lord, with fuch a time, 
When Ile depofe I had him in mine arms, 
With all ch’ effect of Love. 

Ang. Charges fhe moe than me? 

Mar. Not that I know. 

Da.No? you fay, your husband. 


Meafure for Meafure re. 


i 
Mar. Why, juft, my Lord , and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks he knows, that he ne’re knew my body ; 
But knows, he thinks, that he knows I/abels. 

Anz. Thisisa ftrange abufe: Let’s fee thy face 

Mar. My husband bids me ; now I will unmask 
This is that face, thou cruel 4» gelo, 
Which once thou fwor’ft was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand which with a vow’d contraét, 
Was faft belockt in thine:- This is the body : 
That took away the match from J/abe/, ~ 
a d did fupply thee at thy Garden-houfe 
In her imagin’d perfon. 
Du. Know you this woman ? 
Luc. Carnally, fhe fays. 
Dz, Sirrah, no more. 
Luc. Enough, 1 ay Lord. 
Ang. My Lord, I muft confefsI know this woman ; 
And fiv e years fince there was fome {peech of marriage 
Betwixt my felf and her; which was ‘broke off, 
Partly for that her promis’d proportions 
Come fhort of compofition; but in chief, 
For that her Reputation was dif-valued 
In levity : fince which time of five years, 
I never {pake with her, faw her, nor heard from her, 
Upon my faith and honour. 
Mar. Noble Prince, 
As there comes light from heaven,and words from breath 
Asthere is fenfe in tr uth, and truth in vertue, 
Iam affianced this man’s Wife as ftrongly 
As words could make up Vows: And my good Lord, 
But Tuefday night laft gone, in’s Garden-houfe 
He knew me as a Wife. As thisis true, 
Let me in fafety raifeé me from my knees 
Or elfe for ever be confixed here 


| 

t 

i 

| 
A Marble Monument. 2 
Ang. {did but finile til] now. 

Now, good my Lord, give me the fCope of Juftice: 
My patience here is touch? d: I do perceive 
| Thefe poor informal women are no more 
But inftruments of fome more mightier member 
‘That fets them on. Lerme have way, my Lord, 
To find this gers out. 
Du. 1, with my heart ; 
| And punifh them to your height of pleafire. 
Thou FoolifhFrier, and thou] pernicious woman, 
| Compact with her that’s gone ; think ftthou thy Oaths, 
| ‘Tho they would fwear down each cee Saint, 
Were teftimonies ‘gainft his worth and credit, 
| That’s feal’din approbation? You, Lord Efealus, 
| Sit with my Coufin; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abute, whence’tis deriv’d. 
There is another Frier that fet them on ; 
Let him be fent for, 
Per. Would he were here, my Lord; for he indeed | 
Hath fet the women on to this complaint : 
Your Provof? knows the place where he abides ; 
And he may fetch him. 
Du. Go, do it inftantly : 
And you my nobleand well-warranted Coufin 
Whom it concerns to héar this matter forth, 
Do with your injuries as feems you beft : 
In any chaftifement : | for a while 
Will leave you; but ftir not you till you have | 
Well determin‘d upon thefe flanderers. Exit. | 
Efc. My Lord, we’l doit throughly : Signior Lucio, did} 
not you fay, you knew that Frier Lodowick to be a difhonett 
perfon? 

Luc. Cucullus non facit Monachum; honett in nothing but | 
in his cloathes, and one that hath fpoke moft villanous | 
fpeeches of the Duke. f 

Efe. We fhallintreat you to abide bere till he come, and 
inforce them againft him : we fhall find this Frier a nota- 
ble fellow. 

Luc. As any in Vieana on my word. | 
i G / 


Be 
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/here once again;i wo uld fp 
leave to queftion 3 | 


Call that fame Ta ‘ 
‘+: pray you, my Lord, give me 
how le han dle | ner. 

cer than he, by her own Report. 


| nas | treafonable abufes. way with 
fir, Lthink if you handled her privately. ; E/¢. Such a fellow is not to e ims + S : ; sige zi ; m to 
oe cantete» perchance publickly fhe’ld be | him to prifon : Whereis the Provofis away W ith him toga 
oe ier Confels ; perchance & | prifon : lay bolts enough upon him: let him {peak no MOFes 
a. aw ay with thofe Giglets too, and with the oth 


Enter Duke, Provoft, la fabella. 


{will go darkly to work withher. 
‘That’s the way: for women are light 


at mid- 


ftris : here’s a Gentlewoman denies all | 


eerie n, Mi 
ou have faid. 
My Lord, here comes the Rafcal 1 fpoke of, 


i th the Prez oft 
' sry good time : fpeak not you to him till we | 
i} 
| 
Ele. Come fir, did you fet thefe women on to flander | 
1 t ord Angelo 2 they h ave confefs’d you c did. 


R10 «2 i ¢ J 


here you are ¢ 

great pl tace; and let the Devil 
ar his burnt nig throne. 

ihe fhould hear me fpeak. 

ahd we will hear you fpeak: 


now you 


“But Oh poe 
2 


b here ot 


ry vali in rth eV lai s mouth 
you come fo acc ufe. 
. "This is the Rafcal : this is he 1 {poke e of. 
_VVhy, thou ut nreverend and unhal lowed Frier : 
Is’t not enough thou haft fuborn’d thefe women, 
To accule ® this worthy man; butin foul mouth, 
And in the witnefs of his proper ear, 
To call him Villain; and then to glance from him 
To th’ Duke biméelf, to tax him with injuftice ? 
‘Take him hence ; to th? Rack with him : we’l towze you 
I foyat by joy nt, but we will know his purpofe : 
iV Vhat? “unjutt? 
e Du. Benot fo hot : the Duke dare - 


o more ftretch this finger of mine,than he 

: his Subject am I not, 

| Nor here Province ial: My bufinefs in this State 

Made me a looker on here in Vienna 3 

oe have {e en corruption boy ] and bubble, 
cil it o're-run the stew is au s for all faults, 
untenanced, that the ftrong ftatutes 
its in a Barber’s-fhop, 


as mark. 


e rack his own : 


ar 
sar 


But faults fo co 
Stand like the f 
nuch in mock 


14> Ceare: 
ler to ti ofate: 


b Efe 

i Away ' anes prifon. : : ‘eo 
| xing. \ 1 YOU ' vouch againft him, fignior Lucio 
{Is this the man ti hat 3 you did tell us of? 

b> Dime. Tis he, my ‘Lord: come hither Goodman Bald- 


e: do you k now me ? 

‘Du. 1 remem ey ou, fir, by the found of your voice : 

on an the abfence of the Duke. 
anddo you remember what you 


: 

i] met you rat the pri 
uc. Oh, did you {o? 
Laid of the Duke? ; 
Da. Me oft notedly VY; fir, 

o you fo, fir? And was the Duke a flefh-mon- 
l cer, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to 


; E " 
\ pa. Youmt ft (fic) change perfons with me, ere you 
Vmake that my Report: you indeed fpoke fo of him, and 


; 
i 

fmucn more, 

{ 


the Nofe for thy Po ¢ 


rate hati d anion. 


hy you 

 bald-pated lying Rafcal : you muft be | ee mut sot 9H i 
| fhow your knave’s vifage, witha pox to you : 
| fheep-biting 
off? 
| x ) a 

Firft, Provoft, 
| Sneak not awa 


Oo = : P 
Luc. Oh thou damnable feliow: didn ot pluck thee by 


Du. i pre 7. #. Tlove the Duke asIlove my 'e. 
fe a? aftrer 
fe now after Dis 


ee 
Ang. H id k how ney illa in would Cio} 


Du. Stay, fir, ftay a while 
Ang. W hat, refifts he ? help bh im, Lucio. 
Luc. Come fir, come fir, come fir : b fir: 


confede- i 
t 


fhow your 
face, and be hang > an hour; willt not 
Du. Thou art the firft knave that e’re mad it a Duke. 
et me bail thefe gentle three : 
y, fir ; for the Prz and you 
lay ie old on him. 

‘fe than hanging. 


bees ave a word anon : 
Luc. This may prove wo 

Du. What you have fj eat Aas fit you down: 
We’l borrow place of him; Sir, by your leave: - 
Haft thou of word, or wit, or impudence 
That yet can dothee Office 2 If thou hait, 

Rely upon it till my tale be h ieard, 
And hold no longer out. 
Ang. Oh my dread L ord, 
{1 fhould be guiltier than my guiltinefs, 
To think Ican be undifcernable ; 
When I perceive your Grace, like power Divine, 
Hath look’d upon my pafies : Then, go ood Prince, 
No longer Sejfion hold upon my fhame ; 
But let my trial be mine own confeffion : 
Immediate fentence then, and fequent death, 
Isa ane he grace | beg 
. Come hither, “Mari iana: 
Sig was’t thou ever contracted to this. woman ? 
Ang. | was, my Lord. 
De. Go take her hence, and marry her inftantly. 
Do you the Office (Fier) which confummate : 
Return him here again: go with him, Prowo/t. Exit. 
Efe. My Lord, I am more amaz’d at his difhonour, 
Than at the frrangenefs of it. 
Du. Come hither, Ifabel : 
Your Frierisnow your Prince: As I was then 
Advertifing, and holy to your bufinefs 
(Not changing heart with habit), 1 am fill, 
Atturnied at your fervice. 
I/a. Oh give me pardon, 
That I, your Vaflal, have imploy’d and pain’d 
Your unknown Soveraignty. 

Du. You are pardon °d, [abel : 
And now, dear Maid, be you as free tous. 
Your brother’ s death, I Know, fits at your heart: 
And you may marvel, why I ob{cur’d my felf, 
Labouring to fave his lif fe ; and would not rather 
Make rafh remonftrance of my hidden power: 
Then let him be fo loft : Oh moft kind Maid, 
It was the {wift celerity of his death, 
Which I did think with flower foot came on, 
That brain’d my purpofe: but peace be with-bim : 
That fi life is better life, paft fearing death, 

Than that which lives to fear : makeit your comfort, 
So happy is your brother, : 


Enter Angelo, Maria, Peter, Provoft. 


Ifa. Ydo, my Lord. 

Du. For this new-married man, ap} 
Whofe falt imagination yet hath erong ‘d 
Your well-defended honour ; you muft pardon 
For Mariana’s fake: But ashe adjudg’d your brother, 
Being 


a 
a 


oaching here, 


Pe a ee eee aD 
— rae 


STAI 


dF 


(ey 


Being criminal, in double violation 

Of facred chaftity, and of promife-breach, 
Thereon dependant for your brothers life, 
The very mercy of the Law crys out 
Moft audible, even from his proper tongue, 


An Angelo for Claudio 5 death for deatlt: 


Hatte ftill pays hafte, and leifure aiifwers leifure ; 
Like doth quit like, and Meafure ftill for Meafure : 
Then Angelo, thy fault’s thus manifefted: 
Which tho thou would’ft deny, denies thee vantage. 
We docondemn thee to the very Block 
Where Claudio ftoop’d to death 5"and with like hafte; 
Away with him 
Mar. Ol my moft gracious Lord, 
[hope you will not mock me witha husband ? 
Du. It is your husband mock’d you with a husband, 
Confenting to the fafe-guard of your honour, 
[ thought your marriage fit: elfe imputation, 
For thac he knew yuu, mizht reproach your life, 
And choak your good to come : for his pofleflions, 
Althoby confifcation they ate ours, 
We do enftate, and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better husband. 
Mar. Oh my dear Lord, 
[crave no other, nor no better man, 
uw, Never crave him : we are definitive. 
Mar. Gentle my, Leige. 
Du. You do but lofe your labour. 
Away with him to death: Now fir, to you. 
Mar. Oh my good Lord, fweet J/abel, take my part's 
Lend me your knees, and all my. life to Come, 
Tle lend you all my life to do you fervice. 
Da. Againft all fenfe you do importune her : 
Should the kneel down, in mercy of this fact, 
Her brother’s ghoft his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror. 
Mar. Tfabel : 
Sweet J/abe/, do yet but kneel by me; 
Hold up your hands, fay nothing : Pe fpeak all. 
They fay, beft menare moulded out of faults ; 
And for the moft, become much more the better 
For being a little bad: So may my husband. 
Oli abel: will you not lend a knee? 
Du. He dies fot Clandto’s death: 
Ifa. Moft bounteous fir, 
Look, if it pleafe you, on this man condemn’d, 
Asif my brother liv’d : I partly think, 
A due fincerity governed his deeds, 
Till‘he did look on me: Since it i$ fo 
Let him not die : my brother had but Tuftices 
In that he did the thing for which he di'd. 
For Angelo, his at did not o’re-take his bad intent, 
And mutt be buried but as an intent 
That perifh’d by the way : thoughts are no fabjects ; 
Intents, but meerly thoughts. 
Mar. Meerly, my Lord. 
Du. Your fuit’s unprofitable : ftand up, { fay : 
\I have bethought me of another fault. 
Provoft, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unufual hour 2 
Pro. It was commanded (6. ; 
Dz. Had youa fpecial Warrant for the deed ? 
Py». No, my good Lord; it was by private meflage. 
Du. For which I do difcharge you of your Office : 
Give up your keys. 
Pro. Pardon me, Noble Lord. 
I thouglit it was a faule, bic knewit not ; 
Yet did repent me after more advice ; 
For teftimony whereof, one in the prifon, 
That fhould by private Order elfe have did; 
[have referv’d alive. 
Du. What's he? 
Pro. His name is Barnardine. 
Du. 1 would’ft thot haft doné fo by Claxdio: 
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Go fetch him hither ; let me look upon him. 
Ee. 1am forry one {0 learned, and fo wife } 
As you, Lord Angelo, have itil appear’d, 
Should flip fo grofly, both in the heat of blood, 
And lack of temper’d judgment afterward. 
Ang. Lam forry, that fuch forrow | procure ; 
And fo deep fticks itin my penitent heart, 
That Lerave death more willingly than gnercy 
Tis my delérving, and Ido intreat it. ty 


Enter Barnardine, azd Provoft, Claudio, Julietta. 


Du. Which is that Barnardine ? 
Pro. This, my Lords 
Du. There was a Frier told me of. this man: 


| Sirrah, thou art faid to have a ftubborn foul, 


That apprehends no further than this, World, 

And fquar’it thy life accordingly : Thou’rt condemn’d ; 
But for thofe earthly faults, | quit them all : 

I pray thee take this mercy to provide 

For better times tocome: Frier, advife him ; 

I leave himto your hand... What mufiled. fellow’s that? 

Pro. Thisis another prifoner that I favd). f 
Who fhould have di’d when Claudio loft his head, 

As like almoft to Claudio as himfelf. 

Du. If he be like your brother, for his fake 

Is he pardon’d, and for yourlovely fake . 
Give me your hand, and fay you will be mine; 
He is my brother too: But fitter time for that: 
By this Lord Angelo perceives he's fate : 
Methinks! fee a quickning in his eye: 

Well, Angelo; your evil quits you well : 

Look, that you love your Wife: her worth wofth yours. 
I find an apt remiffion in my felf: 

And yet here’s one in place I cantiot pardon, 

You, firrah, that knew me for a fool, a cowafa; 

One all of Luxury, an afs,amad man: 
Wherein havé I {6 deferv’d of you, 

That you extol me thus? 

Luc. *Faith, my Lord, I {poke it but according to the 
trick : if you will hang me for it, you may : but! had rather 
it would pleafe you, | might be whipt. 

Du. Whipt firft, fir,and bang’d after. 

Proclaim it, Prevo/t, round about the City : 
If any woman wrong’d by this lewd fellow 
(As Ihave heard him fwear himfelf, there's one 


| Whom he begot with child ), let her appear, 
| And he fhall marry her : the nuptial finifh’d, 


Let him be whip’d-and hang’d. 
Lue. Vbefeech your Highnefs, do not marry me to a 
Whore: your Highnefs faid even how, [made youa Duke, 
good my ‘Lord do not recompence me in making me a 
Cuckold. . 
Du. Upon mine honour thou fhalt marry her: 
Thy flandérs | forgive, and therewithal 
Remit thy.other forfeits : take him to prifon. 
And fee our pleafure herein executed. 
Lue. Marrying a punk, my Lord,is prefling to deathy 
Whipping and hanging: 
Dz. Slandering a Prince deferves it. 
She, Claudio, tliat you wrong’d, look you reftore. | 
Joy to you, Mariana ; love her, Angelo: 
i have confefs’d her, and 1 know her vertue. ; 
Thanks, good friend Efcalus, for thy much goodnels; 
“here’s more behind that is more gratulate: , 
Thanks Provs/t for thy care and fecrefie ; 
We fhall imploy, thee ina worthier place: 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Rogowine for Claudiv’s; 
Th’ Offence pardons it felf. Dear J/abe/, 
Lhave a motion much imports your good, 
Whereto if you'l a willing ear incline, 
What’s mine is yours, and what is yours is mine? 
So bring us to oir Palace, where wel fhow 
What’s yet behind that’s meet you ail fhould know. 
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The Scene Vienna- bettie canon 
Elbow, a fimple Conftable. 

Froth, a. fooli{h Gentleman. 


Clown. 
The N ames of all ibe Aék Ors. mh noifer, an Executioner: 


Barnardine, a diffolure prifoner. 


J Vincentio, the Duke. Ifabella, ter to Claudio. — 
Angelo, the Deputy. Mariana, berrathed to Angelo. 
Juliet, beloved of Claudio. 


Efcalus, an ancient Lora. 
4 Claudio, 2 young Gentleman. Francifco, # Nun. 

Lucio, a fantaftique. Miftris Ovet-don, 4 Bawds 
2. Other like Gentlemen 


THE 


Comedy of Errors. 


A&tis Primus. Scena Prima. 


Therefore by. Law thou art condemn’d to di 
Enter the Duke of Ephefus, vith the Merchant of Syracufa, Mer, Yet this my comfort, when your othe are done, } 
> 


Faylor, and other attendants. My oe end likewife with the Evening Sun. 
Du. Well, Syracufian, fay in brief the cauf 

Merchant. Why thou departed’ft from thy native same 
And for what caufe thou cam’it to Ephefas ? 


a« Roceed Salinus to procure my fall, Mer. A heavier task could not have impos? 
"A And by thy doom of death end woes | ThanIto fpeak my grief ieee saeco 

5 (and all. Yet that the World way witne(s, that my end 
ya Duke. Metchantof Syracufe, plead | Was wrought by Nature, not by vile Offence 
IN _ {no more: Tle utter what my forrow gives me leave : ; 
; 7S I am not partial to —— our A iad was jai gas wed : 
LAE Git Se AWS : oman, ha ut fo : 
A js) The enmity and difcord which of And by me too, eel ser cies bad : 

(late | With her 1 liv’din joy, our Wealth encreaft 
ous Outrage of your Duke, By profperous Voyages | often made 
-dealing Countrymen, To Epidamium, till my Factor’s death : 


Sprung from the rancor 
To Merchants, our well 


Who wanting gilders to redeem their lives, And he great ftore of goods at random leavi 
Have feal’d his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods, Drew me from kind embracements gh eaving, 
Excludes all pity from our threatning looks: From whom my abfence was not i of my {ponte ; 
For fince the mortal and inteftine jars Before her felf (almoft at oa. ae old, 
"Twixt thy feditious Countrymen and us, The pleafing punifhment that ae uae if say 


; it hath in folemn Synods been decreed, Had made provifion for her f | 
ae Both by the Syracufians and our felves, kad inen., acd fale bee iets mes 
4 T’admit no traffick to our adverfe "Towns : Therekad fhe not beenlong, but ruled 

5? > became 


Nay, more; if any born at Epheus : A joyful mother of tw , 
Be feen at any Syraeufian Marts and Fairs : And, which was aesnas Bnet ion er 
vs Again, if any Syracufiamborn, As could not be diftinguith’ 4 Eeate Bie the other, 
Ae Come tothe Bay of Epbefis, he dies : That very hour, and in the felf-¢ Vy ames, 
in His goods confifcate to the Duke’s difpofe, A poor mean woman was d Biceed Inn, 
Unlefathoufand Marks belevied _ Of fuch aburthen, Male-twins a tan 
To quit the penalty, and ranfome him: Thofe, for their parents were cs alike : 
Thy fubftance, valued at the higheft rate, Tbought, and brought up to Sts ceeding. poor, 
Cannot amount untoa hundred Mask ; My Wife not meanly proud of a ae 
o> ROS ee 
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Viade daily motions for our homereturn: 
Unwilling lagreed.; alas! too foon we came aboard. 
A league from Epidamium had we fail’d 
Before the always wind-obeying deep, 

Gave any tragick inftance of our harm: 
But longer did we not retainmuch hope ; 

+For what obfcured light the heavens did grant, 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 
Which tho my felf would gladly have embrac’d, 
Yet the inceffant weeping of my Wife, 
Weeping before for what fhe faw muft come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 
That mourn’d for fafhion, ignorant what to fear; 
Fore’t me to feek delays for them and me : 
And this it was (for other means was none): 
The Sailors fought for fafety by our boat, 

And left the Ship then finking-ripe to us. 
My Wife more careful for the latter born, 
Had faftened him unto a finall {pare Maft, 
Such as Sea-faring men provide for ftorms : 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilft I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus difpos’d, my Wife, and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 
Faftned our felvesat either end the Maft, 
And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftream, 
Was carried towards Corinth, as we thought, 
At length theSun gazing uponthe earth, 
Difperft thofe vapours that offended us ; 
And by the benefit of his with’d light, 
The Seas was calm, and we difcovered 
Two Ships from far, making amain to us: 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this ; 
Bute’re they came, Oh letme fay no more ; 
Gather the fequel by that went before. 

Du. Nay, forward Old man, do not break off 0 ; 
For we may pity, tho not pardon thee. 

Mer. Oh had the gods done fo, I had not now 
Worthily term’d them mercilefs to us : 
For e’re the Ships could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountred by amighty Rock; 
Which being violently born up upon, 
Our helpful Ship was {plitted in the midft : 
So that in this unjuft divorce of us, 
Fortune had left to both of usalike, 
What to delight in, what to forrow for, 
Her part, poor foul, feeming as burdened, 
With leffer weight, but not with lefler wo, 
Was carried with more {peed before the wind, 
And in our fight they three were taken up 

“$By Fifhermen of Corinth, as we thought, 

Atlength another Ship had feiz’d on us 5 

And knowing whom it was their hap to faves 

Gave helpful welcome to their Shipwrackt guefts, 

And would have reft the Fifhers of their prey, 

Had not their Bark been very flow of fail; 

‘And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe, 

Ee have you heard me fever'd from my blifs, 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 

To tell fad ftories of my own mifhaps. 
Du. And for the fakes of them thon forreweft for, 
Do me the favour to dilate ar‘full, — . 
What hath befall’n chem and thee till now. 
Mer, My youngeft boy, and yet my eldeft care, 
At Eighteen years became inquifitive 
After his brother ; and importun’d me, 
That his attendant (for his cafe was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retain’d his name) 
Might bear him company in the queft of him: 

Whom whil’ft Llaboured of a love to fee, 

I hazarded thelofs of whom I lov’d. 

Five Summers havel {pent in fartheft Green, \ 
Roming clean through the bounds of Afa, 
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Hopelefs to find, yet loath to leave unfought, 

Or that, or any place that harbours men: 

But here muft end the ftory of my life, 
; And happy were lin. my timely death, 

Could.all my travels warrant me they live. 

Du: Haple {S Egeon, whom the fates have markt 

To bear th’ extremity of dire mifhap : 

Now truft me, were it not againft our Laws, 3 
Againft my Crown, my Oath, my Dignity, f ( 
Which Princes would, they may not difanull, 
| My foul fhould fue as advocate for thee: 

3ut tho thou artadjudged to the death, 
And pafled fentence may not be recall’d, 

3ut to our honours great difparagement ; 
Yet willl favour, thee in what 1 can 3 
Therefore, Merchant, [le limit thee this day 
| To feek thy help by beneficial help: 

Try allthe friends thou haft.in Epbefus : 

Beg thou, or borrow, to makeup the fum, 
| And live: if no, then thou artdoom’d to die: 
| Faylor, take him to thy cuftody. 
| Fay. Iwill, my Lord, 


And coating homeward, came to Epbefis : 


~ 


Mer. HopelefS and helplefs doth Egeon wend, 


But to procraftinate his livelefs end. Exeunt. 


{ 
| 
Enter Antipholis, Erotes, a Merchant, azd Dromio. 
| Mer. Therefore give out, you are of Epidamium,' 

Left that your goods be too foon confifcate : 

This very day a Syracufan Merchant 

Is apprehended for arrival here; j 

And not being able to buy out his life, 

According to the Statute of the ‘Town, : 

Dies e’re the Weary Sun {ets in the ef: 

There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant. Go bear it to the Centaure, where we hoft, 

And ftay there, Dromio, tilll come to thee: 

Till that Ple view the manners of the Town : 

Within this hour it willbe dinner-time : 

Perufe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 

And then return and fleep within mine Inn; 
For with long travel lam ftiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 

Dro. Many aman would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having fo gooda means. 

' Exit Dromio. } 

| Ant. A trufty villain, fir, that very oft, i 

When Iam dull with care and melancholly, 

Lightens my humour with his merry jefts. k 

What, will you walk with me about the Town, . 

| And then go tothe Inn and dine with me? 

E. Mer. 1am invited, fir, to certain Merchants, 

Of whom I hope to make much benefit : 

I crave your pardon; {oon at five a clock, ' 

Pleafe you, I’le meet with you upon the Mart, 

And afterward con(fort you till bed-time: 

My prefent bufinefs calls me from you now. 

Ant. Farewel till then -1 will go lofe my life, 
And wander up and down to view the City. 
E. Mer. Sir, [commend you to your owncontent. 
Exeunt. 
Aut. He that commends me to my own content, ' 

Commends meto the thing I cannot get: 

I tothe world am like a drop of water, f 

That inthe Oceanfeeks another drop, i 

Who falling there to find his fellow forth, 

(Unfeen inquifitive) confounds himfelf: 

Sol, to find a Mother and a Brother, 

Inqueft of him (unhappy) lofe my. {elf 


Enter Dromio of Ephefus. 


Here comes the Almanack of my true date: 
What now ? How chance thou art return’d fo foon. 
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proacht too late: 


fe it one upon my cheek : 
becaufe the meat is coid: 
‘s cold: becaufe you come not home: 

afe you have no ftomach : 
broke your faft: 

co faft and pray, 


You come not home becanie 


C 
i 


ave you le 


. Oh, fix pence t 
he Sadler for my Miftris Crupper ? 
ley had it, fir; [kept it not. 
Lam notin a fportive humour now: 
and dally not, where is the money ? 
Ve being ftrangers here, how dar'ft thou truft 
taicharge from thine own cuftody’? 

0. L pray you jeft, fir, as you fit at dinner : 
sme to you in poft : 
urn, I fhall be poft indeed: 
iil {cour your fault upon my pate: 
your inaw, like mine, fhould be your Cook, 
ke you home without a meflengers 

Ant. Coime Dromio, come, thefe jefts are out of feafon ; 
Referve them till a merrier hour than this : 
in charge to thee? 


LAiibe 


Tell me, 


\ 


ra — 
oo grea 
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| 


oave 


\\/ re 36 sic 
| \here is the gold I gave 


-. To me, fir ?, why, you gave no gold to me. 


/ aa 

Was Oe 

| Ant. Come on, fir knave; have done your foolifhnefs, 

| And tell how thou haft difpos’d thy charge ? 

eats Dee | charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 
Home .oufe (the Phenix, fir), todinner : 


| My Mittris and her filter ftaies for you. 

“Ant. Now as I ama Chriftian anfwer me, 
nwhat fafe place you have beftow’d my money : 
Or I fhall break that merry {conce of yours 
That {tands on tricks when I am undifpos’d : 
Where is the thoufand marks thou hadit of me ? 


v 


E Dro. i have fome marks of yours upon my,pate; 
Some of my Miftris marks upon my fhoulders: 
But not a thoufand marks between you both. 
if {fhould pay your Worfhip thofe again, : 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 


Ant. Thy Miltris marks? what Mittris, flave, haft thou ? 
E.DroXour Worhhip’s Wife, my Miftrisat the Phenix ¢ 
he that doth faft tillyou come home to dinner : 

And prays that you will hie youhome to dinner. 

Ant. What, wilt thou flout me thtis unto my face, 
Being forbid? ‘There, take you that, fir knave. 

FE. Dro. What mean you, fir? fot God fakehold your 
Nay, and you will not, fir, Ple take my heels. (hands: 


re en AA 


Exit Dromio Ep. 


Ant. Upon my life, by fome device or cther, 

The Villain ig o’re-wrought of all my money. 

Then fay, this Townis full of cozenage : 

Asnimble Juglers that deceive the eye> 
Sorcerers that change the mind : 

Soul-kifling Witches that deform the body : 

pifguifed Cheaters, prating Mountebanks ; 

And many fuch like liberties of fin : 

if it prove fo, Iwill be gone the fooner ; 

Ple to the Centaur to feek this flave : 

I greatly fear my money is not fafe. 


Dark-working 


Exit. 
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Ady. Neither my husband, nor the flave return’d, 
Thatin fuch hafte I fent to eek his Matter: 

Sure, Luciana, itis two a clock. ; 
Luc. Perhaps fome Merchant hath invited him, 
And fromthe Mart he’s fomewhere gone to dinner: 
Good fifter, let us dine, and never fret: 

Amanis Mafter of his liberty : 


Time is thei Mafter; and when they fee time, 


They’le go or come: if fo, be patient, fifter. 
Adr, Why fhould their liberty than ours be more? 
Luc. Becaufe their bufinefS ftill lies out adoor. 
Adr. Look, when Lferve him fo, he takes it iff, 
Luc. Oh, knowhe is the bridle of your will. 

Adr. There’s none but affes wifl be bridled fo. 
Luc. Why, head-ftrong liberty is lafht with woe: 

There’s nothing fituate under heavens eye, 

But hath his bound in earth, in fea, in skie. 

The beafts, the fifhes, and the winged fowls, 

Are their males fubjeéts, and at their controuls : 

Man more divine, the Mafter of all thefe, 

Lord of the wide world, and wide watry feas, 

Indued with intellectual fenfe and foul, 

Of more preheminence than fifh and fowl, 

Are Matters to their females, and their Lords: 

Then let your wilfattend on their accords. 

Adr. This fervitude makes youto keep unwed: 
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 
Adr. But were you wedded,you would bear tome fway 
Luc. Ere I learn love, Vle praétife to obey. ' 
’ Adr. How if your husband ftart fome other where ? 
~~ Luc. ‘Tillkhecome home again I would forbear. 
Adr. Patience unmov’d, no marvel tho fhe paufe ; 

‘They can be meek that have no other caufe : 

A wretched foul bruis’d with adverfity, 

We bid be quiet when we hear it ery : 

But were we burd’ned with like weight of pain, 

As much, or more we fhonld our félves complain : 

‘Sothou that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee, 

With urging helplefé patience would relieve me: 

But if thou live to fee like right bereft, 

This fool-beg’d "patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Weil, 1 will marry one day but to try: 
Here comes your man, now is your husbaad nigh. 


4s 


Enter Dromio Eph. 


| 
Adr. Say, is your tardy Mafter now at hand? 


E. Dro. Nay, he’s at two-hands with me, and that my f 
two ears can witnefs. 


Aadr. Say, didft thou 
mind ¢ 


. Dro. e is mi i 
Pettis an are el undertone 
aa oubrfully, thou could’ft not feel his 

E. Dro. Nay,he ftruck fo plai 
pete : ad withal fo sueonaie laetcatts re se 
Aadr. ; i i 
poets isan. thou villain? a nae 
But fure he is ee ? 


fpeak with him? know’ft thou his 


ye 


When I defir’d him to come home to dinner, 

He ask’d me for athoufand marks in gold : 

Tis dinner-time, quothI: my gold, quoth he: 

Your meat doth burn, quoth I: my gold, quoth he: 
Will you come, quoth 1? my gold, quoth he: 
Where is the thoufand marks I gave thee, Villain ? 
The Pig, quoth 1, isburn’d: my gold, quoth he : 

My Miftris, fir, quoth I: hang up thy Miftris ; 

I know not thy Miftris; out onthy Miftris. 

Luc. Quoth who ? 

E.Dro. Quoth my Matter: I know, quoth he, no houfe, 
no wife, no Miftris: fo that my errand, due unto my 
tongue, I thank him, I bare home upon my fhoulders: for 
in conclufion, he did beat me there. 

Adr.Go back again, thou flave, and fetch him home. 

Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home? 

For God’s fake fend fome other Meflenger. 

Adr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs. 

Dro. And he'will blefS that crofs with other beating: 
Between you I fhall havea holyhead. 

Adr. Hence prating peafant, fetch thy Mafter home: 

Dro. Am [fo round with you as you with me, 
That like a foot-ball you:do fpurn me thus? 

You fpurn mehence, and he will fpurn me hither : 
If] laft in this fervice, you muft cafe me in leather. 

Luc. Fie, haw impatience lowreth in your face! 

Adr. His company muft do his minions grace, 
Whilft 1 at home ftarve for a merry look: 

Hath homely age th’ alluring beauty took 
From my poorcheek? then he hath wafted it. 
Are my difcourfes dull? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and fharp difcourfe be marr’d, 
Unkindnefs blots it more than Marble hard. 

Do their gay Veftments his affections bait ? 
That’s not my fault ; he’s mafter of my ftate. 
What Ruines are in me that canbe found, 

By him not ruin’d? ‘Then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed fair, 

A funny look of his would foon repair. 

But (too unruly Deer) he breaks the pale, 
And feeds from home; poor I am but his ftale: 

Luc. Self-harming jealoufie ; fie, beat it hence. 

Ad. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpenfe : 
[know his eye doth homage other-where ; 

Or elfe what letsit but he would be here ? 

Sifter, you know he promifed mea chain, 

Would that alone, alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed. 

I fee the Jewel beft enamaled 

Willlofe his beauty : yet the gold bides ftill 

That others touch, and often touching will: 

Since that my beauty cannot pleafe his eye, 

ble weep (what’s left) away, and weeping die. 
Lue. How many fond fools ferve mad Jealoufie ? 

Exeunt. 


Exit. 


Enter Antipholis Erotes. 


Ant. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur, and theheedful flave 
Is wandred forth in care to feek me out 
By computation, and mine hofts report, 
I could not {peak with Dromio, fince at firft 
I fent him from the Mart : fee here he comes. 


Enter Dromio Syracufan. 


How now, fir ? is your merry humour alter’d ? 
As you love ftroaks, fo jeft with me again: 
You know no Centaur ¢ you receiv’d no gold ? 
Your Miftris fent to have me home to dinner ? 
My houfe was atthe Phenix * Wait thou mad, 
That thus fo madly thou didft anfwer me? 
S. Dro. What an{wer, fit ? when fpake I fuch aword ? 
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i. Ant. Even now, evenhere, not half an hour fince. 
S. Dro, I did not fee you fince you fent me hence 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 
Ant. Villain, thou did’{t deny the golds Receit, 
And told’ft me of a Miftris, and a dinner. 
For which! hope thou felt’{t 1 was difpleas’d. 
S. Dro. | am glad to fee you in this merry vein: 
What means this jeft, I pray you, Matter, tell me ? 
Ant. Yea, do’ft thou jeer and flout me in the teeth? 
Think’ ft thou J jeft?hold,take thou that,and that. BeatsDro| 
S. Dro. Hold, fir, for God’s fake, now your jeft isearneft:| 
Upon what bargain do you give it me? 
Ant. Becaufe that I familiarly fometimes 
Do ufe you for my fool, and chat with you, | 


Your fawcine(s will jeft upon my love, 

And make a Common of my {erious hous: 
When the Sun fhines let foolifh gnats make fport , 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams : 

If you will jeft with me, know my afpect, 

And fafhion your demeanor to my looks ; 

Or I will beat this method in your fconee,. 

S. Dro. Sconce, call you it? fo-you would leave batter- 
ing, [had rather have ita head: andyou ufe thefe blows 
long, I muft get a fconce for my head, and infconce it too, | 
or elfe I fhall feek my wit in my fhoulders: but I pray, fir, 
why am I beaten i 

Ant. Doft thou not know 

S. Dro: Nothing, fir, but that i an | 

Ant. Shall I tell you why? 

S. Dro. I, fir, and wheretore ; for they fay, every why | 
; 
| 


eaten. 


hath a wherefore, 

Ant: Why, firft for flouting me, and thén wherefore, for 
urging itthe fecond time jo me. 

S. Dro. Was there éver any man thus beaten out of fea- 
fon, when in the Why and the Wherefore is neithet Rime 
nor Reafon. Well, fir, I thank you. 

Ant. Thank me, fir, for what ? 

S. Dro. Marry, fir, for this fomething that you gave me; 
for nothing. 

Ant. Tle make you amends next, to give you nothing for | 
fomething. - But fay, fir, is it dinner-time ? | 

| 
| 


S. Dro. No, fir: 1 think the Meat wants that I have. 

Ant. Ingoodtime, fir 5 what’s that 2 

S, Dro. Bafting. 

Ant. Well, fir, then twill be dry. 

S. Dro. If it be, fir, I pray you eat not of its 

Ant, Your Reafon ? 

S. Dro. Left it make you chollerick, and purchafe me 
another dry batting. 

Ant. Well, fir, leatn to jeft in good time : there’s a time 
for all things. 

S. Dro. I durft have denied that before you were fo chol- 
lerick. 

Ant. By what Rule, fir? 

S.Dro. Marry. fir, by a Rule as plain as the plain bald 
pate of Father Time himfelf. 

Ant. Let’s hear it. 

S, Dro. There’s no time for a man to recover his hair that 
grows bald by Nature. 

Ant. May he not doit by fine and recovery ? 

S. Dro, Yes, to pay a fine for a Periwig, and recover the 
loft bait of another man. 

Ant. Why, is Time fuch a niggard of hair, being (as it 
is) fo plentiful an excrement ? 

S$. Dro. Becaufeit is a bleffing that he beftows on beafts ; 
and what he hath {canted them in hair, he hath given them 
in Wits 

Ant. Why, but there’s many a man hath more hair than 
Wife 

S. Dro, Not a man of thofe but he hath the wit to lofe 
his hair. 

Ant. Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain dealers 
without wit. 


S. Dro. 


fn 
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S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft ; yet he lofeth 


itin a kind of jollity, 
Ant. For what Reafon ? 
S. Dro. For two, and found ones too- 
Ant. Nay, not found omes 1 pray you: 
S. Dro. Sure ones then. 
An. Nay, not fare in a thing falfing. 
S. Dre. Certain ones then. 
Aa. Name them. 


$. Dro. The one to fave the money that he {pends intry- 
r ’ . Ae 7 hic 
ing ; the other, that at dinner they fhould not drop in his 


porrage. 


An. You would ail this time have prov’d, there is no 


time for all things. 


S. Dro. Marry, and did, firs namely, no time to recover 


hair loft by nature. 


An. But your Reafon was not fabftantial, why there is no 


time to recover. ; 
S$. Dro." Thus 1 mend it : "Time himéelf is bald, and there- 


fore to the World’s end, will have bald followers. 


An. iknew twould be a bald conclusion : but foft, who 


yafre ve Vonder 2 
wafts us yonder : 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Ady. 1,1, Antipholis, look ftrange and frown ; 
Some other Miftris hath fome fweet afpects: 
lam not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou unurg’d would’ft vow, 
That never words were mufick to thine ear, 
That never Object pleafing in thine eyes 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 
That never meat fweet-favour’d in thy tafte, 
Unlefs1 {pake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carv’d to thee. 
How comes it now (my husband), Oh how comes it, 
That thou artthen eftranged from thy felf? 
Thy felf, [call it, being ftrange to me 
That undividable Incorporate 
Am better than thy dear felf's better part. 
Ah do nottear away thy felf from me; 
For know my love: aseafie maift thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 
And take unmingled thence that drop again 
Without addition or diminifhing, : 
As take fromme thy felf, and not me too. 
| How dearly wonldit touch thee to the quick, 
| chould’ft thou hearl were licentious? 
And that this body confecrate to thee, 
By Rofhan Luft {hould be contaminate ? 
i Would’ thou not {pit at me, and fpurn at me, 
And hurlthe name of husband in my face, 
And tear the ftain’d skin of my Harlot-brow, 
And from my falfe hand cut the Wedding-Ring, 
And break it with a deep-divorcing-vow ? 
iknow thoucanft; and therefore fee thou do it. 
iam poffeft with an adulterate blot 5 
My blood is mingled with the crime of luft: 
For if we two be one, and thou play falfe, 
i dodigeft the poyfon of my fleth, 
Being {trumpeted by thy catagion- 
Keep then fair league, and truce with thy true bed : 
I live diftaind, thou undifhonoured, 
Ant. Plead you tome, fair dame ? 1 know you not: 
In Ephefws 1am but two hours old, 
As ftrange unto your town as to your talk, 
Who every word by all my wit being fcann’d, 
Wan s witin all one word to underftand. 


Luc. Fie, brother, how the World is chang’d with you: 


When were you wont to ufe my fitter thus ? 
She fent for you by Dremio home to dinner. 

Ant. By Dromio¢ 

Dro. By. me. 

Adr. By thee ; and thusthou didft return from him, 
That he did buffet thee, and in his blows, 


f Denied my houfe for his, me for.his W 


Wife 

Ant. Did you converte, fir, with this Gentlewoman - 
What is the courfe and driftof your compact? 

S. Dro. I, fir ? [never {aw her till this time. 

Ant. Villain, thou lieft , for even her very words 
Didft thou deliver to meon the Mart. 

S. Dro. Inever {pake with her in all my life. 

Ant. How can fhe thus then call us bj 
Unlef it be by infpiration ? j 

Adr. How illagrees it with your gravity, 
To counterfeit thus grofly with your flave, 
Abetting him to thwart mein my mood ? 
By it my wrong, youare from me exempt, 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, | will faften on this fleeve of thine: . 
Thou art an Elm, my husband, laVine: 


ur names, 


Whole weaknefs married to thy ftronger ftate, 
Makes me with thy {trength to communicate : 
If ought poflefs thee from me, it is drofs, 
Ufurping Ivy, Brier, or idle Mofs, 

Who all for want of pruning, with intrufion, 


Infect thy Sap, and live on thy-confufion. 
Ant. To me fhe fpeaks ; fhe moves me for her 
theam : 
What, was I married to her in my dream ¢ 


Or fleep I now, and think I hear all this ? 
Whaterror drives our eyes and ears amifs ? 
Until I know this fire uncertainty, 

Ple entertain the free’d fallacy. 


Lue. Dromio, Go bid the fervants fpread for dinner. 
S. Dro. Oh for my beads, Icrofs me for a finner. 


Thisis the Fairy land: Oh fpight of fpights : 

We talk with Goblins, Owls, and Elves Sprights : 
If we obey them not, this wifl enfue, 

They I fuck our breath, or pinch us black and blew. 


Luc. Why prait’ft thou to thy felf; 

Dromio, thou Dromio, {nail, thou flug, thou fot ¢ 

S. Dro. Lam transformed, Matter, am I not ? 

‘Ant. Uthink thou art in mind, and fo am I. 

$. Dro. Nay, Mafter, both in mind and in my fhape. 

Ant. Thou haft thine own form. 

S. Dro, No: Laman Ape. 

Luc. If thou art chang’d to ought, ‘tis toan Afs. 

§. Dro. Tis true, fhe rides me, and long for grafge 
"Tis fo: lam anAfs: elfe it could never be : s 
But I fhould know her as well as fhe knows me. 

Adr.Come, come, no longer willl be a foo!, 

To put the finger in the eye and weep, 
Whil'ft Man and Mafter laughs my woes to/{corn : 


Come, fir,ftodinner; Dromio, keep the gate : 


Husband, I’le dine above with you to day 
And fbrive you of a thoufand idle pranks: 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your Matter 
Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
Come filter : Dromio, play the Porter well. 
Ant. AMTin earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping, or waking, mad, or well advis’d : 
Known unto thefe, and to my felf difguis’d ? 
I'le fay asthey fay, and perfevere fo : = 
Andin:this mift at alladventures go. 
S. Drs. Matter, fhall ibe Porter at the gate ? 
. , come, Antipbolis, we dine tao late. 


Attus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Antipholisof Ephefus, his 0 Dromio, Aggeloy th 
Goldfinith, avd Balthazar ike } leschabe RECO, 176 
f swwiCid. 3 


E. Ant. Good fignior Angelo. vou mi be 
geo, you mut excufe us_all ¢, 
My} 


5) 


| - 


My Wife is fhrewifh when! keep not hours.; 

Say, that | linger’d with you at your Shop 

To fee the making of her Carkaner, 

And that to morrow you will bring it home 

But here’s a villain that would face me down, 

He met me on the Mart, and that I beat him, 

And charg’d him wich a thoufand Marks in gold ; 

And that I did deny my Wife and Houfe: 

Thou drunkard thou, what did’ft thou mean by this 2 
E. Dro. Say what you will, fir, but 1 know what I know, 

That you beat meat the Mart,I have your hand to fhow: 

If the skin were parchment,& the blows you gave were ink, 

Your hand-writing would tell you what I think. 

E. Ant. I think thou artan afs. 

E. Dro. Marry, fo it dorh appear 
‘| By the wrongs I fiffer, and the blows bear : 

I fhould kick being kickt ; and being at that pafs, 

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an als, 
E. An.X’are fad, Signior Balthazar : pray God our‘cheer 

May anfwer my good will,and your good welcome here. 
Bal. hold your dainties cheap, fir,& your welcome dear. 
E. Ant. Ah fignior Balthazar, either at fleth or fith, 

A table-full of welcome makes icarce one dainty dith. 
Bal. Good meat, fir, is common, that every churl affords. 
Ant. And welcome more common; for that’s nothing 

but words. . 

Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a merry 

feaft. 

Ant.I, toa niggardly Hoft, and more {paring Gueft : 
But thomy cates be mean, take them in good part; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 

But foft; my door is lockt; go bid them let us in. 

E. Dro. Maud, Briget, Marian, Cifty, Gillian, Ginn: 
S. Dro. Mome, Malt-horfe, Capon, Coxcombe, Idiot 
Patch. 

Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch: 

Doftthouconjurefor wenches,thatthou call’ft for {uch ftore, 

When one is one too many ? go get thee from the door. 

€. Dro. What patch is made our porter? my Mafter 
ftays in the ftreet. 


, S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left he 
catch cold on’s feet. 
E, Ant: Who talks within there ? hoa, open the door. 
, i S. Dro. Right, fir, Ple tell you when, and you’l tell me 
| wherefore. 
Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner ? I have’not din’d to 
day. 
_ 5. Dro. Nor to day here you muft not : come again when 
| you may. . 
Ant. What art thou that keep’ft me out from the houfe 
I owe? 
S.Dro. The Porter for this time, fir, and my name is 
Dromio: : 
E. Dro. O Villain, thou haft fto?’n both mine Office and 
= » My Name. , 
The one ne’re got me credit, the other mickle blame: 
If thou had’ft bid Dromio to day in my place, 
‘Thou woul’ft havechang’d thy face for a name, or thy 
name for an afs. 
Enter Luce. 
Luc. What acoileis there, Dromio? who are thofe at the 
gate ? a Se 
E. Dro. Let my Matter in, Luce, 
fter. 
verb. 
Shall [fetin my ftaff. ; 
a Luc. Have at you with another ; that’s when? can you 
0610)" 2 
> tell ? 
P. fwer d him well. 
a 


The Comedy of Errors. 


E. Dro. O Lord, I muft laugh: have at you with a Pro- | And about evening come your félf alone, 


S.Dro. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou haft an-/ And that fuppofed by the common Rout, 


Si 


Ant. Do you -hear, you Minion, you’l let us in, I 
hope ? 

Luc. | thought to have askt you. 

S. Dro. And you faid, no. 

E. Dro, So, come, help, well ftrtick ; there was blow for 
blow. 

Ant. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luc. Can you tell for whofe fake ? 

E. Dro, Maiter, knock the door hard. 

Luc. Let him. knock till it ake. 

4nt. Yow! cry for this, Minion, if I beat the door 
down. 


Luc. What needs all that, and a pair of ftocks in the 
Town? 


Enter Adriana. 


Adr, Whois that at the door that keeps ail this noife? 

S. Dro. By my troth, your Town is troubled with unru- 

ly boys. 

Ant. Are you there, Wife? you might have come be- 

fore. : 

4dr. Your Wife, fir knave? go get you from the door. 

E. Drow \f you wentin pain, Mafter, thisknave would 

go fore. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, fir, nor welcome ; we would 

fain have either. 

Baltz,. In debating which was beft, we fhail part with 

neither. 

E. Dro. They ftand at the door, Mafter ; bid them wel- 

come hither. 

Ant. There is fomething in the wind, that we cannot 

get in. 

E.Dro.You would fay fo, Matter, if your garments were 

thin. 
Your Cake here is warm within : you ftand here in the 
cold. 
It would niake a man as mad as a Buck to be fo boughrand 
fold. 

Ant. Go fetch me fomething, I’le break ope the gate. 

S. Dro. Break, any breaking here, and Ile break your 

knaves pate; 

E. Dro. Aman may break a Word with you, fir, and 

words are biit wind , 
I, and break it in your face, fo he break it‘not behinde. 

S. Dro. It feems thou want’ft breaking ; Out upon thee, 

hinde. 

E. Dro. Here's too much : Out upon thee ; I pray thee let | 

me in. f 

S. Dro. I, when fowls have no feathers, and-fith have no | 

fin. 

Ant. Well, Ple break in: go borrow me a Crow. 

E, Dro. A crow without feather, Mafter, mean you fo? 
For a fith without a fin, there’s a fow! withoura feather : 
If a crow help us in, firrah, we’l pluck a crow together. 

Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an Iron Crow. 

Balth. Have patience, fir: Oh let it not be fo; 

Herein you war againit your Reputation, 
And draw within the compafs of fufpect, 
Th’ unviolated honour of your Wife. 
Once this your long experience of your wifdom, 
Her fober vertue, years, and modetty, 
| Plead on your part fome caufé toyou unknown ; 
And doubtnot, fir, but fhe will well excufe 
| Why at this time the doors are made againit you. 


Luc. Faith, no; he comes too late; and fo tellyour Ma-| Be rul’d by me, depart in patience 


And let us to the Tyger all to dinner, 


Toknow the Reafon of this ftrange reitraint : 
If by ftrong hand you offer to break in 
Now in the ftirring paflage of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 


Againft your yet ungalied eitimation. 
That 
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| 62 The Comedy of Errors. 
\ pee See ety -—_—_— # a ae 
| ae ee : ( 1. cate thee Seep ae 
it hat may with foul intrufion enter in, And as a bed I’le take thee, and there lie: 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; Andin that glorious fppotition think, j 
ikor {lander lives upon {ycceflion na He gains by death that hath fuch means fo die : 
15 Veit aiaie eels ) ‘ : ; ee ie ad 
lFor ever hous’d where it onte gets pofleflion. | Let Love, being light, be drowned if fhe fink, 4 
Ant. Xow have-prevail’d 5 J will depart in quiets Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reafon fo : 
I ndin defoight of mirth mean to be merry : Ant. Not mad, but mated, how, Ido not know. 
ifn vanchy of excellent di(courle, : Luc. 1tis a fault that {pringeth from your eye. 
witty, wild, and yet too gentle ; Ant. For gazing,on your beams, fair Sun being by. 

iTh we dine: ie woman that lmean, Luc. Gaze when you fhould, and that will clear your 
i My Wife Cbuc 1 protelt without defert) fight. ete ves t. , 2 
| Hath -ofrentimes i braided me withal : Ant. As good to wink, fweet love, aslook on night. 
| Toher will weto dinner: get you home, ih} Why call be Hasias love ¢ call my filter fo. 
| \nd.fetch.the chain; by thisl know tis made ; Ant. "Thy fifters Ua 
' Bring it, Lpray you, to the Porpentine ; Luc. That's my filter. 

* iets at Ant.No : itis my felf, mine own felfs better, part: 


| Upon my hott 
| Since mine 
| ?le knoe elwfehere, talec 


(Pe it for nothing but to fpight my Wife) 


| Then for her weal -(ake ufe ber with more kindnefS: 


ee eee A Lon 


« there’s the houfe: That chain | will beftow 
Mine eyes clear eye, My dear hearts dearer heart, 
My food, my fortune, and my fweet hopes aim, 
My fole earths heaven, and my heavens claim. 4» 
Luc. All this my fiiter is, or elfe fhould be. 


Ant. Call thy (elf, fitter fweer ; for l dm thee :- 


: 
efgthere: good fir, make hafte : 


se.own doors refufe to entertain me, 
fee if they’l difdain me. 


h 
t 


Ang. Viemeet you at chat place, fome hour, fir, hence. |, 13 . us 
‘Ant. Do fo; this jett fhall coft me fome expence. Thee will L love, and with thee lead my life: 
Rxeunt.\ Thou haft no husband yet, nor Ino wife: 
Give me thy hand. 
Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Syracufa. Lue, Oh foft fir, hold you ftill : 
ble fetch my filter, to get her good will. 
Fula. And may itbe, that you have quite forgot eee 
4 husband’s Office? Shall Antipholis, Enter Dromio, Siracufa. 
Rven in the fpring of Love, thy Love-fprings rot ¢ at 
in buildi orn ‘ t. Why | 1, Dromie, where runvft thou f 
Shall love in buildings grow fo ruinate? Ant. Why how now, Drom, where runm it thou 104, 
If you did wed my {ifter for-her wealth, faft ? ; 
| S. Dro. Do you know me, fir ? Am 1 Dromia? Amt 


your man? Am I my felf? 


Orif youlike elfewhere, do it by ftealth » vi 
eAnt. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 


Mutlle your fle love with fome fhew of blindnefs ; 


Let not my fifter read it in your eye: thy felf. 

Be not thy tongue thy own {hames Orator : Pro.{amanafs, | ama Womans man, and befides my 

Look fweer, {peak fair; become difloyalty : felf. 

Apparel Vice like Vertues harbinger: te ag hat womans man? and how befides thy. 
elf: 


Teach fin the carriage of. a holy Saint ; 
Be fecret falfe;,what need fhe be acquainted ? 


What fimple thief brags of his own attain? me. : 
‘Ant. What claim lays fhe to thee? 


Tisdouble wrong to truant with your bed, 
And let herreaditin thy looks-at board : Dro. Marry fir, fuch claim as you would lay to your 
Shame hath a baftard-frame, well managed 5 horfe ; and fhe would have me as.a beaft ; not that [being 
llideeds are doubled with an evil word: a bealt, fhe would have me, but that fhe being a very.beaft- 
Alas poor women, make us not believe ly creature, lays claim to me, 

Ant. Whatis fhe? 


(Being compa? of credit), that you love us: 
‘Pho others have the arm,, fiew. Us the fleeve: Dro. A very reverent body : I, fuch a one asa man may 
not fpeak of, without he fay, fir reverence: I have but} 


We in your motion run; and you may move Us. é 

| Then gentle brother, get you inagain ; lean luckinthe match ; and yet is fhe a wondrous fat mat- 
Comfort my fifter, chear her, call her Wile: riage. 

| ris holy {port to be a little vain, ‘Ant. How doft thou mean, a fat marriage? 


rery conquers ftrife, Dro. Marry fir, fhe’s the Kitchin-wench, and all greafé 

sur name is elfe, | know j and] know not what ufe to put her to, but to make a Lamp} 
of her, and run from her by her ownlight. | warrant het 
Rags, and the Tallow in them, will burna Poland Winter: 


Beara fair prefence; tho your heart be tainted 5 at 
Dro. Marry fir, befides my felf, 1am due to a woman. 


One that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will have 


| When the {weet breath of flat 
| S. Ant. Sweet Miftris: what y 
| not 5 

| Nor by. what wander you do hit of mine: 


i ; 
| Lefsin your knowledg, and your grace you fhow not, if the lives tif doomfday, fhe burn a week longer than 
i ‘Than our earths wonder, more than earth, divine. the whole World. 
} Teach me, dear creature, how to think and fpeak : vant What complexion is fhe of? 
| Lay open tomy c¢ urthy grofs conceit: Dro. Swart, like my fhooe, but her face nothing like 
| Smother’d i7 errers, feeble, fhadow, weak, cleankept: forwhy? fhe {weats, a man may go ovet- 
| The foulded meaning of your words deceit: : fhooes in the grime of it. ‘ : 
| Aga'intt my fouls pure truth, why labour you, Ant. That’s a fault that water will mend. 
1 To makeit wanderi? an unknown field ? _ Dro. No, fir, ’tis in grain ;. Noab’s flood could not do 
| Areyou.a gad 2s W oxild you create me new ? oi . it. 

ranstorm methen, and-to your power le yeild. Axt. What’s her name ? 


rd fir: but her name is three quarters ; that’s an 

Ell and three quarters wi iar hich: 

hip. q s will not meafure her from hip to 
Ant. Then fhe bears fome breadth? 

9 be dies ad from head to foot, than from hip to hip: 
e is {pherical, like a globe: I could find out C ‘jes | 

ee ountries iN} 


Aat.In what part of her body ftands Ireland 2 


But if that 1am [5 then welll know, 
Your weeping filter 1s no Wife of mine, 
Nor to her bed.a homage do | owe : 
Far more, far more to you dol decline : 

p| Oh trainme not, (weet Mermaid with thy note, 
To drown mein thy filters flood of tears: 
Sing Siren for thy felt, andl willdote: 

| Spread 0 re the filver waves thy golden hairs, 


nen ’ Dro 
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| found it out by th 
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bogs. 
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Ant. W here Se tla 
Dro. Tfound it by the barrennefs, hard in the palm of 
the hand. | 
Ant. Where F; 


J? 
na ¢ 


Actus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
Va nce 2 : 
Dro. Inher forehead, arm’d, and reverted, making war 
againft her hair. 
mt. Where Eng 
Bro, I look’d for ch e chalky Cliffs, but I could find no | eer. You know fince Pentecofe the fum is due ; 
whitenefSin them: But I guet 8, it ftood in her chin, by the j °° And fince Ihave not much importtnd you ; 
| fal Rheume that ran between France and it. | Nor now [had not, but that | am bound 
Ant, Where Spair To Perfia, and want Gilders for my Voyage : 
He Path i Therefore make prefent fatisfaction ; 
Ane We Or oes attach you by this Officer. 
old. Even yuft the fum that Ido owe to yoit, 
Is groving to me by Antipholis ; 
And in the inftant that I met with you, 
He had of mea Chain: at five a ‘dlock 
4 the Nehenlgads I fhall receive the money for the fame: 
To conclude, this Pleafeth you walk with me. down to his houfe, 
I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too, 


Exter a Merchant, Goldfmith, and an Officer. 


a land ? 


. but I fele ic hor in her breath. 


rho fT. 
tne Ze 


es é. 


i = 
nere & ICH, 4 
| o’re embellifhed with Ru- 


Broe Oh fir, nofe,a 
bies, Carbuncle: 
the hot a ae } of 


a ae decli ining their rich afpect to 
Ses i nt whole Armadoes of Car- 


ae Where aise Be 
Dro. Oh fir, I arior | look fo low. 
iner, laid claim to me, cal?’'d me Dromio 


a 


dto her, told me what privy marks I had 2 
the Mole in my! er Antipholis Ephef: Dromio from the Codttexans. 
Off. T “hat labour you may fave : See where he comes 
Ant, While! go to the Gold/mirh’s houfe, go thou 
And buy a Ropes end; that wifl I beftow — 
| Among my Wife, and. their Confederates, 
| For locking me out of my doors by day 
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ran from he er, asa Witch. And I think, if my breaft had 
not been made of faith, and my heart of fteel, fhe had 
transform’d me to a Curtal dog, and made me turn ?’ th’ | 
wheel. 

Ant. Gohie thee prefently ; 


poft to the Road; 


ty lands § 

, ba ~ 41a 1 
drudg, or Divit romio, 
{wore | was aflur 7 mark q 
about me, as the marks onmy fhoulder, 0 
neck, the great Wart on my left arm, that I, amaz’d, 


i And if the wind blow any way from fhore, But foft : 1 {ee the Gold/mith : get thee gone ; 
I will not harbour in this Town to night. Buy thou a Rope, and bring it home to me. 
att If any Bark put forth, come tothe Mart; Dro. |buy athoufand pound a year; I buy a Rope. 
Where | will walk till thou return tome: Exit Dromio. 
em If every one knows us, and we know none, Eph. Ant. A mati is well hope up that truftsto you: 
Tis time | think to trudg, pack and be gone. | promifed your prefence, and the Chain; 
My: Dro. As from a Bear a man would run forlife, But neither Chain nor Gold/mith came to me : | 
; So fly I from her that would be my Wife. Exit, | Belike you thought our love would lafttoo long 
ont Ant. There's none = but Witches do inhabit here; If it were chain’d together :and therefore came not. 
hat And therefore’tis high time that l werehence : F Gold. Saving your merry humour, here’s the Note, 
She that doth cail me husbanc i, even my foul How much your Chain weighs to the utmoft Raccat ; 
Doth for a wife abhor: Burher fair fitter, The finenefS of the Gold, and chargeful fafhion ; 
yott ofleft with {uch a ge sicersien grace, Which doth amount to three odd Duckets more 
eing Of firch inchanting prefence and difcourié, | Than I ftand debted to this Gentleman : 
alt=) Hath almoit made me Traitor to my félf: i ie you fee him prefently difcharg’d ; 
bal Butleaft my felf be guilty to felf-wrong, | For he is bound to Sea, and ftays but for it. 
| le ftop mine ears again{t the Mermaids fong. Ant. 1am not furnith’d with the prefent money ¢ 
snatl Befides, I have fome bufinefsin the Town; 
. bit Enter Angelo with the Chain. | Good Signior take the firanger to my hone, 
‘mat ; And with you take the Chain, an d bid my Wife 
| Ang. M. Antipholis: Disburfe the fum on the receipt thereof: 
Ant. I, that’s my name. Perchance I will be there as foot as you. 
ea Ang. know it well fir, lo, here’s the Chain : Gold. ‘Then you will bring the Chain to her your 
‘a I iheaeht to have tane you at the Porpentine : felf. 
a The Chain unfinifht made me ftay thus long. Ant. No = bear it with you, left 1 come not time e- 
ar Ant. Whatis your will that I fhall do with this 2 nough.. 
y Ant. What pleafe your felf, fir: I have made it ee Gold Well fir, I will: Have you the Chain about 
ir you. | you? 
Ant. Make it for me, fir! 1 befpoke it not. Ant. And if Lhave not, fir, lhope you have: 
i Ang. Not once, not twice , but twenty times you | Or elfe you may return without your money. 
have: Gold. Nay, come, I pray you, fir, give me the Chain: 
0 of Go home with it, and pleafe your Wife withal ; Both Wind and Tide ftays for the Gentleman ; 
And foon at fiup per- time [’le vifit you, And I too blame have held him here too long. 
ke And then receive my money for the Chait. Aat. Good Lord, you ufe this dafltance to excufe 
en Ant. Upray you, fir, are the money now, Your breach of promife to the Porpentine : 
For fear you ne’re fee Chain, nor money more. I fhould havechid you for not bringing it; 
= ag. You are a merry man, fir: fare youwefl. Exit. |Bur like afhrew, you firft begin to brawl. 
al t. What Ffhould-thiok of this, I cannot tell : Mer, The hour fteals on; i pray you, fir, difpatch. 
nb But this I chink} 3 there’s no ian is fo vain, Gold. You hear how he importunes me the Chain: : 
oe would refafe {0 fair an offer'd Chain. Ant.. Why, give it tomy Wife, and fetch your money. 
fee a man here needs not live by fhifts, Gold. Come, come, you know I gavé it you even now. 
ptab Wher nint Nes ftréets he meets fiich golden gifts : Either fend the Chain, or fend me by fome token. \ 
‘f Pleto tl le Viart, and there for Dromio ftay < Ant. Fie, now you run this humour out of breath: 
ie any Ship put out, then ftrait away. Exit. ‘Come, where’s the Chain ? I pray you let me feei a 
} ee eR C—O Ne 
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LT a a RC TEAL ont dalled T foro 
q Mer. My bufinef$ cannot brook this dalliance : Luc. iy Breet ae you, 
‘Good fir. fay, whe’r you’l anfwer me, oF no: Bats WAU oe ghee ef er 
: lle leave him to the Officer Luc. ‘That lovel begg’d for you, he -begg d of me. 
If not, Vie leave him t : 7 7 Vith wi e aiaton Hill DEaecioetty ‘aves 
Avt.Lantwer you ? Why fhould I antwer you? Adr. With, what; periwanon cid © compe ey 
G ld. Themon ey that you owe mie for the Chain EUG With words that in an honeft fuit mugiil move. 
peer | sponte?! as : ; ltr id praife >heantyv 1eN r {yeech 
Ant. Lowe you none till | receive the Chain. | Firft, he did praife my beauty, then my fpeech. 
; ) Adr. Did? ft {peak him fair ? 
Luc. Have patience | befeech. 


Gold. You know | gave it you half an hour fince. 
Adr. 1 cannot, nor I will not hold me ftifl: 


Ant. You gave me none: you Wrong me much to fay 
My tongue, tho not my heart, fhafl have his will. 


: : as Ges i iA a aiiore 
Confider how it ftands upon my credit. He is deformed, crooked, old and fere, 
Mer. Well, Officer, arreft him at my fiit. [ll-fac’d, worfe bodied, fhapelefs every here: 
207. V 5) $ x = carat ] _ : *s 
Of. Ido: and charge you inthe Duke’s Name to obey | Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind, 
me - + Stigmatical in making, worfe the mind. 
tiie » Sie ‘ 
Gold. This touches me in Reputation. Luc. VVho would be jealous thenof fuch a one ? 
Bither confent to pay the fum for me ; No evil loft is wail’d when itis gone. 
Or {attach you by this Officer. Adr. Ab! but I think him better than I fay: 
Ant. Confent to pay that I never had: And yet would herein others eyes were wotle : 
| arreft me, foolith fellow, if thou dar’ft. Far from her neft the Lapwing cries away : 
Gold, Here is thy fee; arreft him, Officer. My heart prays for him, tho my tongue do curfe. 
} s i 4 “ 2 3 < 
| [would not {pare my brother inthis cafe, 
| If he fhould {corn me fo apparently. 
| Off. Ido arreft you, fir; you hear the fuit. 
| 


fo. 
Gold. You wrong me, fir, indenying it: 


ee 


Enter §. Dromio. 


Dro. Here: go: the desk, the purfe: {weet now make 
hafte. 

Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ? 

S. Dro. By running faft. 

Aar. VVhereis thy Mafter, Dyomio 2? Is he well? 

S. Dro. No: he’s in Tartar limbo ; worfe than hell : 

A devil in aneverlafting garment hath him ; 

One whofe hard heart is button’d up with fteel : 

A Fiend, a Fairy, pitilefs and ruff: 

A Wolf; nay, worfe, a fellow allin Buff; 

A back-friend, a fhoulder-clapper, one that countermands 
The paflages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands: 

A hound that rans counter, and yet draws drifoot well ; 
One that before the Judgment carries poor fouls to hell. 

Adr. VVhy man, whatis the matter ? 

S. Dro. 1do not know the matter: he is refted on the 
cafe. 

Adr. VVhat, ishe arrefted? tell me at whofe fiir? 

S. Dro. [know not at whofe fuit he is arrefted: well: 
but he’sina fuit of buff which refted him ; that I can tell: 
VVill you fend him Miftris Redemption, the money in his 
desk ? ‘ 

Adr. Go fetch it, fifter : this I wonder at. 

Exit Luciana. 
That he unknown tome fhould bein debt: 
Tell me, was he arrefted ona band 2 

5. Dro. Not ona band, but ona ftronger thing ; 
A chain, a chain : doyou not hear ir ring ? 3 

Adr. VVhat, the chain ? s 

S. Dro. No, the bell : *tistime that were gone + 
It ee 4g e’re | left him, and now the eleck {trikes One. 

“oe ae Se ees bask ! that did I never hear. 
ie EE y hour meet a Sergeant, a turns 


F aes As if Time were in debt: how fondly do’ft thou rea- 
= j i 


S. Drow Time isa ver 
. Drow y bankrout, and-owes ot : 
worth to feafon. —_ 
I : : 
ay he’sa thief too : have you not heard men fay, 
! a time comes ftealing on by night and day? 
€ in debt and theft, and:a Sergeant in the way, 


Hat ; 
hhe not Reafon to turn back an hourina day 2 


Ant. Idoobey theetill Tgive thee bail. 
| But firrah, you fhafl buy this fport as dear 


| As all the metal in your fhop will anfwer. 


Enter Dromio Sira. fromthe Bay. 


Dro. Matter, there’s a Bark of Epidamiumy 
| That ftays buc till her Owner comes aboard ; 
| Then, fir, fhe bears away. Our fraughtage, fir, 
| have convey’d aboard ; and I have brought 
The Oy, the Balfamum, and Aqua-vite, 
The Shipis in her trim; the merry wind 
Blows fair from land: they ftay for nought at all, 
But for their Owner, Mafter, and your felf. 
Ant. How now! amad man! Why, thou peevith fheep , 
What Ship of Epidamium ftays for me ° 
S. Dro. AShip youfent me td, to hire waftage. 
Ant. Thou drunken flave, | fent thee for a Rope ; 
And told thee to what purpofe and what end. 
S. Dro. You fent me for a Ropes end as foon : 
You fent me tothe Bay, fir, for a Bark. 
Ant. \ will debate this matter at more leifure, 
And teach your ears to lift me with more heed : 
To Adriana, Villain, hie thee ftrait : 
Give her this key, and tell her in the Desk 
That’s cover’d o’re with Turkifh Tapiftry, 
There isa purfe of Duckets 5 let her fend it: 
Tell her, I am arrefted in the ftreet ; 
And that fhall bail me: hie thee flave ; be gone: 
On Officer to prifon till itcome. Exeunt. 
S. Dro. To Adriana , that is where we din’d ; 
Where Dosw/abel did claim me for her husband: . 
She is too big, 1 hope, for me to compafs : 
Thither I mutt, altho againft my will: 
For Servants muft their Mafters minds fulfil. Exit. 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adr. Mt Luciana, did he tempt thee fo > 
Might’ft thou perceive aufterely in his eye, 
That he did plead in earneft, yea or no? 
| ook’d he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What Obférvation mad’ft thou in this cafe, 
Of his heart’s Meteors tilting in his face? | 

Luc. Firft he denied you had in him no right. ; 

Adr. He meant he did me none ; the more my fpight. 

Luc. Then {wore he, thathe was a ftranger here. 

Adr. And true he fwore, though yet forfworn he 


Enter Luciana. 


Lue. Go, Dromio ; there’sthe money ; bear it ftraight 
And bring thy Mafter home immediately ett 
Come fifter, lam preft down with conceit : 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. 


ee 2 A 
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Enter <Antipbolis Siracufian. fier be wife, and if you give it her,the devil will fhake her 
' An. §. There’s not a man I meet burdoth falute me, | Chain, and fright us with it. 
Asif i were their well acquainted friend, Cur, 1 pray you fir, my Ring, or elle the Chain; 
And every one doth callie by my neme- I hope youdo not mean tocheat me fo? 
Some tender money to me , fome invite me ; Ant. Avant thou witch ; Come Dromio let us go: 
Some other give me thanks for k in dneffes ; S. Dro. lie pride, fays the Peacok, Mittris that | 
Some offer me Commodities to buy. you know. Enciit: 
Even now a tailor call’d me in his fhop, Cur, Now out of doubt Aztipholis is mad, 
And thow’d me Silks that het a bought for me; Elfe would henever fo demean himiecli, Fs 
and therewithal took meafure of my body. A Ring he hath of mine worth forty Duckets; 
Sure thefe are but imaginary wiles, And for the fame he promis’d me a Chain, | 
And Lapland Sorcerers inhabit here. Bothone and other he denies me now : 
Enter Dromio, Sira. The reafon that I gather he is mad, 
S$. Dro. Matter, here’s the gold you fent me for: what | € Befides this prefent inftance of his rage, ) 
have you got the picture of old Adam new apparel’d ? Is a mad tale he told to day at dinner, 
Ant. What gold is this ? What Adam do’ft thou Of his own doors being fhut againft his entrance; 
mean? | Belike his wife acquainted with his fits, 


S$. Dro. Not that Adam that kept the Paradife : but | On purpofe fhut the doors againft his way. 
that Adam that keeps the prifon she that goes in the My way is now to hie home to his houfe, 
calves-skin, that was kil’d for the Prodigal : he that | And tell his wife that: being Lunatick, 
came behinde you fir, like anevil Angel, and bid you for: | He rufh’d into my hcule, and took perforce 


fake your liberty. | My Ring away. This courfe I fittelt choofe, 
An. \ undecftand thee not. For forty Buckets is too much to lofe, 
S. Dro. No? why tisa plain cafe: he that went like | Enter Antipholis Ephef. witha Faylor. 


a Bafe Viol ina cafe of leather ; the man fir, that when|  -4z, Fear menot man, I will not break away, 
Gentlemen are tired gives them a fob, and refts them -| Ile give thee ere I leave thee fo much money, 

he fir that takes pity on decayed men, and gives them | To warrant thee as] am refted for. 

faits of durance : he that fets up his reftto do more €x- | My wife is ina wayward mood to day, 


ploits with his Mace, than a Moris Pike. And will not lightly trn® the meffenger ; 
Ant. What ! thou mean’ft an officer ? That I fhould be attach’d in Epbe/us 
S. Dro. 1 fir, the Serjeant of the Band : he that brings | 1 tell you ’rwill found lyin her eats. 
any man to anfwer it that breaks his Band 5 one that Enter Dromia Eph. with a rope 
thinks a man alwayes going to bed, and faith, God. give | Here comes my Man, | think he brings the money. 
you good reft. How now fir? Have you that I fent you: for ¢ 
Ant. Well fir, there reft in your foolery. E. Dro. Here’s thar I warrant you will them all 
{s there any Ship puts forth to night ? may we be gone? Anti, But where’s the Mot 


S. Dro. Why fir, I brought you word an hour fince| E. Dro; Why fir, 1 g 


ope. Hy 
that the Bark Expedition put forth to night , and then,| Ant. Pive hundred Duckets villair pe i : \ 
were you hindred by the Serjeant to tariy for the Hoy E. Dro. ile ferve you fir, five hundred at the rate. 
Delay, Here are the Angels that you fent for to deliver | Avr. To what end did ibid thee hie thee home ? 
you. E. Dro. To a ropes end fir, and to that end amI re- 
Ant. The fellow is diftra&, and foam], turn’d. 
And here we wander in Liluftons : Ant. And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 
Some bleffed power deliver us trom hence. Ofi. Good fir be patient. 
Enter a Curtizan. E. Dro. Nay “tis for me to be patient, | am in adver- 
Cur. Well met , well met, Matter Antipholis. fity. : 
[ fee fir, you have found the Goldfmith now: Offi. Good now hold thy tongue. 
Is that the Chain you promis’d me to day ? E. Dro. Nay, eather periwade bim to hold his hands. 
Ant, Sathan avoid, [charge thee tempt me nor. Anti. Thou whorfon teniles Viliain- 
S. Dro. Mafter , is this Miltris Sathan ? E. Dro. | would I were fenfie!s fir, that I might not 
Ant. It is the devil. feel your blows. 
S. Dro, Nay, fhe is worfe, fhe isthe devils dam: Anti. Thou art fenfible in nothing but blows, and 


And here fhe comes in the habit of a light wench, and | fo isan Affe. 

thereof comes that the wenches fay God d:m me, That’s E. Dro. 1 am an Affe indeed, you may prove it by 

as much to fay, God make mea light wench. It is writ-] my long ears. 1 have ferved him from the hour of my 

ten they appear to men like angels of light, light isan | Nativity-to this inftant, and have nothirg at his hands 

effet of fire, and fire will burn : e7go, light wenches will | for my fervice but blows. When:I am cold, he heats 
| 


burn, come not near her. me with beating ; when lam warm, he cools me with 


Cur. Your man and you are marvellous merry fir. | beating: I am wak’d with it when i fleep, rais’d with } 
Will you go with me, wee’ll mend our dinner here ? lit when I fit, driven out of doors with it when I got 


s. Dro. Makter,if you do, expect {poon-meat, or be- 3 


sh{pcak a long {poon. 

Ant.\Why Dromio? 

S. Dromio. Matry he muf have a long fpoon that muft 
eat with the devil. 

Ant. Avoid thou fiend, what tel’ft thou me of fup- 
Thou art ,.( as youare all ) aforcereffe ? ( ping? 
I conjure thee to leayeme, and be gone. 


| from home, welcom’d home with it wheol return; n 

| bear it on my fhoulders, as a begger woont her b 

and I think when he hath jam’d me, I fhall bee 

it from door to door, 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Conrtizan, and a Schaol- 
mafter , called Pinch, 

Ant. Come go along, my wile is coming yor 


der. , 


; 
3 
. 
; 
. 


Cur. Give me the ring of mine you had atdinner, E. Pro. Miftris re{pice fin m, refpe& your end, of ¥ ; 
Or for my Diamond the chain you promis’d ther the prophefie like the Parrot, beware the roprs enc : 
And Ile be gone fir , and not trouble you: Anti. Wilt thou ftill talk ? Beats Dros? 


* ‘ . : <= . 

S. Dro. Some devils ask but the parings of ones nail, 
aruth,a hair, a drop of} blood,a pin, a nut, a cherry- 
ftone : but fhe more covetous, would-have a chain. Ma- 


Cur. How fay you now ? I> not, your husband mad ¢ 
Aarti. His inciviliry confirms no icfie + 
Good Do&tor Pinch, you are a Co, jurer. 
Hi ER: 
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| Ela blith him in his true fence again, | ddr. What wilt thou do, part Becxitt Officer ? 
And i will pleafe you what you will demand. Haft thou axlignt ff Rea gh te 
Luc. Alashow fiery and how fharp helooks, Do outrage and difpleature i wicks 
(ur. Mark, how he trembles in his ena i aa Toad my Llane eS eH. 8% 
‘. 35 0 i e owes W e re lo a 
wale Give me your hand, and let me feel y Ady. 1 will difcharge thee cre I §9 from thee, 
| Ant. There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. Bear me forthwith each his erp 
Hi Pinch. { charge thee Satan, hous'd within this man Ard knowing how tbe ee ee | ware PRY ats 
Hy To yeeld poffefion to my holy prayers, Good Matter Doétor fee vim fafe cony ey'd 
i | And to thy ftate of darknels hie thee ftraight, Home to my houie, oh moft unha ppy day. 
Hy i conjure thee by all the Saints in Heaven. Ant. Oh moft unhappy frumpet. 
f Ant. Peace doting wizard, peace; I am not mad. Dro. Matter, 1 am here entred in bond for you, 
it Adr, Oh that thou wer’t not, poor diftreffed foul. Ant. Out on the Villain, wherefore dott thoumad me? 
1 ‘Ant. You minion you, are thefe your Cuftomers? Dro. Will you be bound for nothing? be mad, good 
i! Did this companion with the faffron face mafter, cry the devil. saa 
i, Revel and feaftit atmy houfe to day, Luc, God help poor fouls, hows idlely do they talk! 
Whil’& upon me the guiltie doors were fhut, Adr. Go bear him hence, fifter go you with me : 


Say now, Whofe fuir is he arrefted at? 
Exeunt. Manet Offic. Adri. Luci Courtizan. 
Off. One Angelo a Golcfmith, do you know. him ? 
Adr. I/know the man: what is the tum he owes ? 
Of. Two hundred Duckets. 
Adr Say, how grows it due? 
Off. Due for a Chain your husband had of him. 
Adr. He did befpeak a Chain for me, but had it not, 
Cour, When as your husband all in rage to day. 
Came to my houfe, and took away my Ring, 
The Ring I faw upon his finger now, 
Straight after did I meet hira with a Chain, 
Adr. It may be fo, but I did never fee it. 
Come Jaylor, bring me where the Goldfmith is, 
[ long to know the truth hereof at large. 
Enter Antipholis Stracufian with his Rapier drawn 
and Dromio Sirac. : 
Lac. God for thy mercy, they are loofe again. 
Adr. And come with naked {words, 
Let’s call more help to have them bound again. 


Ruz all out. 


And I denied to enter in my houfe. ; 

Adar, O husband, God doth know you din’d at home, 
Where would you had remaind until this time, 

Free from thefe flanders, and this open fhame. 

‘Ant. Dinrd at home? Thou Villain, what fayeft 
thou ? 

Dro. Sit footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 

Ant. Were not my doors lockt up, and I fhut out ? 
Dro, Perdie, your doors were lockt, and and you fhut 
out. . 

Anti. And did not fhe her felf revile me there? 

Dro. Sans Fable, the her felf revil’d you there. 

Ant. Did not her Kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and {corn 
me? 

Dro. (ertis the did, the Kitchen veftal fcorn’d you: 

Ant. And did not J in-rage depart from thence? 

Dro. In veritie you did, my bones bear witnels, 

1 That fince have felt the vigor of his rage. 
Ady, 11's good to fmooth him in thefe contraries ? 
Pinch. tis no fhame, the fellow finds his vain, 

And yeelding to him, humors well his frenfie. 
e4nt. Thou haft fuborn'd theGold{mith to arreft me, 
Air. Alas, fent you Morey to redeem you, 

By Dromio here, who came in haft for it. 

Dro. Money by me? Heart and good will you might, 
But furely Mafter not a rag of Money. 

Anat. Wentht-not thou to her for a purfe of Duckets ? 

Adri. He came to me, and I deliver’d it. | | 

Lwci. And 1 am witnefs with her that the did. 

Dre. God and the Rope-maker bear me witnefs, 
That 1 wasfent for nothing but a rope. 

Pinch, Miftris, both man and Mafter is poficft, 

I know it by their pale and deadly looks, 


Of. Away, they’l kill. us. 
Exeunt omnes, as faft as may be , frigl, 
S. Ant. 1 fee thefe Witches eet syle 
S. Dro, She that would be your wife, now ran from 
Ant. Come to the Centaur, fetch our ftuff fro 
1 long that we were fafe and found aboard. 
Dro. Faith flay here this night, they will furely do 
us no harm : you faw they fpake us fair , give us sold, 
me thinks they are fuch a gentle Nation, that bur {ve 
the Mountain of mad flefh that claims Marriase of me 
I could find in my heart to ftay here ftill. and turn Wit ni 
Ant. 1 will not ftay to nighr for all the pe 


you, 
m thence: 


. . Town 
They muft be bound and laid in fome dark room. Therefore away, to get our ftuff aboar 7 es 
Ant. Say wherefore didft thoulock me forth to day, rela Exeunt, 
And why doft thou deny the bag of gold? 
Aadr, (didnot gentle husband lock thee forth. ns 


Dro, And gentle M- I receiv’d no gold: . 
But I confefs fir, that we were lock’d out. 
Adar, Diffembling Villain, thou fpeak’ft falfe in both. 
Ant. Diffembling harlot, thou art falfe in all, 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 
To make a loathfome abject fcorn of me : 
But with thefe nails le pluck out thefe falfe eyes, 
That would behold in me this fhameful {port. 
Enter three or four, and offer to bind him: 
He firives. 
Adr; Oh bind him, bind him, let him not come 
near me. 
Pinch, More company, the fiend is ftrong within him. 
Luc. Aye me poor man, how pale and wan he looks. 
efnt. What, will you murther me, thon Jaylor thou? 
I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them to make a ref- 
cue? : 
Off. Mafters let him go: he is my prifoner, and you 
tall not have him. 
Pinch. Go bind this man, for he is frantick too. 


Cc r . 
Aclus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the Merchant and the Goldfwsith 


Gold. I am forry Sir that Th i 
But I proteft he had the Chain to fe 
Though moft dithoneftly he did deny it. 
Mer. How is the man efteem’d here in the Citie > 
Gold Of very reverent reputation fir 2 
Of credit infinite, highly belov’d, ; 
Second to none that lives here in the Citie - 
His word might bear my wealth at any time 
Mer. Speak foftly, yonder as I think he walks; 
am. pater Antipbolis and Dremio a ait: 

. Gold. Tis fo sand that felf-chain about hie, a 
Which he forfwore (moft monftroufly ) to h a 
Good fir draw near to mes I’le {peak to: hi a 
Signior Antipbolis, wonder much ae f 
That you would put me to this fhame and trouble 

3 
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And not without tome feandal to your felf, \ To be difiurb’d, would mad or man or beaf : 


With circumftance and oaths, fo to deny | The confequence is then, thy jealous fits 


This chain, which now you wear fo openly, Have fcar’d thy Husband from the ufe of wits. 
Befide the charge, the fhame, imprifonment, | Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, 
You have done wrong to this my honeft friend, When he demean’d himfelf rough, rude and wildly: 
who but for flaying on our Controverfie, Why hear you thofe rebukes, and anfwer not> ~ 
1 Had hoifted fail, and put to fea to day: | Ad. She did betray me to my own reproof 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it? Good peeople enter and lay hold on him. ; 
Ant.U think L had, I never did deny it. Ab. No, not a creature entersin my houfe. 
Mer. Yes that you did fir, and forfwore it too. Ad. Then let your fervants bring my husband forth. 
‘Ant. Who heard me to deny it or forfwear it? Ab. Neither : he took this place for fangtuary, 
Mer. Thele ears of mine thou knowft did hear thee: | And it fhall priviledge him from your hands 
ig Fie on thee wretch, ’tis pity that thou liv’ Till T have brought him to his wits again, ? 


To walk where any honeft men refort. Or lofe my labour in affaying ir. 

Ant. Thou art a Villain to impeach me thus, Ad. \ will attend my Husband, be his Wurfe 
: Ile prove mine honour, and my honefty Diet his ficknefs, for it is my Office, 3 
Againtt thee prefently , if thou dar’ft ftand: And will have no Attorney but my felf, 


~~ 


‘Mer, Udare and do defie thee for a villain. And therefore let me have him home with me. 
They draw. Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and others. Ab. Be patient, for I will not fet him ftir, 
Adr. Hold, hurt him not for Gods fake, he is mad, | Till I have-us’d the approved means Ihave, 
Some get within him, take his {word away’: with wholfome Sirrups, Drugs, and holy Prayers 
Binde Dromio too, and bear them to my houte. _ | To make of him a formal man again: 
S$ Dro. Run mafter run, for Gods fake take a houfe, | It isa branch and parcel of mine oath, 
This is fome Priory, in, or we are fpoil’d. A charitable duty of my order, 
i Exeunt to the Priory- | Therefore depart and leave him here with me: 
Enter Lady <Abbeffe. Ad. } will not hence, and leave my Husband here: 
Abb. Be quiet people 5 wherefore throng you hither? And ill it doth befeem your holinefs : 
| Aar. Fetch my poor diftraéted husband hence 5 To feparate the Husband and the Wife. 
| Let us come in, that we may bind him faft, eb. Be quiet and depart, thou fhalt not have him 
And bear him home for his recovery. Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. 
Gold. 1 knew he was not in his perfe& wits. ed. Come go, | will fall proftrate at his feet 
. Mer.\ am forry now thati did draw on hime And never rife until my tears and prayers : 
Abb: How long hath this poffeffion held the man ? | Have won his Grace to come in perfon hither, 
Adr. This week he hath been heavy, fower, fad, And take perforce my husband from the Abbefle. Exeunt 
And much different from the man he was : Enter Merchant and Goldfmith, 
But till this afternoon his paffion Mer, By thisI think the Dial points at five: 
Ne’re brake into extremity of rage. Anon me fure the Duke himfelf in perfon 
, Ab. Hath he not loft much wealth by wrack at Sea,{ Comes this way to the Melancholly vale ; 
| Buried fome dear friend, hath not elfe his eye The place of death and forry execution, 
Stray’d his affeétion in unlawful love, Behind the ditches of the Abbey here. 
d A fio prevailing much in youthful men Gold. Upon what caufe ? 
Who give their eyes the liberty .of gazing. Mer. To tee a reverend Syracufian Merchant . 
ou Which of thefe forrows is he fubjeét to? Who put unluckily into this Bay rare 
re ‘ Adv To none‘of thefe except it be the laft , Againft the Laws and Statutes of this Town, 
, Namely, fome love that drew him oft from home, Beheaded publickly for his offence, ee 
Sd Ab, You fhould for that have reprehended hims Gold. See where they come, we wili behold his death. 
Id; Ad, Why fo I did. Enter Adriana and Lucio. 
for Ab. 1, butnot rough enough, Luc. Kneel to the Duke before he paffe the Abbey- 
Mm Ad. As roughly as my. modefty would let me, Entir the Duke of Ephefus, and the Merchant of Syra-t. 
tch, 4b, Haply in private, cufe bareheaded, with the Headfian, and other Officers. 
Ad, And in affemblies too. E Duke: Yet once again proclaim it publickly, 
Mt Ab, 1 but not enough, If any friend will pay the fumme for him, 
Ad, \t was the copy of our conference. He fhall not die, fo much we tender him. 
= In bed he flept not for my urging it, Enter Adriana, ~ 
‘ Jat board he fed not for my urging it : Aadr. Jultice moft facred Duke againft the Abbefs 
Alone, it was the fubje& of my ‘Theam : Duke: She is'a virtuous and areverend Lady. 
Incompany Loften glanced it : It cannot be that fhe hath done thee wrong. 
Still did 1 tell him, it was vild and bad. 4d. May it pleafe your Grace, ef xtipholis my husband, | 
Ab, And thereof cathe it that the man was mad. Whom I made Lord of me, and all I had 4 
The venomotis clamours of a jealous woman, (At your impotent Letter ) thisill day, ’ 
Poyfons more'deadly than a mad dogs tooth, A moft outtagious fic of madnefs took him, 
It feems his fleeps were hindred by thy railing, That defp?rately he hurried through the ftreet, 
And thereof comes it that his Head is light. With him his bondman, all as mad as he, 
Thou {ai’ft his meat was fawe’d’ with thy upbraidings, Doing difpleafure to the Citizens, . 
Unquiet meals makes ill digeftions,” By rufhing in their houfes: bearing thence 
Thereof the raging fire of feaver «bred , Rings, Jewels, any thing his rage did like. 
And what’s a Feaver buta fit-of Madnefs? ~~ Once did I get him bound, and fent him home. 
Thou fay’ft his {ports were hindred by thy brawls, Whi'lft to take order for the wrongs I-went F 
Sweet recreation bart’d what doth enfuc, That here and there his fury had comnenitted 
But muddy and dull melancholly,’ Anon, wot not, by what ftrong efcape ; 
Kinfman to grim and comfortlels defpair, He broke from thofe that had the guard of him 
And at her heels a huge infectious troop And with his mad attendant. and: himfelf, . 
Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to life Each one with ireful paffion, with drawn Swords 
in food, in fport, and life-preferving reft ~ Met us again, and madly bent on us, 
Fe , H 2 : Chac’d} 
ssl ——-—- 
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| Our dinner done, and he not coming thither 
& tl > 


ERE vy : till raifing of more aid 
~hac y tilt railing O aid, : ; a te be 
We c - cn to bind them: then they fied 1 went tofeek him. in the flreet | met him, 
4 nea ie u _ Lib et ie. - . Ee ag F ¥ 
l o thi = thither we purfird them a And in his compabhy that Lrentieman. 
nto LD MEST We ; f é Bret Oe coe apie a ae 
pears ff: fhuts the gates on us, There did this perjur’d Gold{mith wear me down, 


That 1 this day from him receiv’d the Chain, 
© | Which God he knows, | faw not. Fer the which 
1) pe did arret me with an Officer. 
I did obey, and fent my Pelant home 
For certain Duckets : he with none return’d. 


us to fetch him out, 
h that we may bear him thence, 
+ oracious Duke with thy command, 
srought f and born hence for help. 
fiace thy husband ferv’d me inmy Wars, | ? : 
Ard I to thee ingag’d a Princes word, Then fairly 1 befpoke the Officer 
when thou did’ft make him mafter of thy bed, To goin perfon with me to my houfe. 
To do him all the grace and good I could. By th’way, we met my wife, her fitter and a rabble more 
Go fome of you knock at the Abbey gate, Of vild Confederates : Along with them po 
And bid the Lady Abbefs come to me = They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac d Villain ; 
[ will determine this before I ftir. Ameer Anatomy, a Mountebank, 
Enter a Meffenger: A thred-bare Jugler, and Fortune-teller, 
Meff.O Miftris, Miftris, fhife and fave your felf; A needy-hol!ow-ey d-fharp-looking-wretch 5 
\ My mafter and his man are both broke loofe, A living dead man. This pernicious flave, 
' Beaten the Maids a row, and bound the Doétor, Forfooth too kon him as a Conjurer : 
Whofe beard they have fing’d off with brands of fire, And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfe, 
And ever as it blaz’d, they threw on him And with no-face (as t?were ) out-facing me, 
Great pails of pudled myre to quench the hair 4 Cryes out, | was poffeft: Then altogether 
My Mr. preaches patience to him, and the while They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 
His man with. Sciffors nicks him like a fool - And ina dark and dankith vault at home 
| And fure Cunlefs you fend fome other prefent help) There left me and my man, both bound together, 
Between them they will kill the Conjurer. Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds afunder, : 
Ad. Peace fool, thy Mafter and his man are here; I gain’d my freedome , and immediately 
And that is falfe thou doft report to us. Ran hither to your Grace, whom 1 befeech 
Meff, Miftris, upon my life I tell you true, To give me ample fatisfaction 
f For thefe deep fhames, and great indignities. 


1 have not breath’d almoft fince I did fee it: 
He cryes for you , and vows if he can take you, Gold. My Lord, in truth, thus far { witnefs with him:} 
That he din’d not at home, but waslock’d out 


To feorch yout face, and to disfigure you, Cry within. tath 
Duke. But had he fuch a Chain of thee, orno?. 
Gold. He kad my Lord, and when he ran in here, 


Hark, hark, [hear him Miftris: flie, be gone. 
Duke. Come, ftand by me, fear nothing : guard with 
Thefe people faw the Chain about his neck. 
Mer. Befides, I will be {worn thefe ears of mine, 


| Halberds. 
‘Ad, Ay me, it is my husband : witnefs you, 
Thar he is born about inyifible, Heard you confels you had the Chain of him 
After you firft forfwore iton the Mart, 5 
And thereupon I drew my {word on you: 


Even now we hous’d himin the Abbey here. 

1 And now hee’s there, paft thought of humane reafon. 
And then you fledinto this Abbey here, 
From whence | think you are come by miracle. 


Enter E. Antipholis, and E. Dromio of Ephefus. 
E. Ant. [never came within thefe Abbey walls, 


E. Ant. Juttice moft gracious Duke, oh grant me Juftice, 
Nor ever didft thou draw thy {word on me: 
‘1 never faw the Chain, fo help me heaven : 


Ore fervice that long fince I did thee, 
And this is falfe you burthen me withall. 


Mhen'I beftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep skars to fave thy life, even for the blood 

Duke. Why what an intricate impeach is this 2 

I think youall have drunk of Circer Cup: sil 


That then I loft for thee, now grant me Juftice. 
Mer. Fat. Unlefs the fear of death doth make me 
dote, I fee my fon eAntipholis and D:omio. 
E. eAnt. Jultice ( tweet prince ) againftthat woman If here you hous’d him, here he would have been 
She whom thou gav’ftto me to be my wife ; (there : | If he were mad, he would not plead fo Sic. , 
You fay he din’d at home, the Gold{mith fate 
Denies that faying. Sirra, what fay yc > ee 


That hath abufed and difhonoured me. 
Even in the ftrength and height of injury: 
Beyond imagination is the wrong 
That She this day hath thamelefs thrown on me. 
Duke. Difcover how, and thou fhalt find me juft. 
E.. Ant. This day (great Duke) fhe fhut the doors upon me. 
Whilft fhe with Harlots feafted in my houfe. 
Duke. A grievous fault: fay woman didft thou fo ? 
Ad, No,my good Lord. My felf, he, and wy Sifter, 
To day did dine together - fo befall my foul, 
4s this is falfe he burthens me withall. 
Luc. Ne’ce may 1 look on day, nor fleep on night, 
Qut fhe tells to your Highnefs fimple truth. 
Gold. © perjurd woman ! They are both forfworn, 
in this the Mad man juftly chargeth them. 
E. Ant. My Liege, | am advifed what I fay, 
Neither difturb d with the effeé& of Wine, 
Nor heady-rafh provokd with raging ire, 
\\beit gy wrongs might make one wifer mad. 
This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner 5 
That Goldfmith there, were he not pack’d with her, 
Could witnefs it : for he was with me then, 
Who parted with me to go fetcha Chain, 
Promifing to bringit to the Porpentine 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 


£7 fe cin wita ner thes e€, at the rpenti 
Cur, He did, and from my finger fnatch’t vibe hee 
E. Art, ’Tis true ( my Liege ) this Ring ] had of he 
Duke. Saw’ft thou him enter at the Abbey Ser ? — 
en As fure ( my Liege) asido fee yout aie 
uke. Why thisis ftrange: Go call the Abbeffe hither: 
[ think you ave all mated, or flark mad 2 
Enter one to the Abj s- 
: beffe, 
Fa. Moft mighty Duke, vouchfafe me fpeak 
Haply I fee a friend will fave my life ; Ben 
And pay the fumme that may deliver me 
Duke. Speak freely Syracufan what thou wilt 
Fath. Isnot your name fir, call’d Ayei holi. @ 
And is not that your bond-man Dromio > ee 
E, Dro. Within this hour I was his bondm fi 
But he f thank him gnaw’d in two my cords = 
Now am I Dromio, and his man unbound - 
Fatb.\ am fure both of you remember me 
Dro, Our felves we do remember fir b ' 
For lately we were bound as you are cn = 
ae = rhs es Patient, are you Sin? 
ather. Why look : : 
oat y you firange on me? y 


Qa si 
Cc Xt. 


ou know me} 
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he 
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E. eAnt. Inever {aw you in my life tillnow, 

Fa. Oh! grief hath chang’d me fince you faw me laft, 
And careful hours with times deformed hand, 
Have written ftrange defeatures in my face - 

But tell me yet; doft thou not know my voice ? 

Ant. Neither. 

Fat. Dromio, nor thou. 

Dro. No truft me fir, nor I. 

Fat. 1 am fure-thou dott ; 

E. Dromio. \ fir, but! am fure I donot, and whatfoever 
a man denies, you are now bound to believe him. 

Fat. Not know my voice! oh times extremity, 
Haft thou fo crack’d and fplitted my poor tongue 
In feven fhort years, that here my only Son 
Knowsnot my feeble Key of untur’d cares ? 

Tho now thisgrained face of mine be.hid 

In fap-confuming Winters drizled fnow, . 
And all the Conduits of my blood froze up ¢ 
Yet hath my night of life fome memory : 
My wafting lamps from fading glimmer left 5 
My dull deaf ears alittle ufe to hear : 

All thefe old witnefles, 1 cannot err. 

Tell me, thou art my Son Antipholis. 

Ant. [never faw my Father in my life. 

Fa, But feven years fince, in Syracufa Boy, — 
Thou know’ftwe parted, but perhaps my Son, 
Thou fham’ft to acknowledg me in mifery. 

Ant. The Duke, and all that kiiow me inthe City. 
Can witnefs with me that it is not fo. 

Ine’re faw Syracufa in my life. 

Dak, tell thee Syracufan, twenty years 
Have I been Patron to Antipholis, 

During which time he nv’re faw Syracufa. 
I fee thy age, and dangers make thee dote.° 


Enter the Abbe {fe with Antipholis Siracufan, 
and Dromio Sirac. 


Abbefs. Mott mighty Duke, behold a man much wrong- 
ed. 
All gather to fee them, 
Adr. I fee two husbands, ormine eyes deceive me. 
Duke. One of thete men is genius to the other : 

And fo of thefe which is the natural man, 

And whichthe fpirit ? who deciphers them ? 
5.,Drowio, 1Sir am Dromio, command him away. 
E. Dro. | Sir am Dromio, pray let me ftay. 

S. Ant, Egeon.art thou not ? or elfe his ghoft. 

S. Drom, Oh my old Mafter, who hath bound him 
here ? 

Abb, Who ever bound him,I will loofe his Bonds, 

And gain a husband by his liberty : 

Speak old Egeon, if thou be’ft the man 

That had’ a Wife once call’d Zmilia, 

That bore thee ata burthen two fair Sons? 

Oh if thou be’ft the fame Egeon, {peak : 

And fpeak unto the fame e4milia. 

Duke. Why here begins this morning ftory right : 

Thefe two Antipbolis, thefe two fo like, 

And thefe two Dromio’s, onein femblance ¢ 

Befides her urging of her wrack at Sea, 

Thefe are thie Parents to thefe children, 

Which accidentally are met together. 

Fat. If 1 dream not, thou art -Zuilia, 
If thou art fhe, tell me where fs that Son 
That floated with thee‘on the fatal raft. 

Abb. By men of Epidaminm, he, and 1, 

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up ; 

But by and by, rude Fifhermen of Corinth 

By force took Dromio and my Son from then; 

And methey left with thofe of Epidaminm, 

What then became of them I cannot tell, 

1, to this fortune that you fee me in. 
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Duke. Antipholis thoucaw’f from Corinth firft, 
S Ant. Nofir, not I, { came from Syracufe. 
Duke. Stay, ftand apart, 1 know not which is which. 
E. Ant. \ came from Corinth my mof gracious Lord. 
E, Dro. And I with him. 
E, Ant. Brought to this ‘Town by that mo% famous 
Warriour, 
Duke Aenapbon, your muft renowned Uncle. 
Adr. Which of you twodid dine with me today ? 
S. Ant. I, gentle Miftris. 
Adr. And arenot you my husband ? 
E. Art. No, | fay nay to that. | 
S.eAnt. And fo do I, yetdid the call me fo: 
And this fair Gentlewoman here _ . 
Did call me Brother. What I told you then, 
[ hope I fhall have leifure to make good, 
If this be not 4 dream | ee and hear. 
Goldfmith. Thatis the Chain, Sir, which you had of me.| 
S. Azt. I think it be Sir, Ideny it-nor. 
E. Ant. And you fir for this Chain arrefted me. 
Gold. 1 think T did Sir, I deny it not. 
e4dr. | {ent you money Sir to be your bail 
By Dromio, but I think he brought it not. 
E, Dro. No, none by me. 
S. Ant. This purfe of Duckets I receiv’d from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me: 
I fee we ftil} did meet each others man, 
And I was tane for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon thefe errors are arofe. 
E. Ant, Thefe Duckets pawnl for my Father here. 
Duk. It fhall not need, thy Father hath his life. 
Cur. Sir, | muft have that Diamond from vou. 
E. Ant, There takeit, and mnch thanks for my good 
cheer. 
Abb, Renowned Duke, vauchfafe to take the pains i 
To go with us intothe Abbey here, 
And hear at large difcourfed all our fortunes, 
And all that are affembled in this place : 
That by this fympathized one dayserror, 
Have fuffered wrong. Go keep us company, 
And we fhall make full fatisf €tion. , 
Thirty three years havel been gone in travel 
Of you my Sons, and till this prefent hour 
My heavy burthens are delivered : 
The Duke my Husband; and my children both, 
And you the Kalendérs of their Nativity, 
Go to a Goffips feaft, and go with me, 
After fo long grief fuch Nativity. 
Duke. With all my heart le Goflip at this feaft. 


—$ 


Exeust omnes. Manet the typo Dromio’s and 
two Brothers. 


S. Dro. Mafter, thall] fetch your ftuffe from fhipboard? 
E. An. Dromio, what ftuffe of mine haft thou imbark?d? 
S, Dro. Your goods that lay at hoft, fir, in the Centaur. 
5. Ant, He {peaks tome, lam your Mafter Dromzo, 
Come go with us, we’i look to that anon, 
Embrace thy Brother there, rejoice with him. 
S. Dro, There is a fat friend at your mafters houfe. 
That kitchin’d me for you to day at dinner: 
Shé now fhall be my fifter, not my wife: 
E. D, Methinks you are my glafs,and not my brother : 
I fee by you, I am a {weet fac’d youth, 
Will you walk in‘to fee their Gofliping ? 
S. Dro, Not }Sir,you are my Elder, _ 
E, Dro, That’s a queftion, how fhall! try it. 
S. D.We’l draw Cuts for the Signiority; till. then, lead 
thou firft. 
E. Dro; Nay then thus, 
VVeé came into the world like Brother and Brother : 
And now lets go hand in hand, not one before another, 


Exeunt, 
H 3 Much 


Exit. 


ia no 


a 


eRe Pa Ee a 


Enter Leonato Gevernour of Meflina, Innogen his 
Hero bis Daughter, and Beatrice, his 


Learn in this Letter, that Don Peter | I 
$2 of eArragon comes this night. to |r 
Me fina. . 

Meff. He is very near by this: he 
was not three Leagues off when I left 
him. 

Leon. How many Gentlemen have 
you loftin this aétion > 
Mef. But few of any fort, and none 


¢ ame. : 2 
Z ae A victory is twiceit felf, when the atchiever brings 
homé full number : I find here that Dow Peter hath beltow- 
ed much honour on a young Florentine, called Claudio. 

Mef.. Much deferv’d on his part, and equally remembred 
1) | by Don Pedro; he hath born himfelf beyond the promile 
| ot his age, doing in the figure of a Lamb, the feats of a 
Lion, he hath indeed better bettered expetation, than 
you mutt expect of me to tell you how, 

Leo. He hath an Uncle here in A4effina will be very 


a much glad of it. : 

Me/. 1 have already delivered him Letters, and there 
appears much joy in him, even fo much, that joy could not 
thew it felf modeft enough, without a badg of bitternefs. 

Leo. Did he break out into teats ? 

CMef. In great meafire 

Leo. A kind overflow of kindnefs : there are no faces 
truer, than thofe that are fo wath’d; how much better is 
it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ? 

Beat. 1 pray you, is Signior Jowntanro return d from 
the Wars, or no? 

Mef. 1 know none of that name, Lady, there was none 
fuchin the Army of any fort. 

Leo, What is he that you ask for, Neece ?- 

Tero, My Coufin means Signtor Benedick of Padua. 
Mef. © heisreturn’d, and as pleafant aseverhe was. 
Beat. He ferup his Bills here in Meffina, and challeng’d 

Cupid at the flight : and my Uncles fool reading the Chal- 
lenge, fubfcrib’d for Cupid, and challeng d hic at the Bur- 
bolt. 1 pray you, how many hath he kill’d and eaten in 
: thefe wars? But how many hath he kill’d? for indeed, 1 
ik promife to cat all of his hilling. 
i Leon. "Faith Neece, you tax Signior Bewedick too mucn, 
but he’l meet withyou, {doubt itnot. ; 

i | Mef, He hath done good fervice Lady, in thofe wars. 
ny Bea Vou had muftyviétuals,and he hath holp to eat it:he’s 
avery valiant Trancher-man, he hath an excellent ftomack. 

Méef. Anda good Soldier too, Lady. 2 

iY Beat. And a-good Soldier to a Lady. But what is he 
ike ‘ toaLord? ; 

if Mef, A Lord toa Lord, a Man to a Man, tuft with 
all honourable virtues, 

Beat. It is {0 indeed, heis no lefs than a ftuft man: -but 
for the ftuffing well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. Youmutt not (fir) miftake my Neece,there isa kind 
of merry War betwixt Signior Benedick, and her: they 
never meet, but there isa skirmith of Wit between them. 
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h ado abowtt Nothing. 


four of his five wits went halu 


wife, Mellenver man govern’d with one: ot if Be gh to 
Neece, with a AMefjengers | man govern EN ONE =) LON AS igre a hoTe 
2 | keep himfelf warm, let him bear it tor Terence between 
| himfelf and hishorfe. For it is he hath 
= 1 


nion now ? He hath every month anew {wo 


e 
fafhion of his hat, it ever changes with 


muft convert to difdain, if you come in her prefence 


sasensnctn | 
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Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. in our i & confliéth 


and now is the whole 


eft, to be known a reafonable creatur 
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Mef. \s it poffible? 
Beat. Very eafily poffible: he wears his faith but as the 
e g th the next block. 

Mef. \ fee (Lady) the Gentleman is not in your books. 

Beat. No,and he were, { would burn my ftudy.Butl pray 
you who is his Companion? Is there no young {quarer now, 
that will makea voyage with him to the Devil ? 

Mef. He is moft in the company of the right noble 
Claudio. 

Beat. O Lord,he will hang upon him like a difeafe : he 
is fooner caught than the Peftilence, and thetaker runs pre- 
fently mad. God help the noble C/audio, if he have caught) 
the Benedick., ic will cof him athouland pound ere it be 
cur’d. 

Mef. 1 willhold friends with you, Lady. 
Beat. Do good friend. 

Leo. You'l ne’re run mad Neece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot Fanuary. 

Mef: Don Pedro is approach’d. 


Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar; 

cand John the Baftard. 

Pedro. Good Signior Leonato, you are come to meet 
your trouble: the fafhion of the world is to avoid cof , 
and you encounter if. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houfe in the likenefs i 
of your Grace: for, trouble being gone, comfort fhould 
remain: but when you depart from me, forrow abides, 
and happinefs takes his leave. 

Pedro, You embrace your charge more willingly: 1 
think this is your daughter. re 

Leo, Her Mother hath many times told me fe. 

Ben, VWere you in doubt, that you askt her? 

Leo. Signior Benedick, no, for then were youa Child, 

Pedros Youhave it full Bexedich, we may guefs by this, 
what you are,being aman, truly the Lady fathers her felf: } 
be happy, Lady, for you are like an honourable father, 

Ben. \f Signior Leonato be her Father, fhe would not 
have his head on her fhoulders for all Aéeffinay as like him 
as fhe is, 

Beat. i wonder that you will ftill be talking , Signior}) 
Benedick , a Body marks you. 

Ben, a ar L; Jain! arey ivi 

Beet Tit pole die heal dice ees 
Gikcilantieicde? oer, foo die,while fhe hath fuch 

cedit, as Signior Benedickh? Courtefic it felf} 


Ben. Thenis Co 
| loved of all Ladies 
| find inmy heart 

love none. 


Beat. A dear happinefs to women, they would elfe have 

| been troubled with a pernicious Sutor. | thank God wie 
cold blood I am of your humour for that Thad athe hese 
my Dog bark at a Crow, than a man {wear he loves me 


Ben. 


urtefie a turn. coat, butit iscertain lam 
onus you excepted : and l-would I could 
that hadnot an hard heart, for truly J 


| 


Much ado about Nothing. Ol 


Ben. God keep your Ladifhip. ftill in that mind, fo fome 
Gentleman. or other fhall feape a predeftinate fcratcht 
face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe, and *twere 
fuch a face as yours were. ; 

Ben. Well you are a rare Parrat teacher. 

Beat. A Bird of my tongue, is better than a Beaft of yours. 

Ben. Lwould my horfe had the {peed of your tongue, and 
fo good+a continuer ; but keep your way a God’s name, I 
have done. 

|" Beat. Youalwaysend with a Jade’s trick, I know you 
of old. 

Pedro. Thisis the fum of all: Leonato, Signior Claudio, 
and Signior Benedick ; my dear friend Leonate hath invited 
you all, [ tell you we fhall fay here, atthe leaft a month, 
and he heartily prays fome occafion may detain us lon- 
ger : I dare {wear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his 
heart. 

Leon. If you fwear, my Lord, you fliall not be forfworn 5 
let me bid you welcome, my Lord,, being reconciled to the 
Prince your Brother ; 1 owe you all duty. 

Fobn. \thank you, lamnot of many words, but 1 thank 
you. 
Leon. Pleafe it your Grace lead on? 

Pedro. Your hand Leonate, we will go together: 


} 


Exeunt. Manet Benedick and (landio. 

Clan. Benedick, did thou note the daughter of Signior 
Leonato. 

Ben, Inoted her not, but [look’d on her, 

Cliu. Is fhe nota modeft young Lady ? 

Ben. Do you queftion me as an honeft mar fhould do, 
for my {imple true judgment? or would you have me {peak 
after my cuftom, as being a profeffed tyrant to their fex ? 

Clan. No, | prethee {peak in fober judgment. 

Ben. Why vfaith methinks fhe’s too low for an high praife, 
too brown for a fair praife, and toolittle for a great praife; 
only this commendation I can afford her, that were fhe o- 
ther than fhe is, the were unhandfome ; and being no other 
but as fhe is, Ido not like her. . 

Clau. Thou think’ I am in fport, 
truly how thou lik'ft her. 

Ben, Would you buy her, that you enquire affer her? 

Clan. Can the world buy fuch a Jewel? 

Pen. Yea, anda cafe to put it into, but fpeak you this 
with a fad brow? Ox do you play the flouting Jack, to tell 
us Cupid isa good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare Carpeti- 
rer: Come, inwhat Key fhall.a man take youto go in the 
Song. 

Clan. In mine eye, fhe isthe fweetcft Lady that ever I 
lookt on. 

Ben. I can fee yet without SpeCtacles, a di fee no fuch 
matter : there’s her Coufia, and fhe were riot poffeft with 
a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty, as the firft of Aday 
doth the lat of December: but l hope you have no intent 
toturn husband, have you? 

Clan. I would fcarce truft my felf, tho I had fyworn the 
contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Ben. Istcome to this? in faith hath not the world one 
man, but he will wear his cap with fufpition ? fhall I never 
{ee a batchelor of threefcore again ? goto ifaith, and thou 
wilt needs thrué thy neck into a yoke, wear the'princ of it, 
and figh away Sundays: look; Dow Pedro is teturned to 


feck you. 


I pray thee’ tell me 


Enter Don Pedro, Folin the Baftara, 


Pedr. What fecret hath held you here, that you followed 
not to Leonzto ? 

Bened,-X would your Grace would conftrain me to 
tell. 

Pedro. Ucharge thee on thy allegiance. 

Ben, You hear, Count Clawdio, Icannot be fecret as ‘a 
dumb man, I would have you think fo (but on my alle- 


| lor. 


en ell 


giance, mark you this, on my allegiance) he is in love, 
a whom ? now that is’ your Graces part > matk 
ow fhort his anfwer is, Aero, Leouato’s fhort Daugh- 
ter. 33 
Clan. If this were fo, fo were it uttered. 
Ben. Like the old Tale, my Lord, itis not fo, nor twas 
not fo: but indeed, God forbid it fhould be fo. 
Clan. if my paffion change not fhortly; God forbid it 
fhould be otherwife, ’ 
Pedro. Amen, if youlove her; for the Lady is very well 
worthy. 
Clan. You fpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord. 
Pedro. By my troth I {peek my thought. 
Clan, And in faith, my Lord, I fpoke mine. 
aire And by my two faiths and troths,; my Lord, I {peak 
nine. : 
Clau. That Iflove her; I feel. 
Ped, That thei 
ed, That fh eis worthy I know. 
‘ en. That I ncither feel how fhe fhould be loved; nor 
ar {tT Aaa ~ } ni ave 
now how fhe fhould be worthy, is the opinion that fire 
cannot melt out of me, I will dye in it at the ftake. 
Ped. Thou waft ever an obftinate Heretick in the defpight 
of beauty. 
Clan, And never could maintain his part,but in the force 
of his will. 
* Bei. That a woman conceived me, I thank her : that fhe 
ought me up,| likewife give her most humble thanks ; but 
Mat Iwill have arechate winded in my forehead,or hang my 
bugle in an invifible baldrick, all women fhall pardon 
me: becaute I will not do them the wrong to miftruft any, 
I will do my {elf the right to truft none + and the fine 
is, ( for the which I aiay go the finer ) I willlive a Batche- 


Ped. I fhall fee theeere I die, look pale with love. 
‘ Ben. With anger, with ficknefs, or with hunger, my 
ord, not with love :‘ prove that ever I loofe more blood 
with love, than I will get again with drinking, pick out 
mine eyes» with “a Ballet-makers open, and. bang me 
ps the door of ‘a brothel-houfe for the fign of blind Cw. 
id. 
Ped. well, if ever'thou do'ft fall from this faith, thou 
wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. lf 1 do, hang me ina bottle like aCat, and fhoot 
at aie, and he that hits’ me; let him be clapt on the fhoulder, 
and-call’d evdaw, 
| Ped. Well, asthe time fhall try: in time the favage Bull 
coth bear the yoke. 

ete. The favage bull may, but if ever the fenfible Be- 
nedick, beat it, pluck off the balls horns, and fet theni in 
my forehead, and let me be vildly painted, and in fuch great 
Letetrs as they write, Here is good horfe to hire : let them 

ion 2 Aer r n a > " ; 
fignifie under my fign, Here you may fee Beaedick the mar- 
tied man. 

Clan. li this fhould ever happen; thou wouldft be horn 
mad, 

Fe. Nay if Cupidhave not fpent all his Quiver in Vesce, 
thou wilt quake for this fhortly. 

Bene. Wook for anearthquake too then. 

Ped. Well; you will temporize with the hours in the 
mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to Leanato’s, cow- 
mend me tohim, and tell him 1 will not fail, himat tupper, 
for indeed he hath made great preparation. 

Bene. A have almoft matter enough in me for fuch an Em- 
baffage, and {to I commit you: 

Clan. To the tuition of God, From my houfeif I had 
ifs 

Pedro. The fixth of Fuly. Your loving friend, Benedick. 

Bene. Nay mock not, mock not4 the body of your dif 
courfe is fometime guarded with fragments, and the guards 
| sre but flightly bafted on neither : e’re you flout old énds 
any farther; examine your éonfcience, and fo I leave you. 

; Exit, 
Cla#. My: Liege; your Highnefs now may do me 
good, 

Peds My love ee to teach, teach it but how; 
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Much ado about Nothing. ee) 
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drow fie,and tend on no mans bufinefs;laugh when/ am metry,} 
and claw no man in his humour. 

Con, Yea, but you muft not take the full fhow of this 

till you may do it without controllment; you have of 

late ftood our againft your brother , and he hath tane} 


heer ee 


Q2 
gin le ee 
And thou {halt fee how apt it is to learn 
Any hard Leffon, that may do thee good. 

Clan. Hath Leonato any fon my Lord? , 

Pedro. No child but Hero., {hers his onely heir. 
Doft thou affect her, Claudio? 

Clan, O wy Lord, . 
When you went onward on this ended a€tion, 

i look’d upon her with a fouldiers eye, 

That lik’d, but had a rougher (task in hand, 
Than to drive liking to the name of love: 

But now | am retutn’d, and that war- thoughts 
Have left their places vacant ¢ in their rooms 
Come thronged foft and delicate defires, 

All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
Saying Z lik’d her ere I went to wars. 

Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover prefently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words: 
If thou doft love fair Hero, cherifh it, ' 
And Iwill break with her - waft not to this end, 
‘That thou began’ft to twift fo fine a ftory ? 

Clan. How fweetly do you minifter to love, 
That know loves grief by his complexion , 
But left my liking might too fuddain feem, 
| would have falv’d it witha longer treatife. 

Pedro. What need the bridge much broader then the 
The faireft grant in the neceffity : ( floud ¢ 
Look what will ferve, is fit: "tis once, thou loveft, 
And Iwill fit thee with the remedy , 

{ know we fhall have revelling to night, 

I will affume thy part in fome difguife, 

And tell faic Hero I am Claudio , 

And in her bofome Ile unclafp my heart, 
And take her hearing prifoner with a force 
And ftrongincounter of my amorous tale ; 
Then after , to her father will / break, 
And the conclufion is, fhe fhall be thine, 

in practife let us put it prefently. 

Enter Leonato and an old man, brother to Leonato. 

Leo. How now brother, where is. my coufin your fon: 
hath he provided this mufick ? 

Old. He is very bufie about its but brother , I can tell 
you news that you yet dream’d not of, 

Leo. Ate they good ? 

Qld. As the event ftamps them, but they -have a good 
cover: they fhew well outward: the Prince and Count 
Clandio walking ina thick Pleached alley in my orchard 
were thus over-heard by a man of mine: the Prince dif- 
covered to Claudio that he loved my Neece your daugh- 
ter, and meant to acknowledge it this night ina dance, 
and he found her accordant, meant to take the prefent time 
by the top, and inftantly break with you of it. 

Leo. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this? 
Old. A good tharp fellow ; Iwill fend for him, and 
queftion him your felf. 

Leo. No, no: we will hold itas a dream, till it appear 
it felf: but I will acquaint my danghter with all , that the 
may be the better prepated for anfwer , if peradventure 
this be true: go you and tell her of it: coufins, you know 
what you have todo, OI cry you mercy friend, go you 
with me and I will ufe your skill, good coufin havea care 
this bufie times Exeunt. 


fhould take root, bur by the fair weather that you make 
your felf, it isneedful that you frame the feafon for your 
own harveft- ' 

Fobn.1 had rather be a canker in a hedge, than arofe 
in hisgrace, and it better fits my blood to be difdain’d of 
all, then to fafhion a carriage to rob.leye from any : in this 
( though I cannot be faid to be a flattering honeft man) 
it muft not be denied but I am a plain dealing villain, ] 


therefore I have decreed , not to fing in my cage: #I had 
my mouth , I would bite: if Thad my libercy, 1 would do 
my liking: in the mean time, lec me be that lam, and 
feek not to alter me. : 
Conr. Can you make noufe of your difcontent ? 
Fobn. I will make all ufe of it, for J ule ir onely. } 
Who comes here ? what news Borachio. 


Enter Borachio, 


Bora. 1 came yonder from a great fupper, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained by Leonato,and | can 
give you intelligence of an intended marriage. 

alike ay Aib Pr any Model to build mifchief 
on? at is he for a fool that betroth’s hi 
oe roth’s himfelf to un- 

Bor. Marry it is your brothersright hand. 

Febn. Who, the moft exquilite (laudso? 

Bor. Even he. 

Fohn, A proper {quire 5 and w 2 hi 
Bk proper {quire ; and who ,and who which way 

Bor. Marry on Hero, the daughter and Heir of 

6 ) é phiter and eir of Leonato. 
sie A very forward March-chick, how come you 

Bor, Being entertain’d for a perfumer, as I { 

erfurr was {moa- 
king a mutty room , comes me the Pinas and Claudio 
hand in hand in fad conference: I whipt behind the Aes 
ras, and there heard it agreed upon that the Prir.ce fhould 


her to Count Claudio, 
Fohn. Gome, come, let us thither, this ma 7 
to my difpleafure , that young ftart- up hath all the hee 
of my overthrow: if I can crofs him any way 1 blek 
my felf every way ; youare both fure , and will aft m > ; 
Conr. Tothe death my Lord, - 
Fobn, Let us to the great fupper, their ae 
greater that I fubdued , would the cook elites ot is the 
fhall we go prove what’s to be done? y mind « 
Bor, We'll wait upon your Lordfhip, 


Exeunt, 


Actus Secundus. 


Enter Leonato, his brother, his wife, 


Enter Sir Febw the Baltard, and Convade his companion. 
and Beatrice his necce, and kinfman 


Con, What the good year my Lord, why areyou thus 
out of meafure fad ? 
Fobn. Thereisno meafure in the occafion that breeds, 
therefore the fadnefsis without limit. 
Con, You fhall hear reaton. 
Fobn. And when Ihave heard it, what bleffing bringethit? 
Con. If not a prefent remedy, yet a patient fufferance. 
Fobn. 1 wonder that thou (being,as thon faift thou art,born 


Hero his daughter, 


Leona. Was not Co ' 
Bret. 1 fuwhitsaoe unt John here at fupper > 
Beat. How tartl 
2 y that Gentleman looks: 
ap = I +3 heart-burn’d an hour 7 ae os 
ro. He is of amelancholly difpofiti - 
Beat. He were an y potition, 
under Saturn) goeft about to apply a mortal] medecine to a | the mid-way Pa Sas that were made juft in 
nortifying mifchief: Z.cannot hide what J ain: mut be fad | like an image, and faies nothing enedick, the one is too 
when I have caufe,and fmile at no mans jefts ; eat when I have | my Ladies eldeft fon, everm &» and the other too like 
fomach. and wait for-no mans leifure:. fleep when Lam | Leon. Then half. eng ain 
: wks tongue in Coun 
t 


$e gh Ne 
ce - Fobns 


am trufted with a muzzel, and infranchifed with a-clog 
TE 


wooe Hero for himfelf, and having obtain’d her, give} 


you newly into his grace, where ir it is impofible you} | 


Pig 


dl 


mich 
tou 


—— 


¥ohns mouth, and half Count Jebas melancholly in Sig- 
nior Benedick’s face. 

Beat. With a good leg and a good foot unckle, and 
Money enough in his purfe, fuch a @an would win any 
woman in the world, if he could get her good will. 

Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt never get hee ta 
husband, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue. 

Brot Lofaith fhe’s too curt. 

Beat. Too curft is more than curft,I hall feffen Gods 
fending that way - for it is faid, God fends a curft Cow 
fhort horns, but to a Cow too curft he fends none: 

Leon; So, by being too curt, God will fend no horns. 

Beat, Jus, if he tend me no husband, for the which 
bleffing, I am at him upon my knees every morning: and 
evening : Lord,I could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his face, I had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon, You may light upon a husband that hathno beard. 

Beat. What fhould 1 do with him? dreffe him in 
my apparel, and make him my waiting-gentle woman ? he 
chat hath a beard is more than a youth: and he that hath 
fo beard is leffe then a man: and he that ismore than a 
youth, is not for me : and he that is lefs than aman, I am 
not for him: therefore I will even take fix pence in ear- 
neft of the Bearherd and lead his Apesinto hell. 

Teon, Well then, go you into hell. 

Beat. No, but to the gate, and there will the Devil 
meet me likean old Cuckold withhis horns onhis head, 
and fay get. youto heaven Beatrice , get you to heaven; 
here’s no place for you maids, fodeliver | upmy Apes, 
and away to Saint Peser: for the heavens, he fhews me 
where the Batchellors fic, and there live we as merry as 
the day is long. 

Brot. Well Neece ,1 truft you will be ral’d by your fa- 
ther. 

Beat. Yes faith, it ismy coufins duty to make curtfie, 
and fay , as it pleafe you: but yet for ail that coufin , let 
him be a handfom fellow, or elfe make another curtifie, 
and fay, father, as it pleafes me. 

Leon. Well Neece, | ‘hope to fee you one day fitted with 
a husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of fome other mettal 
than earth; would it not grieve a woman to be overma- 
her life to a clod of cold wayward marle ? no Uncle , Ve 
none: Adams fons are brethren , and truly I hold ita fin 
to-match in my kinred. 

Leon. Daughter , remember whatI told you, if the 
Prince do tollicize you in that kind, you know your an{wer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the mufick, coufin , if you 
be nox woo'd in good time ; if the Prince be too impor- 
tant,tell him there ismeature in every thing, and fo dance 
out the aniwer;for hear me Hero, wooing, wedding, and 
repenting , is as a Scorch jigge, a meafure , and a cinque- 
pace ; the firft fuic is hot and hafty like a Scotch jigg, 
(and full as fancaftical ) the wedding mannerly modeft, 
(as a meafure ) full of ftate and anchentry, and then comes 
repentance , and with his bad legs fallsinto the cinque- 
pace fafter and fafter, till he finks into his grave, 

Leon. Coufin you apprehend paffing fhrewdly. 

Beatrice, 1 have a good eye Uncle, 1 can fee a Church 
by day light. 

Leon, The revellers are entring brother, make good 
room. 

Enter Prince, Pedro, Claudio, Benedicke, and Bal- 

thazar, or dumb Fobn, Maskers with a drum. 

Pedro, Lady, will you walk about with your friend ? 

Here, So you walk foftly , and look {weetly ,and fay 
nothing, | am yours for the walk, and efpecially when I 
walkaway. - ¢ 

Pedro, With me in your company. 

Hero. \ may fay fo when I pleafe. 

Pedro, And when pleafe you to fay fo? 

Hero. When Llike your favour, for God defend the 
Lute fhould be like the cafe. 


Much ado about Nothing. 


you by your excellent wit? can vertue hide it felf ? 


fired with a piece of valiant duft ? to make account of 


$3 


Pedro, My vifor is Philemons roof, within the houfe 


is love. 


Hero, Why then your vifor fhould be thatcht, 
Pedro. Speak low 1f you {peak Love. 
Bene, Well, J would you did like me. 


Mas. So would-notI for your own fake, for I have 


many ill qualities. 
Bene. Which is. one ? 
Mask, I fay my prayers aloud. 
Bene, 1 love you the better,the hearers may cry Amen. 
Mas. God match me with a good dancer. 
Balth, Amen. 


Mas. And God keep him out of my fight when the 


dance is done: anfwer Clerk. 
Balth. No more words, the Clerk is anfwered. 


Urfula. 1 kaow you wellenough, you are Signior Ax- 


thonio. 
eAnth, At a word, lam not. 
Urfula. | know you by the wagling of your head 
e4nth. To tell you crue, I counterfeit him. 
Urfw#. You could never do him fo ill well unlefs you 


were the very man: here’s his dry hand. up and down , 
you ate he, you are he. 


Anth, At a word, I am not. 

Ur[ula. Come, come, do you think I do noe know 
go 
to,mumme, you arehe, graces will appear , and there’s 
an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you fo? 

Bent. No, you thall pardon me. 

Beat, Nor will you tell me who you are? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. That I was difdainful, and that J had my good 
witout of the hundred merry tales ; well,this was Signior 
Benedicke that faid fo, 

Bene. What’s he? 

Beat. 1 am {ure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. 1 pray you what is he? 

Beat. Why he is the Princes jefter, avery dull fool, 
onely his gift is, in devifing impoffible flanders , none 
but Libertines delight in him, and the commendation is 
not in his wit, but in his villany, for he both’ pleafeth 
mer, and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 
beat him ;Iam {ure he is in the feet, 1 would he had 
boarded me. 

Bene. When ] know the Gentleman,Vle tell him what 
you fay. 

Beat. Do, do, hee’l but break a comparifan or two 
on me, which peradventure ( not markt, or not laugh’d 
at ) ftrikes him into melancholly, and then there's a Par- 
tridge wing faved , for the fool will eat no fupper that 
night. We muft follow the Leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Bea. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them 
at the next turning. Exeunt. 

Mufick, for the dance. 


¥obx. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawn her father to break with him aboutit: the 
Ladies follow her, and but one vifor remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio , 1 know him by his bearing. 

Fobn Are not you Signior Benedicke ? : 

Clan. You know we well, I am he. 

Fobn. Signior, you are very near my brother in his 
love, he is enamox’d on Hero, I pray you diffwad< him 
from her, fhe is no equal forhis birth : you say do the 
part of an honeft man in it. 

Claw. How know youhe loves hez 

Fobn. 1 heard him {wear hic gtteftion. 

Bora. So did { too ad fie {wore he would marry her 


to night. 


Exit manet. Clau: 


Joh» Corwe ; et us to the banquet. 
5 Clan 
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(tau. Thus anfwer I in name of Benedick, 


| BUr hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio: 


Tis certain fo, the Princewoo’s for himfelf : 
Friendthip is conftant in-all other things, 

Save in the Office and affairs of love : 

Theréfore all heartsin love ufe theic own tongues, | 
Let every eye negotiate for, it felf, 

And truft no Agent : for beauty 154 witch , 

Againft whole charms, faith melteth into blood : 

This is an accident of hourly proof, 

Which I miftrufted not. Farewell therefore Hero. 


Emer. Benedicke. 
Bene. Count Clandio, 
(lou. Ye the fame. : 
ene. Come, willyou go with me ° 
Clau. Whither ? 
Bene. Even to thenext Willow , about your own bu- 


| finefsy Count. What fafhion will you wear the Garland 


of ? About your neck, like a Ufurers chain ? Or under 


your arm, like a Lieutefiants fearf? You muft wear it 


one way,for the Prince hath got your Here. 
Clau.1 with him jdy of her. 
Bene, Why that’s {poken like an honeft Drovier , fo 


have ferved you thus ? : 

Clan. 1 pray you leave me. 

Bene. No no! you ftrike like the blind-man, “twas the 
boy that tole your meat? and you'll beat the poft. 

Clau, If it will not be, Ple leave. you- Exit. 
Bene. Alas poor hurt foul, now will he creep into 
\fedges: but that my Lady Beatrice fhould ksow me, and 
not know me: the Princes fool! Ha? it may bel go 
under. that title, becaufe Iam merrys yet but.fo I am 
apt todo my felf wrong: I am not fo reputed , it is the 
j bafe { though bitter ) difpofition of Beatrice , that puts 
the word into her perfon, and fo gives’ me out - well, ile 
| be revenged asi may. 


= {ell Bullocks + but ‘did you think. the Prince would 


Enter the Prince. 


Pedro. Now Signior, where’s the Count? did you fee 
him ? 

Bene. Troth my Lord, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame, I found him here as melancholly as a Lodge in a 
Warren ;itold him, and J think, told him true, that your 
grace had got the will of this young Lady , and I offered 
him my company toa willow: tree either to make him a 
garland , as being forfaken, or to bind him a rod, as be- 
ing worthy to be whipt. 

Pedro. To be whipt, what’s his fault ? 

Bene. The flat tranfgreffion of a School-boy, who 
being -over-joyed with finding a birds neft, fhewsit his 
companion, and he fteals it. 

Pedro- Wilt thou make a truft, a tranfgreffion? the 
tran{greffion is in the flealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amifs the rod had been 
made, and the garland too; for the garland he might have 
worn himfelf, and the rod he might have beftowed on 
you, who (as 1 takeit ) have ftoln his birds nett. 

Pedro, | will but teach them to fing, and reftore them 
to the owner. 

Bene. \f their finging anfwer your faying, by my faith 
you fay honeftly. 


Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you , the 
Gentleman that dane’d with her, told her fhe is much 


wrongd by you. 


an oak but with one green leaf on it, would have ari- 
{wered her: my very vilor began to affume life, and {cold 
with her: fhe told me, not thinking I had been my 
felf, that I was the Princes Jeter, and that I was duller 
than a great thaw, hudling jeft upon jeft, with {uch im- 


ee at nee ene etna ene 
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mark, with a whole army fhootings at me: ine {peaks 
poyniards , and every word ftabs me: if her breath were 
as terrible. as ‘terminations, there were no living near 
lher, fhe would infeét-to- the north ftar: } would not 
| marry her, though fhe were indowed with all that Adam 


‘make the fire too: come, talk-not of her , you fhall find 


Bene, © the mifus’d me paft the indurance of a block : 


poffible conveiance upon me, that I ftood like a man ata 


Nothing. 


ee ee 


had lefe him before he tranfgreft, fhe would have made 
Hercules have turnd fpit; yea, and have cleft his clubto 


her in the infernal Ate in-good apparel. I would to God 
fome fcholar would conjure hee ,° for certainly while the 
is here, a man may live as quiet in hell, asin a fanétuary, 
and people fin upon purpofe, becaufethey would go thither, 
{o indeed all difquiet, horror, and perturbation follows her, 


Enter Claudio, and Beatrice, Leonato, Hero, 
Pedro. Look heré fhecomes. - -4 


Bene. Will your Grace. command’ me any fervice to 


the worlds end ? 1 will goon the flighteft errand now 


tothe Antipodes that you can devife to fend me on:1]) 


will fetch you a tooth-Picker now from the furtheft inch 
of Afia: bring you the length of Lrefler Fohns foot: fereh 


youahair off the great Chams beard: do you any em] 
baflage to the Pigmies, rather then hold three words} 
conference with thisHarpy; you have no employment for me? | ~ 


Pedro, None, but todefire your good company. « 


Bene. O God fir, heresa difh I love not, Leannot in- ) 
dure this Ladies tongue. .: - Exe 
Pedro. Come Lady’, come, you have loft the heartof| | 


Signior Benedicke. 


Beat. Indeed my Lord, he lent it me a while, and! f j 
gave him ufe for it , a double heart for a fingle one marry: | 


once before he wonit of of me, with falfe dice, therefore 
your Grace may well fay [ have loft it. 


Pedro. You have put him down Lady, you have put} 


him down. 


Beat, So I would not he fhould do me, my Lord, left 1} 
fhould prove the mother of fools: I have brought Count 


Claudio, whom you fent me to feek. 


Pedro. Why how now Count, wherefore are you fad?’ 


Clau: Not fad my Lord. 
Pedro. How then ? fick ? 
Clan. Neither, my Lord. 


Beat. The Count is neither fad nor fick, nor merry, 
nor well: but civil Count, civilasan Orange, and fome- 


thing of a jealous complexion. 


Pedro. \faith Lady, 1 think your blazon to be true , 


though I be fworn, if he be fo, his conceit is falfe ; 
here Claudio, Ijhave wooed in thy name , and fair Here 
is won, [have broke with her fainter, and his good will 


obtained , name the day of marriage, and God give thee joy. | 


Leona. Count, take of me my daughter , and with her 
my fortunes: his grace hath made the match ,and all grace 
fay Amen toit. 

Best. Speak Count, “tis your Qu. 


Clan. Silence is the perfe&teft Herald of joy, 1 were 


but little happy if 1 could fay ,how much? Lady, as you 
are mine ,1 am yours 51 give away my felf for you, and 
doat upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak coufin , or( if you cannot.) ftop his mouth 
with a kifs, and let not him {peak neither. 

Pedro. Infaith Lady you have a merry hearts 

Beat. Yea my Lord I thank it, poor fool, it keeps 


on the windy fide of care, mycoufin tells him in his ear 
that he is in my heart. 


Clay. And fo fhe doth cofin. 

Beat, Good Lerd for alliance : thu 
the world but I, and I am fun-burn’d 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband, 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, 1 will get you one 

Beat. | would rather have one of your t 
hath your Grace ne’re a brother like you? your father 


got excellent husbands , if a maid 2 
: s ‘ 1 could 
Prince. Will you have me? Lady. come by them. 


Beat. No my Lord, 


$ $oes every one to 
> I may fit ina cor- 


fathers getting : 


unlels 1 might have another for} 
working: } 


TSF ay way 


le, a 
at 
her 
nat fi 


Ta) 
t Cost 


gy fil! 


Much 


working-dayes, your Grace is too cofily to wear every 
day: But I befeech your Grace pardon me, I was born 
to {peak all mirth, and no matter. — 

Prince. Your filence moft offends me, and to be mer. 
ry beft becomes yous for outof queftion , you were born 
in a merry hour. 

Beat. No fure my Lord, my mother cryed , but then 
there was aftar danc’d, and under that 1 was born : coufins 
God give you joy, < 

Leon. Neece, will you look to thofe things I told you 
of ? 

Beat. 1 ery you mercy Uuncle, by your Graces pardon. 

ExitBeatrice. 

Prince. By my troth a plafant fpirited Lady. 

Leon. There’s little of the melancholly elementin her 
my Lord, fhe is never fad, but when the fleeps, and not 
ever fad then: for Ihave heard my daughter fay, fhe hath 
often dreamt of ushappinefs, and wak’c her felf with 
laughing. : 

Pedro. She cannot indure to hear tell of a husband. 

Leon. O, by no means , fhe mocks all her wooers out 
of fuit. 

Prizce. She were an excellent wife for Benedicke. 

Leona. O lord, my Lord, if they were but a week mar- 
ried, they would talk themfelves mad. 

Prince. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
Church ? 

Clau. To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 
rill love have all his rites. 

Leona. Not till Monday , my dear fon, which is hence 
a jut feven night, and a time too brief to, to have all 
things anfwer mind. 

Prince. Come, you fhake the head at fo long a brea- 
thing , bur | warrant thee Clandio , the time fhall not go 
dully by us, 1 will in the interim, undertake one of Her- , 
cules labours, which is, to bring Signior Benedicke and the 
Lady Beatrice into a mountain. of affection, th’ one with 

th’other ; I] would fain have it a match, and I coubt not 
but to fafhion it, if you three will but minifter fuch affi- 
ftance as I thall give you direétion. 


nights watchings. 

Clan. And | my Lord. 

Prin. And you too gentle Hero, 

Hero. | will do any modeft office, my Lord,to help 
my coufin to a good husband. 

Prin. And Benedicke is not the unhopefulleft husband 
that I know : thus far can I praife him, he is of a*noble 
ftrain, of approved valour, and confirmd honefty. I will 
teach you how to humour your coufin, that fhe fhall fall 
in love with Benedicke, and 1, with your two helps will 
fo praétife on Benedicke, that in defpite of his quick wit, 


and his queafie ftomack, he fhal! fall in love with Beatrice : 
\t wecan do this, Cupid isno longer an Archer, hisglory | 


fhall be ours, for we are the only love-gods, go with me, 
andi will tell you my drift. Exeunt. 
Enter Fobn and Borachio. 

Fobn. It isfo, the Count Clendio thall marry the davgh- 
ter of Leonato. 

Bora, Yea my Lord, but I can crofsit, 

Fobn. Any bat, any crofs, any impediment, will be 
Medicinable ro me, 1 am fick in difpleafure to him, and 
whatfoever comes athwart his affe&tion, ranges evenly 
with mine; how canft thou crofs this marriage ¢ 

Bor. Not honeftly my Lord , but fo covertly, that no 
difhonefty fhail appear in me. 

Fob. thew me briefly how. 

Bor. I think I told your Lordfhip a year fince, how 
much J am in the favour of Adargaret, the waiting gen- 
tlewoman to Hero. 

Fobn. | remember, : 

Bor. I can at any unfeafonable inftant of the night, ap- 
point her to look out at her Ladies chamber window, 


pb ae 


Fobn.. What-life is in that, to be the death of this 
marriage 2 

Bor, The poyfon of that lies in you to'tempets so 
you to the Prince your brother , {pare not totell him, that 
he hath wronged his Honor in’marrying the renowned 
Claudio , whole eftimation do youmightily holdup, to a 
contaminated ftale, fuch a oneas Hero, 

Fobu, What proof fhall I make of that ? 

Bor. Proof enough, to mifufe the Prince, to vex 
Clandie, to undo Hero, and kill Leonate ;look you for 
any other iffue? 

_ Sohn. Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any 
thing, 


i RS 


Bor. Go then find me a meet hour, to draw on| 


Pedro, and the Count Claudio, alone, tell them that you 
know that Hero, loves me, intend a kind of zeal both 
to the Prince and Claadio, (as in a love of your brothers 
honor who hath made this match) and his friends repw- 
tation, who is thus like to be cozen’d with the femblance 
of a maid, that you have difcoverd thus: they will fcarce- 
ly believe this without trial: offer them inftances which 
fhall bear no. lefs likelihood, than to fee me at her cham- 
ber window, hear me call Adargaret, Hero, hear Afar: 
garct term me Claudio, and bring them to fee this, the 
very night before the intended wedding, for in the 
mean time, | will fafhion the matter, that Hero thal! 
be abfent., and there fhall appear fuch feeming traths of 
Hero’s dilloyalty , that jealoufie fhall be cail’d affurance. 
and all the preparation overthrown. : 


Foh. Grow this to what adverfe 


fee isa thoufand ducats. 


Ber. Be thou conflant in the accufation, and my } 


cunning ihall not fhame me, 


John, 1 will prefently go learn their day of marri-| 
Exit. | 


ages 
Enter Benedicke alone, 
Bene. Boy. 
Boy. Signior, 


’ Bene. In my chamber window lies a book , bring it | 
Leona. My Lord, | amfor you, thoughit coft me ten i to mein the orchard, 


Boy. I am here already fir. 
Bene. Iknow that, but 1 would have thee hence, and 
here 
how 


| 


fhallow 


follie 


he drum and the fife, and now had he rather hear the 
aber and the pipe: I have known when he would have | 
welkt ten mile a foot, tefee a good armor ; and now will 


0 
{ have known when there was no mufick with him but 
t 
t 


he lie ten nights awake carving the fafhion of a new dub- 


let: he was wont to {peak plain, and to the purpote ¢ like | 
an honeft manand a fouldier ) and now is he rurn’d ortho- | 
graphy, his words are a very fantaftical banquet, juft fo | 


many ftrange difhes: may | be fo converted, and fee with 
thefe eyes? I cannot tell, I think not? 1 will not be 
fworn , butfove may transform me to an oyfter, but Ile 


take my oath onit , till he have made an oyfter of me, he | 


{hall never make me fuch a fool; one woman is fair, yet 


I am well: another is wife, yet 1 am well: another ver- | 


tucus , yet lam well: but till all graces bein one woman, 


one woman fhall not come in my grace: rich fhe fhall | 


be, that’s certain: wife, or le none ;vertuous, or Ile 


never cheapen her: fair, or Vle never look on her : mild, | 
or come not near me: Noble, or not for an Angel: of | 


good difcourfe: an excellent Mufitian, and her hair fhall 
be of what colour it pleafe God, ha/ the Prince and 
Monfieur Love, 1 willhide mein the Arbor. 
Enter Prince, Leonato, Claudio, and Fack, Wilfon. 
Prince. Come, fhall we hear this mufick ? 
Claud. Yea my good Lord « how ftill the evening is, 
As hufht on purpole to grace harmony. 
f Prine 
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ado about Nothing. 


iffue it can,! will put | 
it in praétife: be cunning in the working this, and thy | 


Exit. | 


egain. Ido much wonder, that one man feeing | 
much another manis a fool, when he dedicates his | 
behaviours to love, will after he hath laught at fuch{ 
in others, become the argument. of his { 
wn {corn, by falling in love / and fuch a man is Clazdio. | 


. 


ufick any more than ont, 


e 


To flander © y more th 
ce, it is tne witnels {tsi oF © 


Prince. é gs : 
To put a ftrange Figg 200. DiS” 


shee fins, and let me W 
Oo 


yay tite : z 
vou talk of W 


ae 
- Baith. Becaule y 
2 many a.wooer doth comme 
Ty “her he thinks not wortt 
Yet will he {wear he lowes: 
Prince. Nay pray thee comes 
Or; if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Do it in notes 
Balth, Note t 
There’s not @ note of 
Prince. Why thefe are very. 
Note notes forfooth, and nothing: 
Bene. Now divine air, now is his 
- that fheeps guts fhould 


> well, a horn 


remy notes, 


Lt. hefr 
ris DELO 


5 €f 
mine eit 


not ftrang¢ 


} 
sane hodics 
mens DOUHe 


done. 


The Song: 


| 

| 

Sigh no more Ladies, figh no mores 
| Men were deceers every 

Oue foot in (ea, and one on {horey 
To one thing conftant never 

Then figh not fo, but let them £0» 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
(onvertin all your founds of woes 
Into hey nony, nony- 


Sing no more ditties, fingmo mores 
Of dumps fo dull and beavy. 

The frand of men were ever J% 
Since fumiuer firft was leavy, 


Then figh not fo, 6. 


2 EPPS a . 


Princes By my trotha good fong. 
® Baltb. And an ill finger my Lord. 
Prince, Hayne, no faith, thou 
a fhift 

Bene. And he he 
thus, they would have 
bad voice bode no mt 
the night-raven 
ter it. 

Prince. Yea malty, 
thee get us fome ¢xce 
we would have it at the 

Balth. The bef Lean my lord. 

Prince. Do fo, farewell. Come 
was it youtold me of t 
was in love with Signior Benedick ? 

Clan. OJ, talk on, ftalk 0 
ver think that Lady woul 

Leon. No, not | neither 5 
fhould fo 'doat on Signior 


TIERRA Ta Pepe eee 


Leon. By my troth my Lord,| 
ofit, but that fhe loves 
it is paft the infinite of thought. 


Claud. Faith like enough. 


coversit. 


himfelt ? RE : 
| 3 4 ~ 
ended, heard my daughter tell you how. 
‘land, She didindeed, 


hat fong 2gai@. 
9 bad a Voice > 


anil Se you where Benedick hata hic 
Clas. ery well my Lord : the rnufick 

We'l fit the kid-fox with a penny worth. 
prince. Come Balthazar, wel heat t 
Ealth. O sood my Lord, tax not i 


xcellency» 

n perfection 5 
yooe no more. 
ooing, 1 will fing, 
mence his fuit, 


1 3 
ny, yet he WOO 5; 


at’s worth the noting. 
ery crotchets that he fpeaks, 


foul ravifh’t, is it write to him, fhe’l be up twenty times.a night, and 
hale fouls out of there 
for my money when 


fing’ft well enough for 


.d been a dog that fhould have howl’d 
ve hang’d- him, and 1 pray God his 
(chief 5 1 had as lieve have heard 
come what plague could have come af- 


doft thou hear Balthazar? 1 pray 
llent mufick: for to morrow night 
Lady Heroes chamber window. 


hither Leonato, what 
o day, that your Niece Beatrice 


n, the foul fits. 
d have loved any Man. 

but molt wonderful, that fhe 
Benedick, whom fhe hath in 


all outward behaviours feemed ever tO abhor. 


Bene. 1s’t poflable, fits the wind in that corner? 
cannot tell What to think 


him with an inraged affection, 


Prince. May be fhe doth but counterfeit . 


Loon, O God! counterfeit ? there was never counter- 
feit of paflion came fo neat the life of paffion asthe dif- 


Prince. Why what. effeéts of paffion fhews the ? 
Cland. Bait the hook well, the fifh will bite. 


gain. | Priz. How, how I pray you? you amaze me, 1 would 
| have thought her fpirit had been invincible againft all 
| aflaults of affeétion. ~ 
Leo. would have fwornit had, my Lord, efpecially | 
againft Benedick, 
Bene.1 fhould think this a gull, but that the white- 
bearded fellow {peaks it: knavery cannot iure hide him- 


felf in fuch reverence. 
Gland. He hath tane th’ infeétion, hold it up. 
Prince Hath fhe made her aficétion known to Be- 
nedick ? 

Leonato. No, and fwears fhe 
torment. 
Claud. ’Tis true inde 
I, fayes fhe , that have fo 

write to him that Llove him? 
Leo. This {aics fhe now when fhe is beginning to 


never will, that’s her 
ed, fo your daughter fayes :fhall 
> oft encountred him withicorn, 


will fhe fit inher fmock, till fhe have writ a fheet 
of paper: my daughter tells us all. 

Cla. Now you talk of afheect of paper 51 remember 
! a pretty jeft your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O when fhe had writit, and reading it over, 
fhe found Benedick andBeatrice between the fheet. 

Clan, That. 

Leon, O fhe tore the letter into a thoufand halfpence, 
raild at her felf, that fhe fhould be fo immodeft , to write 
to one that fhe knew would flout her: T meafure him 
faies fhe, by my own fpirit, for 1 fhould flour him if he 
writ tome, yea though Ilove him,! fhould. 

é Clam Then down upon her knees fhe falls, weeps 
fobs, beats her heart , tears her hair, prays cinta 
{weet Benedick , God give me patience. — se ; 
Re Party goth, indsts , my daughter faies fo, and the 

ehath fo much overborn her , that my daughter 1s 
fometine afeard fhe willdo a defperate out-rage to her 
elf, it is very true, 

: Prince. \t were good that Benedick, knew of it b 
fome other , if fhe will not difcover it. : 
Clau. To what end ? he would but make a {port ofi 
and torment the poor Lady worfe. ‘% 

Prin. And he fhould , it were an alms to hang him; 
the’s an excellent {weet Lady, and (out of all fufpiti = 
| {he is vertuous. : wang: 

Clan. And the is exceeding wife. 

Prin.In every thing, but 
Leon, O my Lord, wi 
fo tender a body, we h 
hath the viétory; lam f 
being her Unkle, and her ian. 

Prince.1 would the had beftowed this dotageon me? 


Via 


all’s 


in loving Benedick 
od combating in 
e, that blood 


Exit Balthazar. \3 Rove have daft all other refpeéts, and made her half 
my felf: 1 pray you tell Beneaicl fit e 
a ck f 
Be nedick ofit, and hear what 
Leon, Were it good think you ? : 
Cla. Herothinks furcly fhe will die, for the faies fhe 
Gs “ i ; J : 3 v ca aya 
oa ies if he Jove her not, and fhe will. die ere fhe 
ee ier love known, and fhe wiil die if he woo her 
rather than fhe will bate one breath of her accutt -d 
crofsnef{s. Ot eee 
Prin. She dott Hy 
. She n well suld c 
pas et y if fhe fhould make tender of her 
Silas ery poflible he’l {corn it, for the man ( as you 
now all ) hath a contemptible {pirit. 
et He is a very prope> man. 
oe ees a good outward happinefs 
‘ od, andin my mind ve i 
Prin. He doth ind one Paka d 
Prin. He indeed r j 
aed 1 thew fome fparks that are like 
Leon. And I take him to be valiant 
F Prin. As Heétor 1 affure you, and in th i a 
quarrels you may fee he is wife 16 ee he ante 
i » for cither he avoids the® 
with 


I did ne- 


fi 


init 


meee 
urls: 


and t 
ptt 
» tO) 


ating i 
at bloo 
ft caulk 


ono 
her 
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ith great ifcretion, or underrakes them with a Chrift oe 


Nit 


if like fear. 


Cy. 7 ° 
ic c } it necef: sar Ata ? Pr or. 
Leon. {f he do fear God, amutnectffarily keep peace ; Aétus T ertiizs. 
: | 
ui he break the peace, he ought to enter into a qu irrel with 
fear and ti remdling. 


Pin. And fo will he do, for the man doth fear Goa, | Enter Hero and two Gentlemen, Margaret and Urfulas 

in fi . me tar > iit 
Howine verit feems not in him, by fome large jefts he will 
make: well Lam forry for your Niece, thall we go ice Hero. Good Margaret run thee to the parlour; 


a 


Benedick , and tell him of her love ? There fhalt thou find my Coufin Beatric 
Cland. Never tell him, my Lord, let her wear it out | Propofing with the Prince and Clann, 
with good countel. Whifper her ear, and tell her land OUr/ula 
Leon. Nay thats impoffidle, fhe may wear her heart out | Walk inthe Orchard, and our whole difcourfe 
Gi ft. Is all of her ; fay chat thou ovet-heardft us, 


Prin. Well, we will hear further of it by or daugh- | And bid her itealinto the pleached d bower, 
Wiere honey -fuckles ripened by the fun 

Forbid the Sun to enter: like Favourites 

oud by Princes, that advance their pride 


rer, let it cox of the while, love Benedick well, and I could 
with he would modeftly ee nimtelf, to fee how much 
he is un worthy to have fo gooc a Lad ly. 


Leon. My Lord, will you walk? dinneris ready. : that power chat bred it, there will the hide her, 
Clan. If he do not dote on her upon this, 1 will never nto our pt Hie this is thy office 
truft my expeétation. Bear the € wellin it, and 1 leave us alone. 


Prin, Let there be the fame Net fpread for her, and that Marg. Vie make her come Pwartant prefently. Exit. 
muft your daughter and her eadicinnaiguraiey ; thefport| Hero. Now Urfula when Beatrice doth come, j 
will be, when they i {d one an opinion of anothers do- | As we do trace this alley up and ‘down, 
tage, and nofuch matter, that’s, the Scene that I would fee, | Our talk muft onely be of Benedick; 

Which will bemeerly a dumb fhew : let us fend her to call) WhenI do name him, fet it be thy part 
him in to dinner: Exeunt.| To praife him more than ever man did merit, 

Ben. Thiscan be no trick, the conference was fadly born, | My talk to chee muft be how senedick 
they have the truth of .this from Herd, they Ap to pity | Is fick in love with Bestrice: of this matter 
the Lady : it feems her .affe&tions have the full. bent : | Is little Cupids crafty arrow made, 
love me? why it muit be rquited: I hear ¢ how i am | That only wounds by hear-fay: now begin 
cenfur’d : they fay I will bear ‘my felf proudly, if I per- 


ceive the love come from her : th<y fay too, that fhe will Enter Beatrice. 

rather dye than give any figt n of affe&tion: I % never 

think tomarrys | mut not feem proud , happy e they| For look where Beatrice like a Lapwing. runs 

oe hear their de rion and can put them to Fcading Clofe by the groun, to hear our conference. 
they fay the Lady is fair 5 C "tis a truth, I can bear them Urf. The pleafant 8 angling is to fee the fith 


Vitae : : and vertuous, tis fo, Y canaee reprove it; and) Cur with her golden oars the filver ftream, 
wife, but for loving me, by my trothit is no addition to| And grecdily devour the treacherous bait: 
her wit, nor no great argument of her folly; for 1|.So angle we for Beatrice, who even nowy 
| will be horribly in love with her, I may chance ,have | {s couched i in the woodbine coverfure, 
fome odd quirks and remains of wit broken on me, be-| Fear you not my part of the Dialogue. 
caufe I have rail’d fo long againft marriage: but dothaot Hier. Then go we near her that her ear lofe nothing 
the appetite alter ? aman loves the meat in his youth, that | Of the falfe fweet bait that we lay for it: 
he cannot endure in his age. Shall quips and fentences, | Np truly Urfula, fhe is too difdainful, 
and thefe paper-bullets of the brain awe a = n from | { know her {pirits are as coy and wild, 
the career of his humour? No, the world muft be peo- + Haggerds of the rock. 
pled. Whenl faid 1 would dye a,batchellor, I did not} Urf. But are you fure; 
chink I fhould live till I “ens married: here comes Bea-| That Benedick loves Parwice to intirely ? 
trice: by this day fhe’s a fair Lady, I do {py fome marks} Her. So fayes the Prince, and my new trothed Lord. 
of love in her. Ur. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam ? 
Her. They did intreat me ro acquaint herof it, 
Enter Beatrice. But I perfwaded them, if they lov’d Benedick, 
To wifh him wraftle with affeétion , 
Beat. Againft my will t am fent to bid you come,in to} And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
cnr Urf. Why did you fo, doth not the Gentleman 
+ Ben. Fair Beatrice, 1 thank you for your pains. Deferve as full, as fortunate a bed , 
\ Beat. 1 took no more pains for thofe thanks, than you | As ever Beatrice fhall couch upon ? 
take pains to thank me; if it had been painful,f wouldnot} (Here. O God of love! I know he doth deferve, 
have come. As much as may be yielded toa man: 
Ben. You take pleafure then in the meflage. But nature never fram’d a womans heart, 
Beat. Yea, jut fo much as you may take upona knives FOF prouder ftuff then that of Beatrice : 
point, and choak a Daw withal: you have no ftomach Sig-| Difdain and Scorn ride f{parkling in her eye, 
nior, fare you well. Exit, Mif-prizing what they look on, and her wit 
Ben. Ha, again my will lam fent to bid you come in| Values it fel{fo highly, that to her 
ie panne : there’sa double meaning in that: I took no| All matter elfe feems weak : fhe cannot love, 
¢ pains for thofe thanks, than you took Pains to thank | Nor take no fhape nor project of affeétion ; 
me 5 < thay’s as much as to fay y any pains that I take for you] She is fo felf indeared. ; 
is ag eafie as thanks: if I donottake pity of her, Lam a Urf. Sure 1 think fo, 
Villain 5 if I donot love her, Lam a few: I will go get| And therefore certainly it were not good 
her pi€ture. She knew his love, left fhe make fport at it. 
; ; Hero, Why you {peak truth, 1 never yet faw man, 
How wife, how noble, young, how rarely featur’d. 
But fhe would fpeli him backward: if fair-fac’d, . 


I She 


| 100 Winch ado about Nothing. 
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Prin, Hang him truant, t 

in him to be truly toucht 

money. 7 
Ben. | have the tooth-a¢h. 
Prin. Draw it. 
Ben, Hang it. 


She would {wear the genticman fhould be her fifter: 
If black, why Nature crawing ofan antick, 
Made a foul blot: if tall, a jaunce ill-headed : 
Iflow, anagot very vildly cut > 
if fpeaking, why 4 vane blown with all winds, 
If filent, why a block moved with mone. 
So turns fhe every man the wrong fide out, 
And never gives to truth and Vertue that 
Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth. 
Uri. Sure, {ure, fuch carping is not coramendable. 
Hero. Noynot to be fo odd,and from all fafhions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 
But ‘who dare teil her fo? if I fhould {peak, 
She would mock me into air, O the would laugh me 
Out of my felf, prefs tne to death with wit, 
Therefore let Benedick like covered fire , 
Confume away in fighs, waft inwardly: 
it were a bitter death, to die with mocks 5 
Which is as bad as‘die with tickling. 
Urf, Yet tell her of it , hear what fhe will fay. 
Her. No, rather I will go to Benedisk, 
And counfel him to fight againtt his paffion , 
And truly Ile devife tome honeft flanders , 
To ftain my coufin with ;onedoth not know, 
How much an ill word may impoifon liking. 
Urf. O do not do your coufin fuch a wrong: 
She cannot be fo much without true judgment » 
Having fo fwift and excellent a wit 
As fhe is priz’d.to have, as to refufe 


that has it. p 


he is. 


e 


What fhould that bode ? 


ftuft tennis balls, 
’ a ef he looks. 


of a beafd. Be? % 
Prin, Nay a rubs bimielf 
aS 


him out by that? @ = 


So rare a Gentleman as fignior Benedick; Clan. That’s eave 
Her. He is the only man of Italy, love. ae 
Alwaiesexcepted, my dear Claudio. Prin., The greate 
Urf. | pray you be not angry with me, Madam, Clan) And when 
Speaking my fancy: Signior Benedick, Pri Vea or to: 
For fhape, for bearing, argument and valour what they fay of him. © 


Goes formott in report through Italy. 

Her, Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 

Urf. His excellence didearn it erehe had it: 
When are you married Madam ¢ 

Her, Why every day to morrow, come 80 in, 
I’le thew thee fome attires, and have thy countel, 
Which is the bet. to furnifh me to morrow. 

Urf. She’s tane l_warrant you, 
We have caught her Madam ? 

Hero. \f it prove fo, then loving goes by haps, 
Some Cupids kill with arrows, fome with traps. 

Beat. What fire is in my ears? can this be true ? 


he is im love... - 


hows himnot, » 


| all dies for him. 


Contempt, farwell, and maiden pride, adieu , & 
No glory lives behind the back of fuch, hoes 
And Benedick, love on, I will requite thee, oe 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand : oe 
if thou dost love, my kindnefs fhall incite thee. Agee 
To bind our loves up ina holy band. 


For others fay thou doft deferve, and I 4 
Believe it better than reporting’ y. Me Exit B 
fs fi Prim, Good den brother. 


Enter Prince, Claudio, Benedick, and Leongto. ~~ 
Prince. 1 do but ftay till your marriage be confum= 
mate, and then I gotoward Arragon. Za ae 
Clay. Vle bring you thither my Lord, if’ 
fafe me. 2 a 
Prin. Nay, that would be as great a foil in the’ new 
\ clofs of your marriage, as to fhew a child his new coat 
and forbid him to wear it, 1 will ghely be bold with 
enedick, for his company ; for from the crown of his 
head, to the fole of his foot, he is all smirth, he hath twice 
or thrice cut Cupids bow-ftring, and the little hang-man 
dare not fhoot at him, he hatha heart as found as a bell, 
and the tongue is the clapper; for what his heart thinks, 
his tongue peaks. : 
Ben. Gallants, { am not as I have been. 
Leo. So fay 1, methinks you are fadder. 
Clan. Lhope he be in love. 


ae 


+ Prin. in private? 


*1 youch- 


row ? 


Clau. If there be an 
ver it. 


ee pe ee = 


ere’s no true drop of bloga 
- ifhe be fad, he wants 


Clan, You mut hangit firft, and d 
Prin, What? figh for the tooth-ach. 
Leon. Where is but a humour or a worm.” 

Ben. Well, cvery, one cannot mafter a/gricf, bit he 


Clan. Yet fay I, he is inlove. 
Prin. There is nd appearance of fané 
it bea fancy that//he hath to ftrange, 
| Dutchman to day» a Frenchman t@ “Morrow : 
have a fancy to this foolery , 
is no fool for fancy , as you 


y in him, unlefs 


difsuifes, as to bea 


as ity appears the hath Py he 
would haye it to appear 


ith (ome woman, there is 
no bdélieving old figas, a br 


Clap. Nay, bein his iefting {pitit , which is now creg 
into alute-ftring. and now govert’d by ftops 


Pria. Indeed that tcllg.a heavy talefor him : conclute, 


Glau. Nay, but] kno iw vi ho loves him, 
Prin. That wovid 1 know too, | watrant 


er ey oe ae a. ee = 
ClauiXes ,and his ili conditions, and in 


Prin. She fhall be buried with her face upwards. 

Ben, Yet is thisno charm for the tooth-ake, old fig- 

: have ftudied eight or nit 
nd a | .) So and oy ? . 4 ay +. i 3 Pe a ee 

Stand Lcondemn’d for pride and {corn fo much ? om rds to fpeak to you , which thele hobby-horfes 


nior walk afide with me 


: aoe: even fo, Hero and Margaret have by this 
played their parts with Beatrice, and then the two Bears 
will not bite one another when they meet. 


p Enter Fohn the Baftard. 
aft. My Lord and brother, God fave you. 


> Baft. If your lefure ferv’d, 1 would {peak with you. 


Baff. Ifit pleafe yous yet Count Claudio ma 
for what! would fpeak sree him. a 
Prin. What’s the matter ? 


Baff. Means your Lordfhip to be married to mor 


Prin, You know he does, 
Baft. | know not that, when he'knows what I know- 
y impediment, I pray you difco- 


: 
& 


Baff. 1 came hither to tell you, 
fhortned ( for fhe hath been too long 
Lady is difloyal. 

; Who ? Hero?) 

aft. Even fhe, Leonate’s 
Hero. . 
&Clan. Difloyal ? 

Baft. Tie word is too goo 
nefs ; [could fay fhe were wot 
title, and I will fit her toits wonder not till farther war- 
6 but with me to night, you fhall fee her cham- 
indow entred, even the night before her wedding- 
if you love her, then-to morrow wed her : but it 
wold better fir your Honour to change your mind. 

Claw. May this be fo ? : | 

Prin. \ will sot think it. 

Ba/ft. 1f you dare not truft t 
that you know : if you will follo 
enough ; and when you have feen: 
proceed accordingly. 

Clan. \f I fee any 


and circumftances 
a talking of ) the 


Hero; your Herd, every mans 


; 


ih 


tt 


4 to paint out her wicked- 
fe: think you of a worfe 


oa ue 


why! fhould nét mar- 


thing to night 
ryher to morrow in the congregation where I fhould wed, 
there will I fhame her. 
Prin. Andas 1 wooed for 


ith thee to difgrace her. | ees Ss 
Baf. 1 will difparage her no farther, till vou are my wit- 


thee to obtain her, Fwill join 


jefles , bear it coldly but t 
it felf. 
Prin. © day untowardly turned. 

Clan. O miichief ftcangely thwarting ¢ 

Ba/?. O plague right) well prevented! fo will you fay 
when you have feen the fequel. Exeunt. 

Enter Dighery and bis compartner, with the Watch. 

Dog. Ate you good men and true ? 
Verg. Yea, or elle it were pity but they fhoald fuffer 
falvation body and foul. . A 

Dog. Nay, that were punill 
they fhould have any aL . 


ill night, and let the iffue thew 


lent too good for them, if 
them, being chofen for 


the Princes Watch. 

Verg. Well, give the 
bery. | poe 
Dog. Fir, Who think you the moft difartlefs man to 
be Conftable ? & 

Watch. 1. Hugh Otecake, fit, 0% George Seacole ; for they 
can write and read, Fi 

Dog. Come hither Neighbour Seacole, God hath 
bleft you with a good Name 5 fo bea well-favouted man, 
is the gift of Fortune, but to write and read comes by 
Nature. a 

VVatch. 2. Both which Mafter Conftable 

Dog. You have: | knew it would be your anfwer: 
well, for your favour fir, why give God thanks, and make 
no boatt of it; and for your writing and reading, let that 
appear when there is no need of duch vanity: you are 
thought here to be the moft fenflefs and ft man for the 
Conftable of the Watch ; therefore bear you the Lan- 
thorn ; this is your charge: You fhall comprehend all 
vagtom men, you are to bid any man ftand in the Princes 
name. 

VV atch, 2. How if a willnot ftand ? 

Dog. Why then take no note of him, but let him go, 
and prefently call the reft of the Watch together , and 
thank God you are rid of a knave, 

Verg. If he will not ftand when he is bidden, he is none 
of the Princes fubjeéts. 

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with none but the 
Princes {ubjeéts : you fhall alfo make no noile in the ftreets: 
for, for the Watch to babble and talk, is moft tollerable, 
and not to be endured. 

VV atch. We will rather fleep than talk 5 we know what, 
belongs to a Watch. 

Dog. Why you fpeak like an ancient and moft quiet 
Watchman, for I cannot fee how fleeping fhould offend ; 
only have acare that your bills be not ftoln: well, you 
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_— 
are to call at all the Alehoufes, and bid them that are drun! 
get them to bed. : 
VV atch. How if they will not? 
Dog, Why then let them alone til] they are fober , 1 


they make you not then the better anfwer, you may fay 
they., are not the men You took them ior, : rt 

VVatch.. Well fir. 

Dog. \f you meet a thief, you may fufpe& him by ver 
tue of your office, to beno true. man 5 and. for fuch kind 
of men, the lefs you meddle or make with them, why the 
more is for your honefty. ; 

VV ateh. UW we know himtobe a thief, fhall we not I 
hands on him ? 

Dog. Truly by your office you.mays but I think they that 
touch pitch will be defil'd : the moft peaceable way for you, 
if youdo take a thief, is, to let him fhew himtelf what he 
is, and fteal out of his company. 

Verg. You have been alwayscall’d a merciful man, part- 
ner, 

Dog. Truly 1 would not hang a dog by my will, much 
more a man who hath any honefty in him. 

Verges. Vf you heat achild cryin the night, you muft 
calito the Nurfe, and bid her ftill it. ; 

cers, How if the Nurfe be afleep; and will not hear 
us? 

Dog. Why then depart in peace, and let the child. wake 
her with crying: for the Ewe chat will not hear her 
Lamb when it baes, will never anfwer a Calf’ when it 
bl€ats. 

Verges. ’Tis very true. 

Doz, This is the end of the charge: you Conftable are 
to prefent the Princes own perfon, if you meet the Prince 
inthe night. you may ftay him. 

Verges. Nay birlady that | think I cagnot. 

Dog.: Five thillings to one on’c with any man that knows 
the Statutes, he may flay him, marry not without the 
Prince be willing: for indeed the Watch ought to offend 


; 


au 


oa 


will. 

Verges, Birlady | think it be fo. 

Dog. Ha, ah, ha, well mafters good night, and there be 
any matter of weight chances,call up me,keep your fellows 
counfel, and your own, and good night, come Neigh- 
bour. 

VVatch. WVVell mafters, we hear our charge, let us go 
fit hete upon the Church bench till two, and then all to 
bed. 

Dog. One word more, honeft neighbours. I pray you 
watch about Signior Leoxato’s door, forthe wedding be- 
ing there to morrow, there is a great coil to night, , adieu, 
be vigilant I befeech you. Excunt 

Enter Borachio and Conrade. 

Bor, VVhat, Conrade ? 

Watch. Peace, ftir not. 

Bor. Conrade \fay- . ; 

Con. Here man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bor. Mafs and iny ¢lbow itcht, I chought there would a 
{cab follow. 

Con. Lwill owe thee an anfwer for that, and now for- 
ward with thy tale. 

Bor. Stand thee clofe thenunder this Pent-houfe, for it 
drizles rain, and 1 will, like a true drunkard, utter alk to 
thee. : joa § 

Wateb. Some treafon mafters, yet ftand cfofe. 

Bor. Therefore know; I have eared of Don Fobs a thou- 
fand Ducats. 

Con. Isit poffible that any villany fhould be fo dear ? 

Bor. Thou fhouldf rather ask if it were poffible any vil- 
lany fhoutd be fo rich ? for when rich villains have nced of 
poor ones, poor ones may make wat price they will. 

Con. I wonder atit. | 

Bor. That fhews thot rt unconfirm’d, thou knoweft 
that the fathion of a deublet,or a hat, er acloak,is nothing 
toa Man. 


ne ee vee 
aepemeie ETRE. ote | 


no man; and it, is an offence to flay a man againft his 


| 
| 


erase ae a 


: Much ado 


io 


con. Yes, itis apparel. 
Bor. I mean the fa hion 

Con. Yes the fafhion ist 

Bor. Tuth, 1 may as well fay t foo! 
feeft thou not what a deformed thief this fafhion 1s eae 

Watch. I know that deformed, a has beena vile thief 
this even years, a goes UP and down like a Gentleman: 
| remember his name. 

Bor. Did’ft thou not hear fomebody ? 

Con. No, twas the vane on the houfe. ; 

Bor, Seeft thou not ( I fay ) what a deformed thief 
this fathion is, how giddily a turns about afl the Hot- 
bloods, between fourteen and five and thirtys fometimes 
fafhioning them like Phazoes foldiers inthe rechie painting, 
fometimes like god-Bell’s prieftsin the old Church window, 
fometime like the fhaven Hercules in the finircht worm- 
eatantapeftry, where his Cod-piece feems as maflie as his 
club. 
Con. All 


he fafhion. 
he fool’s the fool, but 


thisI fee, and fee that the fafhion wears out 
more apparel than the man; but art not thou thy felf gid- 
dy with the fafhion too, that thou haft fhifted out of thy 
tale into telling me of the fafhion ¢ 
Bor, Not fo neither, but know that I have to night 
wooed Margaret the Lady Hero’s gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero ; fhe leans me outat her miftref$ chamber 
window,| bidsmea thoufand times good night: I tell this 
tale vildly: 1 fhould firit tell thee how the Prince Claudio, 
and my Mafter planted, and placed, and poffefled by my 
Matter Don Fobn, {aw afar off in the Orchard this amiable 
encounter. 
Con, And thought thy Adargaret 
Bor. ‘Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio, butthe 
devil my Mafter knew fhe was Margaret, and partly by 
his oaths which firft pofleft them, partly by the dark night 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villany, 
which did confirmany flander that Don ‘Fohn had made, 
away went Claudio enraged, fwore he would meet her as 
he was appoitited next morning at the Temple, and there, 
before the whole Congregation fhame her with what he 
faw o’re night, and fend her home again’ without a Hus- 
band. 5 
Watch. 1. We charge youin the Princes name ftand. 
Watch: r. Call upthe right mafter Conftable, we have 
here recovered the moft dangerous piece of lechery that 
ever was known ina Common-wealth. 
Watch. 1. Andone Deformed is one of them, I know 
him, a wears a lock. 
Con. Mafters, mafters. 
Watch. 2. You’l be made bring Deformed forth I war- 
rant you. 
Con. Mafters, ne 
you to go with us. 
Bor. Weare like to prove a goodly commodity,being ta- 
ken up of thefe mens bills. 
Con. A commodity in queftion! warrrant you, come 
we'l obey you. Exeunt. 
<i Enter Hero, and Margaret, and Urfula. 
1 Fiéro. Good Urfula wake my Coufin Beatrice, 
fire her to rife. 3 
Urfu. Twill Lady. 
Hero. And bid her come hither: 
Ur: Well. 
Mar. Troth, I think your other rebato were better. 
Hero. No pray thee good Meg le wear this. 
Mar. By my troth’s not fo good, and 1 warrant yout 
Confin will fay fo. 
Hero. My Coufin’sa fool, and thou art another, Ile 
wearnone but this. ¥ 
Mar. Llike the new tire within excellently, if the hair 
werea thought browner. and your Gown’s a moft rare 
fathion ifaith, Ifaw the dutchefg of A4illains Gown, that 
they praife fo. : 6 
Hero. O that exceeds they fay. 


was Hero ? 


ver fpeak, we charge you, let us obey 


and de- 


~~! come to fetch you to Church, 


about Ni otbing. 


Se a ee 


2 
Mar. By my troth’s but a Night-Gown in refpect of 
yours, cloth a gold and cuts, and lac’d with filver, fet with 
pearls down-fleeves,fide-fleeves, and skirts, round, under- 
born with a blewifhtinfel, but fora fine queint graceful 
and excellent fafhion; yours is worth ten on’t. 

Hero. God give me joy to Wear it, for my heart is ex- 
ceeding heavy. 

Marg. Twill be hea 
man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee, art not afham’d ? 

Marg. Of what Lady ¢ of fpeaking honourably? is 
not marriage honourable in a beggar ¢ is not vour Lord 
honourable without marriage ¢ I think you would have 
me fay, faving your reverence a husband : and bad think. 
ing do not wreit true {peaking, Ile offend no. body, ts there 
any harm in,the heavier fora husband ¢ none.! think, and 
it be the right husband, and the right wife, otherwife "tis 

| light and’not heavy, ask my Lady Beatrice elfe, here the 
| comes. 


vier foon, by the weight of a 


Enter Beatrice. 
Hero. Good morrow Coze. 
Beat. Good morrow {weet Hero. 
Hero. Why how now? do you fpeak in the fick tune? 
Beat. 1am out of all other tune methinks. 
Mar. Claps into Light a love, (that goes without a 
burden, ) do you fing it, and Ile dance it. 

Beat. Ye light alove with your heels , then if your 
| husband have ftables enough, you’! lookhe fhall lack no 
barns. 
: i © illegitimate confiruction! I fcorn that withmy. 

eels. 4 

Beat. ’Tisalmoft five a clock coufin, *tis time you were 
ready, by my troth lam exceeding ill, hey ho. : 7 

Mar. For ahauk, ahorfe, ora husband 2 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H. 

Mar. Well, and you be not turn’d Turk, there’s no 
more failing by the ftar. | 

Beat. What means the fool trow ? 

: Mar. Nothing|,but God fend every one their hearts de- 
ire. 

Hero. 'Thefe gloves the Count fent me, they are an ex- 
cellent perfume. 

Beat. 1 am ftuft Coufin, I cannot {mell. 
7 A maidand ftuft ! there’sa goodly catching of} 
cold. 

Beat. O God help me, God help me, how long have; 
you profeft apprehenfion ¢ . 

Mar. Ever fince you left it; dothnot my wit become ! 
me rarely ? 

Beat. It isnot feen enough, you fhould wear iti 
cap, by my trothI am fick, 4 i 

Mar. Get you fome of this diftill’d carduus beneditus 
and lay it to your heart, it is the only thing for a qualm. 

3 ae ee prick’ft her with a thifsle. 

eat. Benedifus, why ber ¢ 7 

in this benediétus. Y bevellian Spelt Dane Sone aaa 
_ Mar. Moral ? no by my troth, [have no moral mean- 
ing, I meant plain holy thifsle, you may think perchance 
that I think you are in love, nay birlady I am not fuch a 
fool to think what! lift,nor Ilift not to think what I can 
nor indeed I cannot think, if I would think my heart out 
of thinking, that you are in love, or that you will be in 
love, or that you can be in love: yet Benedick was fach 
another, and now is he become a man, he {wore he would 
never marry, and y i “ahepe kt 

: ‘> yet now in defpight of his heart he eats 
his meat without grudging, and how you may be conveft- 
ed 1 know not, but methinks you look with é i 
other women do. hides 2 


Beat. What pace is this thy to ¢ 
Mar. Nota falfe gallop. — 
Enter Urfula 
Ur{; Madam, withdraw, the Princ 
5 rince, the C i 
Benedick, Don Fobn, and allthe gallants of eS : 


_ Hero. 


_ Hero, Help to drefs me good Coze, good Meg, good 
ula 
ip Enter Leonata, and the Conftable and 
the Headborough. 
Leonata. What would you with me, honeft neigh- 
our? 
: Conf Dog. Marty fir 1 would have fome confidence 
with you,that decernsyou nearly. s 

Leon. Brief I pray you, for you fee “tis a bufie time 
with me. er ae 

Conjt. Dog. Marry this it is firs 

Headb. Yesin truth it is fir. 

Leon. Whatis it my good friends ¢ 

Cont. Dog. Goodman Verges fir {peaks a little of the 
matter, an old manfir, and his wits are not fo blunt, as 
God help, { would defire they were, but in faith honeft as 
the skin between his brows. 

Headb. Yes 1 thank God, Iam as honeft as any man 
living, that is an old man, and no honefter thanl. ; 

Cont. Dog. Comparifons are odorous, palabras, neigh- 
pour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious- 

Conjt. Dog. It pleafes your worfhip to fay fo, but we are 
the poor Dukes Officers, but traly for mine own part, if 1 
were as tedious asa King, I could find in my heart to be- 
| fow it all of your worfhip. 

Leon, All thy tedioufnefS on me, ah? 

Conft. Dog. Yea, and’twerea thoufand times more than 
tis, for | hear as good exclamation on your Worfhip as of 
any man inthe City, and thol be but a poor man, Iam 
glad to hear it. 

Headb. And fo amI. 

Leon. 1 would fain know what you have to fay. 7 

Headb. Marry fir, our watch to night, excepting your 
worthips prefence, have tane a couple of as arrant knaves, 
as any in Me(jina. ; 

Conff. Dog. A good old man fir, he will be talking as 
they fay, when theage is in, the witis out, God help us, 


well, God’s a good man, and two men rides an_horfe, 
one mutt ride behind, an honett foul yfaith fir, by my troth 
he is, as ever broke bread, but God is to be worfhipt, all men 
are not alike, alas good neighbour. 

Leon. Indeed neighbour he comes too fhort of you. 

Conjt. Dog. Gifts that God gives. 

Leon. | muftleave you. 

Conff. Dog. One word fir, our watch have indeed com- 
prehended two afpitious perfons, and we would have them 
this morning examined before your worfhip. 

Leon. Take their examination your felf, and bring it me, 
I am now in great haft; asmay appear unto you. 

Conff. It fhall be fuffigance. [ Exit, 

Leon. Drink fome wine ere you go: fare you well. 

Me. My Lord, they ftay for you to give your daughter 
to her husband. 

Leon: Ile wait upon them: Iam ready. 

Dough. GO good partner, go get you to Francis Seecoale, 
bid him bring his pen and inkhotn to the Goal; we are now 
to examine thofe men. 

Verges. And we mutt do it wifely. : 

Dough. We will {pare for no wit I warrant you ; hére’s 
that fhall drive fome of them to anon-come, only get the 
learned writer to fet down our excommunication, and 
meet me at the Goal. Exeunt. 


Adlus Quartus. 


Enter Prince, Baffard, Leonata, Frier, Claudio, Benedick, 
Hero, and Beatrice. 


Leow. Come Frier Francis, be brief, only to the plain 
formof marriage, and you fhall recount their particular 
duties afterwards. 


Much Rp dna Nothing. 


it isa world to fee: well faid yfaith neighbour Verges, | 
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Fran. Youcome hither my Lord to marry this Lady. 

Claue No. 

Leon. To be married to het, Frier, you come to mar- 
ry her. 

Frier. Lady, you come hither to be married to th 
Count. 

Hero. 1 do. 

Frier. \f either of you know any inward impediment 
wliy you fhould not be conjoined, I chargé you on your 
fouls to utter it. 

Clau. Know you any, Hero ? 

Hero. None my Lord. 

Frier. Knowyou any, Count? 

Leon, 1 dare make his anfwer. None. 

Clau. O what mendaré do! what rften may do! what 
men daily do! ; 

Ben. How now! interjections? why then, fome be of 
laughing, as ha, ha, he. 

Clay. Stand thee by Frier: father by your leaye, 

Will you with this freeand unconftrained foul 
Give me this maid your daughter 2 

Leon, As freely fon, as God did give her me. 

Clau. And what havelto give you back, whofe worth 
May counterpoife this rich and precious gift ? 

Prin. Nothing, unlefs you render her again. 

Clau. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thankfulnegs - 
There Leonata, take her back again, 

Give not this rotten Orange to your friend, 
She’s but the fign and femblancé of her honour : 
Behold how like a maid fhe blufhes here ! 
O what authority and fhew of truth 
Can cunning fin cover it felf withal ! 
Comes not that blood, as modeft eviderice, 
To witnefs fimple Vertue ? would you not {wear 
All you that fee her, that fhe were a maid, 
By thefe exteriour fhews? But fheis none : 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed : 
Her blufh is guilcinefs, not modefty. 
Leos. What do you mean, my Lord? 
Clan. Not to be married, 
Not knit my foul to dn approved wanton 

Leon. Dear my Lord, if you in your own proof, 
Have vanquifht the refiftance of your youth, 

And made defeat of her virginity. ( her 

Clau. 1 know what you would fay: if] have kriown 
You will fay, fhe did imbrace me as a husband, 

And to extenuate the forehand fin: No Leouato, 
I never tempted her with word too large, 

But as a brother to his filter, fhewed 

Bafhful fincerity and comely love. 

Hero. And feem’d lever otherwife to you? 

Clau. Out on thee feeming, I will write againft it, 
You feeri to me as Diana in her Orb, 

As chaft asis the bud ere it be blown : 

But you are more intemperate in your blood, 
Than Venus, or thofe pamper’d animals, 
That rage in favage fenfuality. 

Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth fpeak fo wide ? 

Leon, Sweet Prince, why fpeak not you ? 

Prin. What fhould I fpeak ¢ 
I ftand difhonour’d that have gone about, 

Tolink my dear friend to a common ftale- 

Leon. Are thef€things {fpoken, or do I but dream ? 

Baft. Sir they are {fpoken, and thefe things are trué. 

Ben. ‘This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True! OGod! 

Claus Leonatcy ftand [here? 

Isthis the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ? 
Is this face Heroes ? are our eyes our own? 

Leon. All this is fo, but what of this my Lord ? 

Clau. Let me but move one queftion to your datgtiter, 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, 

That you have in her, bid her anfwer truly. 
Leon. I charge thee toder-as thea ert my chide 
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Hero.. O God defend me, how am! befet ! 
What kind of catechizing call you this ? 
on. To make you anfwer truly to your name. 
tivo Isit not Hero? whocan blot that name 
ny juft reproach ? 
wu. Marry that can Hero, 
Hero it felf can blot out Hero’s vertue- 
What.a man was he, talkt with you yefternight, 
Oat at your Window betwixt twelve and one? 
Now if you area Maid, anfwer to this. 
Hero. {talke with no man atthathour, my Lord. 
Prin. Why then you are no maiden. Lecnata, 
lam forry you muft hear : upon mine honour, 
My felf, my brother, and this grieved Count 
pid eher, hear her, at that hour laft night, 
Falk with a ruffian at her chamber window, 
Who hath indeed moft like a liberal villain 
Confeft the vile encounters they have had 
A thoufand times in fecret. 
Foln, Fie, fie, they are not tobe named my Lord, 
Not to be fpoken of, 
There is not chaftity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them : thus pretty Lady 
Jam forry for thy much mifgovernment. 
Claud, O Hero! what a Hero hadft thou beens 
if half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts and counfels of thy heart ? 
But fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair, farewell 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity, 
For thee le lock up all the gatesof Love, 
And on my eyelids fhall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never fhall it more be gracious. 
Leon. Hath no mans dagger here a point forme ? 


Smother her fpirits up. 

Ben. How doth the Lady ? 

Beat. Dead I think, help Uncle, 

Hero, Why Hero, Uncle, Signior Benedick, Frier. 

Leon. © Fate! take not away thy heavy hand, 
Death is the faireft cover for her fhame 
That may be witht for. 

Beat. How now coufin Hero? 

Fri, Have comfort Lady. 

Leo. Doft thou look up? 

Fri, Yea, wherefore fhould fhe not ? 

Leo. Wherefore? Why doth not every earthly thing 
Cry fhame upon her ? Could fhe here deny 
The ftory that is printed in her blood ¢ 
Do not live Hero, donot ope thine eyes : 

For did I think thou would’ft not quickly die, 
Thought Ithy {pirits were ftronger than thy fhame’s 
My felf would on the rearward of reproaches 
Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, I had but one ? 
Chid I, for thatat frugal natures frame? 

One too much by thee : why had I one ? 

Why ever was’t thou lovely in my eyes ¢ 

Why had I not with charitable hand 

Took up a beggars ifiue at my gate’s. 

Who fmeer’d thus, and mir’d with infamy, 

[ might have faid, no part of itismine: 
This fhame derives it {elf from unknown loins, 
But mine, and mine | lov’d, and mine I prais'd, 
And mine thatl was proud on, mine fo much, 
That | my felf, wasto my felf not mine : 
Valuing of her, why fhe, O fhe is fal’n 

Into a pit of Ink, that the wide fea 
Hath drops too few, to wafh her clean again, 
And fait roo little, which may feafon give 

To her fonltainted flefh. 


er, [know not what to fay. 


io wond é : 
Qon.my foul my coufin is belied. 


Beats 


zen. Sit, fir, be patient: for my part, Tam fo attired 


Be 

Bea. Notruly: not; although until laft niglt, 

| [have this twelvemonth been her bedfeflow. 

Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d, O that is ftronget 
Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron. 
Would the Prince lie, and Claudio would he lie 
Who lov’d her fo, that {peaking of her foulnefs, 
Wath’d it with tears ¢ Hence from her, let her die. 


Ben. Lady were you her bedfellow laft night? 
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Fri. Hear me a little, for 1 bave.only been filent fo 


long, 
ting of the Lady, Ihave mark’d 
Athoufand blufhing apparitions, 
To ftart inher face, a thoufand innocent fhame’s 
In Angel whitenefs hear away thofe blufhes, 
And inher eye there hath appear’d a fire 
To burn the errors thacthefe Princes hold 
_Againft her maiden truth. Call mea fool, 
Truft not my reading, nor my obfervations, 
Which with experimental feal doth warrant 
The tenure of my book: truft not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor dignity, 
If this fweet Lady lie not guiltlefs here, 
Under fome biting error. 
Leon. Frier, it cannot be; 
Thou feeft that all the Grace that fhe hath left, 
Is, that fhe will not add to her damnation 
A fin of perjury, fhe not denies it : 
Why feek’ft thou then to.cover with excufe, 
That which appears in proper ndkednefs ? 
Fri. Lady, what manis he you are accus’d of ? 
Hero. They know that doaccufe me, | know none 
If know more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modefty doth warrant, 
Letall my fins lack mercy. O my Father, 


Rea. Why how now coufin, wherefore fink you down ?| Prove you that any man with me converft, 
Ba. Come, let us go: thefe things come thus to light, 


Athour’s unmeet, or that Iyefternight 
Maintain’d the changeof words with any creature, 
Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death. 


Py 


and given way unto this courfe of fortune, by no- 


Fri. There is fome ftrange mifprifion in the Prince. © 


Ben. Two of them have the very bent of honor. 
And if their Wifdom’s be mifled in this, : 
The practi of it lives in ohm the baftard, 

Whofe fpirits toil in frame of villanies. 
Leon. 1 know not: if they {peak but truth of her 
Thefe hands fhall tear her : If they wrong her hono 
The proudeft of them fhall well hear it. 
Time hath not yet fo dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age fo eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made fuch havock of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends 
But they fhafl find awaked in fuch a kind, 
Both ftrength of limb, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means, and choice of fiends, 

To quit me of them thoroughly. 

. . 7 
Fri. Paufe a while, 

And let my counfel fway you in this cafe, 

Your daughter here the Princef$ (left for dead ) 
Let her a while be fecretly kept in, : 
And publith itthat fhe is dead indeed: 

Maincain a mourning oftentation 

And on your Families old monument, 

Hang mournful Epitaph’s, and do all rites, 
That appertain unto a burial. : 


tr; 


Leon. What fhall become of this? What vvill this do? 


_ Fri. Marry this vvell carried, thall on her behalf, 
Change flander to remorfe, that is fome good : : 
But not for that dream Ion this ftrange courte 
But on this travel look for greater birth : = 
She dying, as it muft be fo maintain’d 
Upon the inftant that fhe vvas accus’d : 

Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus’d 
af tae bee for fo it falls our, 
at vvhat vve have, wve prize nc | t 
Whiles vve enjoy it; bitteing lacedara cae 
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| Why then we rack the value, then we find 
The virtue that poffeffion would not fhew us 
Whiles it was ours ; fo will it fare with Claudio : 
When he fhall hear fhe dyed upon his words, 
Th’ Idea of her life fhall fweetly creep 

Into his ftudy of imagination, 

And every lovely Organ of her life, i 
Shall come apparell’d in more precions habit : 
More moving, delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye aud profpect of his foul, 

Than when fhe liv’d indeed: then fhall he mourn, 
If ever Love had intereft in his Liver, 

And wifh he had not fo accufed her: 

No, tho he thought his accufation true : 

Let this be fo, and doubt not but fuccefs 

Will fafhion the event in better fhape 

Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if allaim but this be level’d falfe, 

The fuppofition of the Ladies death 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy. 

And if itfort not well, you may conceal her; 
As beft befits her wounded Reputation, 

In fome Reclufive and Religious life, 
Out of alleyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Ben. Signior Leonato, let the Frier advife you, 

And tho you know my inwardnefS and love 
Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As fecretly and juftly, as your foul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief, 
The {malleft twine may lead me. 

Frier. ’Tis well confented, prefently away, 
| For to firange fores, ftrangely they ftrain the cure: 
Come Lady, dye tolive, this Wedding-day 
Perhaps is but prolong*d, have patience and endure. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while? 

Beat. Yea, and Iwill weep a while longer. 

Bene. 1 will not defire that. 

Beat: You have no reafon, I doit freely. 

Bene. Surely I do believe your fair Coufin is wrong’d. 

Beat. Ah how much might the man deferve of me that 
would right her! 

Bene. Is there any way to fhew fich friendfhip ¢ 

Beat. Avery even way, but no fuch friend. 

Bene. May a mandoit? 

Beat. It is a mans office, but not yours. : 

Bene: 1 do love nothing in the world fo well as you; Is 
not that ftrange ? : 

Beat. As ftrange as the thing I know not: it were as 
poflible-for me to fay, I loved nothing fo wellas you ; but 
believe menot: and yet I lye not: Iconfefs nothing, nor 

I deny nothing ! Iam forry for my Coufin. 
| Bene. By my Sword Beatrice thou lov’ft me. 

Beat. Do not {wear by it and eat it. : 

Bene. Iwill {wear by it that you love me; and 1 will 
make him eat it that fays ] love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ¢ 

Bene. Withnofawce that can be deviféd to it: I proteft 
I love thee. 

Beat. Why then God forgive me. 

Bene. What offence fweet Beatrice ¢ 

Beat. You haye ftayed me ina happy hour: I was a- 
pout to proteft | loved you. 

Bene. And do it with af] thy heart. : 

Beat. I love you with fo much of my heart, thar none 1g 
left to protett. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kall Claudio, 

Bene. Hat not for the wide World. 

Beat: You killme to deny : farewell. 

Bene. Varry fweet Beatrice. 

Beat. 1am gone tho lam here: there is no lovein you’ 
nay I pray you let me go. 


Exit. 
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Bene. Beatrice. 
Beat. Infaith I will go. 
Bene. We'll be friends firft. 

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with me, than fight 

with mine enemy. i 
Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is a not approved in the height a Villain,that hath 

flandered, {corned , difhonoured my Kintwoman?2 C 

I were a man! What, bear her in hand until they come 

take hands, and then with publick accufation, uncovered 

flander, unmittigated rancour? O God that | wereaman 

I would eat his heart in the market-place. 
Bene. Hear me Beatrice. 4 

_ Beat. ‘Talk witha manout ata Window : 

ing. 

Bene. Nay but Beatrice. 

Beat. Sweet Hero, the is wrong’d, the is flandered, fhe is | 
undone. 

Bene. But? | 

Beat: Princes and Counties! furely a princely teftimo- 

ny, a goodly Count-Comfect, a fweet Gallant furely: O 

that I were a man for his fake! or that 1_had any friend | 

would be aman for my fake! But manhood is melted { n- 

to curtefies, valour into complement, and mén are only | 

turned into tongue, and trim. ones too : he is now as vali- | 
ant as Hercules, that only tells and fwears it: Tcan- | 
not be a man with wifhing, therefore { will die a woman 
with grieving, 

Bene.-'Tarry good Beatrice, by thi 

Beat. Ufe it for my love fome other way chan { 
by it. ; : 

Bene. Think you in your foul the Cotnt.C/eudio hath 
wrong’d Hero? 

Beat. Yea, as {ure as I have a thought or a foul, 

Bene. Enough, 1 am engag’d, I will chaflenge him, 1 
will kifs your hand, and fo leave you’: by this hand Clau- 
dio fhall render me dear account: as you hear of me, fo 
think of me: go comfort your coufin, I muft fay fhe is 
dead, and {fo farewell, ” Exeunt. 
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Enter the Conftables, Berachia, and the T.wn 


Clerk in Gowns. 
Keeper. Is our whole diflembly appeared ? 
Cowly. Oa ftool and cufhion for the Sexton. 
Sexton. Which be the Malefactors ? 
rew. Marry that am J, and my partner. 

Cowly. Nay, that’s certain, we have the exhibition to 
examine. 

Sexton. But which arethe offenders.that are to be exa- 
mined? let them come before Mafter Conftable. 

Kemp. Yea marry, letthem come before me: what is 
your name friend’? 

Bor. Borachio. 

Kemp. Pray write down Borachio. Yours firra ? 

Conr. | am a Gentleman fir, and my mame. is Cenrade. 

Keep. VVrite down Matter Gentleman Comrade: ma- 
fters, do you ferve God? .mafters, it is proved already 
that you are little better than falfé kuaves, andit.will go 
neer to be thought fo fhorily, how an{wer you for your 
felves ? 

Conr.. Marry fir, we fay we are none. 

Kemp. A marvellous witty fellow | aflure you, but | 
willgo abont with him: come you hither firra, a word 
in your ear fir ; [fay to you, it is thonght you are falfe 
knaves. 

Bar. Sit, I fay to You, we are none. 

Kemp. Well, ftand afide, "fore God they are bothin a 
tale: have you writ down they are none ? 

Sext. Maiter Conftable; you go not the «way to exa 
mine, you, muft call forththe V Vatch that are their accu 
fers. 

Kemp. Yea marry, that’s the eftet way, let the VVatcl, 
come forth: majfters, I charge you in the Princes name 
accufe thefe men. 1. Wate. 
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2 % Di im will gather patience: 
ay tee aA fe bn the Princes And I of hi g 
Watch, 1- T a maii faid fir, that Don ‘fobn Bur there isno fach man for brather, met 
brother was a villian, gy iat: why this is} Can counfel, and give comfort to that grief, 
Kemp. Write down, Prince fob» ; Yai ‘ Which they themfelves not feel, but tafting it, 
flat perjury, to are ig rother villain. ‘Their counfel turns to paffion, which before 
=  Conftabie. i iv jal medicine to rage, 
Bor. Mafter Conita ke thy look, 1| W ould give preceptial medi ; 
Kemp. Pray thee fellow peace, I do not like thy >” | Better firong madnefi ina filken thread, 
promie thee- heard you him fay elfe ? Charm ach with air, and agony Rita i a 
Se at heard y é : 1 ak patienc 
tees : eat that he had received a thoufand Du- No, BQ. i a eet a iL iis As Eoay : 
Warn. <4 for the accufing the Lady Hero wrong: To thofe that writs Une oe anc : 
kats of Don ‘fobn, tor 5 f But no mans vertué nor fifficiency y 
Catt : . tl endure 
fully. itted. To be fo moral, when he thail en 
Kemp. Flat Burglary as ron Pgs eee The like himfelf: therefore give meno counfel, 
Conft. Yea by - ee a : My griefs cry louder than advertifement. = 
scales: x id Raecont Claudio did Mean upon his| Broth. Therein do men lathes ae A eee 
Zatch. 1. And tha n 
Watch. “difor ce Hero before the whole affembly, and Leo. I pray thee peace, I will be fietha ood, 
words, . iigra For there was never yet Philofopher, : 
not marry Het. ‘ demn’d into everlaft- | ‘That could endure the tooth-ach patiently, 
Kemp. O vilfain : thou wilt be con How ever they have writ the ftile of gods, 
| ing redemption “A ues And made a pufh at chance and fufferance. | 
| Sexton. What Broth: Yet bend not all the harm upon your felf, 
Watch. This 1s all. ; deny, | Make thofe that do offend you futier too. 
a 2 nan you can deny, ; . 
Sexton. And this be ee fol aye Herowas\ Leon. ‘There thou fpeak’ft reafon, nay I will do fo, 
; toby is thismorning te J bh ee ? ore j 
Prince ik eet me aed seas very manner refus’d, and | My foul doth tell me, Hero is belied, a 
in this ST ie ae fadderly died. Mafter Conftable, | And that fhall Claudio oan fhall the Prince, 
1 rie J 2 - 
A be bound, and brought to Leonato, | will go | And allof them that thus ai onour her, 
before, and fhew him their ee | Enter Prince dnd Claudio. 
ee ees tee | e opinion a+ : 5 ; 
Con/t. ate = ds of Coxcomb. Broth. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haftily. 
Poe Goateiny life, where’s the Sexton? let him write} Prin. Good den, good den. 
omy. G $ Ne, . s 
NT e princes Officers Coxcomb: come, bind them;| Claw. Good day toboth of you. 
ene fe 1 ty varlet Leon. Hear you my Lords ? 
naughty Ve : . : 4 
pe se ? Away, you are an afsy you arean afs. Prin. We have fome hafte Leonato. 
vat Doft chow not fufpect my place ? dof thou not Leo. Some hafte my Lord! well fare you well my Lord. 
Lemp. at 3 . ; i 
apg ars? O that he were here to write me down| Are you fohafty now? well, all is one. 
ae pei fers, remember that 1 amanafs : tho itbe| Prin. Nay donot quarrel withus, good old man. 
as a wunet: dow, yet forget not that Tamanafs: No| ror. If he could right himéelf with quarrelling, 
aaa vill vin, thou art full of piety, as fhall be prov’d upon | Some of us would lye lows 
hee by cood witnes, I ama wife fellow, and which | Clau. Who wrongs him ‘ te 3 
o e. anofficer, and which is more, a houfholder, and | Leon. Marry thou doft wrong me, thou diffembler thou: 
oy is oie: pretty a piece of flefh as any in Meffina, \Nay never lay thy hand upon thy fword, 
CLO el eta Be eae SE pat o. and a rich fellow | I fear thee not. 
andoné that knows theLaw, g0 10, : ; , befhrew my band 
nough, go to, and a fellow thathath had lofies, and one| Clau. Marry bethrew y ’ 
enoug By so sowns, and every thing handfome about | If it fhould give your age fuch caufe of fear, 
- ae He away: © that } had been writ down an Infaith my hand meant nothing to my {word. 
him, bring hi 5 Exit.\ Leo. Tuth, tufh, man, never fleer and jeft at me, 
afs ! | {peak not like a dotard, nor a fool, 
| As under priviledg of age to brag, 
ee : 
What | have done, being young, or what would do, 
: Were I notold: know Claudio tothy head, 
Actus Quintus. Thou haft fo wrong’d my innocent Child and me, 
That I am forced to lay my reverence by, 
5s BI a aad And with grey hairsand bruife of many days, 
Enter Leonato ana bis orotner. Do challenge thee to trial of a man, 
I fay thou haft beli’d mine innocent Child, 
Brother: If you go onthus, you will kill your felf, Thy flander hath gone throughand through her heart, 
And ’tis not wifdom thus to fecond grief, And the lies buried with her anceftors : 
Avaintt your felf. ' O ina tomb where never fcandal flepr, 
“Leon. 1 pray thee ceafethy counfel, Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villany. 
Which falls into mine ears as profitlefs, Clau. My villany? 
Ag waterina fieve: give not me countel, Leon. Thine Claudio, thine I fay. 
Nor let no comfort elfe delight mine car, E Prin, You fay not right old man. 
But fuch a one whofe wrongs doth fute with mine. : Leon, My Lord, my Lord, 
Bring me a father that fo lov'd his child, — Tle prove it on his body if he dare, 
Whole joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine. + Defpight his nice fence, and his active practice, 
And bid him {peak of patience, ; His May of youth,and bloom of luftyhood. 
Meafure bis woe the length and breadth of mine, Clas. Away, Iwill not have to do with you, 
And let ic anfwer every itrain for ftrain, Leo. Canft thou fo daffe me? thou haft kif] 


-d . 
uch a grief for fuct i : my child, 
As thus for this, and fucha grief for iuch, If thou kill'ft me boy, thou fhalt kif! a man. y 

In every lineament, branch, fhape, and form: 

If fuch a one will file and {troke his beard, 

And hoflow, wag, cry hem, when he fhould groan, 
Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk, 
With candlewafters: bring him yet to me, 
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Bro. He fhall kill two of us, and men indeed 
Butthat’s no matter, let him kill one firft ; 
Win me and wear me, let him an{wer nie. 
Come follow me boy, comie fir boy : eae follow me 
Sir boy, le whip you from your foyning PRES 
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Nay, as I ama gentleman, I will. 

Leon. Brother. anus 

Bro. Contentyour felf, God knows I lov’d my Neece ; 
And fhe is dead, flander*d to death by villains, 

That dare as well anfwer a man indeed, 
As I dare take aSerpent by the tongue. 
Boys, Apes, Braggarts, Jacks, Milkfops. 

Leon. Brother Anthony. 

Brot; Hold you content, what man? I know them, yea 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoft fcruple, 
Scambling, outfacing, fafhion-mongring boys, 

That lye, and cog. and flout, deprave and flander : 
Go antickly, and fhow outward hidioufnefs, 

And {peak of half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemiesif they durft, 
And this is all. 

Leon. But brother Anthony. 

Ant. Come ’tis no matter, 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. : 

Pri. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your patience, 
My heart is forry for your daughters death: — 

Buton my honour fhe was charg’d with nothing 
But was true, and very full of proof. 
Leon. My Lord, my Lord. 
Prince. 1 willnot hear you. 
Enter Benedick. 
Leon. No! come brother away, I will be heard. 
Exeunt ambo. 

Bro: And fhall, or fome of us will {mart for it. 

Prin. See, fee, here comes the man he went to feek, 

Clau. Now Signior, what news? 

Ben. Good day my Lord : 

Prin. Welcome Signior, you are almoft come to part 
almoft a fray. 

Clan. We had like to havehad our two nofes {napt off 
with two old men without teeth. 

Prin. Leonatoand his brother ; what thinkft thou ? had 


other day : I faid thou hadft a fine wit: true fays fhe, 


a 


hurts no body: nay. faid I, the Gentlemanis wife: certain 
faid fhe,a wifé Gentleman: nay faid 1, he hath the tongues: 
that I believe,faid the, for he {wore a thing to me on Adn- 


day night, which he forfwore on, Ti: (day morning: thete’s 
a double tongue, there’s two tongues. Thus did fhe an 
hour together rranf-fhape thy particular virtues, yer at laft 
the concluded with a figh, thou:waitthe propereft man 
in Italy, . ited, ft 
4 the which fhe wept heartily, and faid fhe 

_ Prin. Yeathat fhe did, but ‘yet for all that, and if the 
did not hate him deadly, fhe would love ‘him dearly, the 
old mans daughter told us all. eae | 

Claw. All, all, and moreover, God faw him when he was 
hid in the garden. 

Prin. But when fhall we eethe falvage Bulls horns on 
the fenfible Benedick’s head ? 5 

Clau. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells Benedick 
the married man. 

Bene. Fare you well, Boy, you know my mind, 1 will 
leave you now to your gofiep-like humor, you break jefts 
as braggards do their blades, which God be thanked hurt 
not: my Lord, for your many courtefiesI thank you; | 
muft difcontinue your company, your Brother the Baftard 
is fled from: Mefina: you have among you, killed a 
{weet and innocent Lady, for my Lord Lack-beatd 
there, he and I fhall meet, and till then peace be with 
him. 

Prin. He is in earneft. 

Clau. In moft profound earneft, and Ile watrarit you, 
for the love of Beatrice. 

Prince. And hath challeng’d thee. 

Clau. Moft fincerely, 


Prin. What a pretty thing manis; when he goes in his 


we fought, I doubt we fhould have been too young: for | doublet and hofe, and leaves off his wit? 


them. 

Ben. In falfe quarrel there is notrue valour: I came to 
feek you both. 

Clau. We have been up and down to féek thee, for we 


Enter Conftable, Conffable, and Borachio: 


Clau. Heis then a Giant toait Ape, but thenisan Ape 


are high proof melancholly, and would fain have it beaten | a Doctor to fuch a man. 


away : wilt thou ufethy wit ¢ ae 
Ben. Itis in my fcabbard, fhall I draw it ? 
Pyin. Doft thou wear thy wit by thy fide ? 


Prin, But foft you, let me fee, pluck u p my heart, and 
e fad, did he not fay my brother was fled ? 
Conf. Comeyou fir, if Juftice cannot tame you, fhe 


. . Pa % ‘ s x 
Clau. Never any did fo, tho very many have been befide | fall ne’re weigh more reafons in her balfance, nay, and 
their wit : Iwill bid thee draw, as we do the Minftrels | you be acurfing hypocrite once, you mutt be lookt to. 


draw to pleafure us. 


Prin. How now, two of my brothers men bound ? Bo- 


Prin. As lam an honeft man lie looks pale: art thou | +achio one. 


fick, or angry ? 

Clas. What! Courage mian: What tho care kill’d a 
Cat, thou haft mettle enough to kill care. 

Ben. Sir, I fhall meet your Wit in the career, and’ you 
charge it againftme: I pray you chufe another fubject. 

Clau. Nay then give him another ftaff, this laft was 
broke crofs. 

Prin, By this light he changes more and more: I think 
he be angry indeed. 

Clau. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Ben. Shall fpeaka word in your ear? 

Clau. God blefs me from a challenge. 

Ben. You are a Villain, I jeftnot, I will make it good 
how you dare, with what you dare, and when you dare: 
do me right, or I will proteft your cowardife: you have 
kil?d a fweet Lady, and her death fhall fallheavy on you: 
let me hear from you. : 

Clau. Well | will meet you, fo I may have good cheer. 

Prin. What a feaft ? 

Clau. I faith Ithank him, he hath bid me to calves heads 
and a Capon, the which if I do not carve moft curioufly, 
fay my knife’s naught: fhall I] not find a Woodcock too? 

Ben. Sir, your Wit ambles well, goes eafily. 

Prin, Vle tell thee how Bearrice prais’d thy Wit the 


Ciau. Hatken after their offence, my Lord. 

Prin. Officers, what offence have thefe men done ? 

Con/?. Marry fir, they have committed falfe report,more- 
over they have fpoken untruths, fecondarily they are flan- 
ders, fixth and laftly, they have belyed a Lady, thirdly, 
they have verified unjuft things, and to conclude, they are 
lying knaves. 

Prin. Firft I ask thee what they have doné, ‘thirdly 
lask thee what’s their offence, fixth and laftly why they 
ate committed; and to conclude, What lay you to their 
charge? 

Clau, Rightly reafoned, and in his own divifion, and 
by mytroth, there’sone meaning well futed. 

Prin. Whom have you offended matters, that you are 
thus bound toyour anfwer? this learned Conftable is too 
cunning to be underftood, what’s your offence ? 

Bor. Sweet Prince, let me go no farther to mine an- 
fwer : do you hear me, and let this Count kill me: I 
have deceivedeven your very eyes: what yout wifdoms 
could not difcaver, thee fhallow fools have brought to 
light, who in the nightheard me confeflingto this man, 
how Don Fobn your brother incenfed me to flander the La- 
dy Hero, how you were brought into the Orchard, and 
fawme court Adargaré: in Hero’s garments, how you dif- 

grac’d | 


~ 


ee eee 


a 
fine little one: no, faid I, a great wit.: right fays fhe, a 
great grofs one : nay faid I, a good wit: jutt faid the ,. it 
. 
| 


1 | 


| 
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Lh ee neers em el Tena 
rae’d her when you fhould marry her: my villany they 
have upon record, which I had rather feal: with my cal 
than repeat over to My fhame; the Lady is dead uponmine 
and my maficrs fife accufation: and priefly, 1 defire no- 
thing but the reward of a viliain. 

Prince. Runs not this fpeech like iron 
blood ? 

Clan. 


throvgh your 


I have drunk poifon whiles he utter’d it. 

Prin, But did my prother fet thee on to this? 

Ror. Yea, and paid me rich for the prattice of its 

Prin, He ts compos’d of treachery, 

And fd he is upon this villany. 

Clas. Sweet Hero, now thy image doth appear 
In the rare femblance that Llov’d it firft. 

Cont. Come bring «way the plaintifs, by this time our 
Sexton hath informed Signior Leonato of the matter 5 4m 
maifters, do not forget to fpecifie when time and place 
fhall ferve, that) aman Afs. 

Con. 2. Here, here comes @ 
the Sexton toe 


aifter Signior Leonato, and 


Enter Leonato- 


Leon, Which is the Villain? let me fee his eyes; 

That when Lnote another man like him, 

[ may avoid him: which of thefeishe? 
Ber. If you would know your wronger, 
Leon. Art thou, art thou the flave that, w 

Haft kill’d mine innocent child? 

Bor. Yea, evenlalone. 
Leon. No, not fo Villain, thou pelirtt thy felf; 

Here ftand a pair of honourable men; 

a third is fled that had a hand in it: 

Fthank you Princes for my daughters death, 

Record it with your high and worthy deeds, 

"Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 
Clan. Lknow not how to pray your patience, 

Yet I mutt fpeak, chufe your revenge yout felf, 

Impofe me to what penance your invention 

Can lay upon my fins yet finn’d I not, 

But in miftaking. 

Prin. By my foul norls 

And yet to fatisfie this good old mat, 

L would bend under any heavy weight 

That he’! enjoin me too. 

Leon, You cannot bid my daughter live, 

That were impoffibles but | pray you both 

Poflefs the people in Meffina here, 

How innocent fhe died and if your love 

Can labour ought in fad invention, 

Hang her an Epitaph upon her Tomb, 

And fing it to her bones, fing itto night : 

To morrow morning come you to my houfe, 

And fince you could not he my fon-in-law, 

Be yet my Nephew : m prother hatha daughter, 

Almoft the copy of my child that’s dead, 

And fhe alone is heir to both of us, 

Give her the right you fhould have giv’ 

And fo dies my revenge. 

Clan. O noble fir! 

Your overkindnefs doth wring teats from me : 

Ido embrace your offer, and difpofe 

For henceforth of poor Clandio. . 
Leon. To morrow then! willexpeet your comings 

To night I take my leave this naughty man 

Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who I believe was packt in all this wrong, 

Hircd toit by your brother. 

Bor No by my foul fhe was not, 
Nor knew not what fhe did when fhe fpoke to me, 
Rut always hath been juft and vertuous, 
In any thing that # do know by her- 

Conft- Moreover fir, which indeed is not 
and black, this plaintif here, 


look on me. 
ith thy breath 


her coufin, 


Much ado about Notbing. 


death, | @ 


i 


eee a 


bred in hispunifhment, and 
‘k of one De 
da lock hanging by it, 
the which he hath us’ 
grow hard hearted; 
pray you examine 


Tbefeech you Je: it be remem 
Ifo the Watch heard them ta 
ears akey in his ear, an 
ws money if Gods neme, 
aid, that now men 


Gods fake: 


fay he w 
and borre 
fo long, and never P 
and will lend nothing for 
him upon that point. 

Leon. \ thank thee for thy care and heneft pains. 

Conft. Your worthip fpeaks like amoff tharkin! and re- 
verend youth, and | praife God for you. 

Leon. There’s for thy pains. 

Conft, God fave the foundation. 

Leon. Go, | difcharge thee of thy prifon 
thee. 

Conf, 1 leave an errant knave with your wor fhip, which} 
{ befeech your worfhip to corre&t your felf, for the exam- 
ple of others: God keep your worfhip, | wifh your wor 
fhip well ; God reftore you to health ; 1 humbly give you} 
leave to depart ; and if a merry meeting may be with’d, 
God prohibit it , come neighbour. 

Leon. Until to morrow morning, 


er; and 4 thank 


Lords, farewel. 
Exe. un. 
Brot. Farewel my Lords, we look for you to morrow. 
Prin. We will not fail. 
Clan. Tonight l’le mourn with Hero. 
Leon, Bring you thefe fellows on, we'l talk with Adarga-} 
ret, how her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellows 
Exeunt 
Enter Benedick, and Margaret. 


Ben. Pray thee fweet Miftrefs Margaret, deferve well at 
my hands, by helping me to the fpeech of Beatrice. 

Mar. Will you then write me a Sonnet in praife of my 
beauty ? 

Ben. in fo high a ftile Margaret, that no man living fhall 
come ever it 5 for in moft comely truth thou defervelt 
if, 

Mar. To have no man come over me 5 why, fhall fal 
ways keep below ftairs? 

Ben, Thy witis as quick as the greyhounds mouth, it 
catches. 

Mar. And yours as blunt asthe Fencers foils, which hit! 
but hurt not. 

Ben. Amott manly wit Alarg 
man; and fol pray thee call Beatri 
bucklers: 

Mar. Give us the fwords, 
own. . 

Ben. If you ule them Margaret, you muft put in the 
pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous weapons for 
Maids. 

Mar. Well, 

hathlegs. 


aret, it will not hurt a wo-f 
ce, | give thee the 


we have bucklers of our 


I will call Beatrice to you, who I think 
Exit Margaret. 

Ben. And therefore will come. The god of love that fits 
above, and knows me, and knows me how pitiful I deferve, 
I mean in finging; but in loving, Leander the good fwitt- 
mer, Troilons the firft employer of panders, boil a whole 
book full of thefe quondam carpet-mongers, whofe names 
yet run fmoothly in the even rode of a blank verfe,why they 
were never fo truly turned oves, as my poor felf in love 5 
marry I cannot fhew it in rime, I have tried , I can find out 
no rime to Lady but bady, an innocents rime ; for fcorn, 
horn, a hard rime 3 for {chool, fool, a babling rime; very 
ominous endings » no, I was not born under a éinie Pla: 
net; for I cannot woo in feftival terms. 


Enter Beatrice. 


Sweet Beatrice, wouldf{t thou come when I cali’d thee ? 


Beat. Yea Signior, and depart i 
wi 
Ben, O ftay but till then. aes 


Beat. Then, is fpoken fare you well now 3 and yet ere 


under white |! go, let me go with that a : ; 
the offender did call me alss at Icame, which is, with knowilg 


what hath paft between you and Claudio 
Ben. 


formed they} ~ 
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Ben, Only foul words,: and thereupon | will kifs Heavily, heavily, 
chee. >. paler ass Graver yawn and yield your dead, 
Beat. Fou! words and wind, and foul wind is but Till death be uttered, 


} ; herefnre will de 
foul breath, and foul breathis noilome, therefore I will de- 


‘part uakift, 


Bew. Thou haf frichted the word out of his right 
> é +44 * { HWosechae nla; 7 
fence, fo forcible is thy wit ; but 1 muf tell thee plainly, 


r) 


Claud.oundergcesmy challenge, and either | muft fhortly 
hear from him, or | will dubferibe him a coward 5 and I 
pray thee now tellme, for which of my bad parts didft 
thou firft fail in love with me ? 

Beat. For them all together, which maintain’d fo poli- 
tick a ftate of evil, that they will not admit any good part 
to intermingle with them: but for which of my. good 
parts did you firft fuffer love for me ? oe 

Ben, Suffer love !a good epithete, I do fuffer love indeed, 
for Flove thee againft my will. 

Beat. Iaipight of. -your heart ,1 think; alas poor heart, 
if vou {pight it for my fake, I will {pight it for yours, for I 
will never {ove that which my friend hates, 

Ben. Thou and J are too wife to woo peaceably: 

Beat. \t appears not in this confeflion, there’s not one 
wife man among twenty that will praife himfelf. 

Ber, An old, an old inftance Beatrice, that liv’d in the 
time of good neighbours, if a mando not ereét in this age 
his own Tomb ere he dyes, he fhall live no longer in 
monuments than the Bells ring, and the Widow weeps. 

Beat. And how longis that think you ? 

Ben. Queftioa, why an hour in clamour, and a quarter 
in thewm 3 therefore it is moft expedient for the wile , if 
Don Worm (¢ his con{cience ) find no impediment to the 
contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as I am to 
my felf fo much for praifing my {elf, who I my felf wil! 
bear witnels is praife-worthy 5 nnd now tell me how doth 
your coufin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Ben. And how do you? 

Beat, Very ill toe. 


Enter Urfulas 


"Ben. Serve God, love me, and mend; there will I leave 
you too, for here comes one in hafte. . 

Urf. Madam you muftcometo your Uncle, yonders 
old coil at home , it is proved my Lady Hero hath been 


falfly accus’d, the Prince and Claudio mighsily abufed, and] Ben, Your anfwer fir is enigmatical, 
Don Fobx isthe authorof all, who is fed and gone; will | But for my will, my will is, your good will 
you come prefently ? | May ftand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 
Beat. Will you go hear this news S'gnior? | Pch ftate of honourable Marriage, 
Ben. I will live in thy heart, dyein thy lap, and be bu- In which good I fhall defire your help. 
ried in thy eyes: and moreover | will go with thee to thy Leon, My heart is with your liking. 
Unkles. Exennt.| Frier. And my help. ; 
Enter Prince and Claudio with attendants. 
Enter Claudio, Prince, and three or four with Tapers, Prin. Good morrow to this fair affembly. 
Leon, Good morrow Prince, good morrow Claxdia, 
Clan, Is thisthe monument of Leonato 2 We here attend you ; are-you yet determin’d 
Lord; It is my Lord. Epitaph. To day to marry with my brothers daughter ? 
Done to death by flanderous tongues, Clan. Vle hold my mind were the an Erhivpe, 
Was the-Hero that here lies : Leon. Call her forth brother, here’s the Frier readvi 
Death in guevdon of her wrongs, Prin. Good mortow Benedick, why what’s the matter 
Gives her fame which never dies : That you have fuch a February face, 
So the life that dd with fhame, So full of froft, of form, of cloudinefs 2 
Lives iz death with glorious fame. Clan. 1 think he thinks upon the favage bull : 
Hang thou there upon the tomb, Tufh, fear not man, wee’l tip thy horns with gold, 
Praifing ber whin lam dumb, And fo all Europe thal rejoyce at thee, 
As once Europe did at lufty Fove, 
| Cla. Now moufick found and fing your folemn hymn, When he would play the noble beaft in love. 
Song. Bez. Bull Fove Gr, hadan amiable low, 
Pardon goddefs of the night, And fomefuch ftrange bull leapt your fathers coy, 
Thofe that flew thy Virgin knight, And got acalf in that fame noble fear, 
For the which with fougs of wo, Much liketo you, for you have juft his blear: 
Rpund about her tomb they go. Enter brother, Hero, Beatrice, Adargaret, U;fula, 
Midnight affit our moan, Claw. For this | owe you; here comes other recknings. 
Help us to figh aud groam Which is the Lacy | muit feize upon / 
Leo. 
neg 


a 


dLeavenly, heavenly, 


: (this righ. 
ie. Now unto thy bones good night, yearly will I do 
fran. Good morrow mafters, put your torches our, 
The Wolves have prey’d, and look, the gentleday 
Before the wheels of Phabus, round about 
Dapples the drowfie Eaft with {pots of grey: 
Thanks to you all, and leave us, fare you well, 
Claw. Good morrow mafters, each his feveral way. 
Prnf. Come let us hence, and put on other we 
And then to Leonaio’s we will go. 
Clan. And Hymen now with luckier iffae {peed, 
Than this for whom we rendred up this wo. 


tse 


we 


Exeunt, 


Enter Leonato, Benedick , Margaret, Ur fula, Old man 
Frier, Hero. 

Frser. Did I not tell you fhe was innocent 2 

Leon, So are the Prince and Clindio who accus’d her, 

Upon the error that you heard debated, 

But Adargaret was in fome fault for this; 

Although againft ker will as it appears, 

In the true courfe of all the queftion. 

Old. Well, Lam glad that all things fort fo well, 
Bex, And fo am I, being elfe by faith enforc’d 

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leow. Well daughter, and young Gentlewomen all, 

Withdraw intoa chamber by your felves, 

And when I fend for you, come hither mask’d : 

Che Princeand Claxdio promis’d by this hour 

To'vifit me; you know your office brother, 

You muft be father to your brothers daughter, 

And give her to young Clandio, Exeunt Ladies 
Old. Which I will do with confirm’d countenance. 
Bex. Freier, 1 moft intreat your pains, { think, 

Fricr; To co what Signior ? 
Ben. To bind me, or undo me, one of them: 

Signior Leonato, truth it is good Signior, 

Your Neece regards me with aneye of favour. 

Old. That eye my daughter lent her, ’tis moft true. 
Ben. And Ido with an eye of love requite her, 
Leon, The fight whereof I think you had fro: 

From Claudio and the Prince > b / 
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n me; 


hare tas ail 
ul What's your will ? 


ec a 
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¢ mine, 
ot fhall not, til 
ad fwear to marry Aer. 
ut hand before this holy 
yusband if you like of me. my 
.f when Uliv’d 1 was your other wile, 
nd when you lov’d, you were my other husband. | 
Cla#, AD ner Hero? : 
Hero. Nothing cei tainer. | 
reyg died but Ido lives 
sd furely as I live 1 am a maid. om a ik 
Prin. The former Hero, Hero that is dead. es 
Leon. She died my Lord, but whiles her flander liv’d. | 
Frier. All this amazement can I qualitic, 
When after that the holy rites are énded, 
ieté tell thee largely of fair Hero’s death : 
Mean time let wonder feem familiats 
snd to the chappel Tet us prefently- ae 
Ben. Soft and fair Frier, which is Beatriee ° a 
Beat. 1 anfwer to that name, what is your will? 
Ben. Do not you lore me ? q 
eat. Why, No tore than reaton. 
er. Why then your Uncle, and the Prince, & Claudio, 
have been deceived, they {wore you did. 
Beat. Do not you love me? 
Ben. Troth no, no more than reafon. 
Beat, Why then my Coufin Margaret and Urfula 
Are much deceiv’d, for they did fwear you did. 
Ben. They fwore you were almoft fick for me. 
Beat. Th:y {wore you were well-nigh dead for me. 
Ben. ’Lisno matter, then you do not love me? 
Beat. No truly, but in friendly recompence: 
Leon, Come Ceufin, Lamfure you love the Gentleman. 
- and Vle be fworn npon’t that he loves her, 
a paper written in his hand, 
Sonnet of his own pure brains 
to Beatrece. 


Pe ey POs a it 
DOH? S$ bOIE, 


ro. And here’s another, 
in thv coufins hand, ftolen from her pockets 
ne her affeGtion unto Bexeadick. 
Ben A our own 
- come] will have thee, but by this lig 


hancs apaintt our 


miracle , here’s 2 
sht i take thee 


| for pity. 


mt 
i, 


Beat. I would not deny you, but by this good cay, lim 


jor as I told, you were ina con{umption. 
Leon. Peace, I will top your mouth. 
Prin, How doft thou Benedick the married Man? 


Ben. Vie tell chee what Prince, a Colledge of witty. 


crackers cannot flout me out of my humour 5 doft thou} | 


think Lcare for a Satyr or an Epigram? no, if a many™ 


: o ° 
will be beaten with brains, a fhall wear nothing hand- 
fome about him: in brief, tince [do purpofe to marry,1 


| 


will think nothing to any purpofe that the world can fay| — 


againft it: and therefore never flout at me, for what I have 
{aid againft it:for manis a giddy thing, and this tymy con- 


| clufion: for thy part Claudio, L did think to have beaten} 


thee, but in that chou art like to be my kinfman, live un- 
bruis’d, and love my coufin. 

Clan. 1 had well hoped thou would’ft have denied Bea- 
trice that 1 might have cudgel’d thee out of thy fingle life, 
to make thee a double dealer , which out of queftion thou 


will be, ifmy Covfin no not look exceeding narrowly} | 


to thee. 


Ben. Come, come,we are friends, let’s have a dance| 


i 


a 


ere we are married, that we may lighten our own hearts} | 


and our wives heels. 

Leon, We'll have dancing after wards. 

Bex. Firft, of my word, therefore play mufick: Prince, 
thou art fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife , there is no 
ftaff more reverend than one tipt with horn. Enter Mel)” 

Meffen. My Lord, your brother Fobz is tanein flight) 
And brought with armed men’ back to Adéffina. 

Ben. Think not on him till to morrow, Die devile)) 


| the brave punifhments for him: ftrike up Pipers. Danee, 


Enter Ferdinand King of Navarre, Biron, Longavile, 
and Dumaine. 5 


Ferdinand. 
Sar nay. SAGEt Fame, that all hunt afcer in their 
EN lives, 
Live regiftred upon our brazen tombs, 
\¥¥ And then grace us in the difgrace of 
me death: 
> When {pight of cormorant devouring 
2 Tme, buy 
Ae AG) Th’endeavour fo this prefent breath may 
That honour which fhall bate his Sythes keen edge, 
And make us heirs of all eternitie. 
Therefore brave Conquerors ( for fo you are) 
That war againft your own affeétions , . 
And the huge Army of the worlds defires ; 


NIN 


Our late Edi& fhall ftrongly fland in force 
Navar fhall be the ninier of the askin ; 
Our Court fhall bea little Academy 
Still and contemplative.in living Art. 
You three, Béron, Dumaine, and Longavile 
Have {worn for three years term to live with me 
My fellow Scholars, and to keep thofe ftatutes Z 
— are os in this {cedule here 
our oaths are paft, and now fubferi Ly : 
That his own hand may ftrike his ee donee : 
That violates the fmalleft branch herein : wh 
ifycuarearm’d todo as{wormtodo 
Subfcribe to your deep. oaths, and bike 
Long. | am relolv’d, *tis but a three years fat: 
The mind fhall banquet, though the body pi ‘et 
Fat paunches have lean pates: and daint Me 
Make rich the ribs, but bankerout che tae 


p them too. 


| yield upon great perfwafion, and partly to fave your lites 


tenet nese tht mR hn 
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Love's Labour's loft. 111 
Dum. My loving Lord, Dumaine is mortified , Dun; Trreaton nothing, 
The grocer manner of thefe worlds delights, Bir. Something then in rime. 
» | |e throws upon the grofs worlds bafer flaves : Long. Biron is like an envious {neaping Froft, 
{ Tolove, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die, That bites the firft-born Infants of the Spring. 
with all thefe living in Philofophy. Bir. Well, fay I am, why fhould proud Summer boaft.| 
ty Biron, Ican but fay their proteftation over , ‘Before the birds have any caufe to fing ? | 
ti |So much ( dear Liege) L-have already fworn , Why fhould I joy in any abortive birth 2 
Thatis, to live and ftudy-here three years. At Chriftmas 1 no more defire'a Rofe, 
But there are other ftridt obfervances : Than with a Showin J4Zay’s new fangled fhows: 
Asnotto fea woman in that term, But like ofeach thing that in feafon grows. 
| Which I hope well is notenrolled there. So you to ftudy now it is too late, 
ti | And one dayin a week to touch no food: That were to climb o’re the houfe t’? unlock the gate, 
i And but “one meal on every day befide - Ferd. Well, fit you out ; go home Biroz : adieth 
| The which I hope is not enrolled there, Bir. No my good Lord, have fworn to flay with you. 
And then to fleep but three hours in the night, And though | have for barbariftne poke more, 
And not be feen to wink ofall the day. Than for that Angel knowledge you can fay, 
When I was wont to think no harm all night, Yt confident tle keep what I have fwore, 
And make a dark night too of half the day: And bide the penance of each three yéars day. 
Which L hope well is not enrolled there. Give me the‘Paper, let meread the fame, 
O, thefe are barren tasks, too hard to keep, And to the ftriat’&t decrees le write my name. 
Not to fee Ladies, ftudy, faft, not fleep. Ferd. How well this yielding refcues thee from fhame. 
itd Ferd. Your oathis paftto pals away from thefe. Bir. Item, That no woman fhall ‘come withia a mile | 
rm Biron. Let me fay no my Liege, and if you pleafe, of my Court. 
tiny | Lonely fwore to ftudy with your Grace, Hath this been proclaimed ? 
nity | And ftay here in your Court for three years {pace. Long. Four dayes agoe. | 
Long. You {wore to that Biron, and to the reft. Bir. Let’s fee the penalty. 
oh Bir. By yea and nay fir, ther {wore in jeft. On pain of lofing her tongue. 
kd Whatis the end of fudy, let me know? Who devis'd this petialty ? 
4 Ferd. Why that to know Which elfe we fhould not} Lon. Marry that did I. 
know. ' (fence.| Bir. Sweet Lord, and why 2 | 
AL Bir. Things hid and bar’d ( you mean ) from common Lozg. To fright them hence with that dread penalty : | 
a Ferd. 1, that is ftudies god-like recompence. A dangerous Law againft gentility 
8 Bir. Come on then, | will fwear to ftudy fo, Item, Ifany man be feen to talk witha woman with- | 
a To know the thing J am forbid to know: in the/ term of three years, he fhall endure tach | 
I 1 As thus, to ftudy where I well may dine, publick fhamé as the reft of the Court fhall poflibly | 
4 | When I to faft exprefly am forbid. devife. 
re® 1 Of ftudy where tomeet fome Miftrefs fine, Bir. This article my Liege your felf mut break, | 
5 Dt | When Mitreffes from common fenfe are hid. .- For ‘well you know here comes in Embaffie 
Or having {worn too hard a keeping:qath, The French Kings daughter, with your ieif to fpeak 5 
Study to break it, and nor break my troth. A Maid of Grace and compleat Maj.fty ; 
If ftudies gain be thus, and this be fo , About furrender up of Agnitain 
Study knows that which yet it doth not know: To her decrepit, fick, and bed-rid Father. 
—— |Swear me to this, and I will ne’re fay no. Therefore this Article is made in vain , 
as, Ferd. Thefe be the flops that hinder fiudy quite, | Or vainly comes the admired Princefs hither; 
And train ourintelleéts to vain delight. Ferd. What fay you Lords? 
Bir. Why? all delights are vain, and that moft vain, | Why, this was quite forgot. 
Which with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain, Bir. So ftudy evermore is overfhot, 
Ag painfully to pore upod a book, | while it doth ftudy to have what it would, 
To feek the light of truth, while truth the while lit doth forget to do the thing it thould : 
Doth falfly blind the eye-fight of his look: And when it hath the thing it hunteth moft , 
Light fecking light, doth light beguile : |? ris won as Towns with fire s; fo won, fo lof. 
So ere you find where light in darknets lies, Ferd. we taufi of focre cifpence with this Decree, 
— | Your light grows dark by lofing of your cyes: She muft lie here on meer neceffiry. 
( Study me how to pleafe the eye indeed, Bir. Neceflity will make us all forfworn 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye, Three thoufand times within this three years fpace: 
| Who dazling fo, that eye thall behis heed, Fot every man with his affeéts is born , 
_— } And give him light that it was blinded by. Not by might, mattered, but by {pecial grace, 
Study is like the heavens glorious Sun , | if I break faith, this word fhall break for me, 
That will not be deep fearch’d with fawcy looks: | { am forfworn on meer neceffitie. 
Small Have continual plodders ever won, So to the Laws at largel write my name, 
Save bafe authority from ethers Books. . And he that breaks them in the leaft degree 
Thefe earthly Godfathers of heavens lights, Stands in attainder of eternal fhame. 
That give a name to every fixed ftar, Suggeftions are to others as to me: 
Hiveno more profit of their fhining nights, But I believe although I feem fo loth, 
M Than thofe that walk, and wot not what they ate. I am the laft that will laft keep his oath. | 
ss Too much to know, is to know nought but fame: But is there no quick recreation granted ? 
sa And every Godfather can give a name. Ferd, 1 that there is, our Court you know is haunted 
pa" Ferd. How well he’s read, to reafon againft reading, With a conceited Traveller of Spain, 
why Dum, Proceeded well, to ftop all good proceeding, A wanin all the world new fafhion planted, ' 
Long He weeds the Corn, and ftill lets grow the weeding. | That hatha mint of phrafes in his brain; ; 
Bir. The Spring is near, when Green Geefe are a | One whom the mufick of his own vain tongue, 
pie breeding. Doth  ravith like inchanting harmony; 
aft: ‘Dam. How follows that ? A man of complements, whom right and wrong 
iy Bir. Fit in his placeandtime. Have chofe as umpire of their mutinie. 
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bee aaid of f hat Armado hights [ feefi. But to the place Where = 1 fiandeto North North \ 
i‘his cnila of tancit, tne A : r . pe 
*t foterita to our ttudics fhall relate , Eaft and by Eaft from the Weft corner of thy cursoms 

eoa§ rim £9 U LGicS wads £ ; re se ys gs Ree : ie | 
horn words the worthof many 4 Knight : knotted Garden, There did I fee that low {pirited Stamey 


that bafe Minow of thy mirth, ( Clown. Me? ) that te iE 


<  eny Spain loft in: the We ebate. : 
| Fae hr ay oe Posy otk lerered [mall kaowing foul,( Clon Me?) that foal 
But | protel ifove té hear him lie, vaffal (Clow. Still me? ) WRN 8 I remember 4 hight Co- iy 
ae fall wife him for my Miniftrelfic. ftard, ( Clow, O me ) jerked ang (een orted contrary ei 7 
Bir. Armadoisa mokt iiluftrious wight, eftablifhed : proclatmea Editt and. babies Canon: Wich) — 
A man of fire, new words, fafhions own Knight, with, O with, but with this I paffion to jay wherewith. 
Long. Coftard the {wain, and he fhall be our {ports o With a Wench. py aa 
And fo to ftudy, three years is but fhort. erd. With a child of our Gran whites a female; . 
or , for thy more ander fianding, a woman : bim, I (as mye=\ 


ver efteemed duty pricks me ou ) bave fent to thee, to ye-1 
ceive the meed of punifhment by the fweet Graces, Officer | 
Conft. Which is the Dukes own perfon. Anthony Dull, 4 man of good repute, carriage, bearingy| — 
Bir. This fellow, what would’t? and ¢ftimation. ee? | ‘ ay 
Con. Emy felf reprehend his own perfon, for tam his Ant. Me, an’t fhall pleafe you ? I am Aathony Duil, 
Graces Tharborough : But 1 would fee his own perfon in Ferd. For Jaquenetta fo is the weaker veffel called ) 
flefhand blood. which\ apprehended with the aforefaid forain, | keep ber 
Bir. This is hee as a veffel; of thy Laws fury, and fhall at the leaft of thy 
Con. Signior Arme, Arme commends you. [weet notice, bring her to trial, Thine in all complements 
| There’s villany abroad, this letter will tell you more. of devoted and beart-burning heat of duty, 
Clow, Sir, the contemps thereof are as touching Don Adriana de Armado. 


Enter a Conftable with Coftard with a Letter. 


me. . 
Ferd, A Letier from the magnificent Armado. Bir. This is not fo well asI looked for, but thebelt} 


pir, How low foever the matrer,, 1 hope in God-for | that ever I heard. 
high words. Ferd. I the beft for the worft. But firra, What fay you} 


Long. A high hope fora low heaven, God grant us Ppa- | to this ? 
dines. Clown. Sir I confefs the Wench. 
Bir. To hear, or forbear hearing. Ferd. Did you hear the Proclamatian ? 

Long. To hear meck ly fir, and to laugh moderately , Clown. 1 do confefs much of the hearing it, but little 
er to forbear both. lof the marking of it. ; 

Bir. Well fir, be it as the ftile fhall give us caufe to| Ferd. It was proclaimed a years imprifonment tobe 
climb in the merrinefs. taken with a Wench, 

(low, T he matter is tome fir,as concerning faquenct ta. Clown. | was taken with none fir, I was taken witha 


The manner of it is,I was taken with the mannes. Damofel. 
Bir. In what manner ? Ferd, Well, it was proclaimed Damofel. 


Clow In manner and form, following fir, all thofe) Clo. This was no damofel neither fir, fhe wasa. Virgin. 
three. |was feen with her in the Mannor houfe, fitting | - Ferd. Icis fo varied too, for it was proclaimed Virgin: 
with her upon the Form, and taken following her into Clown. If it were, f deny her Virginity: 1 was taken 
the Park: which put together, is in manner and form |/witha Maid. 
following. Now fir, for the Manner: is the manner Ferd, This. Maid will not ferve your turn fir. 
of a maa to {peak to a Woman 3 for the Form in fome Clown. This Maid will ferve my turn fir. 


| form. Ferd. Sit 1 will pronounce your fentence: You fhall 
Bir. For the foilowing fir. faft a week with Bran and Water. 
| Clow. &s it thall follow in my correétion , and God| Glown. had rather pray a Month with Mutton and 
defend the right. Porridge. 
Ferd. Will you hear this Letter with attention? Ferd. And Don -Armado thall be your Keeper 
Bir. As we would hear an Oracte. | My Lord Biroz, tee him deliver’d ore, Mets 
Clow. Sach is the fimplicity of man to hearken after | And gowe Lords to put in practice that 
the flefh. | Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworn. Exesat. 


Ferd. Reat Deputy, the Welkins Vucegerent, and fole 
dominator of Navat, my fouls earths God ,and 

Lodies foftring Patron : 

Coft. Nat a word of Coftard yet. 

Ferd. So it is. 

(oft. \t may be fo: but if he fay it is fo, he is in tel- 
ling true: but fo. 

Ferd. Peace, 

Cloy. Be to me, and, every man that dares not fight. 

Ferd. Nowords, 

Clow, Of ocher mens fecrets 1 befeech you. 

Ferd. So itis, befieged with fable coloured melancholly , 
L did commend the black oppreffing bum ur to the moft 
wholefome Phyfick of thy bealth-giving ayre: And a$ | 
am a Gentleman, betook, my felf to walk : the time When? 
about the. fixt howr, When beafis moft grafe, birds beft 
peck, and men fit down to that nourt{hment which is cal- 
led Supper: So much for the time when. Now for the 
ground. Which? which I mean I walkt upon, it is ycleped, 
Thy Park, Then for the place Where, where I mean I 
did incounter that obfcene and mofl prepofterous event 
that draweth from my [now white Pen the Ebon-coloured 
Ink, which bere thou wieweft, beboldeft, furveyelt. or 


Thefe oaths and Laws will prove an idle fcorn. 
Sirra, come on. : ; 
Clown. I fuffer for the truth fir: for true it is,1 wasp 
taken with Faquenetta, and Faquenetta is a true Girl, 
+s therefore erctoomes the fowr cup of profperity =: afflic} 
&tion may one day fmile agair ill el ant 
ne y gain, and untill then fir down 
Eater Armadoa Braggart,and Moth his P 
Brag. Boy, What fignis it whe an of prea 
grows melancholy ? at 74 ant 
ag — fign fir, that he will look fad. 
rag. e{s 3 ‘ Ale i 
ar. hy ?fadnefs is one and the felf-fame thing, 
sh a no, O Lord fir, no, 
3rag. How canft thou pa $ ta 
ny scl Meeesauts ou part fadnefs and melancholy, 
Boy. By a familiar d i i 
riba Rae emonftration of the working, My} — 
Brag. Why tough Signi s 
gnior? Why tough Signior? 
ms Why tender Favenal? w hy rehiee Fda 
rag. Uipoke it tender Fuvenal, as a con ruenit opie 


ton, appertaining to thy + 
minate tender; . y young dayes, whith we may 10) 
Boy. | 
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Boy, And1 tough Signior, as an appertinent title to 
your old time, which we may name tough. 

Brag. Pretty and apt. 

Boy. How mean you fir, I pretty and my faying apt ? 
orl apt, and my faying pretty ? 

Brag. Thou pretty, becaufe little, 

Boy, Little pretty, becau‘e little: wherefore apt ? 

Brag. And therefore apt, becaufe quick. 

Boy, Speak you this in my praife, Mafter ? 

Brag. In thy condign praife. 

Boy. I will praifean Eele with the fame praife. 

Brag. What ?that an Ecle is ingenious ? 

Boy. That an Eele is quick . 

Brag.1 do fay thou art quick in anfwers, Thou 
heat’ft my blood. 

Boy. Yaman{wer’d fir. 

Brag. I love not to be croft, 

Boy. He fpeaks the clean contrary, croffes love not him. 

Brag. | have promis’d to ftudy 3 years with the Duke. 

Boy, You may do it in an hour fir. 

Brag. \mpoliible. 

Boy. How many is one thrice told? 

Brag. am illat reckoning, it fits the fpirit of 2 Tapfter. 

Boy. You are aGentlman and a Gamefter fir. 

Brag. 1 confefs both, they are both the varnith of 
a compleat man. 

Boy. Then Lam fure you know how much the grofs 
fum of deuf-ace amounts to. 

Brag. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Boy. Which the bafe vulgar call three. Bra, True. 

Boy. Why fir is this fuch a piece of ftudy ? Now here’s 
three ftudied, ere you'l thrice wink, and how eafic itis 
to put years to the word three, and ftudy three years in 
two words, the dancing-horfe will tell you. 

Braz. A moft fine figure. 

Boy. To prove you a Cypher. 

Brag. 1 will hereupon confefs ] amin love: and as 
itis bafe for a Souldier to love: fo am I in love with a 
bafe Wench. If drawing my fword againft the humour 
of affe&tion , would deliver me from the reprobate 
thought of it, I would take Defire prifoner, and ranfome 
himto any French Courtier for a new devis’d courtefie. 
I think fcorn to figh, me thinks I fhould out-{wear 
Cupid. Comfort me boy, What great men have been in 
love? 

Boy. Hercules, Matter. 

Brag. Moft fweet Hercules ; more authority dear 
boy, name more ; and fweet my child,let them be men 
of good repute and carriage. | 

Boy, Sampfon, Mafter, he was aman of good carriage , 
great carriage: for he carried the Town Gates’ on his 
back like a Porter; and he was in love. “a 

Brag. O well-knit Sampfon, ftrong-joynted Sampfon ; 
Ido excel thee in my Rapier, as much as thou didit me 


‘lin carrying Gates. 1 am in love too, Who was Samp/ons 
“I Love my dear Moth? 


Boy. A woman, Matter. 

Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of allthe four, or the .three, or the two; or one 
of the four: 4 

Brag. Tell me precifely’ of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of the Sea-water Green, fir. 

Brag. Is that one of the four complexions ? 

Boy. As Ihave read fir,and the beft of them too. 

Brag. Green indeed is the colour of Lovers : ee 
have a Love of that colour, me thinks Sampfor had {mall 
reafon for it. He furely affeéted her for ber wit. 

Boy. It was fo fir, for fhe had a green wit * 

Brag. My Love is moft immaculate white and red. 


Boy. .Moft immaculate thoughts Mafter, are: mask’) 
under colours; : 
Brag. Define, define, well educatedinfant. ==” 


Boy, My Fathers wit, and my Mothers’ tongue affit 
me: 


a 


a oe 


Brag. Sweet invocation of a child, 
pathetical., 

Boy. If fhe be made of whiteand red; 
Her faults will ne’re be known: 

For blufhing checks by faulis are bred, 
And fears by pale white fhown : 

Then if the fear, or be too blame, 

By this you fhaflnot know, 

For ftill her cheeks poffefs the fame, 
Which native fhe doth owe. 

A dangerous rime Mafter againft the reafon of white 
and red, 

Brag. Is there not a ballet boy, of the King and ihe 
beggar ? 

Boy. The world was very guilty of fuch a ballet, fome 
three ages fince, but Ithink now ’tis not to be found: or 
if it were, it would neither ferve for the Writing, nor the 
tune, 

Brag. I will have that fubje&t newly writ ore, that 1 
may example my digreffion by fome mighty prefident, 
Boy, I do love that Countrey Girl that 1 took in the 


moft pretty and 


Park with the rational Hind Cofsrd: fhe deferves 
well, 

Boy. To be whip’d, and yet a better Love than my 
Mafter. : 


Brag, Sing boy, my fpirit grows heavy in love. 

Boy. And that’s great marvel, loving a light Wench. 
Braz. | fay fing. 

Boy. Forbear till this company be paft. 


Enter Clown. Conftable, and Wench. 


Conf. Sir, the Dukes pleafure is, that you keep Coftard 
fafe, and you muft let him take no delight, nor no pen- 
nance, but he muft faft three dayes a week: for this 
Damfel,1 muft keep her at the Park, fhe is allsw’d fer 
the Day-woman. Fare you well, Exit. 

Brag. 1 do betray my {elf with blufhing: Maid, 

Maid. Man. : 

Brog.1 will vifit thee at the Lodge, 

Maid. That’s here by. ; 

Brag. 1 know where it is fituate, 

Maid, Lord how wife you are, 

Brag. 1 willtell thee wonders. 

Maid.\With that face ? 

Brag. Ilove thee.: » 

Maid. Solheard you fay. 

Brag. And fo farewell. 

Maid. Fait weather after you. 


Come Faguenetta, away-o. Exeunt. 


Brag. Villain thou fhalt faft for thy offences ere thou’ 


be pardoned. 

Clo, Well fir, I hope when I do it,I thall do it on 
a full ftomack. 

Brag. Thou fhalt be heavily punifhed, 

Clo. 1 am more bound to you than your fellows, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

Con. Takeaway this Villain, fhut him up, 

Boy. Come you tranfgrefling flave, away. 

‘Clow. Let me not be pent up fir, I will be fat 
loofe, 

Boy. No fir, that were faft andloofe 5 thou fhalt to 

rifon. 
: Clow. Well, ifever I do fee the merry dayes of defo- 
lation that I have feen, fome fhall fee. 

Boy. What fhall fome fee ? 

Clow, Nay nothing, Mafter Adcth, but what they 
look upon. It is not for prifoners to be filent in their 
words, and therefore I will fay nothing : I thank God, | 
have as little patience as another man, and thereforesl 
can be quiet. Exits 

Brag. 1 do affe&t the very gtound ( which is bafe-) 
where her fhooe (which is bafer ) guided by her foot 
( which is bafeft) doth tread. 1 fhall be forfworn ( which 
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“js agreat argument of falfhood ) if L love. And how can| 


that be tfuelove, which is falfly attempted ? Love isa fa 
miliar, Love is a Devil; there is no evil Angel, but 
\ Love, yet Sampfol was fo tempted, and he had anexcel- 
{ tent ftrength: Yet was Solomyn fo feduced, and he had 
| a very good wit. Cupids But-fhaft ts t00 hard for Her- 
\ cules Club, and therefore too much odds for a Spaniards 
Rapier: the firft and fecond caufe will not ferve. my 
| surn: the Paffado he refpects not, the Duello he regards 
not ; his difgrace is to be called boy, but his glory is to 
) fubdve men, Adieu Valour, rut Rapier, be fill Drum, 
for your manager is in love 3 yeas he loveth. Affift me 
fome extemporal God of Rime, for lam fure ifhall turn 
Sonnet. Devife Wit, Write Pen, for 1 am for whole vo- 
lumes in Folio. 


Finis Attus Primi, 


ee 
{ 


Aélus Secundus. 


Enter the Princefs of France, with three attending 
Ladies, and three Lords. 


Boyet. Now. Madam fommon up your deareft {pirits, 

Confider whom the King your Father fends: 

To whom he fends, and whats his Embaffie. 

Your felf, held precious in the worlds efteem, 

| To parlee with thy fole inheritour 

Of all perfe&tions that aman may OWE, 

Matchle(s Navarre : the plea of no lefs weight 

Than Aquitain, a Dowry for a Queen. 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As Nature was in making Graces dear, 

When the did ftarve the general world befide, 

And prodigally gave them all to you. 

| Prin. Good L. Boyet, my beauty though but mean 
\Need not the painted flourith of your praife : 

| Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye» 

| Not uttered by bate fale of Chapmens tongues. 

| am lefs proud to hear you tell my worth, 

‘Than you much willing to be’ counted wife, 

In {pending thus your wit in praife of mine. 

But now to task the tasker 3 good Boyer, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 

Doth noyfe abroad Navarre hath made a vow , 

Till painful ftudy fhail out-weat three years, 

No woman may approach his filent Court 

Therefore to’s feemeth it a need{ul courfe, 

Before we enter his forbidden Gates, 

To know his pleafure, and in that behalf 

Bold of your worthinefs, we fingle you, 

As our bet moving fair Sollicitor : 

Tell him the Daughter of the King of France, 

On fetious bufinels, craving quick difpatch, 

Importunes perfonal conference with his Grace. 

Hatt, fignifie fo much, while we attend, 

Like humble vifag’d Sutors his high will. : 
Beyer. Proud of imployment, willingly I go. Exit. 
Prin. All pride is willing pride, and your’s is fo : 

Who are the Votaries my “loving Lords, that are Vow- 

fellows with this virtuous Duke? 

Loy, Longavile is one. 
Prin. Know you the man? 
1 Lad. | knew him Madam at a Marriage Feat, 

Between L- Perigort, and the beauteous heir 

Of Faques Fanlcenbridge folemnized. 

In Normandy {aw 1 this Lomgavile, 

A iman of Soveraign parts he is cfteem’d : 

Well fitted in the Arts, glorious in arms: 

Nothing beeomes himill that he would well, © 


uti ae 

The only fou! of his fair virtues glots, 

( If virtues glots will ftain with any foil,) 

Isa fharp wit match’d with too blunt a will: 
Whofe edge hath power to cur, whofe will fill w Ils, 
It fHould none fpare that come within his power. 

Prin, Some merry mocking Lord, is’t fo? 

Lad. 1. They fay {omoft, that moft his humours know. 

Prin. Such fhort liv’d wits €o wither as they grow. 
Who are the reft ? 

2. Lad. The young Dumain,a well accomplifh’d youth; |- 
Ofall that Virtue love, for Virtue loved. ; 
Moft power to do moft harm, leat knowing ill’: 
For he hath wit to make an ill fhape good, 

And fhape to win grace though he had no wit. 
1 faw him atthe Duke Alanzoes orce, 

And much too little of that good Ifaw, 

Is my report to his great worthinels, 

Rofa. Another of thefe, Students at that times 
Was there with him, as have heard a truth. 
Biron they call him, but a merrier many 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

j never fpent an hours talk withall. 

His eye begets occafion for wit , 

For every obje€&t that the one doth catch, 
The other turns toa mirth-moving jeft, 
Which his fair tongue ( conceits Expefitor ) 
Delivers infuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play Truant at his Tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravifhed. 

So {weet and voluble'is his. difcourde. 

Prin, God blefs my Ladies, are they allinlove ? 
That every one her own hath garnifhed, 

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife? 

Ma. Here comes Boyes 


Enter Boyet. 


Prin, Now, now what admittance Lord? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach 5 
And he and his Competitors in oath, 
Were all addreftto. meet you gentle Lady 
Before J came: Marry thus I have learnt, 


| He rather means to lodge you in the field, 


Like one that comes here to befiege his Court, 
Than feek a difpenfation for his oath, 
To let you enter hisunpecpled houfe. 


Enter Navar, Longavile, Dumain, and Birone. 


Here comes Navarre. 
Wav, Fait Princefs welcome to the Court of Navan. 
Prin. Fair 1 give you back again, and welcome I 
have not yet: the roof of this Court is too high to be 
yours, and welcome to the wide fields, too bate Ito be 
mine. ; ) 
Nav. You fhall be welcome Madam to my Court. 
Prix. 1 willbe welcome then, Condu& me. thither: 
Na, Here me dear Lady, | have {wornan, oath, 
Prin, Our Lady help my Lord, he'll be forfworns 
a Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will. 94) 
rin. Why, will fhall break it will, and nothing elfe. 
aor og is ignorant what it is 
rin. Were my Lord fo,his ignorance Wi 
Where now his knowledge mutt aa phy 
iiteat yout aeaceparh {worn out Houfe-keeping : 
; Lis deadly finto keep that . 
At cA an ler aa 
But pardon me Im too fuddenb 
old. 
= eet Teacher ill befeemeth me; 
ouchiafe toread the purpofe of "com; 
And fuddenly refolve me fn my fie sei 
Wav. Madam: I will, if fuddenly Ima 
Prin, You will the fooner that I . 


For you'l prove perjur’d if you m ie reset 


echinee al Bir. 
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. Love s Labour's loft. 


Bir. Did not | dance with you in Brabant once ? 
Rofa. Did not | danceiwith you in Brabant once ? 
Bir. I know you did. 


Rofa. How necdlefs was it then toask the queftion ? 


Bir. You mutt not be fo quick. 


Rof. ’ Tis long of you that fpur me with fuch queftions. 
Bir. Your wit’s too hot, it {peeds too faft , twill tire. 


Rofa. Not till it leave the Rider in the mire. 

Bir. What time a day ? 

Rofz. The hour that fools fhould ask. 

Bir. Now fair befall your mask. 

Rofa. Fair falls the face it covers. 

Bir. And fend you many lovers. 

Rofa. Amen, fo you be none. 

Bir. Nay then will I be gone. 

Fer, Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thoufand Crowns, 
Being but th’ one half of an intire fum, 
Disburfed by my father in his wars. 

But fay that he, or we, as neither have 
Receiv’d that fum ; yet there remains unpaid 

A hundred thoufand more : in furety of the which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 

Although not valued to the moneys worth. 

If then the King your father will reftore 

But that one half which is unfatisfied,’ 

We will give up our right in Aguitain, 

And hold fair friendfhip with his Majefty : 

Bat that it seems he little purpofeth, 

For herehe doth demand to have repaid, 

An hundred thoufand Crowns, and not demand$ 
One payment of an hundred thoufand Crowns, 
To have his title livein Aquitain. 

Which we much rather had depart withall, 
And have the moncy by our father lent, @ 
Then. Aquitain, fo guelded as itis, 

Dear Princefs, were not his requefts fo far 
From reafons yielding; your fair felf fhould make 
A yielding ’gainft fome reafonin my. breft, 

And go well fatisfied to France again, 

Prin. You do the King my Father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of yourname, 

In fo unfeeming to confefs receit 
Of that which hath fo faithfully been paid, 

Fer. 1 do proteft I never heard of it, 
And if you prove it, le repay it back 
Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin, We arreft your word: 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fum, ‘rom {pecial Officers, 
Of Charles his Father. « 

Fer. Satisfie me fo. 

Boyet. So pleafe your Grace, the packetis not come. 
Where that and other fpecialties are bound ; 

To morrow you fhall have a fight of them: 

Fer It fhall fufficeme; at which enterview, 

All liberal reafon would I yield unto: 

Mean time, receive furch welcome at my hand, 

As Honor, without breach of Honor may 

Make tender of, to thy true worthinefs, 

You may not come fair Princefs in my gates, 

But here without you fhall be fo receiv'd, 

As you fhall deem your felf lode’d in tiny heart, 
Though fo deni’d farther harbour in my houfe : 
Your own good thoughts excufe me, and farewel, 
To morrow we fhall vifit you again. 


Prin. Sweet hea!th and fair defires confort your grace, 
Fer. Thy own with, with I thee, in every place: Exit. 


Boy. Lady, | wilicommend you tomy own heart: 
La: Ko. Pray you do my commendativns, 
I would be glad to fee it. 
Boy. | would you heard it igroan, 
La. Ro. Is the foul fick ? 
Boy. Sick at the heart. 


| She is a moft fweet Lady 


La. Ro. Alack let it blood. 
Boy- Would that do it good ? 
La. Ro.My Phylick fayes J. 
Boy. Will you prick’: with your eye, 
La. Ro, No poynt , with my knife, 
Boy. Now God fave thy life, 

La. Ro. And yours from long living 
Bir.1 cannot ftay thanksgiving. 


Enter Dumain, 


Dum. Sir, 1 pray you a word: what Lady is that 

Boy. The heir of Alan/on, Rojaline her name. 

Dum. A gallant Bady,Mounficur fare you 
Enter Lengavile, 

Long. I befeech you a word : what is fhe in 


Lame 
Aaiiie 


SS RN oy 


1i5 


tea nn ee 


well. Exit. 


the white? 


Boy. A woman fometimes, if you faw her in the light. 


Long. Perchance light in the light: I defire her name. 


Boy, She hath but one for her feli, 
To defire that were a thame. 
Lon, Pray you fir, whofe daughter ? 
Boy. Her mothers, thave heard. 
Lox, Gods bli fling a yotir beard. 
Boy. Good fir be not offended, 
She is an heir of Faulconbridge. 
Long. Nay, my choller is ended : 
Boy. Not unlike fir, that may be. 
Enter Biron. 
Bir. What’s her name in the Cap ? 
Boy. Katherine by good hap. 
Bir. Is fhe wedded, or no 
Boy, To her will fir, or fo. 
Bir. You are welcome fir, adieu. 
Boy. Farewelto me fir, and welcome to ‘you. 


Nota word with him, but a jeft. 
Boy. And every jeft but a word. 


Exit Long. 


Exit. 
La, Ma. That lattis Biron, the merry mad-cap Lord. 


Pri. It was well done of youto take him at his word. 
Boy. 1 was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord. 


Lad. Ma. Two hot Sheeps marry 5 
And wherefore not Ships ? 


soy. No fheep( fweet Lamb) unleis we feed on 


Boy. So you grant pafture for me. 
Ea. Not {fo gentle beaft. 
My Lips are no Common, though feveral they be. 
Boy. Belongingto whom ? 
La. To my fortunes and me, 


( lips. 
your 


La. You fheep and { pafture ; thall that finith the jeft ¢ 


Prin. Good wits will be jangling, ‘but gentles agree! 


This civil war of wits were much better vied 
On Navar and his book-men, for here’tis abufed, 
Boy. If my obfervation (which very feldome lyes 
By the hearts fill rhetorick, difclofed with eyes ) 
Deceive me not now, Navar is infected. 
Prin. With what ? 
Boy. With that which we Lovers intitle affected: 
Prin Your reafon. 


Boy. Why all his behaviours do make their retire 


To the'court of his eye, peeping thorough [defire. 
His heart like an Agot with your print imprefled 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride exprefled ; 
His tongue all impatient to fpeak and not fee, 
Did ftumble with haft in his eye. fight ro be. 

All fenfes to that fence did make their repair, 

To feel only looking on faireft of fair: 

Me thought all his fenfes were lock’d in his eye, 
As Jewels in Criftal for fome Prince ro buy : 
Who tendring their own worth from whence they 
Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 

His faces own margent did coat fuch amazes, 

That all eyes faw his eyes inchanted with gazes, 

I'le give you Aguitaiz,and all that is his. 

And you give him for- my fake, but one loving kifs: 
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A amie rene AERATORS ne 
et eg ee ft ee pene? 
rin. Cot ¢ Pavillion, Boye? 1s difpofed. Boy. Astwift as Lead tr. ; i 
CE ae arin wale ich his eye, hath Brag. Thy meaning pretty ingenious, 16 NOt ead a 


Boy. But to fpeak that in words, wh e. Ppt erty 
I ja have madea mouth of bis eyes (difclos’d, metal heavy, dull, 2% oy Seek ae 
By adding a tongue, which I know will not lye. Boy. Adinume honeft Mafter, or rather NMiaitcr Nv. 


“Lad. R». Thowa e-monger, and {peakeft Brag. \ fay Lead is flow, 
a oe OO ate monet ay we Boy. You are. too fwift fir to fay fo. 


skiit(ully. : De. G3d Feogn es GOR? 
Lad. Ma. He is Cupids Grandfather, and learns news Is that Lead flow which is fre from a Gun? 
f him Brag. Sweet {moak ef Rherorick, | , 
a He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that’s he : 


Lad, 2. Then was Venus like her mother, for her fa- : 
{ fhoot thee at the Swain. 


ther is but grim. in 
\ ; ; AeaD 2e, 
Poy. Do youhear my mad Wenches ? Boy. Thump then, and | flze 
. ; Brag. A moft acute Juvenal, vo 


Exit. 
luble and free of grace , 


Lad. \. No. : ible an 
Boy What then, do you fee ? By thy favour {weet Welkin, 1 muft figh in thy face. 
Moft rude melancholly, Valour gives the place 


Lad, 2. 1,our way to be gone. 


Boy. You ate too hard for me. Exeunt omnes.\ My Herald isreturn’d, 


—————— Enter Page, and Clown. 


ey ee ee 
| 
| Aétus Tertias 


Pag. A wonder Mafter, here’s a (offard broken in 
fhin. 
+ Arm, Some Enigma, fome riddle, no Lenvyoy be- 
gin. 
Clow. No egma, no riddle, no Lenvoy , no falve, in 
the male fir. O fir, Plantan,a plain Piantan: no Lenwoy, 
no Lenvoy, ot falve fir, but Plantan. 
e4rm, By vertue thou inforcelt laughter, thy filly 
thought, my fpleen, the heaving ofmy lungs provokes me 
to ridiculous {miling : O pardon me my ftars, doth the 
inconfiderate take falve for Lenyoy, and the world Len- 
voy for a falve? 
Pag. Do the wife think them other; is not Lexuny 
a falve. ( plain 
Arm. No Page, it is anepilogue or difcourfe to make 
Some obfcure precedence that hath tofore been fain. 
Now! willl begin your moral, end do you follow with} 
my Lenvoy. 
The Fox, the Ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were ftill at odds, being but three. 
Page. Until the Goofe came out of doors 
Staying the odds by adding four. 


Enter Braggart,and Boy. 
Song. 
| Brag. Warble child, make paffionate my fenfe of 
hearing. 

Boy. Concolinell.———— 

Brag. Swect Ayer, g0 tendernefs of years : take 
i ge this Key, give inlaregment to the fwain, bring him fe- 

a fiinatly bither: | mutt imploy him in a letter to my Love. 

Boy. Wilt you win your love with a French braul? 

Brag. How meancft thou, brauling in French ? 

Boy. No my compleat mafter, but to j!g8 off a tune 
at the tongues end, canary to it with the feet, humour 
ic with turning upyour eye: figh a note and fing anote, 
fometime through the throat : if you {wallowed love 
with finging , love fometime through the nofe, as if you 
fault up love by fmelling love y with your hat penthoufe- 
like o’re the fhop of your eyes , with your arms crofton 
your thinbelly doublet ( like a Rabbet ona {pit ) or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting , 


and keep not too long in one tune, buta {nip and away: by | 
thefe are complements , thefe are humours , thefe betray A good Lenvoy, ending in the Goofe : would you de 


nice wenches that would be betrayed without thefe and | fire more ? ; ( flat | 
make them men of note: do younote men that mof are\| Clow. The Boy hath fold him a bargain, a Goofe, that’s 
affeéted to thele ? Sirs your penny-worth is good,and your Goofe be fat. 
Brag. How haft thou purchafed this experience ? To fella bargain well is as cunning as fat es loofe: 
Boy. By my Pen of obfervation. Let me fee afat Lenvoy, I that's a fat Goole. 
Brag. But O, but O. Arms. Come hither, come hither: 
Boy. The Hobby-horfe is forgot. How did this argument begin ? 
Brag. Cal’ thou my love Hobby-horfe, Boy, By faying that a Coffard was broken in a fhin. 
Boy. No Mafter, the Hobby-horife is but a Colt , and | Then call’d you for a Lenvy. 
your Love perhaps, a Hackney: Clow. True, and I for a Plantan D 
Bur have you forgot your Love? Thus came your argument in: 
Brag. Aimoft { had. Then the boysfat Lenwoy, the Goofe that you bought, 


Boy. Negligent ftudent, leatn her by heart. And he ended the market. 
Brag. By heart, and in heart boy. Arma. Buttell me: How was there a Coffard broken 


Boy. And out of heart Mafter; all thofe three I will |in a fhin? 
prove. Pag. | will tell you fenfibly, 
Brag. What wilt thou prove? Clow. Thou haft no feeling ofit AZoth, 
Boy, A man, if [live (and this) by, in, and without, I will fpeak that Lenvvy. 
upon the infant : by heart you love her, becaufe» your 1 Coftard running out, that was fafely within, 
heart cannot come by her ; in heart you love her, becaufe | Fell over the threfhold, and broke my thin. 
your heart is in love with her : and out of heart you love Arm, We will talk no more of this matter, 
her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy here Clow. Till there be more matter in the thin 
Brag Jam all thefe three. Arm. Sirra Coftard, 1 will infranchife thee. 
Eoy. And three times as much more, and yetnothing| (ow, O,marry me toone Francis, [{mell fome Lem 
at all. voy {ome Goofe in this. 
Brag. Fetch hither the Swain, he mu carry mea L sas: Ha 5 {weet foul, Imean, fetting thee at liber- 
(etter, , y- Enfreedoming thy perfon; thou i . 
ooh A meffage well fympathiz’d, a Horfe to beembaf- praes asien a anc : ee inraleeae 
ifador for an Afs. c ow. True, true, and now you wi i 
Brag. Ha, ha, What fayeft thou ? > ea eueorare Ar 
: Boy. Marry fir, you muft fend the Afs upon the Horfe, 
for he is very flow gated: but I go. 
Brag. The way is but fhort, away« 


andletme loofe. . 
Arm.\ give thee thy liberty, fer thee fro 
Vg ec thy : m durance, and 
in lieu thereof , impofe onthee fothing but this : Beat 
this fignificant to the countrey Maid Faquenetta : there 
) : ; 
is 


ou ¢ 


( fat 
, that! 
fat. 


‘in. 


hovst! 


4 boot! 


| A whitely wanton witha «elvet brow, 


———$—$—$—$—$— 
is remuneration, for the beft ward of mine honors is re- |OFf 


warding my dependants. Adoth, follow Exit, 
Pag. Like the fequel I. 
Signior Coffard adieu. | A 
Clo. My {weet ounce of mans flefh, my in-cony Jew : 
Now will I look to his remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that’s the Latin word for three-far- 
things : Three farthings remuneration, What’s the price 
of this yncle ? i.de.no,Vle give you aremuneration: Why ? 
It carries its remuneration: Why ? Itisafairer name than 
aFrench-Crown. Iwillnever buy and fell out of this 


word. 


Enter Burone, 


Bir. Omy good knave Coffard, exceedingly well met. 
Clow. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon. may 
aman buy fora remuneration ? 
Bsr. What isa remuneration ? 
Coft. Marry fir, half penny farthing. 
Bir. O, Why then three farthings worth of filk. 
Coft. I thank your worfhip, God be wy you. 
Bir. O ftay flave, I muft employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that I fhallintrear. 
Clow. When would you have it done fir ? 
Bir. O this after-noon. 
Clow. Well, | will do it fir: Fare you well. 
Bir, O thou knoweft not what it is, 
Clow. I fhall know fir when | have done it. 
Bir. Why villain, thou muft know it firft- 
Clow, I will come to your worfhip to morrow morning. 
Bir. It muft be done this after.noon, 
Hark flave, it is but this: 
The Princefs comes to hunt here in the Park : 
Andin her train there is a gentle Lady: 
When tongues {peak fweetly, then they name her name, 
And Rofaline they call her, ask for her : 
And to her white hand fee thoudo commend 
This feal’d up counfel. There’sthy guerdon : go. - 
Clow. Guerdon, Ofweet Guerdon, better than remu- 
neration, a leavenpence-farthing better : moft {weet guer- 
don. I wiildo it fir in print: guerdon, remuneration. 
Exit. 
Bir. O! and I forfoothin love, 
I that have been loves whip ? 
A very beadle to ahumorousfigh: A Critick ; 
Nay, a night-watch Conftable. 
A domineering pedant o’re the boy, 
Than whom no mortal fo magnificent: 
This wimpled, whining, purblind waiward boy, 
This fignior Funéo’s giant dwarf, don Cupid, 
Regentof Love rimes, Lord of folded arms, 
, Lh’anointed foveraign of fighs and groans: 
litege of allfloyterers, and malecontents : 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpeeces, 
Sole Emperator, and great general 
Of trotting Parators ( O my little heart ): 
And Ito be a Corporal of ‘his field, 
And wear his colours like a Tumbiers hoop ? 
What ? Llove! I fue! I feek a wife, 
A woman, thatis like a German Clock, 
Still a repairing : ever out of frame, 
And never going aright, being but a Watch: 
But being watch’d, that itmay fill go right, 
Nay to be perjur’d, which is wort of all: 
And among three, to love the wort of all, 


With two pitch balls ftuck in her face for tyes, 
I, and by heaven, one that wil! do the deed, 
Tho Argus wereher Eunuch and her guard : 
And I to figh for her! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her, go to: it is a plague 

That Cupid will impofe for my negle& 


ae 


Stand afide good bearer. (mine- 
Boyet. ¥ ou can carve, 
Break up this Capon, 
Bey 


> senna 


f his Almighty, dreadful, little mighr. 
Wel I will Jove, write, figh, pray, {ue and groan; 
Some'men muft love my Lady, and fome Joan, 


ieee 
Actus Quartus. 


Enter the Prince/s, a Forefter, her Ladies, 
and her Lords. 


Prin. Was that the King that {pur’d his horfe fo hard 
Againit the fteep uprifing of the hill ? : 

Boy. 1 know not, but I think it was not he, 

Prin. VVho &’re a was, a fhew’d amounting mind = 
VVeli Lords, co day we fhall have our diipatch, 

On Saturday we will seturn to France, 
Then Forrefler my friend) VVhere is the Bulh 
That wermuit and and play the murtherer in > 

For, Hereby upon the edg of yonder Coppice 
A ftand where you may make the faireft hoot. - 

Prin. I thank my beauty, | am fair that fhoot, 

And thereupon thou{peai’ft the faireft fhoot, 

For, Pardon me, for I meant not fo. 

Prin. VVhat, what ? Firft praife me, 
O fhort-liv’d pride. Not fair ? alack for 

For. Yes Madam, fair, 

Prin, Nay, never paint me now, 
Where fair is not, praife cannot mend the brow. 
Here ( good my glafs ) take this for telling true: 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For- Nothing but fair is that which you inherit 

Prin. See, fee, my beavry will be fav’d by merit. 
O herefie in fair, fit for thefe days, 

A giving hand thg foul fhali have the praife, 

But come, the bow : Now mercy goes to kill, 
And fhooting well, is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I fave my credit in the fhoor, 

Not wounding pity would not let me do’r; 

If wounding, then it was to fhew my skill, 
That tore for praife than purpofe meant to kill. 
And outof queftion, fo it is fometimes. 

Glory grows guilty of detefted crimes, 

When tor Fames fake to praile an ortward part 
VVe bend to that, the working of the heatt. : 
As I for praife alone now feek to {pill 

The poor Dears blood, that my heart means no ill, 

Boy, Do not curft wives hold thar felf-foveraignty 
Only for praife fake, when they ftrive to be 
Lords o’re their Lords ? 

Prin. Only for praife, and praife we may afford, 
To any Lady that fubdues a Lord. 


then again fay no. 
WO. 


Enter Clown, 


Boy. Here comes a member of the common-wealth, 
: Clow. God dig-you-den all, pray you whichis the head 
ady ° 
Prin. Thou fhait know her, fellow, by thereft that have 
no heads 
Clo. VVhich is the greateft Lady, the higheft ? 
Prin. The thickeft, and the talleft, 
Clo. The thickeft, and the talle& ; it is fo,truth is truth. 
And your waft Miitris, were as flender as my wit, 
One a thefe maids girdles for your wafte fhould be fit. 
Are not youthe chief woman? You are the thickefthere. 
Prin What’s your will fir ? What’s your will ? 
Clow.T have a Letter from Mounfi¢ur Birone; 
o one Lady Rofaline, 
Prin,O thy letter, thy letter : He’sa good friend of 
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MS Be re ret ae z aac : - 
- } % | iAart. ou fill wrancsle with her, Boye? 
Boy. bam bound to ferve- | Mari bi m rangle with her, 60) 
bare aon 5 a are e q the brow. 
This Letter is miftook : 1f importeth none here : at the Brow. i 
lex 2 Boy. But fhe her felf is hit lower : 
itis writ (0 Jaquenetta. - 
nD UU i ieagind Sew Lio Have [hit her now. 
2. We will read it, 1 iwear. “og 


Rofa. Shall [come upon thee % 
was a man when King Pippin of Franc 
as touching the hit it. 

Boy. So imay aniwer thee wit! 
man when Queen ¢ D 
as touching the hit it. 

Rofa: Thou canft not a 
Thou canft not hitit my ¢° 

Boy. I cannot, ¢ ‘ 
And { cannot another can. Exit, 

Clo. By my troth moft pleafant, how both did fit it. 

Mar. A mark marvellous well for they both 

did hit it. 
Boy. Amark, O mark but that mark: a mark fays my 
did he fee 2 toovercome. To Lady. 
r, What faw he ? the beg- Let themark havea prick in’r, to meet at, if it may be. 
The conclufion is| .AZar. Wide ath bow hand, ifaith your hand is out. 


Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 


Boyet réaas. 


1, that was wo- 
alictle wench 


heaven, that thou art fair, is moft infallible : true 
that rhou art beautcous: truth irfelf that thou | art 
ely “more fairer’ thar beautiful than beautious, 
ser than truthie felf; have commiferation on tny heroical 
(ci. The magnanimous and moft ilfuftrate King Co- 
a fet eye upon the pernicious and indubitate Begger 
- and he it was that might rightly fay, Vent, 
, VVhich to anatomize in the vulgar, Q bate and 

‘ices ,he came,faw and overcame;he came 
who came? the King. VVhy 


; fair, 


enelopien * 


aryviatl 

o 
rwo, overcame three. 
to fee. Why 
he? to the begs 


ame he >? the begger. 
ro fide ? the Kings 5 the captive is 1n- Clo. Indeed a’muft, fhoot nearer, or he’l ne’re hit the 


clout. 


—_ 


CL 


| 
| 
| ¢  overc 
| victory 5 On wi! 


rich’d 3 On whofe fide ? the beggers. The cataftrophe is aig 
a Nuptial: On whole fide? the Kings: no,on bothin one, | Boy. And if my handbeout, then belike your hand is} 
| * Pat 


Iam the King, ( for fo ftands the com- 
ffeth thy lowlinefs.| C/o. Then will “the get the upfhot by cleaving the 


or one in both: ) 
parifon ) thou the beggar, for fo witne 
mand thy love? I mays Shall I enforce thy Pin. 


Shall 1 com 
: Mar. Come, come, you talk greafily, your lips grow} 
fhalt thou exchange for rags? Robes: for titles? titles - foul. 


for thy felf, me? Thus expeQing thy reply, I prophane| Cle, She’s toc hard for youat pricks, fir, challenge her} 
my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy pidture, and my heart to bowl. 


{ 
ee I could. Shall T entreat thy love ? 1 will, What 


on thy évery part: | By. Nag toomuch rubbing, good night my good] 
wi. 
Thine inthe dzareft a-fign of indufiry, (lo. By my foul a Swain, a moft fimple Clown. 
| Lord, Lord ! how the Ladies and i have put him down. 
Don Adriana de Armado: be my troth moft fweet jefts, moft incony vulgar wit, 
When it comes fo (raoothly off, fo obfcencly, asit were, fo 
Thus dot thou hear the Nemean Lion roar, ; fit. : 
“Gain thee thou Lamb, that ftandeft as his prey - Armado ath to fide, O amoft dainty man. 


To fee him walk before a Lacy, and to bear her Fan. 
To fee him kifs his hand, and how moft {weetly a will 


Sybmiffive fall his princely feet before, 
And he from forrage will incline to play: 


Butif thou ftrive ( poor foul ) what art thou then? {wear : 
Food for his rage, repafture for his den. And his Page at other fide, that handful of wit, 
Ah heavens, it is a moft pathetical nit. 


Sowta, Sowla. Exeunt. | 


Prin. VVhat plume of feather is he that indited this 
Shout within: I! 


Letter ? What vain? What Weathercock ? Did youever 
hear better ? 
Boy. 1 am much deceived, but Lremember the ftile. 
Prin. Elfe your memory is bad, going o're it ¢’re while. 
Boy. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in court, 
A Phantafme, a Monarcho, and one that makes fport 
To the Prince and his Book-mates- 
Prin. Thou fellow, a word. 
Who gave thee this letter ? 
Clow. 1 told you, my Lord. 
Prin, To whom fhould’f thou give it? 
Clow. From my Lord to my Lady. 
Prin. Fromhich Lord to which Lady ? 
Clow. From my Lord Berown, a good mafter of mine, 
ToaLady of France that he called Rofaline. 
Prin, Thou hat miftaken his letter. Come Lords away. 


Here fweet, put up this, “twill be thine another day, 
Exeunt. 


Enter Dull. Holofernes, the Pedant. and Nathaniel. 


Nath. Very reverent {port truly, and done in the tefti- 
mony of a good contcience. j 

Ped, The Dear was( as you know) fang 
ripe as a Pomwater, who now hangeth like a Jewelin the 
ear of Celo the sky, the welkin the heaven, and anon fal-| 
leth like a Crab on the face of Terra, the foil, the land 
‘the earth. : 
_ Carat. Nath. Truly Mafter Holofernes, the epithetes are | 
{weetly varied like a fcholar at the leaft: but fir I affure | 
ye, it was a Buck of the firft head. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo. 

Dul. ’Twas not a band credo, "twas a Pricket. 

Hol. Moft barbarous intimation: yet a kind of anfi- 
huation, as it were in Via, in Way of explication facere : as. 
it were replication, or rather offentare, to fhow as it were) 
his inclination after his undrefled, unpolifhed, uneducated, 
unpruned, untrained, or rather unlettered,or rathereft un- 
chat fafhion, to infert again my hand credo fora 
poe I faid the Deer was not a band credo, *twasa 

Hol. Twice fod fimpticity, 62 5 
ignorance, how deformed ee aa 4 a 


Nath. Sich inti 
oh es fed on the dainties that are | 


Boy, Who is the fhooter ? who is the fhooter ? 

R ofa. Shall I teach you to know? 

Boy, Imycontinent of beauty. 

Rofa. Why fhe that bears the Bow. Finely put off. 

Bey. My Lady goes to kill horns,jbut if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mifcarry. 
Finely put.on, 

Rofe. Well then, Tam the fhooter. 

Boy. And who is your Dear ? 

Rofa. If we choote by horns; your felf come not near. 

Finely put on indeed. 
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He hath not eat paper as it were 3 

He hathnot drunk ink. 

His intelle@tis not replenifhed, he is only ananimal, only 
fenfiblein the duller parts 5 and fuch barren plants are fet 


and feeling, are for thofe parts that do fructifie in us more 
than he. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indifcreet, ora 
fool ; 
So were there a patch fet on Learning, to fee him in a 
School. 
But omne bene fay 1, being of an old Fathers mind, 
Many can brook the weather, that love nor the wind. 
Dul. Youtwo are book-men ; Can you tell by your 
wit, What was a month old at Casas birth, that’s not five 
weeks oldas yet ? 

Hol. Dittiffima goodman Dull, Dittiffima goodman 
Dull. 

Dull What is dsftinna? 

Nath. A title to Phebe, to Luna, to the Afoon, 

Hol..The Moon was a month old when e4dam was no 

more. ; fcore. 
And wrought not to five-wecks when he came to five- 
Th’allufion holds in the Exchange. 

Dull. Tis true indeed, the Collufion holds in the Ex. 
change. i 

Hol. God comfort thy capacity, I fay the allufion holds 
in the Exchange. 

Dall, And \fay the pollufion holds in the Exchange ; 
for the Moon is never but a month old 5 and I fay belide 
that, ’twas a Pricket that the Princefskill’d. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal 
Epitaph on the death of the Dear, and to humour 
the ignorant call’d the Dear, the Princefs kill’da Pric- 
ket. 

Nath. Perge good Matter Holofernes, perge, {o it fhall 
pleafe you to abrogate fcurrillity. 

Hol. 1 will fomething effet the Letter, for it argues {a- 
cility. 


The praifefull Prince{s pierc’d ond pricke 
a pretty pleafing pricket. 
Some fay a Sore, but not a fore, 
till now made fore with {hoot ing 
The Dogs did yell, put ell to Sore, 
then Sorel jumps from Thicket 5 
Or Pricket-fore, or elfe Sorell, 
the people fall a hooting. 
If Sore be fore, then ell to Sore, 
makes fifty fores O forell ; 
Of one fore 1 an hundred make 
by adding but one more L,; 


Nath. A rare talent. 

Dul. Vf atalent be aclaw, look how he claws him with 
a talent. 

Nath. This is a gift that [have fimple ; fimple,afoolifh 
extravagant {pirit, full of forms, figures, fhapes, objects, 
Ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions. Thefe are be- 
got in the ventricle of memory, nourifht in the womb of 
primater, and delivered upon the mellowing of occafion ; 
but the gift is goodin thotfe inwhom itis acute, and I am 
thankful for it. 


Love « Labour's loft. 


before us, that we thankful fhould be ; which we tafte,|_ 
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Wath, Matter. Parfonr, guafi perfor And if one fhould 
be perft, Which is the one ? 

. » . . . 

Clow. Marry Matter Schoolmafter , he that is likeft to 
a hogfhead. 
Nath. Of perfing a Hopthead, a good clufter of conceit | 
n aturph of Earth, fire enough for a Flint, Pearl enough 
fot a Swine < ’tis pretty, it is well. 

Faqu. Good Mafter Parfon belo good as read me this 
Letter , it was given me by Coffard, and fent me.from 
‘Don Armatho. \ befeech you read it. 


Nath. Faufte precor gelida, quado , pecus omme va 
umbra,ruminat, and fo forth. Ah good cold Afantuan, } 
may {peak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice, Vene- 
chi, venache a, qui nin te vide, snon te piatch. Old Man- 
tuan, old Mantuan. Who wnderftandeth thee not, a! ”¢ 
fol la mifa. Under pardon fir, What are the contents ? 
or rather as Horace faiesim his, What! my foul vertes, 
Hol, | fir, and very learned. ; 
Nath, Let me -hear a ftaff> a flanza 5 averle, Lege 
domine, a 
If Love make me forfworn, how fhall I fwear to love? | 
Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vowed, 
Though tory felf forfworn, to thee Pe faithfuly prove. 
Thofe thoughts to’ me were Oakes, to thee like Ofiers 
bowed, 
Study his byas leaves, and makes his book thine eyes, 
VVhere all thofe pleafures live, that art would compre- 
hend. : 
If knowledg be the mark, to know thee fhall faffice, 
VVelktearned is that tongue, rhat well can thee commend, 
All ignorant that foul, thatfees thee without wonder, 
Which isto me fome praife, thatd thy parts admire 5 
Thy eye Foves lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder. 
Which not to anger bent, is’ mufick, and {weet fire, 
Celeftial as thou atr,Oh pardon love this wrong, 
That fings heavens praife, with fach aarthly tongue. 
Pedto. You find not the apoftraphes, and fo mils the 
accent. Let me fupervile the cangenct. 
, Wath, Here are only numbers ratified , but for the 
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poefie caret: O 
vidius Nafo was the man. And why indeed Nafo, but 
for fmetling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the 
jerks of invention imitary is nothing: So doth the 
Hound his mafter ; the Ape his keeper , the tyred Horfe 
his rider: But Damofella Virgin, Was this dire&ted to 
you? 
Faque. \ fir, from one Mounficur Bérone , one of. the 
ftrange Queens Lords. 
Wath.\ will overglance the fuperfcript. 
To the [now-white hand of the molt beauteous Lady, Ro- 
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i faline. 1 will fook again on the intelleét of the Letter, for 


, 


the nomination of the party, written, to the perfon written 
Unto. 
Your Ladifhips in all defired employment , Birone? 


Per. Sit Holofernes, this Berowz, is one of the Votaries 
with the King, and here he hath framed a Letter to a fe- 
quent of the ftranger Queens; which accidentally, or 
by the way of progreffion hath mifcarrieds Trip and | 
go my f{weet, deliver this Caper, into the hand of the 
King, it may concern much 5 ftay not thy complement, I 


Hil. Sir, Ipraife the Lord for you, and fo may my Pa-| forgive thy duty , adieu. 
rifhioners, for their Sons are well tutor’d by you, and| | Afsid, Good Coftard go withme. 
their Daughters profit very greatly under you; you are a| Sir God fave your life. 
good member of the common-wealth. Cot. Have with thee my girl. Exit. 
Nath. Me: hercule, If their Sons be ingenvous, they| Hol. Sir you have done this in the fear of God very } 
thall want no inftruétion.; If theic Daughters be capable, | religioufly: and as a certain father faith 
I will putit to them. But Wir fapit, qui pawca loquitur,a\ Ped. Sir, tell not me of the father, Ido fear couloura- 
fou] Feminine fatuteth us. ble colours. Butto return to the Verles, did they pleate 
you Sir Nathaniel ? 
Enter Faquenctta and the Clown Nath. Marvellous well for the Pen. 
Faque. God give you good morrow Matter Par/on. Peda.{do dine to day at the fathérsof aceéftain Pu- 
* = pill 
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Pill of mine , where if ( being repaft ) it {hall pleale you to 
the table with a grace, I willon my_ priviledge I 
\Fve- with the parents -of the forelaid Child and Pupil, 
undertake your bien véenuto, where Twill prove thofe 
Verfes to be very unlearned , neither favoouring of Poe- 
try, Wit of Invention. 1 befeech your Society. 
| Nath, And thank you too ; for fociety ( faith the text ) 


wv 


‘ 
\ eratine 


lis the happinefs of life. By 
| Peda. And ecertes the text moft infallibly concludes it. 
iSir 1 do invite you too, you fhall not fay me nay : Panea 
verba. 

Away » the ge 
recreation. 


gentles are at their game , and we will toour 


Exennt. 


Biro. The King heis hunting the Dear. 

1 am courfing my felf, 

They have pitcht a Toyl, 1 am toyling in a pitch ; 
pitch that deiles 5 defile, °a foul word: Well, fet thee 
down forrow ; for fo they fay the fool faid, and fo fay 
I, and I the fool : Well proved wit. By the Lord this 
Love is as mad as Ajax, it kills theep , it kills me, ba 
iheep : Well proved again a my fide. 1 will not love 5 
if 1 do, hang me: rfath 1 will not. O but her eye: by 
this light , but for her eye, 1 would not love her 5 yes, for 
her to her eyes. Well, | do nothing in the world but lye 
and lye in my throat. By heaven 1 do love, and it hath 
taught me to Rime, and tobe mallicholly : and here,is 
parc of my Rime, and here my mallicholly. Well, fhe 
hath one my Sonnets already , the Clown bore it , the 
Foo! fent it, and the Lady hath it: {weet Clown, {weet- 
er Fool, fweeteft Lady. By the world , I would not care 
apin, if the other three were in. Here comes one witha 
paper, God give him grace to groan. 

He flands afide. The King entreth. 
King. Ay me. 

Br, Shot by heaven’ proceed fweet Cupid, thou haft 
thumpr him with thy birdoolt under the lefc pap : in faith 
fecrets. 

King. So {weet a kils the golden Sua gives not, 
To thoie freth morning drops upon the Rofe, 

As thy eye-beams when their frefh Rayes heve {mot 
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows: 
Nor fhines the filver Moon one half fo bright, 
Through the tranfparent bofome of the deep , 
Asdoth my face through tears of mine give light : 
Thou thin’ inevery tear that ldo weep, 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee, 

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that {well in me, 

And they thy glory through my. grief will fhew: 
But donot love thy felf, then thou wilt keep 

My tears for glaffes; and ftill make me weep. 

O Queen of Queens, how far doft thou excel, 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell 
How fhall the know my. griefs ; le drop the paper: 
Sweet leaves fhade folly. Who ishe corees here ? 


| Enter Biron with a Paper in bois band, alone. 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Enter Longavil. The King freps afide. 
What! Longavile! and reading : liften ear. 
Bir. Now ia thy likenefs one more fool appears: 
Long. Ay me, { am forfworn. 


Bir. Why he comesin like a perjur’d, wearing papers. 


Long. \n love hopes fweet fellowfhip-in fhame. 

Bir. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

Lon. Am Ithe firft that have been: perjur’d fo? (know, 

Bir. could put thee in comfoit: not by two, that | 
Thou makeft the triumphry, the corner cap of fociety, 
The fhape of Loves Tiburn, that hangs up fimplicity. 


Lon. ¥fear thefe ftubborn lines lack power to move; ‘| This willl fend, and fomething el 


© tweet Maria , Emprefs of my love, 
Thefe numbers will Itear, and write in profe. 


“Love's Labour's loft. 
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Bir.O Rimes are guards on wanton Cupids Hole, 


Disfigure not his fhop. 


Lon: This fame fhall go. He reads the Sonnet, 
Did not the heavenly RKhetorick of thine eye, 
Gainft whom the world cannot hold argument , 
Perjoade my heart to thisfalfe perjury? 
Vows for thee broke deferve not puntfhyzent. 
A woman I forfwore, but b will prove, 
Thou leing a Goddefs,1 forfwore net thee. 
My Vow was earthy, thou a heavenly Love. 
Thy grace being gain'd, eures all difgrace in me, 
Vows are bat breath, and breath a vapour i 5 
Then thon fair Sun, which on my earth doft . fhine, 
Exbal’ft this vapour-vow, in thee st 15: 
If broken then, it is nofault of mine: 
If by me broke, what fool is not fo wifes 
To lofe anoath, to wina Paradife? 
Bir. This is the liver vein, which makes fiefha deity’ 


A green Goofe, a Goddefs, pure, pure Idolatry, 
God amend us, God amend, we are much out oth? way. 
3 « 


Enter Dumaine. 
Lon, By whom fhall Ifend. this! ¢ Company ? ) Stay. 
pir. All hid, all hid, an oldinfant play, 


Like a demy God, here fir lin the sky, 
And wretched fools fecrets heedfully o’re eye. 
More Sacks to the Mill ! Q heavens have my wifh, 


Dumain teansform’d ; four Woodcocks ina difh. 

Dum. O moft divine Kare, 

Biro. O moft prophane coxcomb. 

Dum. By heaven the wonder of a mortal eye. 

Bir. By earth fhe isnot 5corporal, there you lye. 
Dum. Her amber hairs for fowl hath Amber coted. 
Bir. An Amber coloured Raven was well noted; 
Dum. As uptight as the Cedar. 

Bir. Stoop i fay, her fhoulder is witis child. 

Dum. As fair as day. 

Bir. Lasfome days, but then no fun muft fhine. 
Dum. O that Thad my wifh? 

Long. And Lhad mine. 

Kin. And mine too, good Lord, 

Bir. Amen, foThad mine. Is not that a goed word ? 
Dum. \ would forget her, but a Feaver fhe 

Reigns in my blood, and. will remenabdred be. 

Bir. A Feaverin your blood! why then incifion 
Would let her out in Sawcers, {weet mifprifion. 

Dum, Once more I’le read the'Ode that k have writ. 
Bir, Once more |’le mark how Love can vary Wit- 


Dumain reads bis Sonnet. 

On a day, alack the day : 

Love, whofe Month is every May, 
Spi'd a bloffome p2ffing fair, 

Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the Velvet leaves, the. wind; 
All unfeen, can paffage find, 
That the Lover fickto death, 
Wifl’d himfelf the heavens breath, 
Arr, ( quoth he) thy cheeks to blows 
Air, would L might triumph fo. 
But alack my handis worn, 

We're to pluckthee from thy throne’ : 
Vow alack for youth unmeet, 

Youth fo apt to pluck.a fweet. 

Do not call it fin in me, 

That I am for {worn for thee. 

Thou for whom love would fwear. 
Juno but-an Ethiop were, ; 
“ind deny bimfelf for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy Love: 
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Were Lovers too, ill to example ill, 
Would from my fore-head wipe a perjur’d note : 
For none offend, whete all alike do dote. 
Lon. Dumain, thy Love is far from charity, 
That in Loves grief defir’ft fociety 
You may look pale, but I fhould blufh I know, 
To be o’re-heard, and taken napping fo. 
_ King.Come fir, you blufh as his, your cafe is fuch, 
You chide at him, offending twice as much, 
You do not love Maria, Longavile, 
Did never Sonnet for her fake compile ; 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bofome; to keep down his heart. 
Thad been clofely fhrowded in this buth 
And markt you both, and for you both did blufh. 
[heard your guilty Rimes, obferv’d your fafhion ; 
Saw fighs reek from you, noted well your paflion. 
Ay me, fayes one! O Fove, the other cries ! 
Her hairs were Gold, Cryftal the others eyes. 
You would for Paradife break faith and troth, 
And Fove for your Love would infiinge an oath. 
What will Bérone fay when that he fhall hear 
A faith infringed, which fuch zeal did {wear ? 
How will he {corn ? how will he {pend his wit ? 
How will he triumph, leap, ayd laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever J did fee, 
I would not have him know fo much by me: 
Bir. Now ftep L forth to whip hypocrifie. 
Ah good my Liege, I pray thee pardon me. 
Good heart, What grace haft thou thus to reprove 
Thefe worms for loving, that are moftin love ? 
Your eyes do make no couches in your tears» 
There is no certain Princefs that appears. 
You'll not be perjur’d, ’tis a hateful thing : 
Tufh, none but Minftrels like of Sonnetting. 
But are you not afham’d ? nay, /are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much o’re fhot ? 
You found his Moth, the King your Moth did fee : 
But I a Beam do find in each of three. 
O what a Sceneof fool’ry have I feen, 
Of fighs, of groans, of forrow, and of teen ? 
O me, with what ftri& patience have | fat, 
To fee a King transformed to a Gnat? 
To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 
And profound Solomon tuning a Jygge? 
And Neffor play at pufh-pin with the boyes, 
And Critick Tymon laugh at idle toyes. 
Where lies thy grief? O tell me good Dumains 
And gentle Longavile, where lies thy pain ? 
And where my Lieges? all about the breaft. 
A Candle hoa! 
Kin. Too bitter is thy jeft, 
Are we betrayed thusto thy over-view ? 
Bir. Not youby me; but I bettayed to you. 
I that ain honeft, Echat hold it fin 
Te break the vow | am ingaged in. 
lam betray’d by keeping company 
With mea, like men of ftrange inconftancy. 
When hall you {ve me write a thing in rime ? 
Or groan for Foan? or {pend a minutes time 
In pruning me? when fhall you hear that I will praife a 
hand, a foot ,a face, an ¢ye:a gate ,a ftate, a brow, a 


breaft, a waft, a leg,a timb? 


Kaz. Soft, whither away fo faft ? 
Atrueman, ora thief, that gallops fo. 
Bir. i poft from Love, good Lover fet me-go. 
Enter Faquenetta, and Clown. 
Faque. God bleis the king. 
Kin. What Prefent haft thou there ? 
Clo. Some certain treafon. 
Kin. What makes treafon here ? 
Clo, Nay it makes nothing fir: 
Kin. If ic mart nothing neither, 
The treafon and you go in Peace together. 


* 


Love s Labour's loft. 


faque. t befeech your Grace let this Letter be read, 
Our perfon mifdoubts it : it was treafon he faid. 
Kin. Birone, read it over. Hae reads the Lister, 
Where hadft thou it? 
Faque. OF Coftard, 
Kin. VVhere hadtt tbou it ? 
Coff. Ot Dun eAdramadio, Dun Adramadis, 
i How now, what mean you? why dof thou tear 
it ¢ 
; Bir. A toy my Liege, a toy: your grace needs not | 
ear it. 
Long. It did move him to paffion, and therefore let’. 
hear it. 
Dus. It is Berones writing, and here is his name, 
Bir. Ah you whorefon loggerhead, you were born to 
do me fhame. 
Bir. Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confefs, I confefs. 
King. What ? | 
Bir. That you three fools, lackt me fool, to make up 
the mefs: 
He, he, and you: and youmy Liege, and I, 
Are pick-purfes in Love, and we deferve to dye. 
O difmifs this audience, and I fhall tell you more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 
Bir, True, true, we are four: will thefe Turtles be 
gone? 
Kin. Hence firs, away, Exit. 
Clo, Walk afide the true folk, and let the traytors ftay 
Bir. Sweet Lords, {weet Lovers, O let us imbrace : : 
As true we are as fiefh and blood can be. 
The Sea will ebb and flow, heaven wili thew his face: 
Young blood doth not obey anold decree, 
We cannot crofs the caufe why we were born: 
Therefore of all hands muft we be forfworn, 
King. What did thefe rent lines thew fome love of 
thine ?. (Rofaline, 
Bir: Did they, quoth you? Who fees the heavenly 
That (like a rude and favage man of Inde) : 
At the firft opening of the gorgeous Eaft, 
Bows not his vaflal head, and ftrucken blind, 
Kiffes the bafe ground with obedient breaft ? 
VVhat peremptory Eagle-fighted eye 
Daxeslook upon the heaven of her brow: 
That is not blinded by her Majefly ? 
Kin, What zeal, what fury hath infpir’d thee now ? 
My Love (her Miftris) isa gracious Moon, 
She ( an attending Star ) fcaree {een a light. 
Bir. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Birone, 
O but for my Love, day would turn to night, 
Of all complexions the cull’d foveraignty, 
Do meet as at a Fairin her Fair cheek, a 
Where feveral Worthies make-one dignity, 
Where nothing wants, that want it felfdoth feek, 
Lend me the flourifh of all gentle tongues, 
Fie painted Rhetorick, O fhe needsit not, 
lo things of fale,a fellers praife belongs 
She pafles praife, then praife too fhort dath blot: 
A withered Hermite, five {core winters W6ro, 
Might thake off fifty, looking in her eye; 
Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new born, 
And gives the Crutch the Cradles infaney. 
Otis the Sun that maketh all things fhine? 
Kin. By heaven, thy Love is black as Ebony. 
Bir. Is Ebony like her ?O word divine? 
A Wife of fuch Wood were felicity. 
O who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 
That I may fwear beauty doch beauty lack, 
{fthat fhe learn not of her eye to look: 
No face is fair that is not full fo black. . 
Kin. O paradox, black as the badge of hell, 
The hue of Dungeohs, and the {chool of Night 
And beauties creft becomes the heavens well, 
Bir. Devils fooneft tempt refembling fpirits of Light. 
‘O, ifin black my Ladies brow be deckt, 


a 


nc, that pa a and ufurping hair 
Shou'd ravifh doters with a falte afpect : 
And thereforeis fhe born to make black fair: 
Her favour turns the fafhion of the dayess 
tive Blood is counted painting now: 
-e red that would avoid difpraife, 
Paints its felf black, to imtate her brow. 
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wn? To look like her are Chimney-Sweepers Black. 
And (ince her time 


A , are Colliers counted bright. 
ops of their {weet'complexion crack. 
= s} on C-. ” aoe 
ark needs.no Candles now, for Dark is. light. 
Miftrefies dare never come mfain, 


a 


o 


For fear their Colours fhould be wafhtaway- 
Kin. ?Fwere good yours did : for fir to tell you plain, 
Ple find a faiter face not wafht to day. 
Pie prove her fair, of talk till Dooms-day here. 
o’ Devil will fright thee then fo much as fhe. 
Dum. Unever knew man hold vile ftuff fo dear. 
Lon. Look, here’sthy love, my foot and her fate fee. 
Bir. Oif the fireets were paved with thine Eyes, 
Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 
Dum, O vile, then as fhe goes, What upward lyes ? 
The ftreet fhould fee as fhe walk’d over Head. 
Kin. But what of this; are we not all in Love ? 
Bir. Nothing fo fur, and thereby all forfworn. 
| Kin, Then leave thischat, and good Bérone now prove 
| Our foving lawful, and our faith not toro. 
Dum. {marry theres fome flattery for this evil. 
Long. © fome authority how to procced , 
| Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the devil. 
Dum. Some falve for Perjury. 
| in need. 
a affetions, menat arms, 
: you firft did fwear unto : 
jy, and toice no Woman : 
éafon "gainft the Kingly fate of youth. 
Gan you faft? your ftomacks are too young - 
bftinence ingenders maladies. 
at you have vow'd to fludy ( Lords ) 
in that each of -you have forfworn his Book. 
Can you ill dream and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my Lord or you, 
Have found the ground of ftudies Excellence, 
| Without the Beauty of a Womans face 5 
| From Womens eyes this Do€trine I derive, 
They are the Ground, the Books, the Academs, 
| From whence doth {pring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, univerfal plodding, poyfons up 
The nimble Spirits in the arteries 
As motion and long aétion tires 
The fisnowy vigour of the Traveller. 
Now for not looking on a Womans face, 
You have in that foriworn the ufe of Eyes : 
And ftudy too,’ the caufer of your vow. 
For whereis any Author in the World, 
Teaches fuch Beauty as a Womans Eye: 
Learning is but am-adjunét to our felf, 
And where we are, our Learning likewife is. 
Then when our {elves we fee in Ladies Eyes, 
Do we not likewife fee our Learning there ? 
O, we have madea Vow to ftudy, Lords, 
And in that. vow we have forfworn our Books : 
For when would you (my Liege) or you, or you, 
Ia Leadencontemplation have found out 
Such fiery Numbers as the prompting Eyes 
Of Beauties tutors have enrich’d you with ? 
Other flow Arts entirely keep the brainy 
And therefore finding barren prattifers, 
Scarce fhew.a harveft of their heavy toyle. 
But Love firftlearned in a Ladies Eyes, 
Lives not alone immured inthe brain : 
But with the motion of all Elements, 
Courfes as fwift as thought in every power, 
And givesto every power a double powcr, 


t. to fit 


‘ 


ee 


Love's Labour's loft. 


Above their functions and thtir Offices. 
| ft adds a precious fleeing to the Eye: 
| 4 Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind 
| A Lovers eat will hear the loweft {eund. 

When the fufpirious he 
| Loves feeling is more 
| Than are the tender Horns of Cockled Snayles. 

Loves Tongitie proves dainty Bacchus, grofs in tafte.; 
| For Valour, isnot Love a Hercules ° 
| Still climing trees in the Hefperides. 

Subtil asa Sphinx, as {weetand mufical, 

As bright Appollo’s Lute, ftrung with his Hair. 

And when Love fpeaks, the voice of alithe gods, 

Make Heaven drowfie with the Harmony. 

Never durft Poet touch a Pen to write, 

Until his Ink were tempred with Loves fighs: 

O then his Lines would ravifh lavage Ears ; 
| And plant in Tyrants mild humility. 

From Womens Eyes this Do¢trine I derive : 

They fparkle ftill the right Promethean fire, 

They arethe Books, the Arts, the Academes, 

That fhew, contain, and nourifh all the World : 

Elfe none at all in onght proves ex ellent 

Then Fools you were thefe Women to forfwear. 

Or keeping what isfworn, you will prove fools, 

For wifdoms fake, (a word that all men love) 

Or for Loves fake, a word that loves all men : 

Or for Mens fake, the Author of thefe Women, 

Or Womans fake , by whom we men are men, 

Let usorice lofe our oaths, to find our felves 5 

Or elfe we lofe our felves, tokeep our Oaths. 

it is Religion to be thus forfworn, 

For Charity it felf fulfills the Law ; 

and who can fever Love from Charity ? 

Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Soldiers to the Field, 

Bir. Advance your fandards, and upon them Lords: 
Pell, mell, down with them: but be firft advis’d 
in conflict that you get the Sun of them. : 

Lon. Now to plain dealing, lay thefe glozes by, 
Shall we refolve to wooe thete Girlsof France, 

Kin. And winthem too; therefore let us devife, 
Some entertainment for them at their Tents. 

Bir. Firft fromthe Park let us condué them thither 
Then homeward every man attach the hand : 
Of hisfair Miftrefs : in the Afternoon 
We will with fome ftrange paftime folace them : 

Such as the fhortnefs of the time can fhape, 
For Revells, Dances, Masks, and merry hours, 
Forerun fair Love, ftrewing her way with Flowers, 

Kin. Away, away, no time fhall be omitted, 
That willbe time, and may by us be fitted. : 

Bir. Alone, alone fowed Cockell, reap’d no Corn 
And Jaftice always whirls.in equal meature : : 
Light Wenches may prove plagues to men forfworn 
If fo, our Copper buys no better Treafure. f 


nd tien 


Life « 
foft and 


Exeunt. 


Actus Quartus. 


~ 


Enter the Pedant, Curate, and Dull. 
Ped. Satis quid [ufficit. 


Cur. raile G . 
have bela Tharp A for you fir, your reafons at Dinner 
itty. ei Pp and fententious: pleafant without {cur- 
; y without affe€tation, audacious without ime. 


Sparel ae without opinion, and ftrange without 
: I did converfe this quondam day with a compani- 


onof the Kings, who is inti 
pg Pe - 6 2 oe eyes » hominated or called,. 


Ped. Novi hominem tan 
his difcourfe peremptor 


quam te, His humour is lofty, 
bitious; his Gate M 


Ys his Tongue filed, his Eye am- 
ajeftical, and his general behaviout 
vain, 


her, 


a 


rere 


affected, too odd, as it were, too peregrinate, as 1 may call it. 
Curat. A moit fingular and choice Epithet, : 

Draw’s out his Table-book. 
Ped. He draweth out the thred of his verbofity, finer than the 
ttaple of his argument. I abhor fuch phanatical phantafms, fuch in- 
fociable and point devife companions, fuch rackers of ortagraphy, 
asto fpeak dout fine, when he fhould fay doubt; det,when he fhould 
pronounce debt; debt, not det: he clepeth a Calf, Cauf: half, 
hauf : neighbour vocatur nebour ; neigh abreviated ne : this is ab- 
hominable, which we would call abominable : it-infinuateth me of 
infamy: me intelligis domine, to make frantick, lunatick. 

Cura. Laus deo, bene intelligo. 

Peda. Bome boon for boon prefcian, a little fearch, ’twill ferve. 

Enter Braggart, Boy. ' 

Curat. Vides-ne quis venit ? Peda. Video, & gaudeo. 

Brag. Chirra. Peda. Quare Chirra, not Sirra 2 

Brag. Men of peace wellincountred. 

Peda. Moft military fir, falutation. 

Boy They have been at a great feaft of Languages,écftole the {craps. 

Clo. O they have lived long on the alms-basket of words: I marvel 
thy Mafter hath not eaten thee for a word,for thouart not fo long by 
the heatl as honorificabilitudinitatibus: Thou art eafier {wallowed 
than a flap-dragon. Page. Peace, the peal begins. 

Brag. Monfieur, are you not lettered ? 

Page. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the Horn-book : 

What is Ab {peld backward with the horn on his head ? 

Peda. Ba, pueritia with a horn added. 

Pag. Ba mott filly Sheep, with a horn : you hear his learning. 

Peda Quis quis, thou Confonant ? 

Page The laft of the five vowels, if you repeat them,or the fifth if I. | 

Peda\ will repeatthem: ae I. 

Page The Sheep, the other two concludes it ou. 

Brag. Now by the falt wave of the mediteraneum, a {weet tutch,a 
quick venew of wit, {hip fhap, quick and home, it rejoiceth my intel- 
lect, true wit. 

Page Offered by a child to an old man: which is wit-old. 

Peda What is the figure ? What is the figure? Page. Horns. 

Peda Thou difputeft like an Infant : go, whip thy Gigg. 

Page Lend me your horn to make one, and I will whip about 
your infamy unum citaa gigg of a Cuckelds horn. 


; 


Clown And I had but one penny in the world, thou fhouldft have | But Ro/aline you have a favour too? Who fent it ?and what is it? 


it to buy Ginger-bread: Hold, there is the very Remuneration Thad 


of thy Mafter, thou half-penny purfe of wit, thou Pidgeon-egg of | And if my face were but as fair as yours, 


difcretion. ©, and the heavens were fo pleafed, that thou wert but | 
my Baftard ; What a joyful father wouldft thou make me? Go to, 
thou haft it zd dunghil, at the fingers ends, as they fay. 

Peda Oh, I fmell falfe Latin, dunghel for unguem. 

Brag. Art{-man preambulat,we will be fingled trom thé barbarous. 
Do you not educate youth atthe Charge-houfe on the top of the 
Mountain ? Peda Or Mons on the hill. 

Brag. At your fweet pleafure, for the Mountain. 

Peda \do fans queftion. 

Brag. Sir, it is the Kings moft {weet pleafure and affection, to 
congratulate the Princefs at her Pavillion, in the pofteriors of this 
day, which the rude multitude call the after-noon. 

Peda The pofterior of the day, moft generous fir, is liable, con- 
gruent, and meafurable for the after-noon ; the word is well culd, 
choice, {weet,and apt, I do affure you fir, Ido affure. 

Brag. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my familiar, Ido 
affure ye very good friend: for what is inward between us, let it 
pafs. I do befeech thee, remember thy curtefie. I befeech thee ap- 
parel thy head: and among other importunateand moft ferious de- 
figns, and of great import indeed too: but let that pafs, for I muft 
tell shee it will pleafe his Grace (by the world) fometime to lean 
upon my poor fhoulder, and with his royal finger thus dally with my 
excrement, with my muftachio ; but, {weet heart, let that pafs. By 
the world I recount no fable, fome certain fpecial honours it pleaf- 
eth his Greatnefs to impart to Armado a Souldier, a man of travel, 
that hath feen the world: but let that pafs; the very allof allis: but 
{weet heart, Ido implore fecrecy, that the King would have me 


4 prefent the Princefs (weet chuck) with fomedelightful oftentation, 


or fhow, or pageant, or antick, or fire-work : Now underftanding 
that the Curate and your {weet felf are good at fuch eruptions, and 
fudain breaking out of mirth (as it were) I have acquainted you 
withal, to the end to crave your affiftance. 

Ped. Sir, you fhall prefent before her the Nine, Worthies. Sir Ho- 
lofernes, as concerning fome entertainment of time, fome fhow in 
the pofterior of this day, to be rendred by our affiftants at the Kings 
command ; and this moit gallant, illuftrate and learned Gentleman, 
before the Princefs : I fay none fo fit to prefentthe Nine Worthies. 

Curate Where will you find men worthy enough to prefent them’? 

Ped. Fofua; your felf: my felf, and this gallant gentleman Fudas 
Machabeus, this Swain ( becaule of his great limm or joint ) fhall 
pafs, Pompey the great, the Page Hercules. 

Brag. Pardon fir, error: he is not quantity enough for that’ 
Worthies thumb, he is not fo big as the end of his Club, 

Ped. Shall 1 have audience? he hall prefent Hercules in minority: 
his enter and exit thall be ftrangling a Snake ; and I will have an 
Apology forthat purpofe, 

Pag. An excellent device: fo if any of the audience hifs, you may 


Love's Labour s loft. 


vain, ridiculous, and thrafonical. He is too picked, too fpruce, too { cry, Well done Hercules, now thou crufheft the Snake ; that isthe 
way to make an offence gracious, tho few have the grace to doit. 


122 


- 


Brag. For the reft of the Worthies 2 
Ped. I will play three my felf, Pag. Thrice worthy Gentieman. 
Brag. Shall I tell you a thing ? Ped. We attend. 
Bra.We will have,if this fadge not,an Antique.t befeech you follow. 
Ped. Via good-man Dull, thou hatt fpokenno word all this while. 
Dull. Nor underftood none neither. fir, 
Ped. Alone, we will employ thee. , 
Dull. fle make one in a dance, or fo: or will play on the taber 
to the W orthies, and let them dance the hey. 
Ped. Mott Dull, honeft Dull, to our {port away, 
Enter Princes, and Ladies. 
. Prin. Sweet hearts, we fhall be rich ere we depart, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in. 
A Lady wall’d about with Diamonds ;: look you, what Ihave from 
the King.  Rofa. Madam, came nothing elie along with that? 
Prin. Nothing but this: yes, as much love in Rime, 
As would be cram’d up in a fheet of paper, 
Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and all, 
That he was fain to feal on Cupids name. 
Rofa. That was the way.tomake his god-head wax; 
For he hath been five thoufand years a boy. 
Kath, I, anda fhrewd unhappy gallows too, 
Rofa. You'll ne’re be friends with him, a.kild your filter, 
Kath He made her melancholly, fad.and heavy, 
And fo fhe died; had the been light like you, 
Of fuch a merry nimble ftirring fpirir, 
She might have been.a Grandam ere fhe died. 
And fo may you; Fora light heart lives long: 
Rofa. What's your dark meaning moufe of this light wo. d? 
Kath. A light‘condition in a beauty dark. 
Rofa.. We need more light to find your meaning out. 
Kath. Yow! mar the light by taking it in fnuff: 
Therefore Tle‘darkly end the argument, 
Rof: Look what you do, you do it {till i’th dark. 
Kath. So do not you, for you are a light Wench. 
Ro. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light. 
Kat. You weigh me not, O that’s you care not for me, 
Rof: Great reafon: for paft care, is ftill paft cure. 
Prin. Well handled both; a fet.of wit well played. 


Exit 


Rof. I would‘you knew. 


My favour were as great, be witnefs this. 

Nay Ihave Verfes too, I thank Birone, 

The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 

I were the faireft goddefson the ground. 

I am compard to twenty thoufand fairies. 

O he hath drawn my picture in his letter. 
Pri.Any thing like? Rof?Much in the letters,nothing in the praife. 
Prin. Beauteous Ink ; a good conclufion. 

Kat. Fair as a text B in a Copy-book. 
Rof. Ware penfils, How # let me not die your debtor, 

My red Dominical, my golden letter. 

O that your face were full of Oes. 

Prin. A pox of that jeft, and I befhrew all fhrows : 

But Katharine what was fent to you 

From fair Dumain ? Kath. Madam, this Glove. 
Prin. Didhe not fend you twain? 
Kath. Yes Madam 3 and moreover, 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithful Lover, 

A huge tranflation of hypocrifie, 

Vildly compil’d, profound fimplicity. 

Mar. This, and thefe Pearls, to me fent Longavile. 

The letter is too iong by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no lefs 5 Doft thou not with in heart 

The Chain were longer, and the letter fhort? 

Mar, 4, or I would thefe hands might never part. 
Prin. We are wife girls, to mock our lovers fo. 
Rof- They are worfe fools to purchafe mocking fo, 

That fame Bzrone Ple-torture ere I go. 

O that I knew he were but in by th week, 

How I would make him fawn, and beg, and feek, 

And wait the feafon, and obferve. the times, 

And fpend his prodigal wits in bootlefs rimes, 

And fhape his fervice all to my behefts, — 

And make him proud to make me proud with jefts, 

So pertaunt like would I o’refway his ftate, 

That he fhould be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are fo furely caught, when they are catch’d, 

As wit turn’d fool; folly in wifdom hatch'd, 

Hath wifdoms warrant, and the help of School, 

And wits own grace to grace alearned Fool. 

Rof- The blood of youth burns not in fuch excefs; 

As gravities revolt to wantonnefs 
Mar. Folly in fools bears not fo ftrange a note, 

As fool’ry inthe Wile, when wit doth dote: 

Since all the. power thereof ir doth apply, 

To prove by Wit, worth in fimpiicity. 


“ 


En 
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Prin. Here come 
. Boy. O, Lam itab'd 


§ s0)C, ar 


Prin. Thy news Boyet ? Boy 
Arm Wencl m, incounters mounted are 
aint yo >, Love doth approach, difguis 
Armed in a ents, you'll be furpris'd. 
_ftand in your own defence, 
heads like Cowards, and flye hence. 
What 


purpos’d reft, 
night behold addreft 
} ; warily 

I {tole into a neighbour thicket by, 

| And overeheard, what you fhall over-hear - 
That by and by difguis’d they will be 
Their Herald is a pretty 
That well by heart hath con‘d hi 


S 

> 

mel 
2) 


J 
| Action and accent did they teac! 
Thus muft thou {peak, and thus thy 


n they made a doubt, 


| And ever and 

Prefence maj¢ 

For, quoth th 

Yet fear not t 
>» Boy reply d, at 

| feard her, had fhe been a Devil. 

| sh’d, and clap’d him on the fhoulder, 

the bold wag by their praifes bolder 

Sd his elbow thus, and fleer’d, and {wore, 

- foeech was never fpoke before. _ 

with his finger, and his thumb, 

we will-do’t, come what will come. 

rd he caperd and-cryed, All goes well. 

urn’d on the tne, and down he fell 5 

With that they albdid tumble on the ground, 

With fuch a zealous laughter, ‘fo profound, 

| That in this fpleen ridiculous, appears, 

| Tocheck their folly paflions, folemn teats. 

Prin. But what, but what, come they to vifit Us ? 

Bay. They do, they do; and are a pparel’d thus, 

Like M res, or Ruffians, andl guefs, 

Their pnrpofe is to parlee; court, and dance, 

And every one his Love-feat will advance 

Unto his feveral Miftrefs: Which they'll know 

By. fi ‘ , which they did bettow. 

will they fo? the Gallants fhall be taskt; 

> we will every one be maskt: 

1 of them fhall have the grace 

to fee a Ladies face. 


out : 
l¢ thou fee? 
audacioufly. 


{tical would | 


Angel is not evil; 


And mock for mockis onely my intent. 
Their fevera unfels they unbofom hall 
To Loves miftook, and fo be mockt withal: 
Upon the next occafion that we meet 
With Vilages difplayed to talk and greet. 
Rof, Bur fhall we dance, if they defire us to’r? 
Prin. No, to the death we will not move a foot, 
Nor to their pen’d {peech render we no grace < 
But while ’tis fpoke, each turn away her face. 
Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 
Prin. Therefore I do it, and make no doubt, 
The reft will ne’re come in, if he be out. 
There’s no fuch {port, as {port by fport orethrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own 5 
So fhall-we ftay mocking intended game, 
And they well miockt, depart away with fhame, 


Boy. The Trumpet founds, be maskt, the maskers come. 
; 7 ~ } ” ° 
lackmoors with mufick., the-Boy with a {peech, and_ the 


Enter 
ret of the Lords difgufed. 

ig. All bail, the richeft Beauties on the earth. 

Beauties no richer than rich Taffata. 


at 
U 


Pag, A holy rarcel of the faireft dames that ever turnd their backs 
<The Ladies turn their back to him. 


fo mortal view 
Bir. Their eyes villain, their eyes. 
Pag. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal views. 
Bir. Fru 


te, out indeed. 


Pag. Out of your favours heavenly fpirit, vouch{afe not to behold. 


— 


3 pepange 
es Lavour § 


ve have ‘meafured n 
with you on the 
that they have meafured many a mile, 
To tread a meafure with you on tl ‘ 


’ It is not fo. 


fure then of on 
If to come hither, you have meafur'd miless 
And many miles: the Princefs bids you tell 
How many inches doth fill up one mile? 
Bir, Tell her we meafur 5 { 
Boy She hears her felf. Rof. How many weary ftef 
| Of many weary miles you have « 
Are numbred in travel of o 
Bir. We number nothing 
Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite; 
| That we may do it ftill without accompt. 
Vouchfafe to fhew the funfhine of your face, 
That we (like favages) may worfhip it. 
| Rof. My face is but a moon,and clouded too. 
Kin. Bleffed aré clouds, to do as fi 
| Vouchfaf ht Moon on thefe thy ftars to fhine, 
| (Thofe clouds removed) upon our watery eyne, 
| Rof: O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter, 
Thou now requefts but Moon-fhine in the water. 
Kin. Then in our meafure, vouchfafe but one changes 
Thou biaft me beg, this begging is not ftrange. 
Rof. Play mufick then; nay you muft do it foon. 
Not yet no dance; thus change I like the:moon. 


? 


sh clouds do 


Kin. Will. you not dance; How come you thus eftrang. 


Rof. You took the Moon at full, but now fhe’s changed 
Kin. Yet ftill fhe isthe Moon, and I the Man. : 
| Rof? The mufick plays, vouchfafe fome motion to it ; 
| Our ears vouchfafe it. 
Rof: Since you are ftrangers, and come here by chance, 
We'll not be nice, take hands, we will not dance. 
Kin: Why take you hands then ? 
Rof: Onely to part friends. 
Currfie fweet hearts, and fo the Meafure ends. 
Kin. More meafure of this meafure; be not nice. 
Rof: We can afford no more at fuch a price. 
Kin. prize your felves then; what buys your. compan 
Rof- Your abfence onely. Kin. That can never 
Rof. Then cannot we be bought 5 and fo adieu 
Twice to your Vifor, and half once to you: 
2. If you deny to dance, let‘s hc 


2 


Roj. In private then. Kin. Y at 
Bir. White-handed Mif 
Prin. Hony, and Mil 

) 


pleas d w 


> and Sug 


ir; there is thre 
Bir. Nay thentwo treys, and if you 2rOW fo Hee 
Methegline, Wor t, and Malmfey ; well run dice : : 
rhere’s half a dozen {weets. 
Prin. Seventh {weet adieu, fince you can cog. 


ens 5 i 
ia no more with you. Bir. One word in fecret 
j m n fecre 
7in Le 1¢ , fee Bir. Tl i : ; 
tit not be fweet. Bir. Thou griev'ft my 


Prin. Gall, bitter. Bir. Therefore meet. 


$ 


red, 2 


Kin. But your legs fhould do it. 


vy? 


be. 


] 
gall, 


Du. Will you vouchfafe with me to change a word ? 
2 id 


Mar. Name it. Dum. Fair Lady : 
Mar. Say you fo ? Fair Lord ; 0 
Dum. Pleafe it you, As much it 
Mar. What, was your vizard | 


‘ivate, and Ile 
» andy 
Sound. Dini 
cee: I know the reafon Lady why you ask 
; ar. mee your reafon, quickly fir, I long 
Long. e's ithin yor 
Ales Leite a double tongue within your mask, 
oo = cae my fpeechlefs vizard half. 
ar.-Veal quoth the Dutch-man; j Vv 
oth J-man ; is not Veal a Calf? 
Long. A Calf fair Lady. nit Low 
Long. Let's part the word. Mar. No, Ile 
Take all and wean it, j A eiperee 
2 A oe It, it may prove an Ox 
Long. Look how y elf} 
ie Long I you But to your felf ij 
. y iv : ’ 
Will you give horns chaft Lady? Do not (o eee 
Mar. Then die a Calf before your Horn 


SS tea een sdo grow 
Long. One word in private ae 


with you ere I die. 


aE SA yen 
> nt terriers 
a 


d made without a tongue ? 


> you that for your fair Lady: 


1 


bid adieu. 


Mar. No, a fair Lord Calf. 


your half; 


mocks. 


Mar. Blear 


i al 


Mar. Bieat toftly then, the Butcher hears you cry- 
Boy. The tongues of mocking Wenches are as keen 
Asis the Razors Edge invifible 
Cutting a fmaller hair than may be feen, 
Above the fence of fence fo fenfible: _ : 
Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings, — 
fleeter than Arrows,Bullets,Wind, thought, fwifter things. 
* Rof. Not one word more my Maids, break off, break 
off, 
Bir, By Heaven all dry beaten with pure fcoff- 
Kin. Farewel mad Wenches, you have fimple Wits. 
Exeunt. 


i 


Prin. Twenty Adicus my frozen Mofcovites. 
Are thefe the breed of Witsfo wondred at ? 
Boy. Tapers they are, with your {weet breaths puft 
out. 
Rof, Well-liking Wits they have, grofs, grofs, fat, fat. 
Prin. O Poverty in Wit, Kingly poor flout. 
Will they not (think you ) hang themtelves to Night ? 
Or ever but in Vizards fhewtheirfaces. 
This pert Birone was out of count’nance quite: 
Rof. O! They were all in lamentable cates. 
The King was weeping-ripe for agood word. — 
Prin, Birone did {wear himfelf out of all fuit: 
Mar. Dumaine was at my Service, and his Sword : 
No point (quothI :) my Servant ftraight was mute, 
Kat. Lord Longavile {aid 1 came o’re his Heart ; 
And trow you what he call’d me ? 
Prin. Qualm perhaps. 
Kat. Yes in good faith: 
Prin, Go Sicknefs as thou art. 
Rof. Well, better wits have worn plain ftatute caps, 
But will you hear, the KingismyLovefworn, 
Prin. And quick Birone hath plighted faith to mee 
Kat. And Longavile was for my Service born. 
Mar. Dumzin is mine as {ure as bark on Tree, 
Boy. Madam, and pretty Miftreffes give ear, 
Immediately they. will again be here 
In their own fhapes: for it can never be, 
They will digcft this harfh Indignity: 
Prin, Will they return ? 
Boy. Theywill, they will, God knows, 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with Blows : 
Therefore change Favours, and when they repair, 
low like fweet Rofes, in this Summer Air. 
Prin. How blow? how blow? {peak to be under- 
ftood. me 
Boy. Fair Ladies maskt, are Rofes in their bud 
Difmaskt , their damask {weet comixture thown, 
Are Angels vailing Clouds, or Rofes blown. 
Prin. Avaunt perplexity : What fhall we do, 
-If they returnin their ownfhapesto woo? 
R of. Good Madam, if by me you'l be advis'd, 
Let’s mock them ftill as well known as difguis’d : 
Let uscomplain to them what fools were here, 
Difguis’d like Mufcovites in fhapelefs Gear : 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their fhallow fhows, and Prologue vildcly pen'd, 
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 
Should be prefented at our Tent to us. 
Boy. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at hand. 
Prin. Whip to our Tents, as Roes run o’re the Land. 
Exeunt 


Enter the King and the reft. 


Boy Gone to her Tent. 


King. That fhe vouchfafe me audience for one word. 
Boy. Iwill, and fo will fhe, 1 know my Lord. 
Bir. This fellow picks up wit as Pigeons Peas, 

And utters it again, when ove doth pleafe. 

He is Wits Pedler, and retails his Wares 

At Wakes, and Waflels, Meetings, Markets, Fairs 


~~ 


King. Fair fir, God fave you. Where’s the Princefs 7 


Exit. 
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And we that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with fuchfhow. 
This Gallant pins the Wenches on his Sleeve : 
Had hebeen Adam, he had tempted Eve. 

He cancarve too,, and lifp: Why this is he, 
That Kift away his hand, inc ourtefie. 

This is the Ape of Fortune, Afonfieur the nice; 
That when he plays at Tables, chides the Di 


| 
| 
| 
In honourable Tetms : nay he can fing 
A mean moft meanly, and in Ufhering 
Mend him who can 3 the Ladies callhim fweet : 
The ftairs as he treads on them kifs his Feet. 
This is the ower that finiles on every one, 
To fhew his Teeth as whiteas Whale his Bone. 
And Conftiences that willdyein Debt, 
Pay him the Duty of Honey-tongued Boyet. 
Kin: A Blifter on his{weet Tongue with my Heart 


Lave 


That put Arpadoes Page out of his part. : 


Enter Ladies. 


Bir. See where itcomes, Behaviour what wert thou, 
Till this mad-man fhew’d thee ? And what art thounow ? 

Kin. Allhail fweet Madam, and fair time of day. 

Prin, Fair in all Hail is is foul, as I conceive. 

Kin. Conftrue my fpeeches better if you may. 

Prin. Then with me better, I will give youleave, 

Kin. We came to vifit you, and purpofe now 
To fead you to out Court, vouchfateirthen. > 

Prin, This Field fhall hold me, and fo hold your yow: 
Nor God, nor I, delights in perjur’d men. 

Kin. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke. 
The vertue of your eye muft break my oath. 

Pr. You nickname vertue : Vice you fhould have {poke - 
For vertues office never breaks mens troth. 
Now by my Maiden honour, yet as pure 


| 
As the unfullied Lilly, I proteft, | 
A World of torments though I fhould endure, 
I would not be your hous gueft : 
So much hate a breaking caule to be, 
Of Heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity. 
Kin, O youhave liv’d in defolation here, 
Unfeen, unvifited, much to our fhame. 
Prin, Not fo my Lord, itis not fo I fwear, 
We have had paftimes here, and pleafant game, 
A Mefs of Ruffians left us but of late. 
Kin. How Madam? Roffians ? 
Prin. Vin truth, my Lord. 
Trim gallants, full of Courtfhip and of State. 
Kof. Madatn fpeak true. It isnot fomy Lord ; 
My Lady (to themanner of thedays ) 
In courtefie gives undelerving praife. 
We four indeed confronted were with four, 
In Ruffian habit: Here they ftay’d an hour, 
And talk’d apace: arid in that hour (my Lord} 
They did not blefsus with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools ; butI think, 
When they are thirfty, fools would fain have drinks 
Bir. This jeft is dry tome. Fair, gentle, fweet, 
Your wit makes wife things foolifh, when we greet 
With eyes beft feeing, Heavens fiery Eye, 
By light we lofe light 5 your capacity 
Is of that nature, asto your huge ftote 
Wite things feemfoolifh, and rich things but poor. 
Rof- This proves you wife andrich; for in my Eye-- 
Bir. Lama Fool, and full of Poverty. 
Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong, 


Pleafe it your Majzfty command me any Service to her ? | it were a fault to {natch wordsfrom my Tongue, 


Bir. Q, Lam yours, and all that I poffets. 
Rof, All the Fool mine. | 
Bir. | cannot give you lefs. ) 
Rof. Which of the Vizards was it that you wote # i 
Bir. Where? when? What Vizard ? 
Why demand you this ? 
L 2 
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~ Rof. There, then, that zird,{that fuperfluous cafe, 
That hid the worfe, and fhew’d the betrer face. 

Kin. We are deferied , 
They’ mock us now down right, 

Duk. Let us confefs and turnit to a je, 


fad ? 
| Rof. 
pale ? 


S-afick 1 think, coming from Mufcovy. 
Bir. Thus pour the ftars down plagues for perjury. 
Can any face of brafs hold longer out ? 


B fand |, Lady, dart thy skill at me » 


Bruife me with fcorn, confound me with a flout 
Thrutt thy fharp wit quite through my ignorance > 
Cut me to.pieces with thy keen conceit ; 
And 1 will wifh thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Ruffian habit wait. 
O ! never will! truft to fpeeches pen’d, 
Nor to rhe motion of a School-beys tongue, 
Nor never come in vizards to my friend , 
Nor wooe in rime like a blind-harpers fong, 
Taffata phrafes, filken terms precife , 
Three-pil’d Hyperboles, fpruce affeétion 5 
Figures pedantical, thefe fummer flyes, 
Have blown me full of maggot oft¢ntation y 
ido iortweer them, and | here pr teft , 
By this white Glove Chow white the hand God knows) 
“4enceforth my wooing mind fhall be expreft 
In ruTet yeas, and honeft kerfie noes. . 
And to begin Wench, fo God help me law, 
My love to thee is found, fans crack or flawe 
Rof. Sans, Sans, 1 pray you. 
Bir, Yet Thavea trick 
Of the old rage: bear with me, I am fick. 
Ple leave it by degrees: both'let us fee, 
Write Lord have mercy on us, and thofe three, 
They are infeéted, in their hearts it lies, 
They have the plague, and caught itof your eyes : 
Taefe Lords are vifited, you are not free: 
cor the Lords tokens on you both I fee. 
Prin, No, they are free that gave thefe tokens to us. 
Bir. Our ftates are forfeit, feek not to undo us. 
Rof: Iris not fo ; for how can this be true, 
That you ftand forfeit, being thofe that fue. 
Bir. Peace, for I will not have to do. with you. 
Rof. Nor fhall not, if 1 doas I intend, 
Bir. Speak for your felves, my wit is at an end. 
King. Teaci us {weet Madam, 
fion, ome fair excufe. 
Prin. The faireft is confeffion. 
Were you not here but even now difguis’d ? 
Kin. Madam, I was. 
Prin, And were you well advis’d ? 
Kin.| was, fair Madam. 
Prin, When'youthen were here , 
What did you whifper in your Ladies ear ? 


her. 
| Kin. Upon my honour no. 
Prin Peace, peace, forbear : 

Your oath once broke, you force not to forfwear. 
Kin. Defpife me when I break this oath of mine. 
Prin: 1 will, and therefore keepit, Rofaline, 

| What did the Rywfian whilper if your ear ? 
Rof. Madam, he {wore that he did hold me dear 
| As precious eye-fight, and did value me 
' Above this World: adding there moreover, 
\ rhat he would wed me, or elfedie my Lover. 
Priv. God give thee joy of him; the Noble Lord 
Moft honourably doth uphold his word; 
Kin. What mean you Madam? 
' By my life, my troth, 


Love's Labour's loft. 


it never fwore this La 


Prin, Amaz’d my Lord? Why looks your Highnels 


Help hold his brows, he’l {wound : why look you 


for our sude tranfgref- 


Kin. That more than all the world I did refpect her- 
- Pria. When fhe fhall challenge this, you will reject 


ne eee 


my 


—_————— anime i} 
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ly fuch an oath, 
d to confirm it plain, 


Rof. By heaven you did, an 
You gave me this, But take it fir again. 
Kin. My faith and this, to th’ Princefs I 
[knew her by this Jewel on het fleeve. 
Prin. Pardon me fir, this Jewel did fhe wear, 
And Lord Bérone (1 thank him) ts my dear. 
What 2 Will you have me, or your Pearl again ? 
Bir. Neither of cither, | remirboth twain. 
I fee the trick on’c: Here wasa confent, 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
To dah it like a Chriftmafs Comedy. 
Some carry-tale, fome pleafe-man, ome flight Zany, 
Some mumble-news, fome trencher-knight, tome Dick 
That {miles his check inyears an 3 th 
To make my Lady laugh, when fhe 
Told our intents before : which onc 
} The Ladies did change Favours, and 
| Following the figns, woo’d but the fign of the: ' 
‘Now to our perjury, to add more terror, 
We are again forfworn in will and error. 
Much upon this itis: and might not you 
Foreftal our {port, to make us thus untrue? 
Do not you know my Ladies foot byth’ {quare ? 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye? 
And ftand between her back fir, and the fire, 
Holding atrencher, jefting merrily ? 
You put our Page out : go, you are allow’d 
Die when you will, a {mock fhall be your fhrow’d* 
You leer upon me, do you ? There’san eye 
Wounds like a Leaden fword. 
Boy. Full merrily hath this brave manager s this ¢at- 
| reer been run. 
Bir. Lo, heis tilting ftraight. Peace, I have done: 
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Enter Clows. 


Welcome pure wit, thou prat’ft a fair fray: 

Clo.O Lord fir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies fhall comein, of 202 

Bir. What, are there but three? 

Clo, No fir, but it is vara fine, 

For every one purfents three. 

Bir. And three times thriceis nine.’ 

Clo, Not fo fir, under correétion fir, [hope it is not {o,| 
You cannot beg us fir, Ican affure you fir,we know what 
we know: I hope three times thrice fir. 

Bar, Isnot nine. 

Clo, Under correétion fir, we know where-untif it 
doth amount. ’ 

ge ha alwayes took three threes for nine. 

Ch ord fir, it were pity you fhould i 
ving by reckoning fir. en i 
Bir. How much is it ? 
te Lord fir, the parties themfelves, the actors fir 
at eve ee egy it doth amount : for mine own 
» Lam (as they fay,but to perfe& i 
man ) Pompion the cae fir. : pea 

Bir. Art chou one of the Worthies ? 
iz ws pleafed them to think me worthy of Pompey the 

eat: formine own part, I know not 
Worthy, but I am to ftand for fics the SC 

a a os them prepare. Exit. 
as Sg e will turn it finely off fir 5 we will take some 

King. Birone, they will fhame us; 

Let them not approach, me 

Bir. We are fhame-proof, my Lord: ti 
Safes tah >» my Lord: and tis fome 
coi a ave one fhew worfethan the King and his 

ie oe they fhall not come, 

rim. Nay my good Lord. let . : 
That fport beft pleafes, that ach Ti ete you now 5 
Where Zeal ftrives to co ee 
ntent, and the contents 


Dies, 
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gueror : you will be fcrap’d out of the painted cloth for 
this: your Lion that holds the Pollax fitting on a Clofe- 
ftool, will be givento Ajax. He will be theninth Worthy. 
A Conqueror, and afraid to {peak ? Run away for fhame 
eAlifander. There an’e fhall pleafe you: a foolifh mild 
man, an honeft man, look you, andfoon dafh’d. He is 
a marvellous good Neighbour infooth. and a very good 
Bowler: but for Alifander, alasyou fee, how ’tis alittle 
ore-parted. But there are Worthies a coming, will fpeak 
their mind in fome other fort. 
Clo. Stand afide good Pompey. Exit Clo, 
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Dies, in the Zeal of that which it prefents : 
Their form confounded, makes moft form in Mirth, 
When great things labouring perifh in their Birth: 

Bir. Axight defcription of our fport my Lord. 


Enter Braggart. 


Brag. Anointed, I implore fo much expence of thy 
Royal {weet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 

Prin. Doththis man ferve God ? 

Bir. Why ask you ? 

Prin. He {peaks not like aman of God’s making. 

Brag. That’s all one, my fair tweet heney Monarch: 
For | proteft, the Schoolmafter is exceeding fantaftical - 
Too too vain, too too vain. But we will put it (as they 
fav) to Fortuna delaguar. | with you the peace of mind moft 
2oyal Cupplement. 
R King: Here is like to be a good prefence of Worthies ; 
He prefents Hector of Troy, the Swain Pompey the great, 
the Parifh-Curate, Alexander, Armadoes Page Hercules, 
the Pedant Fudas Machabews: And if thefe four Worthiesin 
their firft (hew thrive, thefe Four willchange Habits, and 
prefent the other Five. 

Bir. Theres five in the firt fhew. 

“Kin. Youare deceived, *tis not fo. 

Bir. The Pedant, the Braggart, the Hedge-Prieft, the 

Fool, and the Boy. 

A bare throw at Novum, and the whole World again, 
Cannot prick out five fuch, take each one in’s vain, 
Kin. The Ship is under Sail, and here fhe comes amain. 


Enter Pedant for Judas, and the Boy for Hercules. 


Ped. Great Hercales is prefented by this Imp, 
Whote Club kill’d Cerberus that three-Headed Canm, 
And when he wasa Babe, a Child, a fhrimp, 

Thus did he ftrangle Serpents in his Adama : 

Quoniam, he feemeth in minoritys 

Ergo, 1 come with this Apology. 

Keep fome ftatein thy Exét, and vanifh, Exit Boy. 
Ped Judas I am. 

Dum, A Judas ? 

Ped. Nit Ifcariot Sir. 

Judas J am, yclipped Atachabeus. 

Duw. Fudas, Machabewsclipt, is plain Fadas ? 

Bir. Akiffling Traitor. How art thou prov’d Judas? 

Ped, Judas ] am, 

Dum. The more fhame for you Fada. 

Ped. What mean you fir ? 

Boy. Tomake Fudas hang himfelf. 

Ped, Begin fir, you are my Elder: 

Bir. Well followed, Juda was hang’d on an Elder; 

Ped. | will not be put out of countenance. 

Bir. Becaule thou haft no Face. 

Ped. What is this. 

Boy. A Cittern Head, 

Dum. The head of a Bodkin. 

Bir. A Deaths face ina Ring 

Lon. The face of an old Romancoyn, fcarce feen. 

Boy. The Pummel of Ce/ars Faulchion. 

Dum. The carv’d- bone face on a Flask. 

Bir. St. Georges half Cheek ina brooch. 

Dum. Vand in a brooch of Lead. 

Bir, J, and worn in the Cap of a Tooth drawer, 

And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance. 

Ped. Youhave put me out of countenance. 

Bir. Faille, we have given thee faces. 

Ped, But you have outfac’d them all. 

Bir. And thou wert a Lion we would do fo, 

Boy. Therefore as he is an Afs, let him go: 

And fo adieu fweet Fude. Nay, why doft thou ftay 2 

Dux. For the latter end of his Name. 

Bir. For the Afstothe Fade: give it him. Judas a 
way. 

Ped. This isnot generous, not gentle, not humble, 

Boy. A light for Monfieur Fada, it grows dak he 
may ftumble. 

Prin. Alas poor J4achabews, how hath he been 
baited. 


Enter Pompey. ~ 


Ch. I Pompey am. 

Boy. You lye, youare not he. 

Clo. I Pompey am. 

Boy. With Libbards head on Knee. 

Bir. Well faid old mocker, 
[ muft needs be friends with thee. 

1 Pompey am, Pompey furnam’d the big. 

Du. The Great. 

Clo. Itis great fic : Pompey furnam’d.the great. 
That oft in Field, with Targe and Shield. 

did make my Foe to {weat : 

And travelling along thw coaft, I here am come by chance, 
And lay my Arms before she Legs of thy fweet Lafs of 

France. 
If your Ladyfhip would fay thanks Pompey, Thad done. 

Prin, Great thanks great Pompey. 

Clo. *Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I was perfeét. 
I madea little fault in great. 

Bir, My hat toa Half-penny, Pompey proves the beft 
Worthy. 


Enter Curate, for Alexander, 


Curat. When in the World I liv’d, I was the World's Com- 
mande, 
By Eaft, Weft, North, and South, I [pread my conquering 
Might. 
My S cutcheon plain declares that I am Alifander. 
Boy. Your nofe faies no, youarenot: 
For it ftands too right. 
Bir. Your Nofe {mells no, inthis moft tender fmelling 
Knight. 
Prin. The Conqueror is difmaid - 
Proceed good Alexander. 
(ur. Whenin the World I lived, I was the Worlds Com- 
mander, 
Boy. Moft true, tis right, youwere fo Alifander, 
Bir. Pompey the great. 
Clo, Your Servant aad Coftard. 
Bir. Take away the Conqueror, take away Alifander. 
Clo, O Sir, you have overthrown, Alifander the Con- 


Enter Braggart. 


Bir, Hide thy Head Achilles, here comes Heéor in 
Arms. 

Dum, Tho my mocks come home by me, I will 
now be merry. 

King. Hettor was buta Trojan in refpeét of this, 

Boy. But thisis Hleétor ? 

Kia. 1 think Hector was not fo clean timber’d, 

Lon, His Leg is too big for A: &or- 

Dum. More Calf certain. 

Boy. No; heis beft indued with the fmall- 

Bir. This can’c be Heétor. 

L 3 Dan. 
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| > Dam, Hes a god ora Painter, for he makes faccs. 


Brag. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 


t r 7; ¢ a y 
\ gave Hebter d gift. 


g ie e 
Dum. A giic Nutmeg. 


pir, A Lemon. 
Lon. Stuck with Cloves. 
Dum. No cloven. o 
Braz. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almtgety, 
gave Hektor a gift, the Heir of Illion 5 
‘Aman fo breathed, that certain he would fight : yea 
From Morn till Night, ont of bis Pavillion. 
Lam that Flower. 
Dum. That Mint- 
Long. That Cullambine. 
Brag. Sweet Lord Longavile rein thy Tongue. 
Lon. Ymnuf rather give it the Rein : for it runs againft 
Heétor. 
Dum. 1, and Aeftor’s a Grey-hound. 
Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and retten, 
Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried : 
But 1 will forward with my device 5 
Sweet Royalty beftow on me the fence of Hearing. 


Birone fteps forth. 
Prin. Speak brave Heé#or, we are much delighted. 
Brag. 1 do adore thy tweet Graces flipper. 
Boy. Loves here by the foot. 
Dum. He may not by the Yard. 
Brag. This Hettor far furmounted Hanniball. 


The party 1s gone, 
Clo. Flow Heétor , the is gone 5 fhe is two Months on 
her way. 
Brag. What meaneft thou? 
Clow. Faithualefs you play the honeft Trojan , the poor 


Wench is caft away : fhe’s quick, the Child brags in her 


belly already : “tis yoUrs- 

Brag. Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates? 
Thou fhalt die. 

Clo. Then thall Hector be whipt for Faquenetta that is 
quick by him; and hang’d for Pompey, that is dead by 
him. 

Dum. Moft rare Pompey. 

Boy. Renowned Pompey. 

Bir. Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey : 
Pompey the Huge, 

Dum. Heétor trembles: 

Bir, Pompey is moved, more Atees, more Atees ftir 
chem or ftir chem on. 

Dum. Heétor will Challenge him. 

Bir. 1, ifa have nomore mans blood in’s belly, than will 
{up a Flea. 

Brag. By the North-pole] do Challenge thee, 

Cle. Lwill not fightwitha Pole like a Northern man 5 
vie flath, Ple doit by the Sword: I pray you let me bor- 
row my Arms again. 

Dum. Room for the incenfed Worthies. 

Clo. Vie do it in my Shirt. 

Dum, Mok refolute Pompey. 

Pag. Mater, let me take you a button-hole lower. 

Do you not fee Pompey is uncaling for the Combat : what 
mean you? you willlote your Reputation. | 

Brig. Gentlemen and Soldiers pardon me, I will not 


‘Combate in my Shirt. 


Du. Youmay not deny tt, Pompey hath made the chal- 
lenge, 

Braz. Sweetbloods, I bothmay, and will. 

Bir, What reafon have you fort? 

Bra, The naked truth of itis, Ihave no Shirt, 

Igo woolward for Panance. 

Boy. True, and it was enjoyned him in ‘R pme for ‘want 
of Linnen: fince when, Vte be fworn he wore none, but 
a Dithclout of Faquencttaes, and that he wears next his 
Heart for a favour. 
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Enter a Meffenger, Monfienr Marcade. 


Mar. God fave you Madam. j 

Prin. Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupteft 
our merriment. ae 

Mare. 1 am{orry Madam, for the news I bring is heavy 
ininmy Tongue. ‘The King your Father. 

Prin, Dead for my life. 

Mar. Even fo: My tale is told. 2" 

Bir. Worthies away, the Scene begins to Cloud, 

Bra, For mine own part, I breathe free Breath: I have} 
feen the day of wrong, through the little hole of Difcre- 
tion, and I will right my felf like a Soldier. 

Exeunt Worthies. 

Kin. How fare’s your Majefty ? 

Prin. Boyet prepare, I will away to night, 

Kin. Madam not fo, I do befeech you ftay. 

Prin. Prepare I fay. 1 thank you gracious Lords 
For all your fair endeavours and entreats - 

Out of a new fad-foul, that you vouchfafe, 
inyour rich Wifdom to excufe or hide, 

The liberal oppofition of our {pirits, 

If over-boldly we have born our felves, 

In theconverie of breath (your gentlenefs 
Was guilty of it.) Farewel worthy Lord: 
An heavy heart bears not an humble Tongue. 
Excufe me fo, coming fo fhort of thanks, 
For my great fuit fo eafily obtain’d. 

Kin, The extream parts of time, extreamly forms 
All caufes to the purpofe of his fpeed 
And oftenat his very loofe decides 
That, which long procefs of time could not arbitrate. 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the {miling courtefic of Love 5 
The holy fuit which fain it would convinces 
Yet fince Love’s Argument was firft on foot, 

Letnot the cloud of Sorrow juftle it 

From what it purpofed : fince to wail friends loft, 
{snot by much fo wholefome profitable, 

As torejoice at friends but newly found. 

Pria. L-underftand you not, my griefs are double, 

Bir. Honeft plain words; beft pierce the cares of grief, 
And by thefe badges underftand the King, 

For your fair fakes have we neglected time, 

Play’d foul play with our oaths: your beauty Ladies 
Hath much deformed us, fafhioning our humours 
Even to the oppofed end of our intents. 

And what in us hath feem’d ridiculous , 

As Love is fall of unbefitting ftrains, 

All wanton asa child, skipping and vain. 

Form’d by the Eye, and therefore like the Eye, 

Full of ftraying fhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in Subjeéts as the Eye doth row), 

To every varied obje€ in his glance : 

Which party-coated, prefence of loofe Love 

Put on by us, if in your heavenly eyes, 

Have misbecom’d our oaths and Pravities , 

Thofe heavenly eyes that look into thefe faults, 
Suggefted us to make: therefore Ladies 

Our Love being yours, the Errour that Love makes 
Islikewife yours, We to our felves prove falfe 

By being once falfe, for ever to be true : 

To thofe that make ushoth, fair Ladies you 

And even that falfhood in it felf a Sin sae 
ee felf, and turnsto grace, 

rin. We have receiv’d your aves: 

Your feveue;: he ieee yr. full of Love: 
And in our Maiden Council rated them 

At courtfhip, pleafant jeft, and courtefie 

As bumbaft, and as lining to the time : + 

But more devout than thele are our refpeéts 


Have we not been, and theref 


: ore met you ' 
In their own‘fathion, like a Mierintenrs r Loves 


att 


‘3 


Love: 


_— 


: nn ane enn nn nnE SEI SnNINTD EnnnIIEIE IEE sn eee inaae annnmneinenetiiesteirsnsieienesmpenenemnntsenteeeenenseententenssminaianenss 


Long. So did our looks. : 

Rofa. Wedid not coat them fo 

King, Now at the lateft Minute of the Hour; 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin. A time methinks too (hort, 

To make a World-with-out end bergain in 5 
No, no, my Lord, your Grace is perjur’d much, 
Full of dear guiltinefs, and therefore this: 
If for my Love (:s there is no fuch caufe) 
You willdo ought, this fhall you do forme, 
Your Oath I will not traf : but go with {peed 
To fome forlorn and naked Hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleafures of the World : 
There ftay, until the Twelve Celeftial Signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 

| If this auftere infociable life, 

Change not your offer made in heat of Blood - 

11€ Frofis, and Fafts, hard Lodging, and thin Weeds 

Nip not the gaudy bloffoms of your Love, 

But that it bear this trial, and laft love: 

Then at the expiration of the year, 

‘Come challenge me, challenge by thefe Deferts, 

And by this Virgin palm, now kifling thine, 

I will be thine ; and till that inftant thut 

My wofulfelf up in a mourning houle, 

Raining the Tcers of Lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

if this thou do deny, fet our hands part, 

Neither intituled in the others heart. 

King. \f this, or more than this, I would deny, 
To flatter up thefe powers of mine with reft, 

The fudden hand of death clofe up mine eye : 

Hence ever then , my Heartis in thy Breaft. 

Bir. And what tomy Love? and what to me? 

Rof. You mutt be purged too, your Sins are rack’d, 
You are attaint with fault and Perjury : 

Therefore if youmy favour mean to get, 

A Twelve: month fhalfyou fpend, and never reft, 

But feck the weary beds of people fick. 

Dum, But whattome my Love? but whatto me? 

Kat. A Wife, a Beard, fair Healch and Honefty ; 
With three-foldlove, i wifh you all thefe three. 

Dum, Othall fay, i thank you gentle. Wife ? 

Kat. Not fomy Lord, a Twelve-month and a day, 
Ple mark ne words that {mooth-fac’d Wooers fay: 
Come when the King doth to my Lady come ¢ 
Thenif I have much love, Ile give you fume. 

Duw. V'le ferve thee true and faithfully till then. 

Kath. Yet fwear not, leaft ye be fotfworn agen. 

Long. What fays Marsa ? 

Mavi. At the Twelvc-months end, 

Ple change my black Gown, for a faithful Friend: 

} Son, I’le ftay with patience: but the time is long: 
Mari. The liker you,“few taller ar fo young. 
Bir. Studies my Lady? Miftrefs, look on me, 

Behold the Window of my Heart, mine Eye: » 

What humble Suit attends thy anfwer there, 

Impofe fomefervice on me for my Love. 

Rofa. Ofthave I heard of you my Lord Bérone, 
Before I faw you : and the Worlds large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man repleat with mocks, 

Full of comparifons, and wounding flouts, 

Which you on all Eftates will execute, 

That lye within the mercy of your Wit, 

To weed this Wormwood from your fruitful brain, 

And therewithal to win me, if you pleate, : 

Without the which I am not to be won ; 

You fhall this Fwelve-month term from day to day, 

Vifit rhe {peechlefs Sick, and ftilf converfe 

} With groaning wretches: and your task fhall be; 

With all the fierce endeavour of your Wit, 

To enforce this pained impotent to fmile. 
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Da, Our Letters Madam, thew’d much more than jeft. ) It cannot be, it is impoffidle: 


Bir. To move wild laughter in the throat of Death ? 


a 


Mirth cannot move a Soul in Agony. 
Rofa. Why that’s the way to choak a gibing (pirit, 
Whote influence is begot of that loofe grace, 
Which fhetlow laughing hearers give to Fools : 
A jefts proiperity, fies in the Ear 
Of him that hears it, nevér in the Tongue 
Of him that makes it: then, if fickly ears, 
Deaft with the clamours of their own dear groans, 
, Will hear your idle‘feorhs 5 continue then, 
And J will have you, and that jault withal ; 
But if they will not, throw away that Spirit, 
And I fhall fine you empty of that faulr, 
Right joyful of your Reformation. 
Bir. A-‘Twelve month ? We!!, befall what will befall, 
le jeft a Twelve-month in an Hoipiral 
Prin. \, {weet wy Lord, and-fo I take my leave: 
King, No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 
Bir. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play * 
Jack hath not Jill - thefe Ladies courtefie 
Might well have made our {port a Comedy. 
King. Come fir, it wants a Twelve-month and a day, 
And then twill end. 
Bir. That’stoolongfora Play. 


Enter Braggart. 


Brag. Sweet Majefty vouchfafe me. 

Prin, Was not that Heétor ? 

Dum, The worthy Knight of Troy: 

Brag. 1 wiilkify chy Royal Finger, and take leave. 
[ama Votary, I have vow'd to faquenetta to hold the 
Plough for her {weet love three years. But moft efteemed 
sreatne(s, will you hear the Dialoguethat che two Learn- 
ed men have complied, in praife of the Owl and the 
Cuckow ? It fhoufd have followed in the end of our 
Shew. 

Kix. Call them forth quickly, we willdo fo« 

Brag: Halla, Approach: 


Enter all. 


This fide is Hiems, Winter. 
This, Ver, theSpring: the one maintained by the Owl, 
The other by the Cuckow. 
Ver, begin. 
The Song, 


Whin Dafies pied, and Violets blew, 
AndCuckow-iuds of yellow bne : 

And Lady Smocks all Silver white, 

Do paint the Medows with delight, 

The Cuckow then om every Tree 

Mocks Married men 5 for thus Sings he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : Oword of fear, 
Unpleafing toa Marrsed Ear. 


When Shepherds Pipe on Oaten Straws, 

And merry Larks are Ploughmens Clocks 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, 
And maidens bleach their Summer Smocks «, 
The Cuckow then on every Tree 

Mocks married men, for thus Sings be, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of fear, 
Unpleafing toa Married Ear, 


Winter. 


When Hickles bang by the Wall, 
And Dick the Shepheard blows his Nail ; 
And Tom bears Logsinto the Hall, ; 
And Milk comes frozen home in Pail + 
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When blood is nspts and wayes be foul, 


Then nightly fings the flaring Owle 
Tn-cobit, to-who- 
notes 


Jone doth 


eA merry 
While greafie keel the pot. 
When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 


Ana Birds [it brooding in the Snow, 
“And Martians Nofe looks red and raw : 


| 
And coffing drowns the parfous Saw : | 


When rofted Crabs hifs in the bowt, 
Then nightly fings the flaring Owle, 
Tu-whit, to- who . 

eA merry note, 


VV bile greafie Jone doth keel the pot. 


e 


Brag. The words of Mercury 
Are harfh after the Songs of Apollo : 
You that way ; we this way. 
Exeunt ommttes, 


Viidftummers nights Dream. 


mann cs 


Actus Primus. 


Bee ne ee eS a ae 
Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, with others. 


The fens. 
Sse Ow fair Hippolita, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace : four happy dayes 
Ke bringin how flow 
Another Moon: but oh, me thinks, 
This old Moon wanes? She lingers my 
defires 
S Like toa ftep-dame ora Dowager » 
WWD Long withering out a young manste- 
(venue. 
Hip. Four dayes will quickly fteep themfelves in nights, 
‘Four nights will quickly dream away the time: 
And then the Moon, like to a filver bow, 
Now bent in heaven, fhall behold the night 
Of our folemnities. 
The. Go Philofirate, 
Stir up the e4themian youth to merriments, 
Awake the pert and nimble fpirit of mirth, 
Turn melancholly forthto Funerals: 
The pale companion ts not for our pomp. 
Hippolita, | wood thee with my fword, 
And won thy love, doing thee injuries : 
aut | will wed theein another key, 
| With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 


Enter Egeus and his daughter Hermia, Ly[ander, 
and Demetrins. 
Ege. Happy be Thefexs, our renowned Duke. 
The. Thanks good Egeus : what’s the news with thee ? 
Ege. Full of vexation, come J, with complaint 
Againf my child, my daughter Herma. 


Stand forth Demetrius. 


Mv Noble Lord, | 
This man hath my confent to marry her. 


Stand forth Lyfander. 
And my gracious Duke, 
This hath bewitch’d the bofome of my child - 
Thou, theu Lyfander, thou haft given her rimes, 
And inret -ang’d love-token with my child : 


a enn 


Thou haft by Moon-light. at her window fung, 
With faining voice, verfes of faining love, 

And ftoln the impreffion of her fantafie, 

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds conce its, 
Knacks, trifles, Nofegayes, fweet-meats( meflengers 
Of ftrong prevailment in unhardned youth ) 

With cunning haft thou filch’d my daughters heart, 
Turn’d her obedience ( which is due to me ) 

Ts ftubborn harfhnefs. And my gracious Duke, 

Be it fo fhe will not here before your Grace, 
Confent to marry with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient priviledge of Athens, 

As fhe ismine,I may difpofe of her ; 

Which fhall be either to this Gentleman, 

Or to her death, according to our Law, 
Immediatley provided in that cafe. 

‘The. What fay you Hermia? be advis’d fair Maid 
To you your Father fhould be as a God 5 
One that compos’d your beauties 5 yea,and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted: and within his power 
To leave the figure, or distigure it : ‘ 
Demetrinsisa worthy Gentleman. 

Her. So is Lyfander. 

The. : himielf he is. 

But in this kind, wanting your F i 
The other. muft be held BY mai we 

Her. }would my Father look’d but with my eyes. 

The. Rather your eyes muft with his judgement look 

Her. | do intreat your Grace to pardon me x 
I know not by what power I ammade bold : 

Nor how it may concern my modefty 
In fuch a prefence here to plead my thoughts : 
But I befeech your Grace, that Imay know ; 
The worft that may befall me in this cafe 
If] — to wed Demetrins : 

The. Either to die tl : 

For ee ihe nc ime eas or to abjure 

ierefore fair Hermia queftion : 

Know of your youth, andes cart par 
Whether Cifyou yield not to your Fathers h i 
Youcan endure the livery ofa Nun cage 
For aye tobein fhady Cloifter mci "4 
Tolivea barren fifter‘all your life ne 

2 


Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitlefs Moon 
2 
Thrice’ 


i 


hy 


{oak 


—— 


Thrice bleffed they that matter fo their Blood, 
To undergo fuch Maiden Pilgrimage. 
But earthlier happy is the Rote diftill’d, 
Than that which Ae he on the virgin thorn, 
Grows, Lives, and Dies, in fingle bleffednefs, 
Her. So will | grow, fo live, fo die, my Lord, 
Ere [ will yield my virgin Patent up 
Uato his Lordfhip, to whofe unwilhd yoak, 
My foul confents not to giveloveraignty. 
The. Take time to pauie, and by the next New Moon, 
The fealing day betwixt my Love and ime, 
For everlafting bond of fellowthip. 
Upon that day-cither prepare to Cie, 
For difobedience to your Fathers will, 
Or elfe to wed Demetrius ashe would, 
Or on Dianaes Altar to. proteft 
For aye, aufterity and fingle life. 
Dem, Relent {weet Hermia, and Lyfander, yield 


} Thy crazed title to my certain right. 


Lyf. Youhave her Fathers Love, Demetrins : 
Let me have Hermiaes: do you marry him. 

Egeus. Scornful Lyfander : true, he hathmy Love; 

And what is mine, my Love fhall render him. 

And fhe is mine, and all my rightof her 

Ido eftate unto Demetrius. | 
Lyf. 1 am my Lord, as well deriv’d as he, 

As well poffeft: my Love ismore than his ; 

My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d 

(If not with vantage ) as Demetrius : 

And( whichis more than all thefe boafts can be } 

lambelov’d of beauteous Hermia, 

Why fhould not I then profecute my right 2 

Demetrius, Tle avouch it to his head, 

Made Love to Nedars Daughter, Helena, 

And won her foul: and fhe( fweet Lady ) dotes, 

Devoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry , 

Upon this {potted and inconftant man. 

The. | mutt confets, that [have heard fo much, 
And with Demetrins thought to have {poke thereof: 
Bur being over-full of felf-affairs, 

My mind did lofe it. But Demetrins come, 
And come Egeus, you fhall go with me, 

I have fome private {chooling for you both. 
For you fair Hermia, look you arm your felf, 
To fit your fancies to your Fathers will ; 

Or elfethe Law of Athens yields you up 

( Which by no means we may extenuate ) 
To death, or to a vow of finglelife, 

Come my Hippolita, what cheer my Love ? 
Demetrins and Egeus go along : 

I muftemploy you in fome bufinefs 

Againft our nuptials, and confer with you 

Of fomething nearly that concerns your felves. 

Ege. With duty and defire we follow you. 

an Manet Lyfander and Hermia. 

Ly. How now my Love ? VVhy is your cheek fo pale ? 
How chance the Rofes there do fade fo faft ? 

Her. Belike for want of Rain, which I could well 
Beteem them from the tempeft of mine eyes. 

Ly/. Hermia, for ought that ever I could Read, 
Could ever hear by Tale or Hiftory, 

The courfe of true love never did run fmooth, 
But either it was different in blood. 

Her. Ocrofs ! too high to be enthrall’d tolove. 

Lyf. Or elfe mifgr iffed, in refpeé of years, 

Her.O {pight ! 100 old to be engag’d too young, 

Lyf. Or elle it ftood upon the choice of Merir. 

Her, Ohell! to choofe love by anothers eye. 

Lyf. Or if there were a fympathy in choice, 
VVar, death, or ficknefs, did lay fiege to it 5 
Making it momentary, asa found : 

Swift as a fhadow, fhort as any dream, 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That ( in afpleen ) unfolds both heaven and earth 5 


Exeunt. 
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And ere aman hath power to fay, behold, 
The jaws of darknefs to devour it up, 
So quick bright things come to confufion. 
Her, If then true Lovers have been ever croft; 
It ftands asan Ediétin deftiny! 
Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Becaute it is a cuftomary crofs, 
As due to Love, as thoughts, and dresms, and fighs, 
VWVithes and Tears, poor Fancies followers. 
Lyf. A good periwafion ; therefore hear me Hermia, 
I have a VVidow Aunt, a Dowager, 
Of great revenue, and fhe hath no Child: 
From Athens is her houfe remov’d {even leagues, 
And fhe refpe&ts me as her only Son: 
There gentle Hermia, may i marry thee, 
And to that place, the fharp Athenian Law 
Cannot purfue us, . If thou lov7it me, then 
Steal forth thy Fathers houfe to morrow night : 
And in the VVood, a League without the Town, 
(VVhere I did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do obfervance for a morn of May) 
There will I ftay for thee. 
Her, My good Lyfander, 
I {wear to thee, by Cupid’s ftrongeft bow, 
By his beft arrow with the golden head, 
By the fimplicity of Venus Doves, 
By that which knitteth fouls, and profpers love, 
And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage Queen, 
VVhen the falfe Trojan under fail was feen, : 
By all che vows that ever men have broke, 
( In number more than ever women {poke ) 
In that fame place thou haft appointed me, 
To morrow truly will Imeet with thee. 
- Lyf. Keep promife Love : look here comes Helena, 


Enter Helena. 


fler. God {peed fair Helena, whither away ? 

Hef, Call you me fait ? that fair again unfay, 
Demetrins loves you fair: O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are load-ftars, and your tongues {weet ayr 
More tuneable then Lark-to Shepherds ear, 
VVhen VVheat is green, when Haw thorn Buds appear. 
Sicknefs is catching: O were favour fo, 
Your wordsI'de catch, fair Hermie ere Igo, 
My ear fhould catch your voixe, my eye, your eye, 
My tongue fhould catch your tongues fweet melody. 
VVere the VVorld mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The reft V'le give to be to you tranflated. 
O teach me how you look, and with what art 


| You {way the motion of Demetrius heart. 


Her, | frown upog him, yet he loves me ftill. 
Hel, O that your frowns would teach my {miles fuch 
Her, | give him curfes, yet he gives me love. 
Hel. O that my prayers could fuch affeétion move. 
Her, The more I hate, the more he follows me: 
Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 
Her, His folly Heleva is none of mine. (mine. 
Hel, None but your beauty, would that fault were 
Her, ‘Yake comfort: he no more fhall fee my face, 

Lyfander and my felf will fly this place; 

Before the time] did Lyfander fee, 

Seem’d Athens like a paradife to me. 

O then, what graces in my Love do dwell, 

That he hath turn’da Heaven into Hell? 
Ly. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold, 

To morrow night when Phabe doth behold 

Her filver vifage inthe watry glafs, 

Decking with liquid pearl, the bladed grafs 


| CA time that Lovers flights doth ftill coneeal ) 


Through Athens gate, have we devii'd to fteal, 
Her. And inthe wood, where often youand I, 

Upon faint Primrofe beds were wont to lye, 

Emptying our bofomes at their counfel {well'd ; 


There 


ern 


(skill. f 


ee 


ee 


f A Midfummers 


Nights Dream. CTF 


felf fhall meet, 

away our eyes, 

ange companions; 
pray thou for Us, 


‘ Yoonetras 
y Demetris. 


ny Eermia. Helena adieu, 


; BK Pook ir TAN 
., Demetrins Cotes on YOr- 


E: 
} £ a %>s ntherfome can he ? 
sappy fome, ore otherieme Call ve. 
| . f ac *neé 
am thought as fair as thc. 


Dimerrins thinks not! 
} ii hurt dath know 
what all, bur he doth Know, 


sting on Hlermides CYes3 


i ing no quantity, 

to form and dignity, 

-¢. but with the minde, 
nctd Cupid painted blind. 

{of any judgment tafte : 


ire, unheedy haft. 

is Love faid to be aChild 

ice he often is beguil’d, 

vs themfelves in game forfwear 5 
is perjurdevery where, 

ius loukt on Hermiaes eyn, 

fat he was only mine. 

[ul fome heat from Hermia felt, 
and {howres of oaths did melt. 

m of fair Fermiaes flight : 

Tood will he tomorrow night 

and for his intelligence, 

nankseit isa dear expence = 

,} to enrich my pain, 

ght thither, and back again. 


. Ouince the Carpenter, Snag the Foyner, Bottom the 


c EAS Se . ae 
and Starveling the F aylor. 


Ou, Is a'l our company here ? 
You were belt to call them generally, 
ding tothe ferip, 


ey 


; 


ne Duke at 


thof Pyramus and Thisby. 
Rut d piece of work 1 aflure you, and a 
merry. Now good Peter Quince, call forth your Actors 

| by the fcrowl. Mafters fpread your felves. 
Quince. Antwer as I call_ you. Wick Bottom the 


muse 


pot. What isPyramus, 


Love. 


Ait 

epile 
F 
i 


t 
from far, and make and 


(rere ara EN 


E it Ly [a 4 


lute the Bellows-mender, Snowt the Tinker, 


man by 


hich is 


& 

cre is the fcrowl of every mans name, W 
Git through all Arhens, to play in our Enterlude 
ad the Dutchefs, on his wedding day 


Bot, Firkt, good Peter Quince, fay what the Play 
creats on; then Read the Names of the Aétors ; and fo 


y is the moft lamentable Comedy, 


Bott.m. Ready: name what part Tam for, and pro- 
You Wick nottom are fet down for Pyra- 


a Lover, or 2 Tyrant ? 
Suince, A Lover that kills himfelf moft gallantly for 


Rot. Phat will ask fome tears in the true perform- 
€ it: if Pdoit,let the audience look to their eyes 5 


ing o 

ai 6 a , n 

1 will move ftorms > t will condole in fome meafure. 
To the ref yet, my chief humour is for a Tyrant; I could 


| was lofty. Now name the refi of the 
is Ercles vein, a Tyrants vein : 
ling. 
Duin. 
Flu. Bere Peter Quince. 
Qu. You muft take Thisbie on you. 
Fix, What is Thisbie, a wandring Knight ? 
Qu. itis the Lady that Pyramus muit Love. 
Flu. Nay faith, let not me play a woman, 
Beard coming. 


gan ee saa UM sass eader 
Francis Flate the Bellows-smencer. 


| you may fpeak as fina'l as you will. 
Bot. And I may hide my face, let.me pla 


too ; W’le fpeak ina toonftrous little voice, 


Lady dear. 


Thisbie. 
Bot.. Welf, proceed: 
Qu. Robin Starveling, the Taylor. 
Star. Here Peter Quince. 


Quince. Robin Starveling, you mut play Thisbies 


Mother ? 
Tom Snowt, the Tinker. 
Snowt. Here Peter Quince. 


Qu. You Pyramus fathers my felf, Thisbies fathers | 
Sung, the Joyner, you the Lyons part; and I hope there 


is a Play fitted. 


Snug. Have you the Lyons part written? pray you if 


it be, give itme, for 1am flowof ftudy. 


Qu. You may do it Extempore, for it isnothing but 


roaring, 


Bot. Let me play the Lyon too, 1 will roar, 


will do any mans heart good to hear me. f 
| that I will make the Duke fay, Let him roar 
|him roar agains 


Exit. 


fhrike, and that were enough to hang us all. 


Players. 


Quin. No no, you muft play Pyramus ; and Flare you 


Qu, If you fhould do it too terribly, you would 
fright the Dutchefs and the Ladies, that they would 


Alt, That would hang us every mothers fon. 
Bottome. 1 grant you friend, if that you fhould 
fright the Ladies out of their Wits , they 


This 


4 


a Lover is more condo- 


I have a 


Qu, That’s all one, you fhall play it ina Mask, ang 


y Thisbie 
Thifne, Thif- 


| we, ah Pyramus my lover deat, thy Thisbie dear, and 


that I 
will soar, 
again, let 


would 


have no more diferetion but to hang us: but! willag- 


Nightingal. 


gravate my voice fo , that I will roar you as gently 
as any fucking Dove; 1 will roar and "twere any 


uince. You can play no part but Pyramus,for Pyra- 
mus is a {weet-fac’d man, a proper man as one ‘fhall fee 


in a fummers day; a moft lovely Gentleman-like-man, 


therefore you muft needs play Pyrawus. 


beft to play it in ? 
Quin Why, what you will. 


Bot, 1 will difcharge it, in either your ftraw-colour 
beard,} your orange-tawny beard, your purple in grain 
beard, or your French-crowm colour’d beard, your per- 


‘feet yellow. 


Quin. At the Dukes oak we meet. 
But. Enough, hold or cut bow-ftrings. 


olay Ercles rarely, or a part totear a Cat in, to make all 
it to raging Rocks, and fhivering Shocks fhall break 
he Locks of Prifon Gates, and Phibbus carre fhall fhine 
mar the foolifh Fates. This | 


Bot. Well, Iwill undertake it. What Beard were I 


Quin. Some of your French-Crowns have no hait 
at all, and then you will play bare-fac’ds But matters here 
are your parts, and I am to entreat you, requeft you, and 
defire you, to con them’by to morrow night: and meet 
me in the palace wood, a mile without the Town by 
Moon-light, there we will rehearfe : for if we meet in the 
City, we fhall be dog’d with company, and our devices 
known. In the mean time, | will draw 2 Bill of proper- 
ties, fuch as our Play wants. [ pray you fail me det : 

Bot. We will meet, and there we may rehearfe more 
obfcenely and courageoufly. Take pain, be perfedt, adieu. 


Exeunt. 
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Actus Secundus. 


Hi 


ae and 
Rovin Goeoa- 


Enter a 
wer A 


airte at one door, an 
fellow at another. 

wks How now fpirit, whit 
over Cale 


Fat. Over ale 


>» OVer 


Over park 


{do wand 


And I ferve 
‘dake G zowll ps tall, 
as th eir gold spats {po 


va pals tPA 

Farewel thou Lob’ o {pirits 

Our Queen and all her re 

Rob. Tt here to night, 

zr ight, 
For 

Dec HE 

A lovely boy ftoln from ant King, 

She never had fo {weet ach 4, 

And je alous Oberon would h: : 

i ry 


( per-force ) vith 

Crowns him with flowers 

And now they never meee it 

By fountain clear, or {pat i ft 

But they do ia that all their Elves fe for eae 

Creep into Acorn cups and hide the 
Fai. Either 1 miftake your fhape and faking quite, 

Or elfe you are that fhrew’d and knavifh {pirit 

Cal’d Robin Good -felow. Are ‘you iot he, 

That fright the maidens of the Vil gree 

Skim milk, and fometimes la boat in the Q Juetn, 


And bootiefa make the breathlefs h chern, 
And fometime make the drink to | barme 


Miflead f 
Choft that 
You do the ork 
et seth he : 
Rob. Thou fpeak 
lam that merry wa 
I jeft to Orberon, ne mak 
When La fat an rf 
Neighing in-ikenefs like a filly foal, 
And fometimes lurk lin a Goffips bowl, 
In very likenefS of a roafted crab: ad 
And when fhe drinks, ag gaint her lips Tbob, 
And on her withered dew! op pour the Ale. 
The wifeft Aunt telling the taddeft 
Sometime for three-foct ftool, 
Then flip I from her bum, down tope 
And tailour cries, and fails into a coffe 
And then the whole quire | Lips 
xen in their: and-neeze, and {wear, 
A merrier hour was never wafted there. 
But room Fairy, here comes Oberon. 
Fai, And here my Miftrefs : 
Would that we were gone. 


err War 


re n¢ 
a a 


Sasieili Gad 


And wa 


Enter King of Fairies at one doo 


the Queen at ar 


witb bis trait, and 
other Wi th ker Ss. 


Od. Ill met by Moon-li 
Proud Titania. 
Qu. What, jealous Oberon? Fairy skip hence 


Ob. Tarry ra os nton 

Qu. Then I muft be 
When thou waft lace away | 
And inthe fhape of Corim,fat all da 
Playing on pipes of Corn, a 


a 


To amorous Phillida, 
Come from th ¢ farchi 


But tha t forfaot 
Your buskin’ 


> ae ry 7 
my credit, motte Eat? ta? 


Cj eus ? 


+A¢himmerina vr 
ihe ring 


oS 


tenia, aa he ravill 
im w ith f fair Eagles bres 
iadne, and Artiopa ? 


a C5 
lince pring; 

, 
ind, 


eis ee 
2 to us in Vail 
luck*d up from the fea 


Whicn fallingan- che land, 


nan loft his iweat, andthe ¢ 
Hat h rotted, ere his youth.atnain’c 
‘ The fold ftand is empty nthe drowned! eld, 
And Crows are fatted with theimurrion flock, 
. The Nineen en-eartis is, fill’d bp with mud, 
And he q 1eint Mazesin the wanton gre 
For lack of tread areundiftirigyu 
The humane mortals. want their winter her: 
No night is now with hymn or:carol ble ; 
Therefore the Mioon (the governets of, flouds ) 
| Pale in her ange ry wathes ais the air ¢ 
i i ¢ {es do abaund 5 

iis dift mper scores we fee 
ter ; hoary. head 
Lf f. the 
ld Aye nschin and Icy crowr 
Ch aplet of tw eet Summer. buds 


en; 


crim 


tC. i he Spr if 
nn. an ory Wi 


ies. df i the 


W & vows not whic h is abated : 


SENy OF .eVih Comes 
from our diflentio 
sand original. 


<4 
Ob. Do you amend it then, it lies in you, 


ou = Titania crofs her Orberen 
ga little changeling boy, 


rt p 
poles 


my tenchmans 

Qu. § oct your heart at ré ft, 

The Fairy-land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a Votrefs of my Order, 

And io the fpiced Jadian air by night 

Full often fhe hath goffipt by my fide, 

And fat with me on Neptunes yellow fands, 

| Marking th’embarked traders of the flood, 
When we laucht to fee the fails conceive, 

And grow big bellied with the wanton wind; 
Which fhe with pretty and with {wimming gate. 


Following (her womb then rich with my young {quire ) 


Would imitate, and fail upon the Land, 
To fetch me trifles and return again, 


sore fort duel aad F As from’a voyage rich with merchandize, 

aye : v4 is Ad - F - uv . . 

Enave fortword mis bed and comp ab But fhe being mortal of that boy did dye, 
ER geo ES Se ee 


—————— 


ee 
ae ee 


erm i 
cn a tt RS 


| 


ce PA A NE TO AE EOC IAI LCE SE ECT CE A A ORT ———EEE 


as 
ee oo 


‘ 


a 


ee Ne aetna Sa gee Sa a P wm 43 
1134 A Midjuiamers Nights Dream 
| a4 fae, teks ee aa 
| ad dotréasup her boy, Ue me but as your Spaniel , {purn me, ftrike me 
| snd ce | will not part with him. | Negleé&t me, lole me 5 only give me leave 

‘Ob How | ne within his Wood intend you ftay ? (Unworthy as lam) to follow you. : 
| Ox. Perchance till after Thefeus Wedding-day. What worler pace ae ARSE at tne de 
| TE yo , will paticatly dancein our Round, (And yqus Sep | nies Fe pe 3 ith me) 
| And fee our Moon-light Revels, go with us 5 Than to be ule asyou C9, ete oB 4 ah 
lif not, fhunme and 1 will {pare your haunts. Dem, Tempt not too muc t cet of my Spirit, 
| Ob. Give me that boy, andl will go with thee. For I am fick when H do look hii ee. E 
) Ox. Notfer thy Fairy Kingdom, Fairies away + Hel. Ana Jam fick when | look “ipé.As YOrs 
\ W = all chide down right, If | longer fay. Exeunt. Dem. You do impeach your modelty too much, 

>» Well, go thy way: thou fhalt not from this grove, | To leave the City, and commit your (elf 

Lin Tg, ines t thee for this Injury. | Into the hands of one that loves you NOty 
My genth To truft the opportunity of Night, 


; sentle Pack come. hither 5 thou remembreft 
Since L fat vpon.a promontory, 
And heard aMear-maid ona Do!pnins back, 
| Littering fuch Dulcet and Harmosious breath 
| That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song, 
A dly from their Spheats, 
To 
Pu. | remember. ; 
Ob. ‘That very time] fay ( but thou could’ft not ) 
Fiying between the cold Moon and the Earth, 
Cupid all arm'd ; 
I 
| 


d certain Stars 
t 


1ear the o¢ca-m 


a certain aim he took 
Ata fair Veltal, Throned by the 72/t, 
And loos’d his Love-fhaft fmartly from his Bow, 
As it would pierce. ahundred thoufand hearts, 
But | might fee young Cupids fiery fhafe 
Quench in the chaft beams of the watry Moon 5 
And the Imperial Votrefs paffed on, 
in Maiden meditation, fancy-free. 
| Vet mark’d I where the bolt of (wpid fell, 
It fell upon a little Wefterz Flower: 
Before, Milk-white : now purple withloves wound, 
And maidens callit, Love in Idlenefs. 
Fetch me that Flower 3 the Herb I fhew’d thee onces 
The juice of it, on flzeping Eye-lids laid, 
Will make a Manor Woman'madly dote 
| Upon the next live Creature that it fees. 
lEetch me this herky and bethou here again, 
Ere the Leviathan can {wim a league. 


Exit. 

| Ob. Having once this juice, 
\ ie watch Titania, when fhe is afleep, 
| And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : i 
| The next thing when fhe waking looks upon, 
| B:iton Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bull, 
| On med!ing Monkey, or on bufy Ape) 

She fhall purfue it, with the Soul of Love. 
| and ere take this Charm off from her fight, 
\¢ Ast can take it with another herb) 
| \?lc make her render up her Page to me. 
lput who comes here ? 1am invifible, 

And ] will over-hear their conference. 


Enter Demetrius, Helena folowing him. 


Dem. I love theenot, therefore purfue me not. 
Where is Lyfander, and fair Hermta ? 
The one I’e ftay, the other ftayeth me. 
Thou told’it me they were ftoln into this wood ; 
And here aml, and wood within this wood, 
B caufe I cannot meet my Herma. 
| Hence get thee gone, and follow me no more. 
| Hel. You draw me you hard-hearted Adamant, 
But yet you draw not Iron; for my heart 
istrueas Steel. Leave your power to draw, 
And I fhall have vio power to follow you. 
Dem. Dol entice you? do I fpeak you fair ? 
Or father do not in plaineft truch, 
Tell youT donot, nor lcannot love you? 
Hel. And even for that do love thee the more 5 
Tam your Spaniel , and Demetrius, 
The mere you beat me, | will fawnon you. 
i * 


4 


Pu. Vie put a Girdle about the Earth in forty Minutes. 


| And the ill counfelof a defert place, 


With the rich worth of your virginity: 
Hel. Your virtue is my priviledge: for thaé 
It is not night when Ido fee your face, 
Therefore I think [2m not in the Night, 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company; 
For youin my refpect are all the World. 
Then how can it be faid Iam alone , 
When all the World is here to look on me ? 
Dem. Vle run from thee and hide me in the brakes; 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild Beafts. 
Hel. The wildeft hath not fucha heart as you; 
Run when you will , the ftory fhall be chang’d : 
eA ppollo flies, and Daphne holds the Chace, 
The Dove purfuesthe Griffin, the mild Hind 
Makes fpeed. to catch the Tyger. Bootlefs {peed, 
When Cowardife purfues, and Valour flies. 
Dem. 1 will not ftay thy queftions, let me go; 
Orif you follow me, do not believe, 
But I fhall do thee mifchief in the VVood. 
Hel. 1, inthe Temple, inthe Town, and Field. 
You do memifchief. Fye Demetrius, 
Your wrongsdo fet afcandal on my Sex: 
We cannot fight for Love, asmen may do 4 
We fhould be woo’d, and were not made to weoe. 
I follow thee, and make a Heaven of Hell, 
To dye upon the hand I love fo well Exit. 
Ob. Fare thee well Nymph, ere he do leave this Grove. 
Thou fhalt fly him, and he fhall feek thy love, 
Haft thou the flower there ? Welcome wanderer, 


Enter Puck: 


Pu. I, there it is. 
Ob. | pray thee give it me. 

{know a bank where the wild Time blows, 

Where the Oxflipsand the nodding Violet grows, 

Quite over Cannoped with lufcious Woodbine, 

With fweet musk Rofes, and with Eglantine, 

There Jeeps Titaxia, fometime of the Night, 

Luil’d in thefe flowers, with dances and delight : 

And there the Snake throws her enammel’d Skin 

VVeed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in- ' 

And with the juice of this le ftreak her Eyes, 

And make her full of hazeful Fantafies. 

Take thou fome of it, and {eek through this Grove ; 

A {weet Athenian Lady is in Love ; 

With a difdainfal youth : annoint his Eyes 

But do it when the next thing he efpies, : 

May be the Lady. Thou fhalt know the mas 

By the eftheniaw Garments he hath on. : 

Effeét it with fome care, that he may prove 

More fondon her, than fhe upon her love : 

And look thou meet me, ere the firft Cock crow: 
Pu. Fear not my Lord, your fervant fhall do fo. 
ae aie cat AS Bi with her Train. 
<H. > a Rounde i $ 

Then for the third part of a Micon aa ie, 

Some to kill pasha in the Musk Rofe buds 

Some war with Reremife, for their e 

To make my {mall Elves Coets, and es femceee 


Exit. 
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A. Midfummers Nights Dream. 


oe 
The Clamorous Owl that Nightly hoots and wonders 
Atour queint ipirits : Sing me now a fleep, 

Then to your offices, and let me reft. 


Fairies Sing 


You {potted Snakes with double tongue, 
Thorny Hedgehoggs be not feen, 
Newts and blind worms do no wrong, 
Come not near our Fairy Queen. 
Philomele with melodie, 

ing in your fweet Lullaby, 
ik baoakjeontig lulls lulla,lullaby : 
Never harm, nor {pell, nor Charm. 
Come our lovely Lady nye, 

So good night with Lullaby. 
2. Fairy. 

Weaving Spiders come not bere; 
Hence you long leg’d Spinners, hence + 
Beetles black approach not near : 
Wormnor Snayl do no offence, 
Philomele with melody, ec. 

1. Fasry. 

Hence away 5 now all is well: 
One aloof, ftand Centinel. 


Enter Oberon. 

Ob. What'thou feeft when thou doft wake, 

Do it for thy true Love take: 

Love and Languith for his fake 

Be it Ounce, or-Cat,or Bear, 

Pard, or Boar, with briftled Hair, 

In thy eye that fhall appear, 

When thou wak’ft, it isthy dear, 

Wake when fome vile thing isnear. 
Enter Lyfander and Herwsta: 

Lyf. Fair love, you faint with wandring in the Woods 5 
And to fpeak troth, | have forgot our Way : 
We’l reft us Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Beit fo Lyfander ; find you out a Bed, 
Fog Jupon this Bank will reft my Head. 

Lyf. One Turf thall ferve as Pillow forus both, 
One Heart, one B:d,two Bofoms, and one Troth. 

Her. Nay good Lyfander, for my fake my dear, 
Lie further off yet, do not lie {0 near. 

Lyf. Otake the fence {weet, of my innocence, 
Love takes the meaning, in Loves conference, 

I mean that my Heart unto yours is knit, 
So that but one heart can you make of ir. 
Two Bofoms interchanged with an oath, 
So then two Bofoms, and a fingle Troth. 
Then by your fide, no Bed-room me deny 
For lying fo, Hermia 1 donotlye. — 

Her, Lyfander riddles very prettily 5 
Now much befhrew my manners, and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander li’d. 

But gentle friend, for Love and Curtely 

Lye further off in human Modefty, 

Such feparation, as may well be {aid 

Becomes a Vertuous Batchelor, anda Maid, 

So far be diftant,and good night {weet Friend : 
Thy Love ne’realter till thy fweet Life end. 

Lyf, Amen, amen ,to that fair Prayer fay I, 
Andthen end Life, when Lend Loyalty: 

Here is my Bed, fleep give thee all his Reft. 
! Her. With half that with, the withers eyes be preft. 


Enter Puck Ti hey fleep. Lyf. She fees not Hermia, fleep thou there, 
Pz. Through the Forreft have I gone, And never maift thou come Ly/ander near: 
But Athenian find I none, For a9 a furfeit of the fweeteft things 
On whofe eyes 1 might approve The deepeft loathing to aftomach brings. 
This Flowers force in ftirring Love: Or as the herefies that men doleave, 
Night and filence : who is here ? Are hated moft of thofe that did deceive: 
‘Weeds of Athens he doth wear; So thou, my furfeit, and my herefy, : 
: M Of; 
a ee a UT ee 


This is he ( my Mafter faid } i 
Defpifed the Athenian Maid ; 

And here the Maiden fleeping found, 
On the dank ahd dirty ground 

Pretty foul, fhe durft not lye 

Near this lack-love, this kill-curtefy 
Churl upon the eyes1 throw 

All the power this Charm doth owe 3 
When thou wak’ft, let Love forbid 
Sleep his feat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake when I am gon 5 

For J muft now to Oberoz. Exit. 


Enter Demetrius and Helena running. 


Hel. Say, tho thou kill me, fweet Demetrius, 
De. \ charge thee hence; anddo not haunt me thus, 
Hel. O wilt thou Darling leave me ? do not fo, 
De. Stay on thy-peril, I alone ‘will ge. 
Exit Demetrius, 
Hel, O Tam out of breath, in this fond chace, 
The more my Prayer, the lefler is my Grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wherefore the lies : 
For fhe hath bleffed and attraétive ‘eyes. 
How came hereyes fo bright > Not withfalt tears; » 
If fo, my eyesare oftner wafht then hers. 
No, no, Fam as ugly as a Bear. 
For Beafts that meet me, run away for fear; 
Thereforeno marvel, tho Demetrius 
Do as amonfter, fly my pretence chus, 
What wicked’and diffembling plats of mine, 
Made me compare with Hermia’s fpheryeyn? 
But whois here ? Ly/ander on the Ground : 
Dead or a fleep ? 1 tee no Blood, no Wound: 
Lyfander, if you live, good Sir awake. 
Lyf. And run through fire I will for thy fweet fake. 
Tranfparent Helena, nature here fhewsart, 
That through thy Bofom makes me fee thy Heart, 
Where Demitrins ? Oh how fita word 
Is that vile name, to perifh onmy Sword ? 
Hel, Do not fay fo, Lyfander, fay not fo ; 
What tho helove your Hermia ? Lerd, what tho? 
Yet Hermia ftill Loves you, then be content 
Lyf. Content with Hermia? Nol do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have fpent. 
| Not Hermia, but Helena now | love ; 
| Who will not change a Raven for a Dove ? 
The will of man is by his reafon fway’d: 
And reafon fays you are the worthier Maids 
Things growing arenot ripe until their Seafon + 
So I being young, till now ripe not to Reafon, 
And touching now the point of humanskill, 
Reafon becomes the Marfhal to my will, 
And leads me to your eyes, where I orelook 
Loves ftories, written in Loves richeft Book. 
Hel. wherefore was 1 to this keen mockery born? 
When at your hands did I deferve this fcorn ? 
Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young many 
That I did never, no nor never can 
Deferve a fweet look from Demetrius eye, 
But you moft flout my infofficiency ? 
Good troth you do me wrong ( good foothyou do ) 
In fuch difdainful manner, me to wooe. 
But fare you well: perforce | muft confefs, 
I though you Lord of more true gentlenefs. 
Oh, that a Lady of one man refus’d, 


Should of another therefore be abus’d: Exit 


behated : but the moft of me, 

ers addrefs your love an 
,and to be her Knight. 
help me, do thy beft. 


tc sake 

| Of all 

| And all my pow 

\ To honour Helen 
Her; Help me Lyfander, 

| uck this crawling Serpent from my breft 

Aye me, for pity, what.a dream was here? 

| Lyfander look, how 1 do quake with feat 5 

| Me. thought a Serpent eat my Heartaways 

| And yet {ate foiling at his cruel prey. 

Lyfander, what remov'd? Lyfander, Lord, 

What out of hearing, gone ? No found, no word ? 

Alack where are you? {peak and if you hear : 

Speak of ail Loves; I {wound almof with fear. 

No, then I well perceive you are not nigh, 

Fither death or you I’'le find immediately. 


d might, 


Te 
£0 p! 


Exit. 


———— 


Aétus Tertius. 


Enter the Clowns. 


Bot. Are we all met? 
Quin. Par, pat, and 
lace for our rehearfal: 
ftage; this hauthorn brak 
doitin agtion, asve willdoit 
Bot, Peter Quince? 
Peter. What iaift theu 
Bot. There are things in this Comedy of Piramus and 
Thisby, that will never pleafe. Firft, Poramus muft draw 
a Sword to kill himfelf; which the Ladies cannot abide. 
How anfwer you that? 
Snout, Beriaken,a pa 
Stare IT believe we mu 
done. 
Bot. Not a whit, 


here’s a marvailous convenient 

This green plat fhall be our 
e our tyring Houfe, and we will 
before the Duke. 


bully Bottome ? 


rlous fear. 

ftleave the killing out, when all is 
I have a device to make all well. 
Write me aPrologue, and let the Prologue feem to fay, 
We will do no harm with our Swords, and that Pyrames 
is not kil’d indéedy and for the more better affurance, 
tell them, that! Pyramas am not Pyramus, but Bottome 
che Weaver 3 this will put them out of fear. 

Quin, Well, we will bave fuch a Prologue, 
be written in eight and fix. 

_ Bot. No, make it two more, 
and eight. 

Suout, Will not the Ladies be afear’d of the Lion ? 

Star. | fear it, 1 promife you: 

Bot. Maitters, you ought to confider with your felves, 
to bringin (God fhieldus}) a Lion among Ladies, is a 
mott dreadful thing. For there isnot amore fearful wild 
fowl than your Lion: living ; and we ought to look to 
it 


and it fhall 


let itbe written in eight 


Snout. Therefore another Prologue muft tell he is not 
a Lion. 

Bot, Nay, youmult name his name, and half his face 
mutt be feen through the Lions neck; and he himfelf muft 
{peak through, faying thus, or to the fame defect 5 Ladies, 
or Fair Ladies, Lwould wiih you, or I would requeft you, 
or I would intreat you, not to fear, not to tremble; my 
Life for yours. If you think J come. hither asaLion, 
it were pity of my Life. No, fam no fuch thing, 1 am 
a man as other men are 4 and there indeed let 
hina name hisname, and :tell him plainly he is Swug the 
Joiner. 

Quince. Well, it fhall: be fo 
things, that is, to bring the M 
ber ; for you know, Pyramus an 
light. 

Snug. 
Play? ; 

Ber. A Calender, a Calender, look in the Almanack, 
find out Moon-fhine, find out Moon-fhine. 

* 


; but there is two hard 
oon-Light into a Cham- 


d ‘Lhisby meet by Moon- 


Doth the Moonthine that Night we play our 


| Chamber window 


A Midfummers Night «Dream. 
Nii: dedi: GER 


re 
Enter Puck. 

h fhine that night. 

ay you leave a Cafement of the great 

( where we play ) open, and the Moon 

t the Cafement. "a 

(fe one multcome in with a bufh of thorns} 

fay he comes to disfigures OF £0 pre=} 
Then there is another}? 

the great Chamber; for 

!k through the 


Quin. Yes, it dot 
Bot. Why then 
may fhine in a 
Qu. l,ore 
| and alanthorn, and 
| fent the perfon of ! ,oon-fhine. 
thing, we mut have avail ts 
Piramus and Thishy ( faysthe fory) did ta 
| chink of a wall. 
Snug. You can never bring 
Bottome™? : 
| Boe. Some man oF other mutt prefent wall, and let 
him have fome Piafter, or fome Lome, or fome rough-caft } 
about him, to fignily wall; or let him hold his fingers 
‘thus; and through that cranny fhall Pyramas and T hesby 
| whilper 


| Quin 


in a wall, What fay you 


> 

"If that may be, then allis well, Come, fitdown | 
every mothers fon, and rehearfe your Parts. Pyramus 
when you have {poken your {peech, enter into 
d fo every one according to his cues 


ou begin 5 


that Brake, an 


Enter Robin. 
Rob, What hempen home-ipuns have we fwaggering 
here 
So near the Cradle of the Fairy Queen ? 
What, aPlay toward ? [le be an auditor 5 
Anaétor too perhaps, if 1 fee caufe. 
Qu, Speak Pyramus : Thisby ftand forth. 
Pir. Thisby, the flowers of odious favours fweet. 
Quin, Odours, odours. 
Pir. Odours favors fweet, 
So hath thy breath, my deareft Thisby dear. 
But hark, a voice; fay thou but herea while, 
And by and by I will to thee appear. Exit: Pir. 
Puck. A ftranger Pyramus, then ere plaid here. 
Thisb. Mo& 1 {peak now ? 
Pet, imarry mut you. For you muft underftand he) 
goes but to fee a noife that he heard, and isto come a-) | 


gain. 

This. Moft radiant Pyramus, moft Lilly white of hue, 

Of colour like the red Roic on triumphant Bryer, 
Moft brisky Juvenal, and eke moft lovely Jew, 
As trueas trueft horfe, that yet would never tire. 

Ile meet thee Piramus, at Ninnies Tomb. 

Pet. Ninus Tomb,man : why, you muft not fpeak that)” 
yet; that you anfwer to Piramus , you {peak all your 
part at once, cues and all. Piramus enter, yout cue is palt; 4 
it is never tire. 

This. O, astrue as trueft Horfe, that yet would never 
tire? 

‘st If | ae fair, Thisby L were only thine. 

et- Omonftrous. O ftrange. We are ed 5 
mafters, fly matters, help. . chanel a 
The Clowns cunt, 

Puck Me follow you, Ie lead you about a Rou 
Through bog, through bufh, through brake through 
Sometimes a Hor/e lle be,fometimes a Hound; ; (bryer 
A Hog,a Headlets Bear, fometimes a fire, 4 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and rore and burn 
Like Horfe, Hound, Hog, Bear, fire, at every irae Exit: 


Enter Piramnus with the A[s Head. 
Bot. why do they run away ? This isa knavery of them) 
to make me afeard, Enter Snout. 


Nt © Bottome, thou art chang’d ; What do I fee on 


Bot, What do you fee ? You fee at E . 
own, do you? y f ou fee an Afs-head of your! 


Enter Peter Quince. 


ae Blefs thee Bottome, blefs thee ; thou art tranl- 5 
; Exit. | 


Bot.| 


| for that :-and yer to fay the truth, reafon and love keep | While fhe was in her dull an 


} that fome honeft neighbours will not make them fricnds.| That.work for bread upon e4thenian Ralls, 


——— 


ooo 


ns RN 


nee ae 
A Midfummers Nights Dream. 


a 


Bot: (fee thir knavery 5 this is to mike an afs of me, 
to fight meif they could, butl will not ftir from this 
place, do what they can. f will walk upand down here, 
and will fing that they fhall-hear | am not afraid, 

The Woofel cock, fo black of hue. 


devoured many a Gentleman of your houle mife 
you, your kindred hath made my cyes water ere now, 1} 
15, : P » , a0 
lad your more acquaintance, good Maftet’ AdZujiard. | 
ced. 


Tita. Corhe wait upon him, lead him to my bower. 


With O-enge-tawny bill. The Moon methinks, looks with a watrycye, 
The Throftle will his note fo true, And when fhe weeps, weep every little flower, 
The Wren and little quill. Lamenting fome enforced chaflity. 

Tita, What Anget wakes me from my flowry bed ? Tye up my Lovers tongue, bring him filently Exit. | 


The plainfong Cuckow gray 5 Enter King of Fairies, folus. 
Whote note full ynany a man doth mark, 
And dares sot anfwer, nay. 
For indecd, who would {et his wit to fo foolifh abird ? 
Who would givea bird the lye, tho he ery Cuckow, ne- 
ver fo? 
Tita. | pray thee gentle mortal, fing again, 
Mine ear is muchenamoured of thy note 5 
On the firft view to fay, to {wear I love thee. 
So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape. 
And thy fair vertues force (perforce ) doth move me. 
Bot. Methinks maiftrefs, you{fhould have little reafon 


Sn6 


Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak’t: 
Then what it was that next came in her ey ¢, 
§) . . 

Which fhe muft dote on in extremity, 


Enter Puck. 


Here comes my meflenger : how now mad fpirit, 
What night-rule now about this haunted Grove ? 
Puck, My Miftrcts with a monfter ts in love, 

Near to her clofe and confecrated bower, 
i fleeping hour, 


little company together, now-a-days. The more the pity, | A crew of patches, rude Mechanicals, 


Bor. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, 


Nay, I can gleek upon occafion. Were met togethet to rehearfe a Play, 


Tita. Thou art as wife as thou art beautiful. Intended for great Thefexs nuptial day. 
Bot. Not foneither: but if 1 had wit enough to get The fhalloweft thick-skin of that barren fort, 


i 


? 
out of this wood, | have enough to ferve mine own) Who Pyramxs prefented, in their fporr, 


SS ee 


turn. Forfook his Scene, and entred in a brake, 

Tita, Out of this wood, do not defire to go, When I did him at this advantage tuke, 
Thou fhale remain here, whether thou wilt or no. An Affes nolel fixed.on. his head 5 
Lama fpiritof no common rate: Anon his Thzsbie muft be anfwered, 
The Sommer ftill doth tend upon my fate, And forth my Mimick comes; when they him fpie, 
AndI dolove thee; therefore go with me, ‘As wild-Geefe, that the creeping Fowler eye, : 
le give thee Fairies to attend on thre, Orruffet-pated choughs, manyinfoft, 

| And they fhall fetch thee Jewels from the deep, (Rifing and cawing at the Guns report ) 
And fing, while thou on preffed flowers doth fleep : Sever themfelves, and madly {weep the sky: 
And I will purge thy mortal grofsnefs fo, So at his fight, away his fellows flie, 
That thou fhalt like an airy {pirit go. And at our ftamp, here o’re and ore one falls : 
He murder cries, and help from Athens calls, 
Enter Peafe-bloffom, Cobweb, Math, Muftard- Their fenfe thus weak, loft with their fears thus ftrong, 
feed, and four Fairies, Made fenfelefs things begin to do. them wrong, 8 
For briars and thorns at their apparel {natch, 

Fair. Ready; and {, and I, and I, Where hall we go? | Some fleeves, fome hats, from yielders all things catch, 

Tita. Be kind and courtéous to this Gentleman. lI ted them on inthis diftra@ed fear, 
Hop in his walks, and gambole in his eye, i And left {weet Pyramustranflated there: 
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberies, | When in that moment ( fo it cane to pafs.) 
With purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries, | Tetans nd ftraightway lov’d an. Afs. 
The hony-bags fteal from the Humble Bees, is out better than I could devife; 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs. Bi yet latch’c the Athenianeyes, 
And light them at the fiery Glow-worms.tyes, | With the love jiage as L.did bid thee do ? 
To have my love to bed, and to arife: : Rob. | took him flgping ( that is finifht too) 


And pluck the wings from painted Butterflies, | And the Athexian Woman by his-fide, 
Tofan the Moon beams from his fleeping eyes. | That when he wak’t, of force fhe muft.be ey’d. 


Nod to him Elves, and do him courtelies. 
1. Fai. Hail mortal, hail, 


Enter Demetrius and Hermia, 


2 Fai. Hail. : 

3. Fai. Hail. | -Ob Stand clofe, this is the fame Athenian. 

Bot. Lery your worfhips mercy heariily, I befcech your | Rob. This is the woman, but not this the man. 
worfhips name. | Dem, O why rebuke you him that loves you fo ? 


Bot. I fh It defire you of more acquaintance , good Her. Now I but chide, bat I fhou'd ule thee worfe, 
Matter Cobweb: if Lcut my finger, 1 fhall make bold with] For thou I fear haft given me caufe to curfe, 


zoe If thouhaft flain Lyfander in his fleep. 
; me hanet Centler ~ Pe f 7 - 1 ph i 
4 Your name hone Gentleman? Being ore fhooes in blood, . pluage in the deep, and kill me 


Peaf. Pesfe-Bioffom. too : 

Bot. 1 pray you commend ine to MiftreS Squafh your | The Sun was not fo true unto the day, 
Mother 5 and to Matter Peefe.d your Father. Good) Asheto me. Would he have ftollen away, 
Mafier Peafe-bloffom, | fhall defire of you more, acquain- 
tance too. Your name | bcfeech you fir? This whole earth may be bord, and that the Moon 

Mus. Muftard- feed. : May through the Center creep, and fo difpleafe 

Bot. Good Matter Muftard feed, 1 know your  pati- | Her brothers noon-tide, with th’ Aztipodes, 
encewell: thit fame cowardly gyant-like Oxe-beef hath 


Fromfleeping Hermia? Vie believe as {oon 


Ic cannot be but thou haft murdred him, 


t 

Cob. Cobw.b. Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter fo. | 
| 
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Se fhould a muriherer look d, fo grim. ; 
Dem. So whould the murtherer look, and fhould J, 
Picre’t through the heart with your ft:rn cruelty : 
| Ver \ou the murderer looks as bright asclear, 
i asgonder Menus in het glimmering {pheat. 
| Fey, What's this to my Lyfander? Where is he? 
| ah good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me as 
Dew. Vde rather give bis carkafs to my hounds. 
| Her, Ovt dog, out cur, thou driv’ me paft the pounds 
1 Of Maidens patience. Hat thou lain him then ? 
4 -nceforth be never numbred among men. 
Gh, once tell truc, and even for my fake, ; 
Dur thou a Jooktupon him, being awake ? 
And haft thou ‘kill’d him ficeping # © brave atch: 
Could aot a worm, an Adder do fo mach ? 
| An adder did it, for with doubler tongue 
| Than thine,.( thou ferpent ) never adder ftung. 
| Dem, You {pend your paflion on a mifpriz d moet,’ 
{ am not guilty of Lyfander’s blood + 
Nor is he dead for ought that Lean tell. 
Her, Upray thee teil me then that heis well. 
} Dem. Andif ¢ could, what thouldd get therefore ? 
Her: & priviledg never to fee me more ; 
| And from thy hated prefence partI: fee meno more 


Whether he be dead or no. Exit. 


Des. There isno following her in this fierce veld, 
| tere therefore for a while I will remain. 
So forrows heavinefs doth heavier grow « 
Gor debt that bankrout flip doth forrow OWes 
| Which-now in fome flight meafureit will pays 
| if for histender here Imake forme ftay- Lie dows. 
0. What haltthoudane? ‘Thou hat mittaken quite, 
1 And laid thy love juice on fome true-loves fight : 
| Of thy caifprifion mutt perforce enfue 
Some truefove turn’d, and.not a falfeyurn’d true. 
1” Rob. Then fateo’rerules, thatone man holding troth, 
| A million fail, confounding oath on cath: 
| Ob, About the wood, gofwifter than the wind, 
| And Fielensof Athens Jogk thou find. 
| all fancy-fick fhe is, and pale of cheer, 
1 With fighs of love, that.cofts the frefh blood dear. 
Ley {ome iflufionfee thou bring her here. 
Cle charm his-eyes againtt fhe doth appeat, 
Reb. 1g0.1 go, lock howl go, 
| swifter than arrow from the Tartars bow. 
i Ob. Flower of this purple dic, 
\ tie with Cupids atchery, 
§ nk in apple of ‘Ahiseye, 
| Whea his loveche doth efpy, 
Let her fhine as glorioully 
| As theVenus of the sky. 
| Whert thou wah wf fhe be’by 
{Beg of her for remedy. 
Enter Puck. 
Puck, ‘Captain of our Fairy band, 
jatelena is here at han 
| And theyouth miftook by me, 
| Pleading for atovers fee. 
| Shall we theirfond Pageant fee? 
Lord, what fools thefe mortals be” 
Ob. Stand aide; the noife they make, 
{Will caufe Demetxeus £0 awake. 
Pick. Then will two at once WOOL ONEy 
That mult needsbe port alone: 
and thote things-de beft pleafe me, 
That befal prepofteroully. 


Ener Ly] mdor and Eiclena. 


Lyf. Why fhould you think that t fhould wooein feorn> 


Gcorn.ahd derifion never comes in tears. 

Look when Iwow, 1 weep, and vows fo bern, 
} in their nativity all crath appears. 
i How.can thele things in me ieem fcorn to you? 


| 
| 
| 


€ / a5 
bts Dream. 
Bearing the badg.of faith to prove them true. 
el. You co advance yout cunriny 
When truth killstrath, O devd'ith he 
Thefe vows are Hermia’s. Will you give her ore? 
Weigh oath:with oath, and you will’ sthing wogh, 
Your vows toher andme, ( put in twote: les ) 
Willeven weigh, and bothas light es tales. 
Lyf. [had no judgment when to her I fwore. 
Hel, Nornone in my mind, now you give her ore, 
Lyf. Di metvins loves her, and he loves not you, 
Dem. O Helen, goddcls, nymph, per fe &, divine, 
{To what? my love, fhall | compare chine cyne, 
Chryftal is muddy, O how ripe i 
Thy figs, thofe kiffing cherries, tempting grow : 
That pure congealed white; high Taurus inow, 
Fann’d with the Eaftern wind, turns to a Crow, 
When thou hold’ft up thy hand, O let me kifs 
This Princes of pute white, this feal of blifs. 
Hel. O {pight,O hell, I fee you are all Bene 
To fet againft me, for your merriment : 
{f you were civil, and khew courtefie, 
4 You would not do me thus much injury. 
Can you not hate me as] know you do, 
| But you muft join in fouls to mock me toe ? 
!f youare men, as men you are in fhow, 
| You would not ufe a gentle Lady fo ? 
| To vow, and (wear, end fuperpraifemy parts, 
| When | am fure you hate me with your hearts. 
| You both are Rivals, and love Hermia, 
| And now both Rivals to mock Helena. 
Atrim exploit, amanly enterprize, 
| To conjure tears Up in a poor maids cyesy 
| With yourderifion , none of noble fort, 
| Would fo offend a Vitgin, and extort 
| A poor fouls patience, all to make you fport. 
| Lyf. Youare unkind Demetrius ; be not fo, 
For you love Hermia ; this you know I know ; 
And here with efi good will, with all my hearty. 
In Hermia’s love 1 yield youvp my part, 
And yours of édelena, tome bequeath, 
Whom I doilove,and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers wafte more idle breath. 
Dum. Lyfander, keep thy Hermia, \ will nonez 
{If ered lov’d her, all that love is géne. 
My heart to her, but as gueft-wife fc journ.d, 
4 And. now to #7elen it is home-return’d, 
4 There to remain. 
4 yf itis nor fa. 
1 Dew. Difparage not thefaith thoudoft sotknow, 
| Left to thy peril thou abide it dear. 
= where thy Love comes, yonder isthy dear. 
| . Enter Hermia, 


| Her. nd lovecould prefs Lyfander from my fide? 
; Lyf: Ly fanders love, ( thatwould net let him bide ) 
4 Fair Helena, who more engilds the night, | 

all yon fiery 0’s and eyes of light. ; 
: y feck’ thou me? Could not this make thee knows 
§ ae 53 thee, mademe leave thee fo ? 
| #er. You fpeak not as you think itcannot Bes. 

ae Lo, the ps ef this confe ae 
| Now I perceive they have conjoin’d ali 
| To fathion this fale fpore in fight Of we 
4 Injurions Hermia, moft ungratelol maid, 
. As rab a 


: Lave you con{pired, have you with thefe contriv’d } 
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To bait me, with this foul derifion ? 
Is alt the Countel that we two have fhar’d; 

The Sifters vows, the hours that we have {pent, 
When we have chid the hafty footed time, 

For parting us 5 O, and is all forgot ? 
AllSchool-days friendthip, child-hoods Innocence ? 
We, Hermia, like two Artificial gods, 

Have with our Needles, Created both one flower, 


Both on one Sampler, fitcing on one Cufhion 5 


Both warbling of one Song, both in one Key ; 
As if our hands, our fides, voices, and minds 
Had beenincorporate. So we grew together , 
Like to a doublecherry, feeming parted, 

But an Union in partition, 

Two lovely Berries molded on one Stem, 

So with two feeming bodies, but one heart, 
Twoof the firft life, coats in Heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned with one Creft. 
And will you rent our ancient love afunder, 
To join with men in {corning your poor Friend ? 


| It is not friendly, ’tis not maidenly, 


Our fex as well as} may chide you forit, 


| Though | alone do feel the Injury. 


Her. {am amazed at your paffionate words, 

[ fcorn you not ; it feemsthat you {corn me. 
Hel. Have you not fet Lyfander, as in {corn 

To follow me,and praife my Eyes and face? 

And made your ether love, Demetri 

(Who even but row did{purn me with his foot) 

To cali me Goddets, Nymph, Divine, and rare, 

Precious , Celcftial ? Wherefore {peaks he this 

To her he hates ? And wherefore doth Ly/ander 

Deny your love (forich within bis Soul) 

And tender me ( forfooth ) affection, 

But by your fetting on, by your confent ? 

What though bbe not foin grace as you, 

So hung upon with Love, fo fortunate ? 

‘But miferable moft, tolove unioy’d) 

This you fhould pity rather than defpite. 

Her. Lunderftand not what you mean by this. 
Hel. 1 do, perfever, counterfeit fad looks. 

Make mouths upon me when] turn my back, 

Wink each at other, hold the fweet jeftup :” 

This fport wellcarricd, fhall be Chronicied. 

If youhave any pity, grace, ormanners, 

You would not make me fucii an Argument.: 

But fare ye well, "cis partly mine own fault, 

Which death or abfence foon fhall remedy. 

Lyf. Stay gentle Helena, hear my excufe. 

My Love, my Soul; fair Helena. 

Hei. O excellent ! 

Her. Sweet, donot {corn her fo. 

Dem. If fhe cannot entreat, J can compel. 

Lyf, Thou canft comp:! no more than fhe entreat. 

Thy threats have no more ftrength than her weak praife. 
Helen. 1 love thee, by my Life I do ; 

I fwear by that which J will lofe for thee, 

To prove him falfe that fays | love thee not. 
Dem. Ufay, Llove thee more than he can do. 
Lyf. lf thou fay fo, withdraw and prove it too: 
Dem, Quick, come. 

Her. Lyfander, whereto tends all this ? 
Lyfi Away you Erhtope. 
Dew. No, no, Sir, teem to break loofe 5 

Take on as you would follow, 

Bur yetcome not 5 you area tame man, go. 
Lyf. Hang off thou Cat, thou but; vile thing let loofe, 

Or | will thake thee from me like a Serpent. 

er, Why are you grown fo rude ? 

What change is this, tweet Love ? 

Lyf. Thy love ? out tawny Tartar, out 5 

Out loathed Medicine 5 O hated poyton hence. 
Her ‘Do you not jelt » 

Hel, Yes {ooth, and fo do you. 


re tea nen 


Lyf. 
| harm her fo. 
Her. What, can you do me greater harm than harm? | 
: 
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Ly}. Demetrim, lwillkeep my word with th 
Dem. | would Tf 
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riateme. wacreiore ¢ Oute, what news my Love ? 


Am not l Herm:a? are not you Ly/ander ? 

. ary 4 . 

L am as fair now, asi was cre wi 

Since Niot 


ghtyou lov’d me ; yet fince night you left me: 


y then you feftime ¢ O the Gud: fo 
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In earneft, fhall I Ay? 
Lyf. I, by my Life ? : 

And never did defire to fee thee more. | 

Uhercfore be out of hope, of queftion, of doubt, 

Be certain, nothing truer: *ris no jeft, 

That ido hate thee, and love Helena. | 


_ ler; fe) me, youjugler, you canker-bloffom, 
You thief of Love 5 what have you come by night, 


And ftoln my Loves heart from him? 
fZel, Fine ifaith : 

Have youno modefty, 

No touch of fulned 

( Impatient a ers from my 
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Fler. Puppet >< why fo? J, 
Now I percei hea 


l 
And with her per fonage, her 
Her height (forfooth) fle ha 
yvwn to high in 
Becaufe lam to.dwarfith , anc 
How low am I, thou painted Mayp 
How low am}? Lamnotyetfolow, 


hn prevail’d with him. 


his eneemys 
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But that my nailscanreach unto thine eyes, 


fel. | pray you though you mock ms, Gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me; Pwasinever curit: 
[ haveno gift,at’all in fhrewithaess ; 
[am a right Maid for my Cowardiz>; 
Let er got trike me's you perhaps may think, 
Becaiife the’s fomething lower than my felf, 
That I-cam match her. ‘ 

Her. Lower ? hatk again, 
d Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me, 


a 


Ce ee ceemenneauminiieedinaaneieemnmetnmmrmenememe 


Save that ir je unto Demetrius, 


| [cold him of your fealeh into this Wood, 
He followed you, for love] followed him, 
But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me 
Toftrie. me, {purh me, nay to killme too; 
And now, fo you will let me quiet go, : | 
To Athens wiil 1 bear my folly back, 
And follow youno further. Let me go. 
You fee how fimp!e, and how fond Iam. 
| Her. Why get you gone 5 who is’t that hinders you ? 
| Hel, A foolifhyheart, thar I leave here behind. ) 
Her, What with Lyfander 
‘ Hel. With Demetrius. | 
Lyf. Bé notafraid, the will not harm thee Helexz, 
Dem. No fir, the thallnot, though you take her part. 
Hel. O, when fhe’s angry, fhe is keen and fhrewd, 
' 
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She was a vixen when fhe went to Schoo}; 
And though fhe be bur little fhe is fierce. 
Her. Little again? nothing but low and little > 
Why will you fuffer her to flout me thus ? 
Let me come to her. 
Lyf. Get you gone you Dwarf, 
You Minimus, of hindring knot-Grafs made, 
You Brad, you Acorn. 
Dem. Youare tooofficious, 
In her behalf chat {corns your fervices, 
Let her alone, {peak not of Helena, 
Take not her part. For if thou doft intend 
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And fick musk rofes in thy fleck {mooth head, 
And kifs thy fairtarge ears my gentle joy. 

Clo. Where’s Peafe Blu ffome ! 

Peafe. Ready. ae 

Clo. Scratch my head, Peafe-Bloffome. Wheie's Moun- | 
fieur Cobweb ? 

Cob. Ready. 

Glo. Mounfieut Cobweb, good Mounfieur get your wea- 
pons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt humble-Bee on 
the top of a thiftle 5 and good Mounfieur bring me the 
hony bag. Do not fret your felf too much in the aétion, 
Mounfieur; and good Mounfieur havea care the honey bag 
break not. I would be loth to have you overfiown with 
ahoney-bag fignior. Where’s Mounfieur A4uflardfeed ? 

Mnf. Ready. 

Clo. Give me your news, Mounfieur A¢ufard, 

Pray you leave your curtefie good Mounfieur. 

Muf, What's your will ? 

(0. Nothing good Mounficur, but to help Cavalero 
Cobweb to fcratch. Imuftto the Barbers, Mounfieur, for 
methinks I am marvellous hairy about the face. Andl 
am fuch a tender afs, if my hairdo but tickle me, [ mutt 
fcratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear fome mufick, my {weet 
love ? 

Clo. 1 have a reafonable good ear in mufick. Let us 
have the tongs and the bones. 


Mufick Tongs, Rural Mufick 


Tita. Or fay {weet Love, what thou defireft to eat. 
Clo. Truly a peck of Provender ; 1 would munch 
your good dry Oats, Methinks 1 havea great defire toa 
bottle of hay: good hay, fweet hay hath no fellow. 
Tsta. \ have a venturous Fairy, 
‘hat (hall feek the Squirrels hoard, 
new nuts. 
olo, | had rather have a handful or two of dried peafe. 
But I pray you let none of your people flir me, I have an 
expofition of fleep come upon me. 
Tita. Sleep thou, and { will wind thee in'my arms, 
Fairies be gone, and be always away. 
So doth the woodbine, the fweet Honifuckle, 
Gently entwift ; the female lvy fo 
Enrings the barky fingers of the Elm; 
O how Ilove thee / how dote on thee? 


thee 


Enter Robin Goodfellow, and Oberon. 
Ob. Welcome good Robin : 
Seeft thon this {weet fight ? 
Her dotage now 1 do begin to pity. 
For mecting her of Jate behind the wood, 
Seeking fweet favors for this hateful fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her, 
For fhe his hairy temples then had rounded , 
With coronet of frefh and fragrant flowers 
And that famedew which fometime on the buds, 
Was wont to {well like round and orient pearls ; 
Stood now within the pretty flouriets eyes, 
Like tears that did their own difgrace bewail. 
When | had at my pleafure taunted her, 
And the in mild termsbegg’d my patience, 
I then did ask of her, her chang: ling child, 
Which ftraight fhe gave me, and her Fairy fent 
To bear him to my Bower in Fairy Land. 
And nowt have the Boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfeétion of her eyes, 
And gentle Puck, take this transformed {calp 
From off the head of this Athentan fwain: 
That he awaking when the other do, 
May all to Arbens back again repair, 
And think nomore of this nights accidents, 
But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 
But firf [ will relafe the Fairy Queen. 
* 
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Be thon as thou waft wont to be ; 
See as thou waft wont to fee. 
Dians bud, or Cupids flower, 
Hath {uch force and bleed power. 


Now my Titania wake you my fweet Queen. 
Tita. My Oberon, whatvifions have [teen ! 
Methought I was enamoured of an as. 
Ob~ "There lies your love. 
Tita. How came thele things to pals? 
Oh how mine eyes do loath this vilage now ! 
Ob. Silence a while. Robin take off his head, 
Tstania, mufick call, and ftrike more dead 
Than common fleep: of all thefe findhe fente. 
Tita. Mufick, ho mofick, fuch as charmeth fleep. 
Mufick frill. 


peep. 


14! 


a eeienenmeneaneeall 


Rob. When thou awak’it , with thine own fools eyes 


( me, 


Ob. Sound mulick; come my Queen, take hand with 


And rock the ground whereon thete fleepers be. 
Now thou and [ are new in amity, 
And will to morrow midnight felemaly 
Dance in Duke Thefews houle triumphantly, 
And blefs it to all fair poferity. 
There fhall thefe pairs of faichiul Lovers be 
Wedded with The fexs all in jollity. 

Rob. Fair King attend, and mark, 
I do hear the morning Lark. 

Ob. Then my Queen in filence fad, 
Trip we after the nights fhade ; 
We the Globe can compats foon, 
Swifter than the wandring Moon. 

Tita. Come my Lord, and in our Aight, 
Tell me-how it came this night, 
That I fleeping here was found, 

Sleepers lie fii, 

With thefe mortals on the ground. 


Exeunt. 


Wind Horns. 
Enter Thefeus, Egaus, Hippolita and all his train. 


The/. Go one of you, find out the Forrefter, 

For now our obfervation is performed . 

And fince we have the vaward of the day, 

My Love thall hear the mufick of my hounds. 
| Uncouple in the Weftern valley, ler them 20 5 
Difpatch J fay, and fiad the Forrefter. 
| VVe will fair Queen, upto the Mountains top, , 
And mark the mufical confufion 

Of hounds, and eccho in conjunétion. 

Hip. 1 was with Aircwles and Cadmus once, 
VVhen ina wood of (rect they bayed the Bear 
VVith hounds of Spartz, never did IL hear 
Such gallant chiding. For befides the groves, 
The Skies, the Fountains.every Region nea’, 

| Seem’d all one mutualery. Inever heard 
| So mufical a difcord,fuch {weer thunder. 


Thef. My hovndsare bred out of the Spartan kind, 


So flew’d,lo fanded, and their heads are hong 
VVith ears that {weep away the morning dew, 


Crook-kneed, and dew-lapt, like The f/alonzan Bulls, 


Slow in purfuit, but match’d in mouth like bells, 
Rachunder’each. A cry more tuneable 

VVas never hallowed to, nor cheer’d with horn, 
In Creet, in Sparta,nor in Theffaly : 


Judge when youhear. But foft, what nymphs are thefe ? 


Eg: My Lord, this is my daughter here afleep, 
And this Lyfander, this Demetrius is, 

This Helena, old Nedars Helena, 
| wonder of this being here together. 

Thef. No doubt,they rofe up carly, to obferve 
The right of AZay , and hearing our intent, 
Came here in grace of our folemnity. 

But {peak Egeus, is not this the day 
That Hermia fhould give an{wer of her choice ? 


Eva: 


| 
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Of my confent, that 
Dem, My Lord, 
| Of this theit purpofe hither, to this wood, 
And Lia fury hither followed them : 
Fair Helena, in fancy followed me. 
But my. good Lord, I wot not by what power 
(But by fome power it is) my love 
To Hermia (melted as the fnow) 
Seems to me now asthe remembrance of an idle gaude, 
| Which in my childhood I did doat upon : 
| And all the faith, the vertue of my heart, 
IThe objeé&t and the pleafure of mine eye, 
\Is only Helena. To her, my Lord, 
Was I betroth’d ere lfee Herma 5 
But like a ficknefs did I loath this food - 
But as in health, come to my natural. tafte, 
Now.do I with it, love it, long for it, 
And will forev:rmore be true to it. 
The(. Fait Lovers, vou are fortunately met 5 
this difcourfe we fhall hear more anon, 
aws,\ will over-bear your will ; 
r inthe Temple, by and by with us, 
“hefe coupiss fhall eternally be knit. 
nd‘for the morning now is fomething worn, 


at 


r 


2) 


f 
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pA LOur purpos’d hunting fhall be fet afide. 

|Aways with us to Athens; three and three, 

[Wel hold a Feaft in great folemnity. 
{Come Hippolita- Exit Duke and Lords, 
| Dem. ‘Theté things feem {mall and undiftinguifhable, 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 
| Her. Methinks I fee thefe things with parted eye, 
When every thing feems double. 
Hel. So methinks: 
| And I have found Demetrius, like a Jewel, 
Mine own, andnot mine own. 


it 


an 
ant 


| Dew. it feems to me, 
| That-we flzep, we dream. Do not you think 
| The Duke was here, and bid us follow him ? 
Her. Yea, and my Father. 

Hel. And Hippolita, 
| Lyf. And he bid us follow to the Temple. 
Dem. Why then weareawake, let’s follow him, and.by 
| che way let us recount our dreams. ) 
Bottome wakes. Exit Lovers. 
| Cle. When my Cue comes, call me, and ! will an{wer. 
My cext is, moft fair Poramus , Hey ho, Peter Quince? 


man in Athens. 


us) athing of naught. 


and there is two or three Lords ‘and Ladies more marfri- 
ed. If our {port had gone forward, we had all been made 
men. 


pence a day, during his life ; he could not have fcaped 

fix pence a day. 

pence a day for playing Piramus, Vle be hang’d. 
Y 


would have deferved it. 
nothing. 


hour ! 


is preferred: 


} fo - PS | r ; 
or they fhall harg out for the Lion’s Claws. 


in? 74711 
fF OUEST e® 


lows-Men > Snout the Tinker ? Starvling? 


Bt 


Lord Flate the Beu e% 
id the Huntimen wake them with their | God’s my Life ! Stoi’a hence, and ieft me aflecp. 1 have 
had a moft rare Vili | had a dream paft. the wit of 
man to fay what cre vas. Man is but an Afs, if he 
| Horus, andthey wake. | go about to, expoucd this dream. Methought I ypas, 
? iy. " a ped Ri ge Di a} ay Me he oh zi . 
Shout within, they all frart up. there is mo Man can tell what. Methought | was, and 
methought I had. But man 1s but a patch’d fool, if he 
rhef Good morrow fi iend’s :, Saint Valentine is pi ft. will offer to fay what methought I had.. : The eye of wan th 
Bein thefe wood: birds burt to couple now : | hath not heard, the car of man hath not feen > man’s hand ; 
Lyf. Pardon my Lord. is not able co tafte, his tongue. te conceive, Hor his heart ° 
Thef. | pray youall ftand up. to report whats my dream Wes, i will get Peter Quince T 
| L_-know you two are Rival enemies: to write a Ballad of thisdream 5 1t fhall be called Bottome’s 1 
How thus gentle concord in the world, | Dream, becaule it hath no bottom 3 and } will fing it in f 
hat hatred is fo far from jcaloufie, | the latrer end of a play, before the Duke. Peradven- ( 
To fleep by hate, and fear no enmity ¢ jture, to make it the more gracious, | fhall fing it at her} 1 
Lyf, My Lord, I thall reply amazedly, death, Raai 
Half ficep, half waking. But as yet I fwear, : 
| I cannot truly fay how I came here. Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby, Snout, ana Starvling, | 
| Bur as 1 think (for truly would I fpeak), sg | 
And now | do bechink me, fo it is Qui. Have you fent to Bottome’s houfe? Is he come home 
came with Hermia hither : Our intent yet? . | 
| Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt heis trant 
Without the peril of the eA thenian Law. ported. 
| Ege, Enough, enovg>,my Lord 5 you have enough : Tif. i he come not, then the play is marr’d. It goes for. 
|Lbeg the Law, the Law, upon his head 5 ward, doth it? : 
| They would have ftol’n away, they would Demetrims, Qui, It is not pe ffible : you have not aman in all: Athens : 
Thereby to have defeated you and me: | able to difcharge Péramua but he. 


Thi. No, he hath fimply the beft wit of any handyerait 

Qui. Yea, and the beft perfon too; and he is.a very Pa- 
amour for a {weet voice. 

Thi, You muft fay, Paragon, A Paramour is (God blefs 


Enter Snug the Foiner. 


Snug. Mafters, the Duke is coming from the ‘Temple, 


Thif. O fweet Bully Bottome: thus hath he loft fix 
And the Duke had not given him fix 
. He 

Six pence a day in Piramus, of 
Enter Bottome. 


Bot. Where are thefe lads? Whe 

a ag are tl eae lacs ? Where are thefe hearts 2 

¥ . 44 m { agiou } } 

O% » O moft couragious day! O moft happy 


Bot. Mafters, I am todifcourfe wonders ; but ask menot 
what ; for if I tell you, Lam no true Athenian I will tell 
you every thing asit fell our. j 

Qui, Let us hear, {weet Bottome. ° 

Bit. Not a word of me: All that I will tell you, is 
me pe red hath dined. Get your Apparel toge- 
her, pees Strings to your Beards, new Rib! 
iodaaaay meet prefently at the Palace, Si ae 
o’re his ao ies the fhort and the long is, our Play 
es a ao cale let Zkésby have clean linnen : 

ot him that plays the Lion, pare his Nails; 
neta ba no Onions, nor Gartick ; wai‘ee one 
oe ee maths and 1 do not doubt to hear them fay, 
st ct Comedy. No more words: away, goa 

} Excunt. 


atts? 


oft hut 


ck mee 
| wilt 


| ye 


tienen yeh ann On 


Acius Quintus. 


Ener Thefeus, Hippolita, Egaus and his Lords, 


Hip. ’Tis ftrange, my Thefeus, that thefe Lovers fpeak of, 
Thef. More ftrange than true. I'never may believe 
Thefe antick fables, nor thefe Fairy toys, 
Lovers and mad men have fuch feething brains, 
Such fhaping phantafies, that apprehend more 
Than cool realonever comprehends. 
The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet, 
Areof imagination all compact. 
One fees more devils than vaft hell can hold; _ 
That is the mad man. The Lover, all as frantick, 
Sees Helen’s beauty ina brow of Egypt. 
The Poet’seye in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven, 
And as imagination bodies forth the forms of things 
Unknown; the Poet’s pen turns them to fhapes, 
And givesto air nothing, alocal habitation, — 
Andaname. Such tricks hath ftrong imagination, 


1 That if it would but apprehend fome joy, 


It comprehends fome bringer of that joy. 
Or inthe night, imagining fome fear, 
How eafie is a bufh fuppos’d a Bear ? 

Hip. But all the Rory of the night cold over, 
And all their minds transfigur’d fo together, 
More witneffeth than fancies images, 

And grows to fomething of great conftancy 5 
Bat howfeever, ftrange, and admirable. 


Enter Lovers, Lyfander; Demetrius, Hermia, and 
Helena. 


Thef. Here'come the Lovers, fullof joy and mirth. 
Joy, gentle friends, joy, and freth days of Love 


1 Accompany your hearts. 


Ly. More than to us, 
Waitin your royal walks, your board, your bed. 
Thef. Come now, what masks, what dances fhall we 
have, 
To wear away this long age of three hours, 
Between our after-fupper, and bed-time ¢ 
Where is our ufual manager of mirth ? 
What Revels are in hand? Is thre no play, 
Ta eafe the anguifh of a torturing hour ? 
Call Egaus, 
Egeus. Here, mighty Thefeus. 
Thef. Say, what abridgement have you for this even-| 
ing? 
What mask? What mufick 2? How fhall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with fome delight? 
Eg. There is a brief how many {ports are rife ¢ 
Make choice of which your Highnefs will fee firft.’ 
Lyf. The battel with the Centaur to befung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harp. 
Thef.We'l noneof that. That have I told my love 
Ia glory of my kinfman Hercules. 
Lyf. The riot of the tipfie Bacbinals, 
Tearing the Thrafian finger in their rage. — 
Thef. That is an old device, and it was plaid 
When I from Thebes came laft a Conqueror. 
Lyf. The thrice three Mufes, mourning for the death of 
Learning, late deceaft in beggary. 
Thef, That isfome Satyr keen and critical, 
Not (orting with a nuptial ceremony. 
Lyf. A tedious brief Scene of young Piramus, 
And his love Thisby; very tragical mirth. 
Thef. Merry and tragical? Tedious and brief? That is, 
hot ice, and wondrous firange fnow. How fhall we find the 
concord of this difcord ? 
Eg. APlay there is, my Lord, fome ten wordstong, 
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Whichisas brief as !have known 2 Play ; 
But by ten words, my Lord, it is too Jong, 

Which makes it tedious : for in all the Play 

There is not one word apt, one Player fitted, 

And tragical, my noble Lord, itis: . 

For Piramus therein doth kill himfelf. 

Which when:I faw rehearft, I muft confefs, 

Made mine eyes water: but more merry tears 

The paflion of loud laughter never fhed. 

T bef, What are they that do play it? 

Eg. Hard handed men, that work in Athens Hére, 
Whtch never labour'd in their minds till now3 
And now have toiled their unbreathed memories 
With this fame-Play, againft your Nuptials. 

Thef. And-we will hear it, 

Phsl. No, my noble Lord, it isnot for you. Ihave heard 
It over, and it is nothing, nothing in the world, 

Unlefs you can find fport in their intents, 
Extreamly ftretcht, and cond with cruel pain, 
Todo you fervice. 

Thef. Twill hear that Play: For never any thing 
Can be amifs, when fimplenefs and duty tender it. 

Go bring themin, and take your places, Ladies, 

Hip, love not totee wretchednets o’re charged, 
And duty in his fervice perifhing. 

Thef. Why gentle fweet, you fhall fee no fuch thing. 

Hip. He fays they can do nothing in this kind. 

Thef. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing. 
Our {port fhall be, to take what they miftake ; 

And what poor duty cannot do, noble refpect 

Takes it in might, not merit. 

Where I havecome, great Clerks have purpofed 

To greet me with premeditated welcomes 5 

Where { have feen them fhiver, and look pale, 

Make periods in the midft of fentences, 

Throttle their pra&tiz’d accent in their fears, 

And in conelufion, dumbly have broke off, 

Not paying mea welcome. Truft me fweer, 

Out of this filence yet, I pickt a welcome : 

And inthe modefty of fearful duty, 

fread as much as from theratling tongue 

Of fawey and audacious eloquence, 

Love therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity, 

In leaft, {peak moft, to my capacity. 
Eg. So pleafe your Grace, the Prologue isaddreft. 
Da. Let him approach. Flor, Trum 


Enter Prologue. Quince. 

Pro. lf we offend, itis with our good will, 

That you fhould think we come not to offend, 

But with good will. To thew our fimple skill, 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Confider then, we come but in defpight. 

We do not come as minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight, 

We <renot here. That you fhould here repent you, 
The Ators are at hand and by their fhow, 

You fhall know all, that you are like to know. 

The/. This fellow doth not fand upon points. 

Lyf, He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt ; he 
knows not the ftop. A good moral, my Lord. Itis not e- 
nough to fpeak, but to {peak true. 

Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a child | 
on the Recorder, a found, but not in governmenr, I 

Thef. His fpeech waslike a tangled chain 5 nothing im: | 
paired, but all difordered. Who is the next ? 

Tawyer with a Trumpet before them, 


Eater Pyramus, and Thisby, Wall, Moon-fhine, 
and Lion, 
Pro. Gengles, perchance you wonder at this fhow # 
Buc wonder op, till truth make all things plain, 
This wan is Piramus, if you would know 3 
* 


This 


144 


2 as 
This beauteous Lady, 74 


This man with lime and £0 


_— 


isby is certain. 
ugh-caft, doth prefent 


Wall, the vile walls which did thefe lovers funder : 
And through wall’s chink (poor fouls) they are content 
To whifper. At the which, let no man wonder. 


‘This man with Lanthorn, 
Prefenreth Moon-fhine : 
By Moon-fhine did thele 


dog, and bufh of thorn, 
For if you will know, 
Lovers think no feoro 


Tomeet at Ninws tomb, there, there to wooe : 
This griz'y beaft (which Lion hight by name) 
The trufty Thwby, coming firtt by night, 

Did {care away, or rather did affright : 


And as fhe fled, her Mant 


le fhe did fall 5 


Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did ftain. 
Anoncomes Piramus, {weet youth ana tall, 
And finds his gentle Thisbtes Mantle flain 5 


Whereat, with blade, wit 


h bloody blameful blade, 


He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody breatt, 


Ard Thisby, tarrying in 


the Mulberry fhade, 


His dagger drew, and died. For all the reft, 
Let Lion, Moon-fhine, Wall, and Lovers twain, 
At large difcourle, while here they do remain. 


Exit all but Wall. 


Thef. } wonder if the Lion be to fpeak. 
Dem. No wonder, my Lord 4 one Lion may, when many 


Affes do. 


Exit Lion, Thisby, 474 Moon fhine. 


wall. In this fame interlude, it doth befall, 
That I, one Snowt (by name) prefent a wall : 
And fucha wall, as | would have you think, 
That had in iz a crannied hole or chink 4 


Through which the Love 
Did whifper often very fe 


ss, Piramus and Thisby, 
cretly. 


This loam, this rough-caft, and this ftone doth fhew, 
That lam that fame Wall 5 the truth is fo. 
And this the cranny is, right and finifter, 


Through which the fearf. 
Thef. Would you defi 
ter? 


| Lovers are to whifper. 
re Lime and Hair to {peak bet- 


Dem. It is the wittieft partition that ever I heard dif- 


courfed, my Lord, 


The/. Piramus draws neat the wall: filence. 


Enter Pyramus. 


Pyr O grim look’d night ! O night with hue fo black! 


O night, which ever art, 
O night, O night, alack, 


when day is not! 
alack, alack, 


I fear my Thisbics promife is forgot. 

And thou,O wall, thou {weet and lovely wall, 

That ftands between her father’s ground and mine, 
Thou wall, © wall, O fweet and lovely wall, 

Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyn. 
Thanks courteous wall , Fove fhield thee well for this. 
But what fee 2? No. Thisby do I fee, 

O wicked wall, through whom I fee no blifs, 


Curft be thy ftones for t 


hus deceiving me. 


Thef. The wall methinks, being fenfible, fhould curfe a- 


gain, 
Pyr, No in truth fir; h 


e fhould not. . Drceiving me, 


\ {> Thisbses cue 3 fhe isto enter, and Lam to ipy 
Her through the wall. You fhall fee it will fall. 


Enter Thisby- 


Pat as told you; yonder fhe comes. 

 Thif. O wall, full often haft thou heard my moans, 
For parting my fair Pyramus and me. 
My cherry lips hath often kift thy ftones 5 


Thy ftones with Lime an 


d Hair knit up in thee. 
* 
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Pyr. Lhear avoice ; now will I co the 
To {py and Ican fee my Thisbies face. Thisby 3 

Tbif. My love thow art, my fove I think. 

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, Iam thy lovers gface, 
And like Limander am 1 trufty fill. 

Thif. And like Helen, till the Fates me kill. 

Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was fo true. 

Thif. As Shafalus to Procrus, | to you. 

Pyr. O kifs me thi sh the hole of this vile wall. 

Thif. ikifs the wall's hole, not your lips at all. 

Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninnies tomb meet me ftraights 
way? F 

Thif. Tide life, tide death, [come without delay. 

Wall. Thus have | VVal, my part difcharged fo : 
And being done, thus V Vall away doth go. Exit Clow, 

Duk. Now is the moral. down between the two Neigh- 
bours. 

Dem. No remedy, my Lord, when walls are fo wilful, to 
hear without warning. 

Dut. Thisis the fillieft tuff that e’re I heard. 

Duk, The beft in this kind are but fhadows, and the 
worft areno worle, if imagination amend them. 

Dat. It muft be your imagination then, and not theirs. 

Duk, \f we imagine no worfe of them than they of them- 
felves, they may pals for excellent men. Here comes two 
noble beafts, in a Man and a Lion. 


Enter Lion, and Moon-fhine 


Lion. YouLadies, you (whole gentle hearts do fear 

The fmalleft monfrous Moule that creeps on floor) 
May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 
When Lion rough in wildeft rage doth roar. 

Then know that 1, one Svug the Joiner am 
A Lion fell, nor elfe no Lion’s dam : 

Forif I fhouldas Lioncome in ftrife 

Into this place, ’twere pity of. my life. 

Duk. Avery gentle beaft,and of a good confcience. 

Dem. The very beft at abeaft, my Lord, that e’re | faw. 

Lif. This Lion isa very Fox fer his valour. 

Duk. True, and a Goole for his difcretion. 

Dem. .Not fo, my Lord: for his valour cannot carry his 
difcretion, and the Fox carries the Goofe. 

Duk. His difcretion | am fure cannot carry his valour + 
for the Goofe carries not the Fox. It is well: leave it to his 
difcretion, and let us hearken to the Moon. 

_ Moon. This Lanthorn. doth the horned Moon pre- 
fent. 

Dem, He fhould have worn the horns on his head, 
ies Sep at efcent, and his horns are invifible, within 

io x a] a 

j toon doth fecm, to be. 

: os This is the greateft errorof all thereft: the man 
ook att intothe Lanthorn: How is it elfe the man 

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle ; 

For you {ce it is already in fnuff. ager wea 
Nes Iam weary of this Moons would he would 
Duk. \t appears by his fmall light of difcretion, that he 


; 9 all reafon, 


ty Proceed Moon, 

oon. All that I have to fay, i ] 

Moon, AU a y> is to tell you, that the 

nate isthe Moon; 1, the man in he Mea . this 

t es ufh, my thorn buth ; and this dog, my dog ‘ 

Pe net all thefe fhould be in the Lanthorn: for they 
inthe Moon. But filence; here comes Thishy. 


Enter Thisby. 


Thif. This is old Ninni 
Lion. Oh, smnves tomb : where is my love? 


nce, 
re | fin 

I, 
carry 


ralout 
ittoh 
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The Lion roars, Thisby runs off. 
Dem, Well roar’d Lion. 
Duk, Well cun Thishy. 
Dat. Well fhone Moco. 
Truly the Moon fhines with a good grace. 
Duk, Well mouz'd Lion. 
Dem, And thencame Psramus. 
Lyf And fo the Lion vanifht. 


Enter Piramus. 


Pir. Sweet Moon, Ithank thee for thy funny beams 
I thank thee Moon, for fhining now fo bright : 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering itreams » 
Itruft.ro tafte of truelt Thisbies fight. 
But ftay : O fpight! but mark, poor Knight, 
What dreadful dole is here ? 
Eyes do you fee ' How can it be ! 
| O dainty Duck : O Deer } 

Thy Mantle good; what ftain’d with-blood! 
Approach you Furies fell : 
O Fates! come, come: Cut thred and thrum, 

Quail, cruth, conclude, and quell. 
Duk, This paflion, and the death of a dear friend, 
Would go near to make a man look fad. 
Dut, Belhrew my heart, but | pity the man. 
Pir. O wherefore Nature didft thou Lions frame? 
Since Lion vild hath here de flour’d my Deer: 
Which is: no, no, which was the fairet Dame 
That liv’d, that lov’d, that lik’d, that look’d with cheer. 
Come tears, confound : Out fword, and wound 
The pap of Psramus: 
|, that lefe pap, where heart doth hop: 
"Thus die 1, thus, thus, thus. 
Now am Idead,now am I fied, my foul is in the sky 5 
Tongue lofe thy light, Moon take thy flight, 
Now die, die, die, die, die. 
Dem. No die, but anace for him; for he is but one. 
Lyf. Lefs than an ace man; For he is dead; he is no- 
thing. 
Duk, With the help of a Surgeon he might yet recover, 
and prove an Als. 
Dut. How chznce che Moon-fhine is gone before ? 
Thisby comes back 5-and finds her Lover. 


Enter Thisby. 


Dak. She will fiad him by far-light. 
Here fhe comes ;, and her paflion ends the play. 
Dut. Methinks the fhould not ufe along one 
Piramus : Lhope fhe will be brief. 
Dem. A moth will turn the ballance, which Psramus, 
which Thisby is the better, * 
Lyf. She hath {pied him already with thofe fweet eyes. 
Dem. And thus fhe means, vedelicet. 
Thif. Afleep, my Love ? What, dead, my Dove ? 
O Piramus arife : 
Speak, fpeak. Quite dumb ? Dead, dead? A tomb 
Muft cover my {weet cyes- 
Thefe lilly lips, this cheery nofe, 
Thefe yellow cow flip cheeks 
Are gone, are gone: Lovers make moan. 
His eyes were green as Leeks. 
O fitters three, come, come to me, 
with hands as pale as milk 5 
Lay them in gore, fince you have fhore 
With theers, this thread of filk. 
Tongue not a word ; Conte trufty fword ; 
Come blade, my breaft imbrue : 
And farewel friends, thus Thsiby ends 3 
Adieu, adieu, adieu. ° 
Duk, Moon-(hine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 
Dem. \, and VV all too. 
Bot. No, Laflure you, the Wall is down that parted 
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Mid{ummers 


ee 


145 


their Fathers. Will it pleafe you to fee the Epilogue, or 
to psig a Bergomask dante, between two of our Compa- 
ny? 

Duk, No Epilogue, 1 pray you ; for your play needs no 
excofe. Never excule ; for when the Players are all dead, 
there need none tobe blamed. Marry, if he that writ it 
had plaid Péramus, agd hung himfelf in Thisbies garter, it 
would have been afine Tragedy : and fo it is truly, and ve- 
ry notably difcharg’d. Butcome, your Burgomask ; fet your 
Epilogue alone. 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 
Lovers, to bed, ’tis almof Fairy rime. 

L fear we fhall out-fleep the coming morn, 

As much as we this night have over-watcht. 
This palpable grofs play hath well beguil’d 

The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends to bed. 
A fortn:ght hold we this folemnity, 

Innightly Revels, and new joliity. 


Exeunt. 
#, Enter Puck. 


Puck Now the hungry Lions roars, 
Asdthe Wolf beholds the Moon: 
Whileft the heavy. Ploughman fnoars, 
All with weary tesk fore-done. 

Now the wafied brands do glow 

A; £ ) 
Whil’ft che {critch-owl, feritching loud, 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe, , 
la remembrance of a fhrowd, 

Now it is the time of night, 

hat the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his {prighr, 
inthe Church-way paths to glide 5 
And we Fa#ries, that do run, 

By the triple Hecates team, 

From the prefence of the Suny 
Following darknefs like adream, 
Now are frolick; not a Movfe 
Shal! difturb this hallowed houfe. 
Lam fent with broom before, 

To fweep the duft behind thedoor, 


Enter King. and Queen of Fairies with their traia, 


Ob. Through the houfe give glimmering light, 

By the dead and drowfie fire, 

Every Elf and Fairy {pright, 

Hop as light as bird from brier, : 

And this Ditty after me, fing and dance trippingly. 
Tita, F:irft rehearfe this tong by roat, 

To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 

Will we fing and blefs this place. 


The Song, 


Now until the break, of day, 
Through this boufe each Fairy ftrayy 
To the beft Bride-bed will we, 

W hich by us {hall bleffed be 5 

And theiffue there create, 

Ever fhalibe fortunate : 

So {hall all the couples three, 

Ever true in loving be: 

end the blots in Natures hana, 

Shall not in their iffue ftand, 

Never mole, barelip, nor [car, 

Nor mark prodigious, {uch a are 

Defpifed in Nativsty, 

Shall upon their children be. 

With this field dew confecrate, 

Every Pairy take his gate, 

And each feveral chamber blefs, 

Through this Palace with [weet peace, 
Ever 
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ha Gentles, do not reprehend ; 
Ever {hall in fafey rh if you pardon, we will mend. 
alread nh a ie And as I am honeft Puck 
pout mene ey, 1f we have unearned luck, 
cet t 'y | 4 Now to fcape the Serpent’s tongue; 
’ ‘ ill make amends e’re long: 
Robin. Vf we fhadows have offended, We wi pres 2 
Think but (this, and all is eg ee Fi at eno 2 ait 
| That you have but flumbred here, Give me your hands, if we be friends, 
| While thefe vifions did appeal And Robin thall reftore amends: 


And this weak and idle theam, 
| No more yiclding but a dream. 
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Actus Primus. 


err se ae 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 
To think.on this, and fhall I lack the thought, 
1| That fuch a thing bechanc’d would make me fad? § 

But tell notme, | know Anthonio 
N footh 1 know not why Iam fo fad, Is fad to think upon his Merchandize. 
: Tt wearies me’ you fay it wearies you 5| Ant. Believe me, no, I thank my fortune for it; 
Buthow I caught it, found it, or came) My ventures are not in one bottom trufted, 
aN (by it 5, Nor to one place 5 nor is my whole eftate 

‘s/h What ftuff ’tis made of, whereof it is) Upon the fortune of this prefent year: 

4 (born,| Therefore my Merchandize makes me not fad; 
Lam tolearn: andfuch a Want-witfad-| Sola. Why then you are in love. 


(nefs makes of me, Anth. Fie, fie. 
Sola. Not in love neither ! then let us fay you are fad 


Becaufe you are not merry ; and *twere as eafie 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay you are merry, 
Becaufe you are not fad. Now by my two-headed. Fammy 
Nature hath fram’d ftrange fellows in her time 5 
Do over-peer the petty Traffickers Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
That curtfie to them, do them reverence, And laugh like Parrots at a bag-piper 5 : 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. And other of fuch vinegar afpeé, 
Sola. Believe me, fir, had I fuch venture forth, That they’! not thew their teethin way of fmile, 
The better part of my affeétions would Though Neétar fwear the jeft be laughable. 
Be with my hopes abroad. Lthould be ftill 


SR RTR are ope 


Enter Anthonio, Solatino, and Salanio. 
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That [have much a-do to know my felf. 
Sal. Your mind is tofling on the Ocean, 
There where your Argofies with portly fail, 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood, 
Or as it were the Pageans of the fea, 


Plucking the graf, to know where fits the wind, Enter Baffanio, Lorenfo, and Gratiano, 
Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and roads: 
And every objcét that might make me fear Sola. Here comes Baffanio, 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, Your moft noble Kinfman, ris 
| Would make me fad. ; Gratiano, and Lorenfo, Fare ye well ; 
Sal. My wind cooling my broth, We leave you now with better company. ‘1 
Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought Sola. | would have ftaid till | had made you merry: : 
What harm a wind too great might do at fea, If worthier friends had not prevented me. 
I fhouldnot fee the fandy hour-glafs run, Anth. Your worth isvery dear inmy er ard 
But I fhould think of fhallows, and of flats, I take it your own bufinefscalls on you fies ee 
And fee my wealthy Andrew docksin fand, And you embrace th® occafion to de ic 
Vailing her high Be lower than meee Sal. Good morrow, my good ‘aed 
To kifs her burial: ShouldI goto Caurcn, Baff. Good Sisni : 
And fee the eee Edifice. of fine; : i 0 Signiors both, when fhall we laugh ? 7 4 
| and sot bethink me ftraight of dangerous TOCKS, You grow exceedin ; F 
Which touching but my Secte Veffel’s fide, Sal. We’! make 2 hin ol Sa - fo? P 
| Would fcateer all her {pices on the ftrcam, Exe Se Jon yours. 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks, unt Solarino, and Solano. |” 
io a word, DU , 
| Aad in a word, but even now worth this, Lord. My Lord Bffanio, fince you have found Anthorio,| 


os 
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pa . 
‘We two willleave you, but at dinner-time 
I pray you have in mind where we muft meet. 
Baff. V will not fail you. 
Grat. You look not well, fignior Anthomo, 
You have too much refpeg upon the world : 
They lofe it that do buy it with much care, 
Believe me, you are marvelloufly chang’d. 
Anth, Lhold the world but as the world, Gratsano, 
A ftage, where every man muft play a part, 
And mineafad one. 
Grat. Letme play the fool, 
With mirth and laughter: letold wrinclescome, . 4 

And let my Liver rather heat with Wine, 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. | 
Why fhould aman, whofe blood is warm within, 
Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablafter ? 

} Sleep when he wakes and creep into the Faundies, 
By being peevifh ? 1 tell thee what, Anthonio, 

| love thee, and itis my love that {peaks : 

There are afortof men, whofe vifages 

Do cream and mantle like a landing pond, 

And do a wilful ftilnefs entertain, 

With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 

Of wifdom, gravity, profound conceit, 

As who fhouldfay,;1 am, fir, an Oracle, 

And when ope my lips, let no dog bark. 

O my c4athonio, | do knowof thefe, 

That therefore only are reputed wife, 

For faying nothing 5 when 1am very fure, 

If they fhould fpeak, wouldalmoft damn thofé ears, 

Which hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 

Ve tell thee more of this another time. 

But fith not with this melancholly bait, 

For this fool Gudgion, this opinion: 

Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, 

{le end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor, Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time. 
I mutt'bevone of :thefe fame dumb wile men, 

For Gratiano never lets me {peak. 

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years Moe, 
Thou fhalt not know the found of thine own tongue. 

Anth. Fare you wells Vle grow a talker for this gear. 

Gra. Thanks?’ faith 5 for filence is only commendable 
[n'a Neats' Tongue dri’d, and a maid not vendible. Exit. 

Anth. Icis that any thing now. 

Baff. Gratiano{peaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 
than any manin all Venice: his reafons are two grains of 
wheatihid in two bushels of chaff : you fhall feek all day:e’re 
youfind them and when you have them, they are not 
worth the fearch. 

Anth. Welly tell me now what Lady is the fame 
To whom you fworea fecret pilgrimage, 

That vou today promis’d to tell me of? — 

Ba. "Tis not unknown to you, Aathonio, 
How much I have difabled mine eftate, 

By fomething fhewing a more {welling port 
Than my fain: means would grant coutinuance : 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
Fromfucha noble rate; butmy chief care 
Is tacome fairly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal, 
Hath left me gag’d: to you, Aathonio, 

L owe the moft inmoney, and in love, 

And from your love bhave a warranty 

To unburthen all my plots and, purpoles, 
How to get clear of all the debts! owe. 

Anth. \pray you good \Baffanie, let-me know it, 
And iftitiftandsas you yourself ftill do, 

Within the eye of honour, be affur’d 
My purfe, my perfon, my extreameft means 
Lie all unlock’d to your occafions. 

Baff. In my fchool days, when Phadloftone fhaft, 
I hot his fellow of the felffame flight 
Thefelf-lame way, with more adviled watch, 
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The Merchant of Venice, 


For the Fonr.winds blow in from every coaft 


To tind the other forth ; and by adventuring bozh, 
loft found both. Lurge this child-hood proof, 
Becaufe what followsis pure innocence. 
I owe you much, and like a wilful youth, 
That which loweis loft: butif you pleafe 
To fhoot another arrow that {elf way 
Which you did fhootthe firft,, 1 do not doubt, 
As I will watch the aim: Or tofind both, 
Or bring your latter hazird backagain, 
And thankfully reft debtor for the firft. 

Anth. You know me well, and herein {pend but time 
To wind about my Jove with circumftance 5 
And out of doubg you do tome more wrong, 
Inmaking queftien of my uttermoft, ; 
Thanif youhad made wafte of all Ihave; 
Then do but fay tome, what fhould ido, 
That in your knowledg may by me be done, 
Andlampreft untoit: therefore {peak. 

Baff. in Belmont is a Lady richly left, 
Andithe as fair, and fairer than that word, 
Of wondrous vertues : fometimes from her eyes, 
I did wectivefair {peechlels meflages : 
Her name is Portia, nothing undervalu’d 
To Cato’sdaughter, Brutus Portia : 
Nor.is the wide world ignorant.of her.worths 


Renowned futors 5 and her dunnyjlocks 

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 

Which makesher feat of Belmont Cholebes ftrond, 
And.many Fa/fous come in queft,of her. 

O my .edntbonie, had [ibut the means 

To hold a rival place withone of them, 

Ihave amind prefagesme fuchthrift, 

That | thould queftionlefs be fortunate. 

Aath, Thiou know’ft that allomy fortunes.are.at fea 
Neither have 1 money, nor commodity : 
Toraife:a prefent fum3 therefore go: forth, 
Try whatimy credit can in Venice do, 

That thal: berack’deven to:the urrermoft, 
To, furnith theeito Bélmont to fair Portia. 
Go prefentlyenquire, and {fo will I, 
Where money is; ands] no queftion make 
To have it of mytraft, ortor my fake. 


Exennt. 
Enter Portia with her waiting-wowan Nerifla. 


Por. By my troth,lVersffaymyilittle body is»weary of this 
great world, 
_ Wer. You would be, fweet Madam, if your miferies were 
in thefame abundance as your goed fortunes are >and yer 
for ought I fee, they are as fick that fitrfeit with toomuch; 
astheyi that ftarve with nothing; therefore itis no'finall 
happinefs to be feated in the mean; fuperfluity comes fooner 
by white hairs, but competencyilives longer. 

Por. Good -fentences, and well: pconounc’d, 

Ner. They: would be better if well followed. , 

Por. If todo were as eafie as to know what were good to 
do, Chappelshad been Churches, and poor mens Cottages 
Princes Palaces: Itisia good: Divine that follows his.own 
inftruétions: Ican eafier teach twenty what were good to 
be done, than beoneof the twenty to follow, mine own 
teaching: The brain may devit¢é laws for the blood, but a 
hot temper leaps orea coldedecree; fuch ahare is Mad- 
nefs, the Youth,: toiskip o’re the mefhes of good counfel, 
the Cripple : But this reafonisnot in fafhiontochufe me a 
husband : Ome, the »word: chufe !) L may neither chufe 
whom [-would,: nor refufe: wheme I odiflike, fois the will 
of alivingdaughter curb’d-by the willof adead father: is 
i¢nothard, Weriffz, that I cannot chufe one, norrefufe 
none ? 

Wer. Your Father was ever vertuous ; and holy men 
at their death have good infpirations ; ‘therefore the lot- 
tery ‘that’he? hath ‘devised in: thefe three chefts of Gold, 
Silver, and: Lead ; «whereof .who. chufes ‘his imeanivg, 

N chufes 
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will no doubt never be 
ly but one who you fhall rightly love: bnt what warmth 
is there in your affection towards any af thefe Princely 
futers that are already come ¢ 

Por. Ipay thee over-name the 
them, I will deferibe them, and according to my 
ption, level at my effe€tion. 

Ner. .Firft there is the Neopolitan Prince: 

Por. I that’s acolt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
talk of his horfe, and he makes it a great appropriation 
t6 his Own good parts that he can fhew himfelf I 
am much afraid: my Lady his mother plaid falfe with a 
§ mith. 

Wer. 

Pur. He doth nothing b 


m, and as thou nameft 
defcri- 
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Then is there the- County Palenténe. 

ut frown (as who’ fhould fay 
and you will not have me, chufe: he hearts merry tales 
and imiles not, J fear he will prove the weeping Philo- 
fopher when he grows old, being fo full of unmannerly 
fadnefs in his youth. ) I had rather to be married to a 
deaths head with abone in his. mouth, than to either of 
I thefe : God defend me from thefe two. 

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Mounfieur 
Le Boun ? 

Por. God made him; and therefoee let him pafs for 
aman; in truth I know it is fin to be amocker, but he! 
why he hatha horfe better than the Neapolitans, a bet- 
ter bad habit.of frowning than the Count Palentine, he 
, aif a Laffel fing, he falls ftraight 
h his own fhadow. If I fhould 
marry him, 1 fhould marry twenty husbands: if he would 
defpife me, I would forgive hi, for if he love me to mad- 
nefs, Ifhould never requite him: 

Ner. Whatfay you then to Fauconbri 
Baron of England? 
bhidets Por. You know I fay nothing to him; for he under- 
it le flands not me, nor] him: he hath neither Latine, Freneh, 

Me not Italian, and you will come into the Court and {wear 
| that I have a poor penny-worth in the Englifh: he is a 
| proper mans picture, but alas who can converfe with a 


j 


jis every man in no man 
| a capring, he will fence wit 


dge, the young 
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Hi | dumb fhow? how odly he is fuited, I think he bought 

f tie 4 | his doublet in Jtaly, his round hofe in Fraace, his bonnet in 

is | | Germany, and his behaviour every where. 
pa a Ner. What think you of the other Lord his neigh- 
i 14 " bour 2 
oe ii Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in -him, for 
fente | he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englifh-man, and 
Bey) {wore he would pay him again when he was able. I 


think the Freachman became his furety, and fealed under 


for another. 
Ner. How like you the young Germain the Duke of 
Saxonies Nephew ? * 

‘iy Por. Very vildely in the morning when he is fober, 
ea hm and moft vildely in t 
Saw when he is beft, he isa little worfe then aman, and when 
he is worfthe is little better then a beaft : and the wor ft 
fall that ever fell, I hope I fhall make fhift to go without 

Na him. 
hy Ner. If he thould offer to chufe, 


if you fhould refufe to accept him. 

Por. Therefore for fear of the worft, I pray thee fet 
fo: adeep Glafs of R 
ig for if the Devil be within, 
; Iknow he willchufe it. Iwilldo any thing Neriffa cre 
I will be married toa fpunge- 
Ner. Yowneed not fear La 

" Lords, they have acquainted me with their determinati- 
ons, which is indeed to return to their home, and to trou- 
ble you with no more fuit, unlefs you may be won by fome 
other fort than your Fathers impofition, depending on the 


j ie ‘ kt Caskets, 
ee ii Por. If live to be as old as Sibilla, I will die as chaft 
A Mu as Diane + untefs 1 be obtained by the manner of my Fa- 
: ty, thers will : I am glad this parcel of wooers are fo rea- 


Da 


chofen by any right- | 


he afternoon when he is drunk 5 
and chufe the right | 
Casket, you fhould refufe to perform your Fathers will, | 


enni{h-wine on the contrary Casket, | 
and the temptation without, | 


dy the having any of thele | 


nt of V enice., 
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fonab'e, ‘or there is not one ions thems bug) 
| doaton his. Very abfence: and wilh them a fair dapar. 


Lady, in your «Pathers 


time , a Venetian, a Scholar and a Souldier tha / 
came hither in company of the Marqueis of Adownfers 
rat? 

Por, Yes, yes, tt was Baffanio , as 1 think, fo wag 


he call’d. 
Ner. True 
foolifh eyes fook 
Lady. 
Por. [remember him well, and 1 remember him wor- 
thy of thy praife. 


Miudam, he of all the men. that ever my 
elerving a fair 


’d upon, was the belt a 


< 
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Enter a Setving-man- 


Ser. The four ftrangers feek you Madam to take their 
leave: and there is a fore-runner come froma fife, 
The Prince of Jorceco, Whe brings ¥ ord the Prince his 
Mafter will be. here to nig 
Por. If I could bid the fift welcome with fo good heart 


as 1 can bid the other fcur farewel, 1 fhe ld “be glad of 
his approach: if he have # cendition of a Saint, and 
the complexion of a Devil, 1 had rather he fhould thrive 
me than wive me.» Come Neviffs, firra go before; whiles 
we fhut the gate upon one wooer , another knecks at the 
door. Exeunt. 
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Enter Baflania with Shylock the Jew. 


Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, well. 

Baff. \ fir, for three months. 

Shy. For three montks, well, 

Baff. For the which , as Ftcld you, 
Anthonio hall be bound. 

Shy. Authonio fhall become bound, well, 

Baff. May you fted me * Will you pleafure me? 
Shal! | know your anfwer? 

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats for three months, 
And Axthonio bound. : 

Baff. Your anfwer to that. 

Shy. Anthoniois a good man 

Baff. Have you heard any imputation to the com 
trary. 

Shy, No, no, no, no; my meaning in faying he 14 
good men, is to have you underftand me that he is fuftt 
cient, yet his means are in{uppofition: he hath an Argo: 
fy bound to Tripelis, enother 10 the Judies. 1 undef 
ftand moreover upon the Koyalto, he hath a third at Me 
xico,a fourth for England, and other ventures he hath 
{quandred absgad, but Ships are but boords, Sailers but 
men, there be Land Rats, and Water Rats, Water theives 
and Land Theives,’ 1 mean Pyrats ; and then there isthe 

peril of Waters, Winds, and Rocks: the man is notwith 
ftanding fufficient; three thoufand Ducats, Ithiak I may 
take his bond. 4 

Baff. Be affured you may. 
: Few. Y will be afflured | may : and that 1 may beak 
Panay , 1 will bethink me, may 1 {peak with Amthr 

Baff. If it pleafe you to dine with us. 

Few. Yes, to fmell pork, to eat of the Habitation 
which your Prophet the Nezarite conjured the Devil m- 

Ht ag otrs you, fell with you, talls with you, 

| ich you, and fo following ; but J will not eat with 
| you, drink with you, nor pray with you. 
What news onthe Ryalto; who is he comes here? 


e 
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Enter Anthonio, 


Baff. This is Signior Anthonio, 
Few. How like a fawning publican he looks. 


seainerass mane 
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Lhate him, for he is a Chriftian: ~ 
But more for that in low fimplicity 
He lends out money gratis,and brings down 
The rate of ufance here with us in ence. 
{f Lean catch him once upon the hip, 
| will feed fat the antient grudg I bear him. 
He hates our facred Nation, and he rails 
Even there where Merchants moft do Congregate 
On me, my bargains, and my well-worn thrift, 
Which he calls intereft : Curfed bemy Tribe 
If I forgive him. 
Baff. Shylock, do you hear? 
Shy. Lam debating of my prefent ftore, 
And by thenear guclsof my menory 
1 cannot inftantly raife up the grols 
Of full three thoufand Ducats : what of that ? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furnifh me: but foft, how many Months 
Do youdefire ? Reft you fair good Signior, 


1 Your worfhip was the laft manin our mouths, 


eAnth. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow 


| By taking, nor by giving of Excefs, — 
} Yet to fupply the ripe wants of my friend, 


Ple break acutom : is he yet poffsft 
How much he would? 

Shy. 1, 1, three thoufand Ducats. 

Anth. And for three months. 

Shy. thad forgot, three months you told me fo. 
Well then, your bond : but let me fee, but hear you, 
Me thoughts you faid,you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 

Anth, do never ufe it : 

Shy. When facob graz'd his Uncle Laban’s theep, 
This facob fromour holy Abrabamwas 
( As his wife Mother wrought in his behalf J 
The third poffeffer, 1, he wasthe third. 

eAnth. And what of him, did he takeist ereft ? 

Shy: No, not take intereft, not as you would fay 
Dire@ly intereft, mark what Fa cob did, 

When Laban and himfelf were comprimiz’d 
That all the evelings which were ftrea.’d and pied 
Should fall as Facobs hire, the Ewesbeing rank, 
In end of Autumn turned to the Rams, 
And when the work of generaijion was, 
Between thefe woolly breeders in the Act 
The skilful fhepheard pil’d me certain wands, 
And in the doing of the deed of kind, 
He ftuck them up before the fulfome Ewes, 
Who then conceiving, did in yeaning time 
Fall party-colour’d Lambs, and thole were Facobs. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft,: 
And thrift is bieffing if, men fteal it not. 
Aath. This was aventure fir, that Facob ferv'd for, 
A thing not in his power to bring to pals, 
Butfway’d and fafhion’d by the hand of heaven; 
Was this inferted to make intereft good ? 
Or is your gold and fiiver Ewes and Rams? 
Shy. Leannot tell, make it breed as fait, 
But note my Siguior. 
eAnth, Mark you this Baffanio, 
The Devil-can cite Scripture tor his purpofe: 
An evil foul producing holy witnefs, 
Is like a villain with a fmiling cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
O whata goodly outfide fallehood hath. 
Shy. Thiee thoufand Ducats, ’tis a good round fum. 
Three months from twelve, then let me fee the rate. 
Anih, Well Shylock, fhall we be beholding to you ? 
Shy. Signior Anthonio,many a time and oft 
In the Realto you have rated me, 
About my moneys and my ufances : 
Stili have | born it with a patient fhrug 
( For fufferance is the badg of all our Tribe) : 
You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
* 
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And {pit upon my Jewith gabcrdine, 
And all for ufe of that which is mine own. 
Well then; it now appears you need my help $ 
Go to then, you come to me, and you fay, | 
Shylock, we would have moneys, you fay fo : 
You that did void your rheume upon my beard, 
And foot me as you{purn a ftranger cur 
Over your threfhold, moneys is your iuit- 
what fhould I fay to you ?. Shovld I not fay, 
Hath a dog money ? isit poffible 
A cur fhould lend three thoufand Ducats? or 
Shall 1 bend low, and ina bondmans key 
With bated breath,-and whifpring humblenefs, 
Say this: Fair fir, you fpet onme on Wednefday laf ; 
You fpurn’d mefuch a day ; another time 
Youcail’d me dog: and for thefe curtefics 
le lend you thus much moneys. 
Anth, 1 am as like to call thee fo again, 
To fpet on thee again, to {purn thee too, 
If thou wilt lendthis money, lendit not 
As to thy friend, for when did friendfhip take ~ 
A breed of barren metal of his friend ? 
But lend it ratherto thine enemy, 
Whoif he break, thou maift with better face 
Exact the penalties. 
Shy. Why lock you how you ftorm, 
I would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the fhames that you have flain’d me with, 
Supply your prefent wants, and take no doit 
Of ufance for my: moneys, and youl not hear me 5 
This is kind } offer. 
Baff. This werekindnefs, 
Shy. This kindnefs will I fhow ; 
Go with me toa Notary, feal me there 
Your fingle bond, and in a merry fport 

If you repay me aot on fuchaday, 

In fuch a place, fuch {um or fums as are 

Expreftin the condition, let the forfeit 

Be nominated for an equal pound 

Of your fair fefh, to be cut off and taken 

In what part of your body it pleafeth me. 

Aath. Content in faith, Pie feal to fuch a bond, 

And fay there ismuch kindnelfs in the Few. 

|  Baf. You fhall nat feal to fuch a bond for me, 

| 'lerather dwell in my neceffity. 

| Anth. Why fear not man,| will not forfeit it; 
| Within thefe two months, that’s a month before 

This bond expires, | do expeét.return 

Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy. O Father e4brabam, what thefe Chriftians are, 
Whote own hard dealing teaches them fuipeé& 
| The thoughts of others: Pray you teil me this, 
If he fhould break Kis day, what fhould | gain 
By the exeétion of the forfeiture ? 
| A pound of mans fiefh taken from a man, 
is not fo eftimable,profitable neither, 
sfiefh of Afuttons, Beefs, or Goats. fay, 

To buy his favour, 1 extend this friendfhip; 

If he will takeit, fo : if not adieu, 

And for my love I pray you wrong me not. 
cAath. Yes Shylock, 1 wiil feal unto this bond, 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notaries, 

Give him dire&tion for this merry bond, 

And I will go and purfe the Ducats ftraight : 

See to my houle, left in the fearful guard 

Of anunthrifty knave: and prefently 

Ple be withyou. 

Anth. Hye thee gentle Jew. 


Exit. 
This Hebrew will turn 


: | Chriftian, he grows kind. 


Baff. ike not fair terms, and a villains mind. 
eAnth. Come on, in this there can be no difinay, 
My Ship’s come home a month before the day. 
Exeunt. 
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edorechins a tawny Moor all white,and three or 
" > . 3 . 
four followers accordingly, with Portia, 
Nerriffa ana ber train. 
Flo. Corzets. 


Mor. Miflike me not for my compleétion, , 
The fhadowed livery of the burnifh’d Suny 
To whom [ama neighbour, and near bred: 
Bring me the faireft creatare Northward Born, 
Where Phebus fire fcarce thaws the. yficles, 
And let us make ine:fion for yout Love, 
To prove whofe Bloodis reddeft, his or mine. 
[cell the Lady this afpeét of mine 
Hath feard the valiant, (by my love I fwear) 
The be& regarded Virgins of our Clime 
Have lov’d it too: 1 would not change this hue, 
‘Except to fteal your thoughts my gentle Queen. 
Por. In terms of choice Lam not foelly led 
By nice diretion of a maidens eyes : 
Befides, the lottery of my deftiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chofing : 
But if my father had not fcanted me, 
And hedg’d me by his wit to yield my felf 
His wife, who wins me by that means told you, 
Your {elf (renowned Prince ) then ftood as fair 
As any comer L have look’d on yet 
For my affc&tion. 
Mor. Evenfor that T thank you, 
Therefore I pray you lead me. to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Symitar 
That flew the Sophy, and a Perfian Prince, 
That won three fields of Sulegn Solyman, 
t would o’re-Rare the Nerneft eyes that look: 
Out-bravethe heart mof daring on the earch : 
Pluck the young fucking Cubs from the fhe Beary 
Yea, mock the Liow when he roars for prey, 
To win the Lady. But alas the while, 
tf Hercules and Lychas play at Dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand: 
So is Aleides beaten by his rage, 
And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, 
mits chat which one unworthier may attain, 
And dye with grieving. 
Por. You tout take your chance, 
And either not attempt to choofe at all, 
Or fwear before you choofe, if you choofe wrong, 
Never to fpeak to Lady afterward 
In way of Marriages therefore be advis’d 
Mor. Nor willnot 5 come bring me ento my chance. 
Por. Firft forward to the temple, after dinacr 
Your hazird fhall be made. 
Mor, Good fortune then, 
To make me bit or curfed’ among men. 


Cornets 
Exeunt. 


Enter Clown alone 


Clo. Certainly, my_confcience will ferve me to run 
from this Jew my Mafter: the fiend is at mine elbow, 
and attempts me, faying to me Fob, Launcelet Fob, Zood 
Launeel<t, or good Fob, or good Launcelet Fob , ufe 
your Legs, take the tart, run away 3 my confcience fays 
no 3 take heed honeft Launcelet, take heed honeft Fob, 
or as afore-(aid honeft Lawncelet Fob , do not run , 


{cora running with thy heels; well, the moft couragi- 


ous fiend bids me pack, fia fays the fiend, away fays 
the fiend, for the heavens role up a brave mind fays 


of Veniee. a 
; | 


a ‘ i 


the fiend, and run; well, my confcience hanging about | 
the neck of my heart, fays very wilely tome, My howl 
|neft friend Lannceler, being an honeft mans fon, or ta} 
ther an honeft womans fon , for indeed my Father did} 
fomething fmack, fomething grow too 5 he had a kind off 
tafte; wcll, my confctence fays Launcelet budg not, beds | 
{ays the fiend, budg not fays my coniciences confeience} 
fay. 1 you counfel well, fiend tay I you countfel wel,| 
to berul’d by my conttience I fhould ftay with the Jew! 
my Mafter, who ( God blefs the mark ) tsa Kind ofl 
Devil 5 andto runaway fromthe Jew { fhould beruled| 
by the fiend, who faying your reverence is the Devil him. ; 
felf: certainly the Jew is the very Devil incarnation. 
and in my confcience, my confcience is a kind of hard 
con{cience, to offer to counfel me to fay with the jew; 
the fiend gives the more friendly counfel ; 1 will run 
|fiend, my heels are at your commandement 4 1 wil 
run. ‘ 


Enter old Gobbo with a Basket. 1 
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Gob, Matter young-man; you I pray you, which isthe 


way to Mafter Jews ¢ ; 

Laun. O heavens, this is my true begotten Father, who 
being more then fand-blind, high gravel blind, knows me. 
not, | will try confufions with him. a 

Gob. Matter young Gentleman, I pray you whichis the) 
way to Mafter Jews. ny 

Laun. Turnupon your right hand at the next turning, | 
but at the next turning of all on your left 5 marry at the| 
very next turning, tura of no hand, but turn down indi-}. 
reétly to the Fews houfe. | 

Gob. By Gods fonties "twill be a hard way to i 
you tell me whether one Launecle that dwells with him,| 
dwell with him or no? ge 4 

Laun. Talk you of young Mafter Launcelet? mark me| | 
how, nowwilllraife the waters; talk you of young Aa| 
fter Lauvcelet? ona 

Gob, No Mafter fir, but a poor mans fon, his Father| 
tho I fay’t is an honc& exceecing poor man, and God be 
thanked well to live. : z 

Laun. Well, let his Father be what a will, we talk 
young Matter Launcelet. a | 

Gob. Your worthips friend and Launcelet. , 

Laun. But I pray you Ergo,old man Ergo \befeech you; 
talk you of young Mafter Lawnoelet? , 

Gob. Of Launceler,an’t pleafe your Mafterfhip. 

Laun, Ergo Mafter Laureeler, talk not of matter Lau 
celct Father,for the young gentleman according to fates and 
deftinies, and fuchodd fayings, the fifters three, and fuch 
branches of Learning, is indeed dcceated, or as you would 
| fay in plain terms, gone to heaven. LY 

Gob. Marry God forbid, the boy was the verey ftaff of} 

my age, my very prop. 7 
Laun, Dol look like a cudgel or a hovel-poft, a ftafl 
or aprop? do youknow me Father ? 7 
Gob, Alack the day, 1 know you not young Gentlemay 
but I pray you tell me is my boy, God reft his foul #) § 
live or decd. ad 
Laun, Do you not know me Father? ae 
Gob. Alacix fir 1am fand blind, [know younot. ‘ 
Laun, Nay, indeed if you had your eyes you might) 
fail of the knowing me‘: it is a wife father that knows} 
hisown Child. Well, old man, I will tell you news of your} 
Son, give me your bleffing, truth will come to light) 
murder cannot be hid long, a mans fon may, butin theene 
truth will nor. ey 
Gob. Pray you fir ftand up, 1 am fure you are ot) 
Launcelet my boy. 
Laun. Pray you let’s have no more fooling about it, but 
give me Your blefling , 1 am Launcelet your boy chat Was) 
your fon thatis, your child that fhatl be. ae 
Gob. I cannot think you aremy fon. Be 
Laun. I know'not what I fhall chink of chat: but Pam) 
Lanncelé| 


" 
q 
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3 »_and lam iure gery your wile, 
Lanncelet the Fews man, and lam iure Margery ¥ y 


is my Mother. ; ; ts 
oh Her name is Margery indeed, Vie be fworn if _ 
‘ gS : bd Dofh anc * e 
be Launcelet, thou art mine own Hen and blood Le 
worfhip might he be, what a beard haft thou gots thou 
ad € Lin mv philhorfe 
haft got more hair on thy Chin,thaa.Dobbin my philhorte, 
has on his tail ope atts Sid 
Laun \t fhould feem then that Dobbins tail gro ws back- 
ward. 1am fure he had more hair of his tail than I have | 
on my face when I laft faw him: ‘ 
Gob Lord how art thou chang’d! how doft thou and 
thy Mafter agree? I have brovght hima Prefent; how gree 
i you now? 
Laun. Well, well, 
up my reft to run away, 


but for mine own part, asf have fet | 
fo L will not reft till ihave run} 
fome ground; my Mafter’s avery Few, give hima prefent, 
give hi a halter, 1 am famifht in his fervice. You may 
tell every finger I have with my Ribs : Father, 1 am glad 
you are come.give me your prefent'to one Mafter Baffanio, 
| will run as far as God has any sround.O rare Fortune, here 
1 comes the man, to him Father, for 1 ama Jew if I ferve the 
| Jew any longer. 


Enter Baflanio with a follower or two. 
| Baff. Youmay do fo, but let it be fo hatted, that fup- 
I per be ready at the far theft by five of the Clock : fee thete 
Letters delivered, put the Liveries to making, and defire 
Gratiano to come anon to my Lodging. 
Laun. To him Father. 


Gob. God blefs your worfhip. 

Baff, Gramercy, would thou ought with me ? 

Gob. Here’s my fon Sir, a poor boy. 

Laun. Not apoor boy sir,but the Rich Jews man that 
would Sir, as my Father fhall fpecify. 

Gob. He hath a great -infeétion fir, as one would fay to 
ferve. 

Laun. Indeed the fhort and the long is, I ferve the Jew, 


Gob. Bis mafter and he( 
are fcarce catercofins. 

Laun. To be brief, the very. truth is, that the Jew 
having done me wrong,d oth caule me as my being 
Lhope.an old man {hall frutify unto you. 

Gob. {have here adifh of Doves. that I would 
upon your worfhip, and my {uit is. ; 

Laun, In very brief, the fuit. is impertinent tomy felf, 

tas your worfhip fhall know by this honeft old man ; 
and though I fay it, though old man, yet poor man my 
Father. 

Baff: One {peak for both, what would you ? 

Laun, Serve you fir. 

G.b. Thisisthe very defe&t of the matter fir. 

Baff. I know thee well, thou haft obrain’d thy fuit, 
Shylock, thy Mafter {poke with me this day, 

And hath prefer’d thee, if it be pi eferment, 
To leave arich Jews fervice, to become 
The follower of fo poor a Gentleman. 

Clo, The eld proverb isvery well parted between my 
Maftet Shylock and you fir, you have. the grace of God fir, 
and he hath enough, 

Baff. "Tou {peak’ft it well; go Father with thy fon, 
Takeleaveof thy old Mafter, and enquire 
My Lodging out; give himalivery, 

More garded than his fellows: fee it done, 
Clo. Father in, {cannot geta fervice, no, Ihave ne’re 
a tongue in my head well, if any man in Jtaly have a fairer 
able which doth offer, to {wear upon.a book, | fhall have 
goodfortune;go too,here’s a fimple line of life here’s a fmall 
trifle of wives, alas fifteeu wives is nothing, a leaven wid- 
dows and nine maidsis a fimple coming in for one man, 
and then to. feape crowning thrice, and to be in peril 
of my Liie with the edge of a Feather-bed, here are 
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} Se alt come ¢ {> AE hit Selmont. 
who indeed gives rare new Liveries; if 1 ferve not him, 1) Belmont 


aving yout worlhips reverence)| 


| And Lancelet, foon at fupper fhalt thou {ce 


| And fo farewel :_I would not have my Father 


; de be Ne : 


151 | 
fimple feapes : well if. Fortune bea woman, fhe’s a good | 
wench for this gere : Father come, Vie take my leave of| 
the Jew in the twinkling. | 

Exit Clown. | 
Baff. 1 pray thee good Leonardo, think on this, i 
Thefe things being bought and orderly beftowcds 


Return in hafte, for | do feaft to night 

My beft efteem’d acquaintance, hie thee, gone. 
Leon. My belt endeavours fhall be donc herein. 

Exit. Leonato, 
Enter Gratiano, 

Gra. Where’s your Mafter. 

Leon. Yonder fir he walks. 

Gra. Signior Baffanio, 

Baf. Gratiano, 

Gra. ihave a fuit to you: 

Baf, You have obtain’d it. 

Gra. Youmuft not deny me; Imuf go with you to 


Baf. Why then you muft : but hear thee Gratians, 
Thou art coo wild, toorude, and bold of voice, 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And in fuch eyes as ours af adults ; 
But where they are not wi 
Something too liberal, pray thee 
To allay with tome col 
Thy skipping fpirit, left ' 
| be milconfter’d in the place I goto, 
And lofe my hopes. 

Gra. Signior Baffanio, hear-me, 
If Idonot put on a fober habit, 
Talk with refpeé&, and fwear. but nowand then, 
Wear prayer-books in my. pocket, look demurely, 
Nay, more, while Grace is faying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and figh and fay, Amen5 
Ufe all the obfervance of civility; 
Like one well ftudied ina tad oftent 
To pleafe his Grandam, never. truft me more. 

Baf, Well, we fhall fee yourbearing 

Gra. Nay but }bar tonight, yowfhall not g:ge me 
By what we do to night. 

Bf’ No that were pity. 
I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldeft {uit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpofe merriment: but fare you well, 
I have fome bufinefs 

Gra. And | muft to Lorenzo and thereft: 
But we will vifit you at fupper-time. 


Exennt. 
Enter Jcflica and the Clown. 


Fef. 1am forry thou wilt leave my Father fo, 
Our houfe is hell, and thou a Devil 
Did’ft rebit of fome taft of tedioufnefs s 
But fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee, 


Lorenzo, who is the Mafters gucft, 
Give him this Letter, do it fecretly3 


See me talk with thee. 
Clo. Adieu, teats exhibit my tongue, moft beautiful 

Pagan, moft {weet Jew, if a Chriftian did not play the 

knave and get thee, I ammuch deceived 5 but adieu,thefe 

foolifh drops do fomewhat drown ‘my manly. fpirit : 

adicu. Exit. 
Fef. Farewel good Lanceler. 

Alack, what hainous {in is it in me, : 

To be afham’d to be my Fachers Child, 

But tho lam a Daughter to his Blood, 

I am not to his manners; O Lorenzo, 

If thou keep promife, I fhall end this trife 

Become a Chriftian, and thy Loving Wife. A 


N 3 Enter. 
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Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salerino, and Solania. 


Le. Nay, we will flink away in fupper-time, 
Diiguife us at my lodging, and return all inan hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Sal. We have not {poke as yet of Torch-bearers. 

Sol. *Tis vile unlefs itmay be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my mind not undertook. 

Lor. °Tis now but four aclock, we have two hours 
To furnifh us 3 fciend Laxcelet what's the news ? 


Enter Lancelet with a Letter. 


Lan. And it fhall pleafe youto break up this, it thall 
feem to fignify. 

Lo. I know the hand, in faith ’tis a fair hand, 

And whiter than the paper it writ on, 
I the fair hand that writ. 

Gra. Love-news in faith, 

La. By your leave fir. 

Lor. Whether goeft thou ? 

La. Marry to bid my old Mafter the few to fup to 
night with my new Mafter the Chriftian: 

Lor. Hold here, take this, tell gentle Feffica 
( will not fail her, {peak it privately : 

Go gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Mask to 
night 2 
I am oiarided of a Torch-bearer. 

Sal. I marry, V’l be gone about it ftraight. 

Sof. And fo will I. 

Lor.Meet me and Gratiano at Gratiano’s lodging 
Some hour hence. 

Sal. ’Tis good wedo fo. 

Gra. Was not that Letter from fair Feffica ? 

Lo. 1 muft needs tell thee all, thehath dirc&ed 
Howl fhall take her from her fathers houfe, 
What Gold and Jewels the is furnifht with. 

What Pages fuit the hath in readinefs 5 

If e’re the Few her Father come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake 5° 
And never dare misfortune crofs her foot, 
Unlefs the do it under this excufe, 

That the is iflue to a faithlefs few: 

Come go with me, perufe this as thou gocft, 
Fair Fe/ica fhall be my Torch-bearer. 


Exit Clown. 


Exit. 


Exit, 
‘ 
Enter Jew, and his man that was the Clown. 


Yew. Well, thou halt fee, thy eyes fhall be thy judge, 

The difference of old Shylecke and Baffanio ; 
What fe/ica, thou fhalt not gurmandize 
As thou haft done with me 5 what Fefica? 
And fleep, and fnore, rend apparelout. 
Why Feffica I fay. : 

Clo. Why Feffica. 

Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not bid thee call. 
~ Clo, Your worthip was wont to tell me 
I could do nothing without biddiag. 


Enter Jefllica. 


Fef. Call you? what is your will? 
Shy: 1am bid forth to fupper Feffica, 
There are my Keys: but wherefore fhould Igo? 
fam not bid for love, they flatter me; 
But yet I’le go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriftian. Feffica my gitl, 
Look to my houfe, I am right loath to go, 
There is fomeill a brewing towards my reft, 
For I did dream of money-bags to night. 
Clo. 1 befeech you fir go, my young mafter 
Doth expeét your reproach, 
Shy. So do I his, 
Clo, And they have confpired together, 1 will not fay 


Ji 
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' The skarfed bark puts from her native bay, 


you fhall fee a mask, bur if you do, then it was gor (ar 
nothing that my Nofe fell ableeding on black Munday | 
laft, at fix a clocki’th’ morning, falling out that year on | 
Afh-wednefday was four year inthe afternoon, v4 | 

Shy. VVbat are their Masks? hear youme Feffica, \ 
Lock up my doors, and when youhear the Drum “ 
And the vile fquealing of the wry-neckt F fe, 
Clamber not you up to theCafements then, 
Nor thruft your head into the publick &reet 
To gaze on Chriftian fools with varnifht faces ¢ 
But ftop my houtes ears, | mean my Cafementss, 
Let not the found of fhallow foppery enter 
My fober houfe. By Facobs ftaffl {wear, 
Lhaveno mind of Feafling forth to night : 
But I will go; go you before me Sirrab. 
Say [ will come. 

Clow, 1 will go before Sir. 
Mittrefs look out at window for all this; 
There will come a Chriftian by, 
Will be worth a Few’s eye. : 
Shy. sega fayes that fool of Hagars off. {pring ?} 

a. 3 


Fef. His words were fare well Miftrifs, nothing elle. 
Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder : 
Snail-flow in profit, but fleeps by day 
More than the wildcat, drones hive not with me, 
Therefore Ipart with him, and part with him 
To one that! would have him help to waft 
His borrowed purfe. Well Feffica goin, 
Perhaps I will return immediately ; 
Do as : rs you, fhut doors after you, faft bind, fat 
NG, 


A proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. Exit.) 
Jef. Farewel, and if my fortune be not croft, 
I have a Father, you a Daughter loft. Exit.) 


Enter the Maskers, Gratiano and Salinos 


Gra. This is the penthoufe under which Loren 
Defired us to make a ftand. 

Sal. His hour is almoft paft. 

Gra. Andit is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Sal, O ten times fatter Venus Pigeons flye 
To fteal loves bounds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited. 

Gra. That ever holds, who rifeth froma feat 
With that keen Appetite that he fits down ? 
Where is the Horfe that doth untread again 
His tedious meafures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them firft ? all things that are, 
Are with more fpirit chafed than enjoyn’d. 
How like a younger or a prodigal 


Hug’d and embraced by the ftrumpet wind ; 
How like a prodigal fhe doth return 

With over-wither’d Ribs and ragged fails, 
Lean, rent and begger’d by the ftrumpet wind ? 


Suter Lorenzo. 


Saline, Here comes Lorenzo, more of this hereak}| _ 
ter. 
os friends, your patience for my long @ 
ode, 
Not Ibut my affairs have made you wait ; 
When you fhall pleafe to play the thieves for Wives 
Vle watch as long for you then; approach : 
Here dwells my Father Few. Hoa, who’s within? 


Jeffica above, 


Jef. Who are you ? tell me for m 


ore certainty 
Albeit Ile {wear that 1 do se 


know your tongue. 
. y tongue 
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Lo. Lorenzo, and thy Love. ‘ 
Fel. Lorenzo certain and my Love indeed, 
For who Love I fo much ? andnow who knows 
But you Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 
Lo. Heaven and thy thoughts are witnefs that thou art. 
. Fef, Here, catch this casket, itis worth the pains, 
Jam glad ’iisnight, you do not look onme, 
For 1 am much afham’d of my exchange 5 
But Love isblind , and Lovers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themfelves commit, 
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would.blufh 
To fee me thus transformed toa boy. 
Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my Torch-bearer, 
Fef. What, mult | hold a Candle tomy thame ? 
They in themfelves goodfooth are too too light. 
Why, ’tis an office of difcovery, Love, 
And I fhould be obfcur’d. 
Lor. So you are fweet, 
Evenin the lovely garnifh of a boy 3 but come at once, 
For the clofe night doth play the run-away, 
And we are ftaid for at Ba/fanio’s Feaft. 
Fe/. lwill make faft the doors, and guild my felf 
With {ome more Ducats, and be with you ftraight. 
Gra. Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 
Lor, Bethrew me but I love her heartily. 
For the is wife, }f I can judge of her, 
And fair fhe is, If that mine Eyes be true, 
And true fhe is, as fhe hath prow’d her felf 5 
And therefore like her {elf, wife, fair and true; 
Shall fhe be placed in my conftant Soul, 


Enter Jeflica. 


What, att thou come ? on gentlemen, away, 
Our masking mates by this time for us ftay: Exit. 
Enter Anthonio. 


Ant, Who's there ? 

Gra. Signior ~4zthonto. 

Ant. Fie, fie, Gratiano, where are afl the reft ? 
Tis nine: a clock, our friends all fay for you, 
No mask to night, the wind is come about, 
Baffanio prefently will go aboord, 

[have fent twenty our tofcek for you. 

Gra. 1am glad on’t,! defireno more delight 
Than tobe under Sail, and gone to night. Exeunt. 
Enter Portia with Morrocho, and both ther Trains. 


Pro, Go, draw afide the Curtain,and difcover 
The feveral Caskets to this noble Prince 
Now make your choice. 

Mor, The firft of Gold, who thisinfcription bears, 
Who choofeth me, fhall gain what men defire. 
The fecond Silver, which this promife carries, 
Who choofeth me, fhall get as much as he deterves. 
This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who choofeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath. 
How thall I know if 1 do choofe the right 2 

Por. The one of them contains my Piéture Prince; 
If you choofe that, then] am yours withall. 

eMar, Some God dire& my judgment, let me fee, 
I will furvey the in{criptions, back again ; 
What fays this Leaden Casket ? 
Who choofeth me, mutt give and hazard all’ he hath, 
Muft give for what ? for Lead ? 
This Casket threatens men thathazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages : 
A golden mind ftoops not to fhows of Drof:, 
Ple then nor give nor hazard ought for Lead, 
What fayes the Silver with her virgin hue ? 
Who choofeth me, fhall get as much as he deferves. 
As much as he deferves, paufe there Morrocho, 
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And weigh thy value with an even hand, 
If thou beeft rated by the eftin/ation, ; 
Thou doft deferve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo fir asto the Lady 3 
And yet to be afeard of my deferving, 
Were but a weak difabling of my elf. 
As much as | deferve, why that’s the Ladys 
I do in birth deferve her, and in fortun es 
In graces, and in qualities of Breeding : 
But more than theie, in love I do deferve. 
What if I ftray’d no farther, but choofe here? 
Let’s fee once more this faying Grav’d in Gold. « 
Who choofethme, fhall gain what many men defire ; 
Why that’s the Lady, all the world defires her : 
From the four corners of the Earth they come 
To kifs the fhrine, this mortal breathing Saint. 
The Hircanian Deferts and the valt Wildes 
Of wide Arabia are as through Fares now 
For Princes to come view fair Portia. “ 
The Watery Kingdom, whofe ambitious head 
Spets in. the face of heaven, is no bar 
To ftep the forrain Spirits, but they come 
As o’re a Brook to fee fair Portia. 
One of thefe three contains her heavenly pidture, 
Is’c like that Lead contains her? *twere damnation 
To think fo bale athought; it were too grofs 
To rib her fearcloth in the obfcure Grave 5 
Or fhall 1 think in Silver the’s immur’d 
Being ten times undervalued to tri’d Gold ; 
O finiul thought, never-fo rich a Jem 
Was fet in worfe then Gold ! They have in England 
A Coin that bears the figure of an Angel 
Stampt in Gold, but that’s infculpt upon : 
But here an Angel in a Golden Bed 
Lies all within. Deliver me the Key 5 
Here dol choofe, and thrive I as I may. 

Por. There take it Prince, and if my form lie there, 
Then I amyours, 

Mor. Ohell ! what Have we here, a carrion death, 
Within whofe empty eye there is a written {crow ; 


All that glifters is not gold, 
Often have you heard that told ; 
Many a wan bis life bath fold 
But my ontfide to bebold : 
Guilded timber do worms infold : 
Had you been as wife as bold, 
Young in limbs, in jnd gment old, 
Your anfwer had not beenin{croldy 
Fare you well, your [uit is cold 


Mor. Cold indeed, and tabour loft, 
Then farewel heat, and welcome froft : 
Portia adieu, 1 have too griev’d a heart : 
Exit. 


To take a tedious leave: thus lofers part. 
Por. A gentleriddance : draw the Curtains, go ; 
Let all of hiscompleétion choofe me fo. Exennt. 


Enter Salarino and Selanie, 
Flo. Cornets. 


Sal. Why man I faw Baffanio under fail, 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 
And in their thip F am fare Lorenzo is not. 
Sol, The villain Few with outcries rais’d the Duke, 
Who went with him to fearch Baffanio’s fhip. 
Sal. He comes too late, the fhip was under fail ; 
But there the Duke was given to underftand 
That in a-Gondélo were feen together 
Lorenzoand his amorous Fe/fica 
Befides, Anthonio certified the Duke - 
They were not with Paffanio in his fhip. 
Sol. Inever heard.a paffion fo confus’d, 
So ftrange, outragiaus, and fo variable, 
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As the Dog Few did utter in the ftreets 5 
My Daughter, O my Ducats, Omy Daughter, 
Fed with a Chriftian, Omy Chriftian Ducats/ 
Juftice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter 3) 
4 fealed Bag, two fealed Bags of Ducats , 
Of double Ducats, ftola from me vy my Daughter, 
And Jewels,tworich and precious Stones, 
Stoln by my Daughter » Jultice find the Girl, 
| She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats. 
Sal.. Why all. the Boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats. 
Sol, Let good Anthonio look he keep his day, 
Or he fhall pay for this. 

Sal, Marry well remembred, 
Treafon’d with a Frenchman yefterdayy 
Who told me, in the narrow feasthat patty 
TheFrenxch and Englifh, there mifcarried 
A Weffel of our Country richly fraught : 
i thought upon Anthonio when he told. me, 
And withrin filence that it were not his: 


Sel, You were belt to tell eAnthonio what you hears: 


Yet do not fuddenly, foric may grieve him. 
Sal, A kiader Gentleman treads not the Earth , 

I faw Baffanioiand Anthonio part, 
Baffanio told himhe would make fome {peed 
Of his return : he anfwered, do not fo, 
slubber not bufinefs for my fake Baffanie, 
But ftey the very riping of thetime, 
And for the Few’s bond which he hath of me,. 
Let it not enter in your mind of Love, 
Bemerry; and employ your chiefeft thoughts 

| To Courtfhip, and.tuch fair oftents of Love 
As fhall conveniently become you there 5 

| And even there his eye being big with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
And with affe@tion wondrous fenfible 


| He wrung Baffanto’s hand, and fo they. parted. 


Sal. I think he only loves the world for him, 
I pray, thee let us go and find them out, 
And quicken his embraced heavinels 
With fome delight or other. 

Sal. Do we foe. 


Exeunt. 


Enter Neriffa and.a,Servitors 


Ner, Quick, quick Ipray thee, draw the curtain ftraight, 


I The Prince of -Arragez hath tane his oath, 
And comes to his eleétion prefently. 


Enter Arragon, bis Trai, Portia, 
Elor., Gornets. 


Por. Behold there ftand the caskets noble Prince, 
If you choofe that wherein I am contain’d 
Straight fhall our nuptial rights be folemniz’d: 
But if thou fail, without more fpeech, my Lord, 
You muf be gone from hence immediately. : 
Ar. Lam enjoyn’d by oath to obfetve three things ; 
Firft never to unfold to any on¢ 
Which casket "twas I chofe 5 next, if I fail 
Of theright casket, never in my Life 
To wooe a Maid in way of Marriage: 
 Laftly, if Ido fail.in fortune of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 
Pir. To thefe injunétions every one doth fwear 
That comes to hazard for my worthlefs felf, 
Ar. And fo have Laddreft me, fortune now 


| ‘To my hearts hope : Gold, Silver, and bafe Lead. 


who chufeth me, muft give and hazard all he hathj 
| You fhall look fairer ereI give or hazard, 3 
What fayes the Golden Chef, ha, let me fee. 
Who chufeth me, fhall gain what many men defice: 
What many men defire, that many may be meant 


| By the fool multitude that chute by fhow, 

Not learning’ more than the ford eye doth teach, 
which pays not to th'interior, but like the Martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and rode of. calualty, 

I will not chute what many. men defire, 

Becaule I wil! not jump with common fpirits, 

And rank me with the barbarious multitudes, 
Why then to thee thon, Silver Treafure-houle, 
Tell me once more, what title thou-doft bear 5 
Who chufeth me, fhall get asmuch as he deferves 
And well {aid too, for who fhall go about 

To Cozen Fortune, and be honourable 

Without the ftamp of merit,let none prefume 

To wear anundclerved dignity - 

O that eftates, degrees, and offic:s, 

Were not deriv’d corruptly, and that clear honour 
| Were purchaft by the merit of the wearer); 

How many then fhould cover that ftand bare? 
How many be commanded that command ? 

How much low pleafantry would then be gleaned 


From the true feed of honour? And how much honour} 


Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be new varnifht.? Well, but to my choifé 5 
Who chufeth me, -thall get asmuch ashe deferves, 
{ will affume defert ; give me a key for this, 
And inftantly unlock my fortunes here. 

Por Too long a paufe for that which you find there, 

Ar. What’s here the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Prefenting me a fchedule? I willreadit: 
How much unlikelart thou to Portia? 
How much unlike my hopes and my deferving? 
Who chufeth me, fhall*have as much as he deferves. 
Did Ideferve no more than a fools head # 4 
isthat my prize? are my-deierts no better ? 

Po. To offend and judge are diftinét offices, 
And of oppofed natures, 

_ Ar, What is here ? 


The fire feven times tried this, 
Seven times tried that judgment is, 
That did never chufe amifs. 

Some there be that {hadows kéfs, 
Such bave hut a fhad-ws blifs : 
There be fools alive Iwis , 
Silver’d'e’re. and [owas this: 
Take what wife you will to bedy 

J will ever be your head 

Sa be gone fir, you are [ped. 


Ar. Still more fool I fhall-appear 
By the time J linger here. 
With one fools head I came to wooe; 
But I go away with two. 
Sweet adicu, Ple keep my oath, 
Patiently to bear my wroath. 
Por. Thus hath the candle fing’d the moth : 
O thefe deliberate fools when they-do chufe, 
They have the wifdom by their wit tolofe, 
Wer. The ancient faying is no herefie, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deftiny. 
Por, Come draw the curtain Nerriffa; - 


Enter Meffenger. 


Mef. Where is my Lady ? 

Por. Here, what wouldsmy Lord ? 

Mef. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
‘To fignify th’approaching of his Lord, 
Frow whom he bringeth fenfible regreets : 
To wit (befides commends and courteous’ breath ) 
Gifts of sich value 3 yet have not feen 
Solikely an Ambaflador of love. 

* 
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Ls nies inte teaeemen 
A day in April never came fo fweet, 
T’o fhow how coftly Summer was at hand, Ol 


As this fore-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. Nomore I pray thee5 Lam haif afeard 
Thou wilt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee, 
Thou fpend’ft fuch ‘high day wit in praifing him 
Come, come, Nerr iffa, for I long to fee 
Quick Cupid’s Po ft, that comes fo manner ly. 


Ner, Baffanio Lord, love, if thy willitbe. Exeunt. 


ate ee 


Aélus Tertius. 


Enter Solanio and Solatino. 


Sol. Now, what news on the Ryalto ? 

Sal.Why yet it lives’there uncheckt,that Anthoniohath a 
thip of richlading wrackt on the narrow Seas;the Goodwins, 
I think, they cal il the place, avery dangerous flat, and fa-| 
tal, where the carcafles.of many a tall fhip lie buricd as 
they fay, if my goffips report be an honeft woman of her 
word. 

Sol 1 would fhe were as lying a Goflip in that, as ever 
knapt Ginger, or made her neighbours believe fhe wept fo 
the death of a third husband : “but itis er ue, wil bates 
flips of fprolixity, or crofling the plain high-way of talk, that | 
the good Aathonio, the honeft Antho, .Othat Lhad atitle 
good enough to keep his namecompany ! 

Sal. Come, the fuli top. 

Sol. Ha, what fayeft chou? Why the end is, he hath loft 
a fhip. 

Sal. 1 would it might prove the end of his loffes, 

Sol. Let.mé fay Amen betimes, Icft the Devil crofs my 
prayer 3 for here he comes in the likenefs of afew. How 
now Shylocke, what news among the Merchants? 


Enter Shylocke. 


Shy. You knew, none fo well, none fo well as you, of my 
daughters flight. . 

Sal. That’s certain, 1 for-my part 
made the wings fhe flew sithals 


knew the Tazlor that 


Sol. And Shylocke for his own part knew the bird was 
fledg’d, and then it is the complexion of them all to leave 


the Dam. of 


Shy. She is damn’d for it. ; 
Sal. That’s certain, if the devil may be her Judg 
Shy. My own fiefh and blood to reffel. 
Sol, Out uponit, old carrion, rebels it at thefe years, 
Shy. I fay, my daught ter igmy flefh and blood, 
Sal. There is more difference between thy flcth and hers, 
than between Jet and Ivory; more between your bloods, | 
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than there is between red wine and rhennifh , But tell us, 
do you hear whether sathonio have had any bie 4 t fea. 0 
no? 


digal, who dare fearee fhew his head on the Kya a beg- 
gar that was usd tocome fo { imag vpoo the Mart: let him 
foal to hisbond he was wont to call me Ufarers lec him 
look to his bond ; he waswont to lend money for a Chri- 


lta, 


ftian curtfie; let him look to his bond. 7 

Sal. Why 1 am fure if he forfeit, thou wilt not take his 
flefh: whai’s that good for? 

Shy. To bait fifth withal, if it will feed nothing elfe, ir | 
will feed my revenge 3 he hath difg srac’d me, and hindr ea 
me half a million, lg ug ht at my | offes, Mockt atm y gain 
fcorned my Nation, thwarted my bar. Sail cooled. 


friends, heated mine enemies, anc yer! 
a few: Hath nota few eyes? Ha +i not Ae ae ids, ore 
gans, dimenfions, fenfes, affeétions, paffions?. fed with the 
fame food, hurt with the fame weapons, fubje& to the fame 
difeafes, healed by the fame means, warmed and cocled by 


a 


} 
| 
Ia 
Shy. There I have anoth< ex bad match, a bankrout, a pro- 
| 
{ h 
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the fame Winter and Summer as a Chrif a If you pric 
us, do wenot bleed? if you tickle us, da®We not laugh 
if you poyfon us,do we not die? and i if you wrong us, fhal! 
We not revenge ? If we arelike you in the reft, we will re- 
femble you in that. If « Few wronga Carifian, w! 
humility, revenge? If a Chriftian wrong 
fhould his fufferance be t by ache iftian exat 
venge. The villany j you teach me I wiil executs 
go hard but I will better the inilrugtion, 


‘~w 


s 


andit that 
and it Mail 


«| 
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Gentlemen,my Mafter Axthonioisat his houfe, and defres 
to ipeak with you both, 
Sal. We have been up and down.to feck him. 


ay ehinnall 


ahs alive 


Enter aman from dar 


Exter Tuball. a 


Sol. Here Sevyrau rof the 


matcht, unlefs the devil himfelf turn 


Shy. How now Tubal, what n 
thou found my daughter } 


ews from Geneva? haf 


Tub. | often came where] did hear of her, but cannot find 
her, 

OL ! hic Sea 

Shy, Why there, there, there 


colt me two th ovfand D Ci 
ver fell gpon our Nation til 
two th oufand Ducatsi 
Jewels : Iwould my d 
the ‘Jewels in her e would 
and the Ducats in yeh Coffin 
fo? and I know not ry 


Ps 


ho W muca is 


why then lof; upon lofs, the thi ¢ 
and fo much to find the thief, and + t re 
venge, nor no ill luck firring, but what lights a 
ders , no fighs but.a my breathing, notears but a my 4 
ding. 

Tb. Yea, other men haveill luck too, Azrhoxio, as heard 
in Genoua, 

Shy. What, what, what, ill luck, ill luck ? : 

Tub. Hath an ef rgofie calt away, coming from Tripo- | 
lis. : 

Shy. 1 thank God, I thank God 3 is it true ? is it 
true ? 

Tub. 1 {poke with fome of the Saylors that efcaped the 
wrack. 

Shy. I eed abs = gan Tubal ; good news, good news 5 


ha, ha, here 
Tu. Your aus ighter fpe ntin Genoua, as I heard, one ni ight 


fourfcore Ducats 


| 


gold again, fourfcore Ducats at a ficting, fourfeore Du- 
ca its | 

Tab. Ther 
anys ( ,0mmp dai ae 
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sy I am very gladof it; Ple plague him, 
him ; [am glad of it. 
Tub. One of them fhewed me a Ring that he had of your 


Shy. Thou Rick’ a Dagger in me I fhall never fee my 


M0 


came divers of enthonio’s Creditors in 
o Venice, that {wear he cannot chufe but 


"le torture 


1 Dat 4a for a Monky. 


Out upon Ret thou tortureft me, Tubal, it was my 
Turki, Lhad it of Leab when I was a Batchelor; > Lwould 
not h a given it for a wildernels of Monkies, 

Tub. But Anthonso is certainly undone. 
Shy. Ney, that’s true, that’s very true; go, Tubal, fee 
mean Off icer, be ~{p him a fortnight before, I will ‘have 
the heart of him, if he forfeir ; for were he ought o Fe 
nice, L can make what merchandize | will; go, 7 “uballs and 
meet me at our Synagogue;pu, good 7 Taball, at our Syna- 
gogue, Tubal, 


Enter 
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Ente? Baffanio, Portia, Gratiano, aid all their train. 


Por. 1 pray you tarry, pavfe a day or two 
Before yeu hazards for in chufing wrong 
i lofe your company ; therefore forbear a while, 
Therc?s fomething tells me (but it isnot love), 
I would not lofe you, and you know your felf, 
Hate counfels not in fuch a quality ; 
Bur left you fhould not underftand me well, 
Acd yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought, 
I would detain you here fome month or two 
Before you venture for me. Tcould teach you 
How to chufe right , but then I am forfworn; 
So will I never be, fomay you mils me ; 
But if you do, you'l make me with a fin, 
That I had been forfworn: Befhrew your eyes, 
They have o’re-look’d me, and divided me; 
One half of me is yours, the other half 
Mine own, I would fay ; but firft mine, then yours. 
And fo all yours - O thefe naughty times 
Puts bars between the owners and their rights. 
And {o tho yours, not yours (prove it fo), 
Let Fortune go to hell for it, not I. 
{ {peak too long, but ’tis to peize the time, 
To itch it, and draw it out in length, 
To ftay you from ele&icn: 
Baff. Let me chufe; 
For as Lam 1 live upon the rack. 
Por. Upon the rack, Bano, then confefs 
What treafon there is mingled with your love. 
Baff. None but that ugly treafon of miftruft, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love : 
There may as well be amicy and lite, 
-Tween fnow and fire, as treafon and my love. 
Por. 1, but I fear you fpeak upon the rack, 
| Where men enforced do fpeak any thing. 
Baff, Promife me life, and Vie confefs the rruth, 
Por. Well then, confefs and live. 
Baff. Confefs and love 
Had been the very fam of my confcflion « 
Ohappy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me an{wers for deliverance : 
But let me to my Fortune and the Caskets. 
‘Por. Away then, I am lockt in one of them, 
If you dolove me, you will find me out. 
Nerriffa, and the reft, ftand all aloof, 
Let mufick found while he doth make his choice 5 
Thenif he lofe, he makes a Swan-likeend, 
Fading in mufick. That the comparifon 
May ftand more proper, my eye fhall be the ftream: 
And watrydeath-bed for him: he may win, 
And what is mufick then ? Then mufick is 
Fven ag the flourifh, when true fubjects bow 
To anew crowned Monarch : Such itis, 
As are thofe dulcet foundsin break of day, 
That creep into the creaming bridegroom’s ear, 
And {ummonhim to marriage. Now he goes 
With no lefs prefence, but with much more love 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy 
To the Sea-monfter : I ftand for facrifice, 
The reft aloof are the Dardaman ewives 5 
With bleared vifages come forth to view 
The iflue of th’ exploit: Go Hercules, 
Live thov, I live, with much more difmay 
L view the fight, than thou that mak’ft the fray. 
Here Mufick. 


A Song the whelft Baffanio commments on the Caskets 
‘to bimfelf. 


Tell me where is fancy bred, 
Or inthe beart, or in the bead: 


a) 


oy pa 


T be Merchant of Venice. 


oe 


How begot, bow nouri{hed. 
It is engendred in the eyes, 
With gazing fed, and fancy dies 
In the tradle where it lies ¢ 
Let us allring Fancies knell, 
Ve begin it, 
Ding, dong, Bell. 

All. Ding, dong, Bell, 


Baff, So may the outward fhows be leaft themfelves. 
The world is till deceiv’d with ornament. 
In Law what Plea fo tainted and corrupt, 
But being feafon’d witha gracious voice, 
Obfcures the fhow of evil? In Religion, 
What damned error, but fome tober brow 
| Will blefs it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the grofsnefs with fair ornament : 
There is no vice fo fimple, but affumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts 5 
How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe 
As ftairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins 
Tlie beards of Hercules and frowning Adars ? 
Who inward fearcht, have livers white as miiky 
And thefe affume but Valour’s excrement, 
‘To render them re-doubted. Look on beauty, 
And you fhiall fee ’cis purchaft by the weight, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Make thera lighteft that wear moft of it : 
So are thofe crifped fnaky golden locks 
Which makes fuch wanton gambols with the wind 
Upon fuppofed fairnefs, often known 
To be thedowry of a fecond heed, 
The fcull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 
Thus ornament is but the guilded fhore 
To a moft dangerous fea ; the beautious fcarf 
Vailing an Indian beauty : In aword, 
The feeming truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wifeft. Therefore thou gaudy gold, 
Hard Food for AZidzs, I will none of thee, 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drucg 
| "Tween man and man ; but thou, thon meager lead, 
Which rather threatneft than doft promife ought, 
Thy palenefs moves me more than eloquence, 
And here chufe I, joy be the confequence. 
Por. How all the other paflions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and rafh embrac’d delpair 5 
And fhuddring fear, and green-ey’d jeaioufie, 
O love be moderate, allay thy extafie, 
In meafure rain thy joy, fant this excefs, 


| 


1 feel too much thy bleffing, make it lef, 
For fear I furfeit. 

Baff. What find I here ? 
Fair Portia’s counterfeit. What demy-god 
Hath come fo near creation, move thete eyes? 
Or whether riding on the ballsof mine | 
Seem they in motion ? Here are fever’d lips 
Parted with fugar breath, fofweet abar 
Should funder {uch {weet friends: here in her hairs 
The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 
A golden mefh ¢’ intrap the hearts of men 
Fafter than Gnats in Cobwebs : but her eyes, 
How could he fce to do them ? Having made one, 
Methinks it (hould have power to fteal both his : 
And leaveit felf unfurniiht: Yet look how far r 
The fubftance of my praife doth wrong this fhadow 
In underprifing ; fo far this fhadow 
Doth limp behind the fubftance. Here’s the fcrowl 
The continent, and fummary of my Fortune. : 


You that coufe not by the view, 
Chance as fair, aud chufe as trues 
Since this fortune falls to you, 
Be content, and feck no new. 


Tf you be wll pleafed with this, 


be 


Reply, reply. 1 


| 
} 


And bold you fortune for your blifs, 
Turn you where your Lady is, 
And claim her with a loving ks/s, 


A gentle fcrowl, Fair Lady, by yourleave, 

I come hy note to give, and to receive, 

Like one of twocontending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes; 
Hearing applaufe and usiverfal fhout, 

Giddy in fpirir, ft-ll gezing ina doubt, 
Whether thofe peals of praife be his or no, 

So thrice fair Lady ftand I evenfo, 

As doubtful whether what J fee be true, 

Until contirm’d, fign’d, ratified by you. 

Por. You fee,my Lord Baffanio, where I ftand, 

Such as I am; tho for my felt alone, 

[ would not be ambitious in my with, 

To with my felf much better 5 yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times my felf, 

A thoufand times more fair, ten thoufand times 
More rich, that to ftand high in your account, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account; but the full tum of me 

Isfum of nothing ; which toterm in grofs, 
Isanunleffoned Girl, unfchool’d, unpraétiz’d > 
Happy is this, fheis not yetfoold _ 

But fhe may learn; happier then in this, 

She is bot bred fo dul] but fhe can learn 5 
Happieft of all is, thather gentle {pirit 
Commits it felf to yoursto be directed, 

As from her Lord, her Governour, her King. 
My. felf, and what is mine, to you and yours 
Isnow converted, But now I was the Lord 
Of this fair Manfion, sdafter of my Servants, 
Queen o’re my fclf, and even now 3 but now 
This Houfe, thefe Servants, and this fame my felf 
Are yours, my Lord, I give them with this Ring, 
Which when you part from, lofe, or give away, 
Let it prefage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to-cxclaim on you. 

Baff. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 

Only my blood {peaks to youin my Veins, 

And there is fuch cenfufion in my powers, 

As after fome oration fairly {poke 

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear 

Among the buzzing pleated multitude, 

Where every fomething being blent rogether, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, ave of joy 

Expreft, and not expret 5. but when this Ring 
Parts from this finger, then partslife from hence ; 
Othen be bold to fay, Ba/fanio’s dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Lidy, it is now our time, 
That have ftood by, and {een our withes profper, 
To cry good joy, good joy, my Lord and Lady. 

Gra. My Lord Baffanio, and my gentle Lady, 
{ with you all the joy that you can with : 

For I am fire you can wifh none from me: 
And when your honors mean to folemnize 
The bargain of your Faith, I do beftech you 
Even at that time I may be married too. 


Baff. With ali my heart, fo thou eanft get a Wile. 
Cra, Lthank your Lordfhip, you have got me one, 


My eyes, my Lord, can look as {wift as yours : 
Youfaw the Miftrisy I beheld the Maid - 

You lov’d, Ilov’d for idtermiffion. 

No more pertains tome, my Lord, than you: _ 
Your Forrune ftood upon the caskets there, 
And fo did mine too, as the matter falls: 

For wooing heat, until I {weat again, 

And {wearing till my very rough wasdry 
With Oaths of love, at laft, if promife laft, 

I got a promife of this fair one here, 

Tohave her loves provided that your Fortune 
Atchiv’d her Miftrifs. 


ea 
1 be Merchant of Venice. 


Por. Is this true, Nerriffa ? 

Ner Madam, it is fo, fo you ftand pleas’d withal. 

Baff. And do you, Gratiano, mean good Faith? 

Gra. Yes Faith my Lord. 

Baff, Our Feaft fhall be much honoured in your Marri+ 
age. 

Gra. We'l play with them, the firft boy for a thoufand 
Ducats. 

Ner, What, and ftake down? 

Gra. No, we fhall ne’re. win at that fport, and ftake 

down, 

But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his Infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetsan Friend, Salerio ? 


Enter Lorenzo, Jc flica, and Salerio. 


Baf. Lorenzo and Salerio welcome hither. 
If that the youth of my new intereft here 
Have power to bid you welcome: by your leave 
I bid my very Friends and Country-men, 
Sweet Portia, welcome 
Por:Sodo I, my Lords they areintirely welcome. 
Lor. I thank your honour: For my part, my Lords 
My purpofe was not to have feen you here ; 
But meeting with Salersoby: the way, 
He did intreat me paft all faying nay 
To come with him along. 
Sal. I did, my Lord, ' 
And have reafon for it, fignior Anthonie 
Commends him to you. 
Baf. re J ope this Letter 
I pray you tell me how my good Friend doth, 
Sal, Not fick, my Lord, unlefs it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unlefsin mind: his Letter there 
Will thew you his eftate. 


Opens the Letter. 


Gra. Nerriffa, cheer yond ftranger, bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Salerio ; what’s the news from Venice ? 
How doth that royal Merchant, good Anthonio? 

I know he will be glad of our fuccefs 
Weare the Fafons, wehave won the fleece. 
Sal. | would you had won'the fleece that he hath loft. 
Por. There are fome fhrewd contents in yond fame Pa. 
per, 
That fteals the colour ftom Baffanio’s cheek : 
Some dear Friend dead, elfe nothing in the world 
Could turn fo much the conftitution 
Of any conftant man. What worfe and worfe ! 
With leave, Baffanio, } am half your felf, 
And muft freely have the half of any thing 
That this fame paper brings you. 
Bsf O lweet Portia ! 
Here are a few of the unpleafant’@ words 
That ever blotted paper. Gentle Lady, 
When | did firft impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth = had 
Ranimmy veins. I was a Gentleman, ; 
And then I told you true; and yet dear Lady, . 
Rating my felf at nothing, you thall fee 
How much I was a beggar, when I told you 
My ftate was nothing, i fhould then have told you, 
That I was worfe than nothing: For indeed 
[have engag’d my felf toa dear Friend ; 
Engag’d my Friend to his meer Enemy, 
To feed my means. Hereisa Letter, Lady 5 
The paper as the body of my Friend, 
And every word in ita gaping wound, 
Iffuing life-blood. But is it true, Salerio 2 
Hath all his ventures fail’d ! what, not one hit ! 
from Tripols, from Ifexico, and England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India, 
And not one Veffel fcape the dreadful touch 
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Of Merchant-miarring Rocks ? 
Sal. Notone, my Lord. 
Bafides, irfhould appear, ‘that if hehad 
The prefent money to difcharge the Fem, 
He would not take itt Never did 1 know 
A creature that did bear the fhape of man, 
So kéen and greedy to confound a man. 
He plies the Duke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the Freedom of the State, 
if they deny him Joftice: Twenty Merchants, 
The Duke himfelf, and the Magnificoes 
Of greateft port have all perfwaded with him, 
But none can drive hity from the envious plea 
Of Forfeiture of ‘Juftice, and his Bond. 
Fef. When l was with him, I have heard him {wear, 
To Tubal and toChw, his Countrymen, 
That he would rather have Anthonso’s flefh 
Taan twenty times the value of the fum 
That he did owe him : and Iknow, my Lord, 
If law, authority, and power deny nots 
it will go hard with poor Anthonio, 
Por. Isit your dear Friend that is thus in trouble? 
Baf. The deareft Friend tome, the kindeft man, 
The beftcondition’d, and unwearied fpirit, 
Inrdoing courtefies : and’one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour mote appears 
Than any that draws breath in Jtaly. 
Por, What fum owes he the Few ? 
Baf. For me thrée thoufand Ducats 
Por. What, no more? 
\ Pay him fix thoufand, -and deface the bond : 
Double fix thoufand, and then. treble that, 
Before a Friend of this defcription 
Shall lofe a hair'through my Baffanis’s Fault. 
Fir go with me to Church, and call me Wife, 
And then away to Vesice to your Friend : 
For never hall youlie by Portia’s fide 
With an urquiet foul. You fhall have gold 
To-pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
when it ispaid, bring your true Friend along: 
My Maid Nerriffa, and my felf mean time, 
Willlive as Maids and Widows: Come away 5 
For you fhallhence upon your Wedding-day : 
Bid your Friends welcome 5 fhow a merry cheer: 
Since you are dear bought, | will love you dear-, 
But let me hear the Letter of your Friend. 


The Merchant 


i 


Sweet Baffanio, my Ships have all mifearried, my Credi- 
ters grow cruel, my Effate isvery low, my Bond to the Jew ts 
forfeit : and fincein paying it it is impoffible I fhould live, all 
debts are cleared between you and I, if I might fee you at my 
death: Notwithftanding uf your pleafure > af your love do not 
per[wade youto come, let not my Letter. 


Por. O love! difpatch all bufivels, and be gone. 
Baf. Since | have your good leave to'go away, 
[will make hafte 5 bur till Leome again, 
No bed fhall e’re be guilty of my ftay. 
Nor reft be interpofer ’twixt us twain. 


Enter the Jew. and Salanio, and Anthonio, and the 
Jaylor. 


Exeunt. 


- 


Few. Jaylor, look to hin : tell not me of mercy: 

This is the Fool that fends out money gratis. 
| Jaylor, look to him. 

‘Ant. Hearime yet good Shylocke. 

yew. Vie have my bond : fpeak not againit my bond - 
[have {worn an Oath that I will have my bond. 
Thou call’ me dog before thou had’ft a caule 5 
gut fince Lam adog, ‘beware my phatgs. 
The Duke fhall grant me Jutice. 1 do wonder, 
Thou naughty Jaylor, that thovart fo fonds 
To come abroad with hiay at ‘his requeft. 


of Venice: 


Ant, \ pray thee hear me fpeak. 

Few. le have my bond >I will not hear thee peak 
[le have my bond 5 and therefore {peak no more. 
Tle not be made a foft and dull-ey’d Focl, 

To fhake the head, relent, and figh, and yield 
To Chriftian interceffors. Follow not: 
V'le have no {peaking 5 1 will havemy bond. 

Gol. It isthe moft impenetrable cur 
Thatever kept with men, 

Ant. Let him alone ; 

Ple follow him no more with bootlefs prayers, 
He fecks my life; his reafon welll know; 

Loft deliver’d from hisForfeitures 

Many that have at times made moan tome 5 
Therefore he hates me. 4, 

Sal, 1am fure the Duke will never grant this Forfeitare| — 
to hold. i 

Ant. The Duke cannotdeny the courfe of law; 
For the commodity that ftrangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be denied, 

Will much impeach the Jultice of the State, 
Since that the trad+ and profit of the City 
Confiftteth of ail Natiens. Thereforr go, 
Thefe-griefs and loffes have fo bated me, 

That | fhall hardly fpare’a pound of flefh 

To morrow toe my bloody Creditor. 

Well, Jeylor, on; pray God Baffantocome 
To fee me pay hisdebt, and then care not. 


Exit Jew! 


Enter Portia, Nerriffa, Lorenzo, Jeflica, « manof | 
Portia’s. 1 


Lor, Madam, although! fpeak itin your prefence, 
You have a noble anda true conceit . 
Of god-like amity, which appears moft flrongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 

But if you knew to whom you fhew this honour, 
How true a Gentleman you fend relief, 

How dear a lover of my Lord, your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the work 
Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. Inever did repent for doing goods 
Nor fhall not now’: for in companions - 
That do converfe and watte the time togethers 
Whole fouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There muft be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of mannersand of fpirit, 
Which makes me think that this Anthonio, 
Being the bofom-lover of my Lord, 
Mutt needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 
How little is the coft [have beftowed 
in purchafing the femblance of my foul 
Erom out the ftate of hellith cruelty. 
This comes too near the praifing of my felfs 
Therefore no more of it: here other things, 
Lorenzo, 1 commit into'your hands 
The husbandry’and manage of my houfe, 
Until my Lord’s return: For mine own part, 
I have toward ‘heaven breath’d afecret vow, 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 
Only attended by Werriffa here, 
Until her husband and my Lord’s return. 
There isa Monaftery two miles off : 
And there we willabide. Ido defire you 
Not to deny this impofition, e 
The which my love and fome neceflity 
Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, withall my heart, 
I fhall obey you in all fair commands. 

Per. My people do already know my mind, 
And will acknowledg you and Jeffica 
In place of Lord Baffanio and my telf. 

So fare you well till we fhali meet agaia. ; 

Lor, Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you’ 


t 


Tbe Merchant of E Venice. 


Jef, Vwith your Ladythip all hearts content. 
Por. Athaok youfor your with, and am well pleas d 
To wifhit back on you: Fare you well Fe/fica. Exeunt. 

Now Balthazar, as | have ever found thes honeft true, 
Solet me find thee fil fame Letter, 
And ufe thouall the endeavour of a man 5 
In fpeed to z Mantia, fee thou render this 
Into my Coufin’s hand, Dottor Bellario, 
And lo k what notes and garments he doth give th 
Bring them | pray thee with imagin’d 1 fpeed 
Unto the Traneé, to the common Ferry 
Which trades to Venice : wafte no time in words, 
But get thee gone; | fhall be there before thee, 
Bul. Madam, J go withall convenient {peed. 
Por, Comeonh Nerriffa, I have work in hand 
\ That you yet know not of: we’l fee our husbands 
| Before they think cf us? 
Ner, Shall th ey fee us? 
Por. They fhall, Nerriffa; but in fecha habit, 
That they fhall think we are accomplifhed 
With that we lack. Ile hold thee any wager 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
Ple prove the prettier Fellow of the two, 
And wear my Dagger with the braver grace, 
And fpeak bet tween the change of man and boy, 
Witha reed VOICE 5 5 and turn two Mincing fteps 


fh 
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Pa eaer trade sing youth ; : rt cell quaint 
How honourable Li idies fought my Love, 
Which I denying, they f and died. 
I could net dow ithal ; th en, le repe nt, 
And with foralltbar, tl aot kili’d them: 
Andtwenty of thet le tell, 
That men fhall {wear 1 have difcentinued fchool 
Above atwelvemdonth, I have within my mind 
A thoufandraw tricks of thefe bragging Jacks, 
WhichI will praétice. 
Ner. Why, thall we turntomen ? 
Por. Fie, what a queftion’s that, 
If thou wert near a leud interpreter ? 
i epi bie tell thee all my whole device 
i Coach, which ftays f 
and ti herefore 
For we m nuh meafure twenty miles to da y. 


lies, 


Fell fick 


Exeunt 


Exiter Clown and J2Mfiza; 

Clown, Yes trily: For look you, the fins of the Father 
are to be laid upon he children 5 acietons Lprnouite y ou, | 
fear you. I wasalways plain with you 3 and fonow If; peak 
my agitationef the matter; therefore be of iad cheer ; 
for truly I think you are damn’d: there is but one hope in 
it that can do youany good, and that is but a kind of ba- 
ftard-hope neither. 

Fef. And what hope is that I pray thee? 

Clow. Marry you may Pa rtly! ope that your Father got 
you not; that you are not the Jew’s Daughter. 

Fef. That werea kind of baftard- hope indeed ; fo the 
fins of my Morhér fhould be vifired upon me. 

Clow. Truly then-I fear you are damned both by Fa- 
ther aud Mother: thus when | thun Sylla, your Father, | 
fall into Chartbdis, your Mother : Well , ycU are Bone hath 
ways. 

Fef. I fhall be faved by my husband ; he hath made me 
a Chriftian. 

Clow: Truly the more to blame he; we were Chriftians 
enow before, ene as many as could we I live one by another: 
this making of Chriftians will raife the price of Hogs, if we 
grow all to be Pork-eaters, we fhall not thortly have a a rafh- 
er on the coals for money. 


Enter, Lorenzo. 
! 


Fef.. Vie tell my Husband, Lancelet, what you fay: 
; Ke 


Ss a a 


!{ fhall digeft it, 


here he comes, 

Lor, | thall grow jealous of you fhortly, Launceler, 
you thus get my Wife inro corners. | 

Fef. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo, Lancelet and 
[ are out; he tells me flatly, there'is'n0 mercy for mé in | 
Heaven, becatife | ama Fén’s Galibhter ; and ‘he ‘f2y i, | 
you ate ho good member of the Commonwealth 5 be in 
converting Fews to Chriftians, you raif ice 
Pork. 


Lor. I fhall antvel that better tothe Commonwra'th 
| than you can the getting bp.of the Nero belly the Adoor 
is with child by YOU, Laf! icelet. 

Clow. It is much that the Moor fhould - 
fon: butif the be leisthan’ an foneft wom | 


er for 


more than | rookh 
Lor. How every Foal’ can play upon the word ! 
the bet grace of wit will fhortly,turn into fi 
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courfe grow comm nendablein none only bur Parrats. 
| firrah, bid them prepare for diniter. 
Clow. That isdotie, fit they have all'ft 
Lor. Goo dly Lord, ‘what a.wit-fh 
them prepare dinner. 


| 
rare you. then bid 
Clow. That is doné too, fir, only cover is the word. 
fhe i 
‘ 
| 
| 
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Lor. Will you-cover Bien fir? 

Clow. Not fo fir, neither 5.1 know my duty. 

Lor, Yet more qéarrdlling 8 with occafion | wile thou fhew 
the whole wéalth of thy wit in an infant? I pray thee un 
derftand.a plain man in his,plain meaning ; go to thy fellow 
bid them cover the table, ferve inthe me 
come in to dinner. 

Clow. For the table fir, it fhallbe fervéd in; for the mes 
fir, icthall be covered; for your coming in to dinner fir, 

why letitbe as huniors and conceits {hall govern. 

Exit Clown. 

Lor, O dear difcreti on, how his words are fuited ! 

The Fool hath planted: in his. memo 
An Afmy of good Wor $3 and 1d6 know 


r place, 


at. and we with 


A many Fools that ftand an bette 
Garnifhr like himhs that forat tithe word 
Defie the matter: how che erft thou Feffica ? 
And now good {weet fay thy opinion, 
How dott thou like the Lord Baffanio’s wile ? 
Fel. Paft ail expréfling 
‘he Lord B fama an uprig! 
For having {uch a bleffing in his Lady : 
He finds the joys of, heaven here mearth: 
And if on earth he doy t mean jt,. it 


it is very meet 
rt life 


Is reafon he fhould never come to heaven. 
Why, if two gods “tr ald ‘play fome heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly,womien, 


the 


ae 


And Portia one, re matt be fomethi ing elfe 
Pawn’d with the other 5 for the poor rude world 
fiath not her Fellow. 
Lor. Even {uch a husband 
Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a wife, 
Fef. Nay, but ack my opinion too of that, 
Lor. | will anon: firft let us go to dinner. 
Fef- Nay, let me praife you While [have a ftomack, 
Lor. No, pray thee, let it ferve for table -talk ; 
Then howfome’re thou {peak *mongft other things, 


Fef. Well, le fet you forth. 
Exeunt. 


— 
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Atlus Quartus. 


Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes, Anthonio, Baflanio,.<nd 

Gratiano, : 

Duk. What, is Anthonio here ? 

4nt, Ready, fo pleate your Grace, 
O 


160 The Methant of Ventce. 


a 


ah A MING 8s ie "ies: 
Duk, Lam forry for thee: thou art come to anfwer And bid the main flood be at his ulual height, 


A ftony advertary, aninhumane wretch, Or even as well ule queftion with the Wolf, 

Uncapable of pity, void and empty The Ewe bleat for the Lamb: When you behold, 

From any dram of mercy. You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines 
e4nt. \ have heard To wag their high tops, and to make no noife 

Your Grace hath ta’ne gfeat pains to qualifie When they are fretted with the gufts of heaven. 

His rigorous courfe: but fince he ftands obdurate, You may as well do any thing moft hard, 

And that no lawful aeans can. carry me Asfeek to foften that, than which what harder, 

| Out of hisenvies reach, I do oppofe His Fewifh heart? Therefore I do befeech you 

My Patience to his Fury, and am arm’d_ Make rio imore offers, ufe no farther means, 

To fuffer with aquietnefs of fpirit But with all brief and plsin conveniency 

The very tyranny and rage of his. Let me have judgment, and the Few his will. 


Du. Go one and call the Few into the Court. Baf. For thy three thoufand Ducats here is fix. 
Sal. He is réady at the door : he comes, my Lord. Few. If every Ducat in fix thoufand Ducats 
Were in fix parts, and every part a Ducat, 
Enter Shylocke. I would not draw them, 1 would have my bond. : 


Duk. How halt thou hope for mercy, Tendring none: 
Duk. Make room, and let him ftand before our Face. Few. What judgment fhall | dread, doing no wrong? 
Shylocke, the World thinks, and I think fo too, You have atnong you many a purchas‘d flave, 
That thou but lead’ft this Fafhion of thy Malice Which like your Affes, and your Dogs and Mules, 
To the lafthour of aét, and then ’tis thought You ufe in abjeét and in flavifh part, 
Thou’lt thew thy Mercy and Remorfe more ftrange Becaufe you bought them. Shall | fay to you, 
Than is thy ftrange apparent cruelty, Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
And where thou now exadv’t the penalty, Why {weat they under burthens ? Let their beds 
Which is a pound of this poor Merchant's fiefh, Be made as foft as yours, and let their pallats 
Thou wilt not only lofe the Forfeiture, Be feafon'd withfuch Viands: you will anfwer, 
But touch’d with humane gentlenefs and love, The flavesaré ours. So do I anfwer you. 
Forgive a moiety of the principal, The pound of flefh which I demand of him, 
Glancing an eye of pity on his loffes Is dearly bought, ‘tis mine, and J will haveit. 
That have of late fo hudled on his back, If yon deny me, fie upon your Law, 
Enow to prefs a toyal Merchant down, t There is no force in the decrees of Venice: 
And pluck commiferation of his ftate I ftand for judgment; anfwer, fhalll have it? 
From braflic bofoms, and rovgh hearts of flint, Duk, Upon my power I may difmifs this Court, 
From ftubborn Turks, and Tartars never train’d Unlefs Bellario, alearned Do&tor, 
To offices of tender courtefic. Whom J have fent for to determine this, 
We all expeét a gentle anfwer, Fw, Come here today. 
Few. 1 have poffeft your Grace of what I purpofe, Sal, My Lord, here ftays without 
And by our holy Sabbath have Tfworn A Meffenger with Letters from the Doctor, 
To have the Due and Forfeit of my bond. New come from Padua, 
If you deny it, let the danger light Duk. Bring us the Letters, call the Mc ffengers. 
Upon your Charter, and your Cities Freedom. Baf, Good cheer Anthonio: Whatman, courage yet; 
You'l ask me why I rather chufe to have The Few fhall have my flefh, blood, bones, and all, 
A weight of carrion fiefh, than to receive ‘E’rethou fhaltlofe for me one drop of blood. 
‘Three thoufand Ducats? le not anfwer that. Act. lam atainted Weather of the flock, 
But fay it ismy humour, is it antwered ? Meeteft for death: the weakeft kind of Fruit 
What if my houle be troubled witha Rat, Drops earlicft to the ground, fo let me. 
And I be pleas’d to give ten thoufand Ducats You cannot better be employ'd, Baffanie, 
To have it bain’d 2? What, are you anfwei'd yet ? Than to live ftill, and write mine Epitaph. 
Come men there are love not a gaping pig: 
Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat: Enter Neriffa. 
And others, when the Bag-pipe fings i’ th’ nofe, 
Cannot contain their Ucine for-affeétion. Du. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
Matters of paffion fwaysit to the mood Ner. From both. 
Of what it likesor loaths. Now for your an{wer. My Lord Bellario greets your Grace. 
As there is no firm reafon to be rendred Baf. Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earneftly ? 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig, Few. Tocut the Forfeiture from that bankrout there, | 
Why he a harmtefs neceffary cat, Gra. Not on thy foale, but on thy foul, harfh Few, P, 
why he a wol'en bag-pipe> but of force Thou mak’ft thy knife keen: but no metal can, | 
Mutt yield to fuch inevitable fhame, No, not the hangman’s Axe bear half the keennefs | 
As to offend himfelf, being offended ; Of thy fharp envy. Can no praycrs pierce thee? 
So can I give no reafon, nor I will not, Few. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make 
More than alodg’d hate, and acertain loathing Gra. O be thou damn inexorable dog, 
L bear Anthonir, that | follow thus And for thy life let Juftice be accus‘d. 
A lofing fuit againft him. Are you anfwered ? Thou almoft mak’R me waver in my Faith, 
Baf. Thisisno aniwer, thou unfeeling man, To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
To excufe the current of thy cruelty. That fouls of Animals infufe themfelves 
Few. Lam not bouad to pleafe thee with my anfwer. Into the trunksof men. Thy currifh fpirit 
Baf. Doalimen kill the thing they do not love ? Govern’d a Woolf, who hang’d for humane flaughtet 
Few. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ? Even from the Gallows did his fel! foul fleet, ° 
Baf. Every offence is not a hate at firft. And whil’ft thou layeftin thy unhallowed Dam 
Few. What, would’ft thou have a Serpent fting thee | [nfus’d it felf in thee ; For thy defires ; 
twice?’ eee Are woolvith, bloody, fterv’d, and ravenous. i 
Ant. 1 pray you think you queftion witha Few. Few. Till thou canft rail the feal from off mybond, =| 
You may as well go ftand upon the beach, Thou but offend’ft thy Lungs to {peak fo loud. Z| 
~ Repait | 
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Repair thy wit, good youth, orit will fall 
To endlefsruine, 1 ftand here for Law. 
Du. This Letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and Learned Doétor in cur Court. 
Where is he ? 
Ner. He attendeth here hard by | Eh ae 
To know your aniwer, whether youl admit him : 
Du. Withall my heart. Some Three or Four of you 
Go give him courteous condué to this place, 
Mean time the Court thall hear Bellarso’s Letter. 


OUR Grace fhall underfland, that ar the receit of your 
Letter, 1am very fick: but inthe inftant that your mef- 

enger came, in loving vifitation, was wit mea young 

Dottor of Rome, his Name is Balthatar : Lacquainted him 
with the Cafe in controverfie, between the Jew and Anthonio, 


7 ' the Merchant : We turn’d o’re many Books together : He is fur- 


\ 


| nifhed with my Opinion, which bettered with his ewn Learn- 
| ing, the greatne[s whereof I cannot enough commend, comes 
with him at my importunity, to fill up your Graces Requeft in 
my ftead. I befeech you, let bis lack of years be no im pedi 
ment tolet him lack a reverend eltimation : For I never knew 
fo young a body with fo clda head. I leave him to your gra- 
cious acceptance, whofe trial {hall better pablifh bis commenda- 
tion. 


Enter Portia for Balthafar. 


Du. You hear the Learn’d Bellaris what he writes, 
And here (I takeit) is the Doétor come. 
Give me yourhand, Came you from old-Bellarto ? 

Por. 1 did, my Lord. 

Da. Youare welcome : take your place. 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
+} That holds this prefent queftion in the Court ? 

Por.J am informed throughly of the Cafe. 
Which is the Aferchant here, and which the Few ? 

Diu, Anthonio and old Shylocke, both ftand forth. 

Por. ts your name Shylacke ? 

Few. Shylocke is my name. 

‘Por. OF a ftrange Natureis the fuit you follow; 
Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impungne you, as you do pretend, 

You ftand within his danger, do you not ? 

ent. 1, fo he fays. 

Por. Do you confefs the bond ? 

Ant. I do. 

Por. Then muft the few be merciful. 

Few. On what compulfion muft I ? tell me that. 
Por. The quality of mercy is not ftrain’d, 

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Uponthe placebeneath. Itis twice bleft, 
itbleffeth him that gives, and him that takes. 
Tis mightieft in the mightieft, it b:comes 

The throned Monarch better than his Crown. 
His Scepter fhews the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to Awe and Majefty, 

Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings. 
But Mercy is above this {ceptred fway, 

It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 

Itisan Attribute to God himfelf 5 

And earthly power dotir then thew likeft God’s, 
When Mercy feafons Juftice. Therefore Few, 
Tho Jultice be thy plea, confider this, 

That inthe courfe'of Juftice none of us 

ation. We do pray for mercy, 
“ayer doth teach us all to render 
Thedeeds of mercy. I have {poke thus much 
To mitigate the juftice of thy plea ; 

Which if thou follow, this fri& courfe of Venice 
Mutt needs give fentence againft the Merchant there, 

Shy. My deedsupon my head, I crave theLaw, 
The Penalty and Forfeit of my bond. 

Por. Is he not able to diftharge the money ? 


Reich pass eh eee 


T be Merch ant of Venice, 


EEN Cre ae ee aaa 


Baf. Yes, here | tender it for him in the Court, 

Yea, twice the fum, if that will nor fufice, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times o’re, 

On forfeitof my hands, my head, my heart. 

If this will not fuffice, it muft appear 

That malice bears downtiruth, And I befe 

Wreft once the Law to your Authoriry. 

To doa great right, do a little wrong, 

And curb this crue! devil of his will. 
Por. Itmuft not be, there is no power in Venice 

Can alter a decree eftablifhed. 

? Twill be recorded for a Prefident, 

And many an error by the fame example 

Will ruth into the State: It cannot be. ’ 
Few. A Daniel come to judgment, yea, a Daviel. 

O wife young Judg, howdo I honour thee? 

Por. I pray youlook upon the bond. 
few. Here tis, moft reverend Doétor, here it is. 
Por. Shylocke, there’s tht ice thy money offered thice 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I haye amoath in heaven, 
Shall I lay perjury.upon my foul? 
_ No, not for Venice: 
Por. Why, this bond is forfeit, 

And lawfully by.this the few may. claim 

A pound of ficfh, ro be by him ctt off 

Neareft the Merchant’s heart: Be merciful, 

Take thrice thy money, bid me tear the bond, 
Few. When it is paid according to the tenure, 

It doth appear you are a worthy fuds: 

You know the Law, your expofition 

Hath been moft found. I'charge you by the Law, 

Whereof you area well-deferving pillar, 

Proceed to judgment. Bymy foul! fwear, 

There is no power inthe tongne of ‘man 

To alterme. Iflay here on my bond. 
e4n. Molt heartily I do befeech the Court 

| To give the judgment. 
Por, Why then thus it is: . 

You muft prepare your bofom for his knife. 
ftw. O noble Judg ! © excellent young man ! 
Por. For the intent and purpote of the Law: 

Hath full relation to the penalty, 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Few. Tisvery true. Owile and upright Jud 

How much miore elder art thou than thy looks ? 
Por. Therefore lay bare thy bofom. — 

Few. I, his breft, 

Sotaysthe bond, doth it not, noble Judg 2 

Neareft hisheart, thofe are the very words, 
Por. Vt is fo. Ave there ballan¢e here to weigh the 

fief ? 
Few. | have them ready. 
Por, Have by fome Surgeon, Shylock, on your charge, 

To ftop his wounds, left he fhould bleed to death. 

Few. It is Hot nominated in the bond, 
Por, \tis not fo expreft, but what of that ? 
I'were-good youdo fo much for charity, 
Few. 1 cannot find it, cis not in the bond. 
Por. Come Merchant, have you any thing to fay? 
e4nt. But little: Tam arm’d and. well prepai’d, 

Give me your hand, Baffanio: Fare you well. — 

Grieve not that | am fali’n to this for you : 

For herein Fortune fhews her felf more kind 

Thanis his cuftom.. - It is ftill her ufe 

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow 

An age of poverty, From which lingring penance 

Of fuch a mifery, doth the cut me off. 

Commend me to your honourable Wife; 

Tell her the procefs of “Axthonio’s end : 


3 


Say how | lov’d yous {peak me fairin death « 


ech you 


«J 


And when the tale is told, bid her be jndg} 
Whether Baffauio had not cncea Love + 
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Repent not you that you {hall lofe your Friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt 5 
For if the few do cut but deep cnough, 
Vie pay it inftantly with all my heart. 
Baf. Anthonto, Lam married to a wife, 
Which is. as dear to meas Sife it felf; 
Bat life it felf, my wife, and all the world, 
Are not with me efteem’d above thy life. 
| would lofe all, Ifacrifice them all 
Here to this devil; to deliver you. ; 
Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that, 
If fhe were by to hear you make the offer. 
Gra, [have a wife whom | proteft Llove, 
I would fhe were in heaven, fo fhe could 
Intreat fome power to change this currith Jew. 
Ner. Tis well you offer tt behind her back, 


The with would make elfe an unquiet houfe. 


¥em. Thefe be the Chriftian husbands. [have a daughter, 


Would any of the'ftock. of Barrabas 

Had been her husband, rather than a Chriftian. 

Wetrifle time, Ipray thee purfuefentence. 
Por. A pound of that fame Merchant’s flefh is thine, 

The Court awardsit, and che Law doth give it. 

Few. Mott rishtful judg. $i 
Por. And you muft cut this feth from off bis breaft, 

The Law allows it, and the Court awards it. 
Few. Mot tearned Judg, a fentence, come, prepare. 
Por. Tarry alittle, there is fomething elfe. 

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood, 

The words cxprefly are a. pound of fleth. 

Then takethy bond, take thou thy poundof ficth, 

But in the cutting it, if thou doft: fhed 

One érop of Chriftian blood, thy lands and goods 

Are by the Laws of Venice confifcate 

Unto the State of Venice, 

Gra. O upright Judgi 

Mark jew, O learned Judg. 
Shy. Is that the Law ? 

Por, Thy felf fhalt fee the A&: 

For as thou urgeft Jultice, be affur’d 

Thou fhalt have juftice more than thoudefireft. 

Gra. Olearned Judg / mark Few, a learned Jucg, 
Few. 1 take this offer then, pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Chriftian go- : 

Raf. Here is the money. 
Por. Salt, the Few fhall have all juttice, foft, no hafte, 

He fhall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O Few ! anupright Judg, 4 learned Judg. 
Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the ficth, 

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou lefs nor more 

But jutt a pound of fefh: If thou tak’ft more 

Or lefsthan a jutt pound, be it fo much 

As makcsit light or heavy in the fubftance, 

Or the divifion of the twentieth part 

Of one poor feruple: nay, if the fcale do turn 

But in the eftimation of a hair; 

Thou dieft, and all thy goods are confifcate. 

Gra. A fecond Daniel, a Daniel, Few. 

Now Infidel, I have thee on the hip. ‘ 
Por. Why doth the Few paufe ? Take thy Forfeiture. 
Shy. Give memy principal, and let me go. 

Baf. have it-ready for thee ; here it is. 
Por. He hath refus’dit in the open Court: 

He fhall have meerly juftice and his bond. 
Gra. A Daniel fill fay 1, a fecond Daniel. 

I thank the Few for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall Lnot have barely my principal? 
Por. Thou fhalt have nothing but the Forfeiture, 
To be takenfo at thy peril, Few. ; 
Shy, Why thenthe Devil give him good of it : 
i'le kay no longer q.eition. 

Per. Varry Jews ee 
The Law hath yet another hold.aa you + 
It is enaéted in the Laws of Venice, 


—————ae 


i Ef it be proved agai ftan Alen, 


| 


| That by direét, or indirect attempts, 


He feek the life of any Citizen, 

The party “gainft the which he doth contrive; 
Shall feize on half his goods, the other half 
Comes to the privy Coffer.of the State, | 

And the Offender’s life Hes in the mercy. 

Of the Duke only, gaint all other voice 3 

In which predicament I fay thou ftand’h : 

For it appears by manifeft proceeding, 

That indireétly, and dire&tly too, 

Thou had contriv’d again& the very life 

Of the defendant : and thouhatt incurr’d 
The danger formerly by me rehearft, 

Down therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke, 


Gra. Beg that thou maift have leave to hang thy felfs | 


And yet thy wealth being for feit to the State, 
Thou haft not left the value of a cord, 
Therefore thou muft be hang’d at the States charge, 
Du. That thou fhalt fee the difference of our {pirit, — 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it: 
For half thy wealth, it is Anthonio’s ; 
The other half comes to the general State, 
Which humblenefs may drive unto a fine. 
Por. 1, for the State, not for Anthonio 
Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that: 
You take my houfe when you do take the prop 
That doth {uftain my houle: you take my life 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 
Por. What mercy can youxender him, Avthonio ? 
Gra. AHaltet gratis, nothing elfe for God's take. 
Ant, So pleafe my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court, 
To quit the fine for onc half of his goods, 
Tam content, fo he will let me have 
The other half inufe, to render it 
Upon his death, unto the Gentleman 
That lately ftole his daughter. 
Two things provided more, that for this Favout 
He prefently become a Chriftian 5 | 
The other, that he do record a gift 
Hereinthe Court of all he dies poflcft 
Unto his Son Lorenzo, and his Daughter. 
Du. He hall do this, or clfe Ido recant 
The pardon that llate pronounced here. 


Por, Art thou contented, fiw ? what doft thou fay? | 
af 


Shy. I am contcnt. 

Por. Clark, drawa ceed of gift, 

Shy. 1 pray you give me leave to go from hence s 
Iam not well; fend the deed after me, 

And | will fign it. 

Du. Get theé gone, but do it, 

Gra. In Chriftning thou fhalt have two Godfathers. 
Had I been Judg, thou fhould’ft have had ten more, 
To bring thee to the Gallows, not to the Font. 

Da. Sir, 1 intreat you with me home to dinner. 

Por. 1 humbly dodefire your Grace of pardon 3 
I muft away this night toward Padua, 

And itis meet I prefently {fet forth. 

Du. 1 am forry that your leifure ferves you not: 
Anthonio, gratifie this Gentleman 5 
For inmy mind you are much bound to him: 


Exit Duke and bis trate . 


Baf. Moft worthy Gentleman, 1 and my Friend, 
Have by your wifdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties, in lieu whereof 
Three thoufand Ducats due unto the few, 
We freely cope your courtcous pains withal. 

Ant. And ftand indcbted over and above 
In love and fervice to you evermore. 

Por. He is well paid thatis well fatisfied 
And I delivering you, am fatishied, 
And therein do account my {elf well paid. 
My mind was never yet more mercinary. 
I pray you know me when we meet again. 
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The Merchant of Venice. 


i ell, and fo ftake my leave. 
Sie Dee fir, of force I muft attempt you further. 
Take fome remembrance of us as a tribute, 
Not as a Fee : grant re two sy I pray: you 
deny me, and topardon me, BO 
se Toop me pork goc therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, Pie wear them for your fake, 
And for your love Vletake this Ring from you, 
Do not draw back your hand, Ile take no more, 
And you in love fhall not deny me this. 
Baf. This Ring, good fir, alasit is a trifle; 
[ will not fhame my felf ro give you this. | 
Por. 1 will have nothing elfe but only this, 
And now methinks I have a mind to it. 
Baf. There’s more depends on this than on the value : 
The deareft Ring in Venice will I give you, 
} And find it ouz by Proclamation 5 
Only for this 1 pray you pardon me, 
© Por. 1 fee fir, you are liberal in offers 5 
You taught me firft to beg, and now methinks 
You teach me how a beggar fhould beanfwer’d. _ 
Bafs Good fir, this Ring was given me by my wife 5 
And when fhe put it on, fhe made me vow ; 
Thar I fhould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it. — 
. Por. That feufe ferves many men to fave their gifts 5 
Andif your wife be notamad woman, 
And know how well I havedeferv’d this Ring, 
She wou'd not hold out enemy for ever 
For giving it tome : Well, peace be with you. 


Exegnt. 
Ant. My Lord Baffanio, let him have the Ring. 
Let his defervings, and my love withal, 
Be valued againft your wives commandment. 
Baf. Ge, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 
Give him the Ring, and bring himif thou canft i ; 
Unto Anthonio’s houle : away, make hafte. Exit Grati. 
| Come, you and I will thither prefently, 
| And inthe morning early will weboth 
Fly toward B:lmont, come eAnchonio. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Portia and Nerrifla. 


Por, Enquire the Few’s houle out, give him this deed, 
And let him fign it; we’l away tonighr, 
| And be a day before our Husbands home : 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 


Eater Gratiano. 


Gra. Fair fir, you ate well o’retane : 
My Lord Baffanioupon more advice, 
Hath fent you here this Ring, and doth intreat 
Your compaay at dinner. 
Por. That cannot be: 
His Ring | do accept moft thankfully, 
And fo I pray you tell him: Furthermore, 
I pray you fhew my youth old Shylock’s houfe, 
Gra. That wilhl do. 
Ner, Sir, |would fpeak with you: 
I'le fee if 1 can get my husband’s Ring 
Which I did make him fwear to keep for ever. 
Por, Thou maiftl warrant. We thallhaveold fwearing, 
That they did give the Rings away to mens 
But we’l out-face'them, and out-fwearthem too : 
Away, make hatte, thou know’it where I will tarry. 
Ner, Come good fir, will you fhew me to this houfe ? 


Exeunt. 
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Atlus Quintus. 


EnterLorenzo and Jeflicas 


Lor. ‘The Moon fhines bright. In fuch a night as this, 
When the {weet wind did gently kifs rhe trees, 
And they did make no noile, in fucha night, 
Troylus methinks mounted the Troyav wall, 
And figh’d his foul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Creffed lay that night. 
Fef. In fuchanight 
Did Thishy fearfully o’re-trip the dew} 
And faw the Lion's fhadow ere himfelf, 
And ran difmayed away. 
Lor. In fuch a night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand . 
Upon the wild Sea-banks, and waft her Love 
To come again to Carthage. 
Fef. Intucha night 
Medea gathered the inchanted herbs 
That did renew old Eon, 
Lor. Infucha night 
Did Fefica Real from the wealthy Few, 
And with an unthrift Love did run from Venieey 
As far as Belmont. 
Jef In fuch 4 night 
Did young Lorenzo fwear he lov’d her well, 
Stealing herfoul with many vows of Faith, 
And ne’re a true one, 
Lor \nfuch anight 
Did pretty Fe/ica (like alittle fhrow) 
Slander her Love, and he forgave it her. 
Fef- 1 would out-night you did:no bedy come : 
But hark, I hear the footing of aman. 
Enter Meffenger, 
Lor. Who comes fo faft in filence of the night? 
Mef. A Friend. 
Lor. A Friend! what Friend ? 
Friend ? 
Mef. Stiphano is my name, and I bring word 
My Miftris will before the break of day 
Be here at. Belmont : fhe doth ftray about 
By holy croffes, where fhe kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock kours. : 
Lor. Who comes. with her ? 
Méef. None but aholy Hermit and her maid, 
I pray you is my Matter yet return’d? 
| __ Lor, fie isnot, nor we have not heard from him 3 
But go wein I pray thee Fefica, 
And ceremonioufly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftris of the houfe, 


your name I pray you 


Enter Clowns. 


Clow. Sola, fola ; wo ha, ho, fola, fola: 

Lor. Who calls ? 

Clow. Sola, did'you fee M. Lorenzo, and Mrs. Lorenza, 

fola, fola, - ‘ 

Lor, Leave hollowing, man : here. 

Clow. Sola, where ? where ? 

Lor. Here. 

Clow. Tell him, there’s a 
his horn full of good news 
morning, {weet love. 

Lor, Let’s in, and there expeé their coming; 
And yet no matter: why fhould we go in? _ 
My Friend Stephano, fignifie, pray you, 
Within the houfe, your Miftris is at hand, 

And bring your Mufick forth into the air. 


Poft come frommy Matter, with 
3 my Matter will be here c*%e 


How. {weet the Moon-light fleeps upon this bank 5 
Here will we fit, and let the founds of Mufick 
Creep in our ears 5 foft ftilnefs, arid the night 
- Become the tutches of fweet harmony : 
) Sit Feffica, look how the floor of heaven 
Is thics inlayed with patterns of bright gold 5 
There’s not the fmalleft Orb which thou behold’ft, 
Sut in his motion like an Angel fings, 
Stull quiring to the young ey’d Cherubims 5 
Such harmony isin im nortal fouls 5 
| But whilft this muddy vefture of decay 
Doth grofly clofe in it, we cannot hear it: 
Come hoe, and wake Diana with a hymn, 
With {weeteft tutches pierce your Miftris ear, 
And draw her home with Mufick. 
Fef. [am never merry when I hear fweet Mufick. 


Play Mufick. 


Lor. The Reafon is, your fpirits are attentive: 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud," 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet found, 
Or any air of Mufick touch their cars, 
You fhall perceive them make a mutual ftand ; 
Their favage eyes turn’d to a modeft gaze 
By the {weet power of mufick ; therefore the Poet 
Did fain that Orphews drew tears, ftones, and floods, 
Since naught fo ftockifh, hard, and full of rage, 
But mufick for the time doth change his Nature : 
The man that hath no wufick in himielf, 
Nor is not moved with concord of {weet founds 
Is fit for treafons, fratagems, and fpoils; 
The motions of his fpirit are dull as night, 
And his affeétions dark as Erebus : 
Let no fuchman be trufted : mark the Mofick. 


Enter Portia and Nertiffa. 
es 
Por. That light we fee is burning in my hall : 


How far that little candle throwshis beams, 
Go fhines a good deed in a naughty world. 


Ner, When the Moon fhone, we did not fee the candle. 


Por. So doth the greater glory dim the lefs ; 
A fubititute fhines brightly asa Bing 
Until a King be by, and then his ftate 
| Empties ittelf, as doth an inland brook 


Into the main of waters: Mufick, hark. Mufick, 


Ner. Ivis your mufick, Madam, of the houfe. 
Por. Nothing is good I fee without refpect: 
Methinks it founds much {weeter than by day. 
Ner. Silence beftows that vertue on it, Madam: 
Por. The Crow coth fing as {weetlyas the Lark 
When neither is attended : and I think 
The Nightingale, if fhe fhould fing by day, 
When every Gooleis cackling, would be thought 
No better a Mufician than the Wren, 
How many things by featon feafon’d are 
To their right praife and true perfeétion ? 
Peace, how the Moon fleeps with Endsmion, 
And would not be awak’d ! | 


Mufick ceafes. 


Lor. That is the voice, 
Or{ am much deceiv’d, of Portia. 


Por. He knows meas the blind man knows the Cuckow, 


by the bad voice. 
Lor, Dear Lady, welcome home. 


Per. We have been praying for our husbands welfare, 


Which fpeed, we hope, the better for our words : 
Are they return’d? 


Lor. Madam, they are not yet 5 
But there is come a meflenger before; 
To fignifie their coming. 

Por. Goin Nerriffa, 
Give order to my fervants, that they take 
No note at allof our being abfent hence; 
Nor you Lorenzo, Feffica rior you. 


ATucket founds. 


Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his Trumpet : 
Weare no tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. 

Por. This night methinks is but the day-light fick, 
It looks alittle paler, ’tisa day, 
Such as the day is when the Sun is hid. 


Enter Baffanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, and thet 
Followers. 


Baf. We fhould hold day with the Antiped +, 
If you would walk in abfence of the Sun. 

Por. Let me give light, but fet me not be light 5 
For alight Wife doth make a heavy husband, 
And never be Baffanio fo from me 5 
But cee ih " cg oe welcome home, my Lord. | 

Baf. 1 thank you, Madam, give welcom iend 5 
This is the wil is swears veep dir : 
To whom lam foinfinitely bound. 

Por. You fhould in all fenfé be much bound to him; 


. For, as 1 hear, he was much bound for you. 


Ant. Nomore than I am well acquitted of. 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe 5 
[t muft appear in other ways than words 5 
Therefore I {cant this breathing courtefie. 
Gra. By yonder Moon I {wear youdome wrong ; 
In Faith I gave itto the Judg’s Clerk ; ; 
Would he were gelt that had it for my part, 
Since you do take it, Love, fo much at heart. 
Por, A quarrel, hoe, already 5 what’s the matter ? 
Grd. Abouta Hoop of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That fhe did give me, whofe Poefie was 
For all the world like Catlers Poetry 
Upon a Knife 5 Love me, and leave me not. 
Ner. What talk you of the Poefie or the value ? 
You fwore to me when I did give it you, 
That you would wear it tilt the hour of death, 
And that it fhould lie with you in your grave, 
Tho not for me, yet for your vehement Oaths, 
You fhould have been refpeétive, and have kept it. 
Gaveit a Judg’s Clerk ! but well 1 know 
The Clerk will ne’ce wear hair on’s Face that hadit. 
Gra. He will, and if he live to be a man 
Wer. \f, if ‘a woman live to be a man. 
Gra. Now by this band I gave it to a youth, 


A kind of boy, alittle ferubbed boy, 


No higher than thy felf, the Judg’s Clerk, 
A prating boy thatbegg'd it asa Fee 5 
i ss for my heart deny it him. 

or. You were to blame, I muft be plain wi 
To part fo flightly with your Wives ft gift es 
A thing ftuck on with Oaths upon yonr finger, 
And fo riveted with Faith unto your flefh 5 
I gave my Love a Ring, and made him {wear 
Never to part withit, and here he ftands : 
I dare be fworn to him, he would not leave it 
Nor pluck it from’his finger for the wealth : 
That the world matters. Now in Faith, Gratiane, 
You give your Wife too unkind a caufe of grief: 
e° aid ime i fhould be mad at it. 

af. Why | were beft to cut my left h 
And fwear | loft the Ring defending it. —_ 

Gra. My Lord Baffanto gave his Ring away 

Unto the Judg that bege’d it, and indeed 
Deferv’d it too: and then the boy, his Clerk, 


That 
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That rook fome pains in writing, he begg’d mine, 
And neither Man nor Mafter would take ought 
But the two Rings. 
Por. What Ring gave you, my Lord? 
Nor that, | hope, which you receiv'd of me. 
Baf. If could.add a Lie unto a Fault, 
I would deny it; but you {ee my finger 
Hath not the Ring upon it, it is gone. . 
Por. And even {oe void is your falie heart of truth: 
By heaven, | will ne’re come in your bed 
Until I tee the Ring. we 
Ner. Nor 1 in yours, till I again fee mine. 
Baf. Sweet Pertia, ; 
If you did know to whom I gave the Rings 
If you did know for whom I gave the Ring, » 
And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 
And how unwillingly left the Ring, ; 
When nought would be accepted bur the Ring, 
You would abate the ftrength of your difpleaftire. 
Por. If you had known the vertue of the Ring, 
Or half her worthinefs that gave the Ring, 
Or your own honour to contain the Ring, _ 
You would not then have parted with the Ring. 
What man is there fo much unreafonable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any terms of Zeal, wanted the modefty 
To urge the thing held as a Ceremony ? 
Nerriffa teaches me what to believe, 
Pte dic for’r, but fome Woman had the Ring. 
Baf. No, by mine honour, Madam, by my foul, 
No woman had it, bur a civil Doétor, 
Which did refufe three thoufand Ducats of me, 
And bege’d the Ring; the which I did deny him, 
And fuffer’d him to godifpleas’d away - 
Even he that had held up the very life 
Of my dear Friend. What fhould I fay, fweet Lady ? 
1 was inforc’d to fend it after iim 
Twas befet with fhame and couirtals 
My honour would notlet ingratitude 
So much be-fmear it. Pardon mie, good Lady, 
And by thefe bleffed candles of the night, 
Had you been there, I think you would have bege’d 
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Doétor. 
Por. Let not that Doétor e’re come near my houfe, 
Since he hath got the Jewel that I loved, 
And that which you did {wear to keep for me: 
I will become as liberal as you, 
Ve not deny him any thing! have, 
No, not my body, nor my husband’s bed : 
Know him [ fhall, J am well fure of it. 
Lie not a night from home : Watch me like Argos : 
If youdo not, if I be left alone, 
Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 
V’le have the Doétor for my bedfellow. 
Wer. And this Clerk: therefore be well advis’d 
How you do leave me to mine own protection, 
Gra. Well, do you fo: let not me take him then 5 
For if I do, Ple mar thie young Clerk’s pen. 
Ant. am th’ unhappy fubjeét of thefe quarrels, 
Por. Sir, grieve not you, 
You are welcome notwithftanding. 
Baf. Po; tia, forgive me this enforced wrong, 
And in the hearing of thefe many Friends, 
I {wear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 
Wherein I fee my feif 
Por. Mark you but that : 
In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelf: - 


oe, tL 


The Merchant of V enice. 


| Ih each eye one, {wear by your double felf; 
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And there’s an Oath of credit. 
Bef. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this Fault, and by my foul I fwear 
I never more will break an Oath with thee. 
Ant, | once did lend my body for thy wealth, 
Which but for him that had your husband’s Ring 
Had quite mifcarried. Idare be bound again, 
My foul upon the Forfeit, that your Lord 
Will never more break Faith advifedly. 
Por. Then you fhall be his furety ; give him thié; 
And bid him keep it better than the other, 
Ant. Here Lord Baffanio, {wear to keep this Ring; 
Baf. By heaven itis the fame I gave the Doétor: 
Por. {had itof him: pardon Baffanio s 
For by this Raog the Doctor Jay with me, 
_ Wer. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
For that fame fcrubbed boy, the Doétor’s Clerk, 
In lieu of this, Jaft night did lie with me. 
Gra, Why, this islike the mending of high ways 
In Summer, where the ways are fair enough : 
What, are we Cuckolds e’re we have deferw’dit ? 
Por. Speak not fo grofly 5 you are allamaz’d : 
Here isa Letter, read it at your leifure ; 
It comes from Padua from Bellario : 
There you fhall find that Portia was the Dogor, 
WNerriffa there her Clerk. Lorenzo here 
Shall witnets I fet forth as foon as you, 
And but even now return’d : I have not yet 
Entred my houfle. Avthonio, you are welcome, 
And I have better news in ftore for you 
Than you expe ; unfeal this Letter foon, 
There you fhall find three of your Argofies 
Arerichly come to harbour fuddenly, 
You fhall not know by what ftrange accident 
I chanced on this Letter. 
Ant. Tamdumb. _ 
Baf. Were you the Doétor, and 1 knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the Clerk that is to make me Cuckold ? 
Ner. I, but the Clerk that never means to do it, 
Unlefs he live until he be a man. e 
Baf. (Sweet Doétor) you fhall be wy bedfellow, 
When | am abfent, then lie with my Wife. 
Ant. (Sweet Lady ) you have given melife and living 5 
For here | read for certain, that my fhips 
Are fafely come to Rhodes: 
‘Por, How now, Lorenzo? 
My Clerk hath fome good comforts too for you. 
Wer. I, and Vle give them him without a Fee. 
There do I give to you and Fefiica, 
From the rich Few, a fpecial deed of gift 
After his death, of all he dies poffefs’d of. 
Lor, Fair Ladies, you drop AZanna in the way 
Of ftarved people. 
Por, It is almoft morning, 
And yet Iam fure youare not fatisfied 
OF thefe events at full. Let us goin, 
And charge us there upon interrogatories, 
And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 
Gra. Let it be fo: the firft interrogatory 
‘That my Nerriffa thall be fworn on, is, 
Whether till the next night fhe had rather flay, 
Or goto bed, now being two hours to day. 
But were the day come, | fhould wifh it dark, 
Till I were couching with the Doétor’s Clerk, 
Well, while I live, ’le fear no other thing 


So fore, as keeping fafe Nerriffa’s Ring. Exeunt. 


As you like it, 


Aétus Primus. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 
Orlando. 

S [remember Adam, it was upon this 
fafhion bequeathed me by will, but a 
poor thouland Crowns, and as thou 
< taift, pad my brother on his blef- 
= \ fing to breed me well 5 and there be- 
AW) ae & gins my fadnefs: My brother Jaques 
CRIA KX ~ he keeps at fchool, and report {peaks 
XEON goldenly of his profit : for my part 
he keeps me ruftically at home, or (to 
') ftays me here at home unkept : for 
\ call youthat keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that 
differs not from the falling of an Oxe? his horfes are 
bred better, for befides that they are fait with their feeding, 
they are taught their mannage, and to that end Riders deat- 
lyhir’d : bur I (his brother ) gaih nothing under him 
but growth, for the which his Animals -on his dunghills 
are as much bound-te biti as I: befides this nothing that 
he fo plentifully gives me, the fomething that nature gave 
me, his countenance feems to take from me: he fets me 
feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and 
as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my edu- 
cation. Thisisit Adam that grieves me, and the fpirit 
of my Father, which f think is within me, begins to mu- 
tiny againft this fervitude; 1 will no longer endure it, 

tho yet I know no wile remedy how to avoid it. 

Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my Matter, your brother. 

-Orlan. Go apart 

will fhake me up. » 

Oli. Now Sir, what make you here? 

Orla. Nothing: 1am not taught to make any thing. 

Oli. What mar you then Sir ? 

Orla. Marry Sir, 1 am helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours with idle- 
nefs. 

Oli. Marry Sir, be better employed, and be naught a 
while. 

Orla, Shall I keep your Hogs, and cat Husks with them? 
what prodigal portion have Lipent, that IT fhould come to 
fuch penury ? 

Oli, Know you where you are fir ? 

Orla. O fir, very well? here in your Orchard. ° 

Oli. Know you before whom Sir ? 

Orla. 1, bettet than ‘him I am before, knows me: I 
| know you are my eldeft brother, and in the gentle con- 
| dition of Blood you fhould fo know me: the courtefy of 
J} Nations allows you my better, in that you are the firft 

born; but the fame tradition takes not away my Blood, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt uss T have as much 
of my Father inme, as you: albeit I confefs your com- 
ing before me is nearerto his reverence. 

Ol:. What Boy. ( this. 

Orla. Come, come elder brother, you are too young in 

Old. Wilt thou lay hands on me villain? 

Orla. 1 am no villain: lam the youngeft Son of Sir 
Rowland de Boyes : he was my Father, and he is thrice a 
villian that faysfuch a Father begot villains : 
not my brother, 1 would not take this hand from 


fpeak more properly 


thy 


wert thou |> 


Scena Prima. 


bi 
& 
throat, till this other had pulPdout thy tongue for fay-} 
ing fo; thou haft rail’d on thy felf. 
cAtdam, Sweet Matter be patient, 
membrance, be at accord. : 
Ol. Let me go I fay: bg 
Orla. Twill not till I pleafe: you fhall hear me 5 my fa-} 
ther charg’d you in hiswillto give me good education :} 
you have train’d me vp like a peafant, obfcuring.and hie 
ding from me all gentleman-like qualities 5 the fpirit of my} 
father grows ftrong in me, and | will no longer endure} 
it» therefore allow me fuch exercifes as may become at. 
gentleman, or give me the poor altottery my father left me] 
by teftament , with that I will go buy my fortunes. . 
Oli, And what wilt thou do? beg when thatisfpent?} 
Well Sir, get you in. Iwill notlong be troubled with 
you: you fhall have fome part of your will, I pray you} 
leave me. | 
Orla. Uwillno further offend you, than becomes me for} 
my good. A 
Oli, Get you with him, you old dog. a 
Adam. \sold dog my reward ? moft true I have loft} 
my teeth in your fervice: God be with my. old mafter, he} 
would not have fpoke fuch a word. Exit Orl, Ad} 
Oli, Is it even fo, begin you to grow upon me? | will} 
phyfick your ranknefs, and yet give no thoufand crowns] 
neither ; holla Denzis. : 
Enter Dennis- , 
Den, Calls your worfhip. a 
Oli. wWasnot Charles the Duke’s Wraftler here to fpeak L 


for your Fathers re) 
ners Te-) 


Adam, and thou fhalt hear how he with me? 


Den. So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and: impor:| | 
tunes accefs to you. ft 
Oli, Call him in: twill be a good way : and to mor-} i 
row the wraftling is. 
Enter Charles. i 
Char. Good morrow to your worfhip. ‘ 
Oli, Good Mounfieur (Charles; whaw’s the new news| 
the new Court ? ' 
Char. Theresno news at the Court Sir, but the old) 
news: that is, the old Duke is banifhed by his younger | 
brother the new Duke, and three or four loving Lords)” 
have put themfelves into a voluntary exile with him, whofe} 
Lands and vevenues enrich the new Duke, therefore hep 
gives them good leave to wander. a 
Oli. Can you tell if Rofalind the Dukes daughter be be] | 
nifhed with her Father ? Sy ‘i 
Cha, Ono; for the Dukes Daughter her Coufin fo loves} 
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that fhe} 
would have followed their exile, or have died to ftay behind} | 
her ; theis at the Court, and no lefs beloved of her Unkle) 
than his ownDaughter,and never two ladies loved as they do.) 
Oli. Where will the old Duke live? Phe 
Cha. They fay he is already inthe Forreft of Arden) | 
and am@any merry men with him ; and there they live | 
like the old Robin Hood of England; they fay many young 
Gentlemen flock to.him every day, and fleet the time cate | 
lefly as they did in the golden world. ; 
Oli: What, you wraftle to morrow before the new Duke? | 
Charl. Marry do I fir ; and I come to acquaint you _ 
with amatter ; I am givenpfir, fecretly te underftand,that 
your 


at 


ak | |. iio 


' ii f fter : tne tfo ss my {weet 
' c | yrne rland a cilpolition to come, - ther ré 
your younger orotiniel Orlando nath a in h 


in difguis’d againft me to try a fall: to sap 
wraftie for my credit, and he that efcapes me ae out 
fome broken limb, fhall acquit him well ; you 
but young and tender, and for your love | would be loat 


a ‘ wl 7 afety an H if] hou mz ift in hono: 
t foile him as | mutt for mine own honour if he comein . than with fafe y ofa pure bluth, thou ntaift in honou 
o enum, 4 a 


therefore out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint 
ou.withs!; that either you might flay him from his in- 
eminent or brook fuch difgrace well as he fhall run into, 
aig f . 4 res Bu 

in that it is a thing of his own fearch, and altogether a 
gainit my will. 


Oli. Charles, 1 thank thee for thy love to me, which 


hou fhalt find I will mo% kindly requite: I had my {elf tily mifplaced, and the bountiful blind Woman doth moft 
thou fh: ‘ « 


i a } aT 
notice of my Brothers purpofe herein, and have by under- 
hand means laboured to diflwade them: from it3_ but he is 


a | akes hn € . - r be han mq 
refolute. I tell thee Charles, It is the fubborneft young | Makes honeft ; and thofe that the makes honeft, fhe makes 


fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious Emulator of 
every. mans good parts, a fecret and villanous Contriver 
againft me his natural Brother; therefore ufe thy Difcre- 
tion, I had as lief thou didft break his neck. as his finger. 


| And thou wert beft look to’t; for if thou doft him any 


flight difgracc, or if he do not mightily grace himfelf ou 
thee, he will praétice againft thee by poyfon, to ate 4 
thee by fome treacherous device, and never leave thee ti . 
he hath tane thy life by fome indire& means or other : for 
{affure thee (and almoft with tears I {peak it) there is not 


j one fo young, and fo Villanous this day living. I {peak but 


brotherly of him ; but fhould I anatomize him to thee , 
as he is, I muft blufh and weep, and thou muft look pale 
and wonder. 
Cha. | am heartily glad 1 came hither to you: if ke 
come to morrow, Vle give him his payment; ifever he go 
alone again, I’le never wraftle for prize more, and fo God 
Wortfhip. 
keep your f 5 
Oli. Farewel good Charles. Now will] ftir this Game- 
fter: I hope I fhallfeean end of him, for my foul (yet I 
know not why) hates nothing more than hes yet he’s gen- 


i jtle, never fehool’d, and yet learned, full of noble device, 


of all forts enchantingly beloved, and indeed fo much in 
the heart of the World, and efpecially of my own people, 


i who beft know him, that lam alrogether mifprifeds bur 


it fhall not be fo long, this Wraftler hall clear all : 

nothing remains, but that! kindle the boy thither, which 

now le go about. . 
Exit 


SS 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Rofalind and Celia, 


Cel, | pray thee Rofalind, fweet my Coz, be merry. 

Rof. Dear Celia; | fhow more mirth than I am Mi- 
firefs of, and would you yet were merrier: unlefs you 
could teach me to forget a banifhed Father, you muft not 
learn me how to remember my €Xtraordinary _plea- 
fure. 

Cel. Herein 1 fee thou lov’ me not with the full Weight 
that I love thee; if my Uncle thy banithed Father had 
banifhed thy Uncle the Duke my Father, fo thou hadft 
been Mill with me, I could have taught my love to 
take thy Father for mine; fo would thou, if the truth of 
thy love to me were fo righteoufly temper’d, as mine is to 
thee. 

Rof. Well, I will forget the condition of my eftate, to 
rejoyce in yours. 

Ceé. Youknow my Father hathno Child but J, nor none 
islike to have, and truly when he dies, thou fhalt be his 
heir? for what he hath taken away from thy Father per- 
force, I will render thee again in Affe&tion; by mine ho- 
nour I will, and when { break that ‘Oath, let me turn mon- 


aR ee aka fe eee 


| 


F pe! ae 
As you like il. 
é ‘ 


Rofe, my dear Rofe 
Rof, From henceforth! will, Coz, and devife {ports:] 
me fee, what think you of falling in love ? 
Cet. Marry I prethee do, to make fport withal; b 
love no manin ood earneft, nor no further in {port ne 


tther 
atlicy 


* 
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off again. 

Rof. What hall be our fport then? 

Cel, Let us fic and mock the good houfewife 
from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth 
equally, 

Rof. | would we could do fo ; 


Fortune 


eftowed 


ys 


ue 
for her benefits are migh: 


miftake in her gifts to Woinen. 
Cel. > Tis true, for thofe that fhe makes fair, fhe {carc® 


very ill-favouredly. 
Rof. Nay now thowgoeft from Fortunes Office to Nac 


tures: ‘Fortune reigns in gifts of the World, not in the 
lineaments of Nature. 


Exter Clown, 


Cel, No; when Nature hath made a fair creature, ma 
fhe not by Fortune fall into the fire? Tho Nature hath gi- 
ven us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune fent in | 
this fool to cut off this argument ? 

Rof. Indeed Fortuneis there too har 
Fortune makes Natures natural, ¢ 
wit. 

Cel, Peradventore this is not Fortunes neither, 
but Natures, who perceiving our natural wits too dull 
to reafon of fuch goddeffzs, hath fen this Natural for 
our whetftone: for always the dulnets of the fool, is the 
whetftone of the wits, How now Wit, whether wander } 
you? 

Clow. Miftrefs, you muft come away to your father, 

Cel. Were you madé the Meffenger ? 

Clow. No by mine honour,but I was bid tocome 

Rof: Where learned you that Oath foo! ? 

(le. Of a certain Kaight, that fwore by his Honour 
they were good Pancakes, and {wore by his Honour the 
Muftard was naught: Now I’le Rand to it, the Pancakes 
were naughr, and the Muftard was good, and yet wasnot 
the Knight forfworn, 

Cel, Haw prove you that 
knowledg ? 

Kof. Imarry, now unmvzzle your wifdom. 

Clo, Stand you both forth now: ftroke your chins, and 
fwear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards (if we had them ) thou art. 

Clo. By my knavery (if I had it) then] Weres butifyou 
{wear by that that isnot, you are nét forfworn ; No more 
was this Knight {wearing by his Honour, for he never had 
any 5 orif he had, he had fworn it away, before ever he 
{aw thofe Pancakes, or that Muftard. 

Cel. Prethee, who is that thou means’t ? 

Clo, One that old Fredrick your Father loves. 

Rof. My Fathers love is enough to honour him en 
fpeak no more of him, you’l be w 
of thefe days. 

Clo. The more pity that fools May not {peak wifely , 
what wife men do foolifhly. 

Cel, By my troth thou faief true: 
wit that fools have was filenced, th 
wife men have makes a 
Le Bew. 


d for Nature, when 
he cutter off of Natures 
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for you. 


in the great heap of your 


Fanc ough ; 
hipt for taxation, one 


For, fince the fittle 
e little foolery that 
great fhew ; Here comes Mounfieur 
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Enter Le Beu, 


Ref. With his mouth foll of news, 

Cel. Which he will put on us, as 
young. 

“Rof. Then thall we be news-cram*d, 


Pigeons feed their 


Cel. 
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Cel. All the better, we fhall be the more mazketab\«. | come but as others do, 


Boon-jour Mounfieur le Ben, what news? 

Le Bew. Fair Princels, 

You have loft much fport. 
Cel, Sport ; of what colour ? 
Le Beu. What colour Madam ? How fhalll anfwer 
ou? 
: Roof. As wit and fortune will. 

Yo. Or as the deftinies decrees. 

Cel. Well faid, that was laid on with a Trowel, 

(io, Nay, if Lkeep not my rank, 

R f. Thou lofeft thy old {mell: 

Le Ben. You amafe me Ladies: I would have told you 
of good wraftling, which you have loft the fight of. 

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the wraftling. 

Le Beu. \ will tell you the beginning + and if it pleafe 
your Ladifhips, you may fee the end, for the beft isyet to 
do, and here where you are, they are coming to perform 
it. 

Cel, Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Bew. There comes an old Man, and his three Sons, 
Cel. [could match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le Ben, Three proper young men, of excellent growth 
and pretence. 

Rof. With bills on their necks : 
men by thefe prefents. 

Le Bew. The eldeft of the three, wraitled with Charles 
the Dukes Wraftler, which Charles in a moment threw 
him, and broke three of bis Ribs, that there is little hope 
of life in him: So he ferv’d the fecond, and fo the third : 
yonder they lie, the poor old man their Father, making 
{uch pitiful dole over them, that all the beholders take 
his part with weeping. 

Rof. Alas. 

Clo, But what isthe fport Mounfieur, that the Ladies 

have loft ? 

Le Rew. Why this is that I fpeak of. 

Clo. Thus men may grow wiler every day. It is the firft 
time that ever I heard of breaking of Ribs was {port for 
Ladies. 

Cel. Or I, 1 promife thee. 

Rof. But is there any elfe longs to fee this 
in his fides 2 Is there yet another doats upon 
Shall we fee this wraftling Cofin ? 

Le Ben. You mutt if you ftay here, for here is the 
place appointed for wrattling, and they are ready to per- 

jform ‘it. 
+ Cel, Yonder fure they are coming: 
jand fee it. 


Beit known unto all 


broken Mufick 
Rib-breaking ? 


Let us now fay 


Flourifh, Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando, Charles 
and Attendants. 

Duk, Come on, fince the youth will not be entreated, 
His own peril on his forwardnels. 

Rof. Is yonder the man? 

Le. Even he, Madam. 

Cel. Alas, heis too young: yet he looks: fuccefsfully 

Duk, How now daughter and Cofia : 
Are you crept hither to fee the wrafling ? 

Rof. I my Liege, fo pleafe you give us leave. 

Du. You will take little delight in it, I can tell you, 
there isfuch odds inthe man: In pity of the challengers 
youth, I would fain diffwade him, but he will not be 


e 


entceated. Speck to him Ladies, fee if you can move 


him. 
Cel, Call him hither good Mounficur L. Bev. 
Duke. Do fo ; I’le not be by. 
Le Bex. Mounfieur the Challenger, the princefs calls for 


ou. 
! Orla. L attend them with all refpeét and duty. 
Rof. Young man, have you challeng’d Charles the 
Wraftler ? 
Orl. No fair princefs : 


SE a mene 


to try with him the ftrength oft 
4 


my 


your years :, you have 
ftrength, if you faw your 
your felf with your judgment, the feat 
ture would counfel you to a more equal enterprife: Wely 
pray you for your own fake to embrace your own fafety)}) 
and give over this attampt. if 
Rof. Do young fir, your reputation fhall not therefore! 
be mifprifed : we will make it our fuit to the Duke, that 
the wraftling might not go forward. . PF be 
Orl. Ibefeech you; punnifh me not with your hard} 
thoughts , wherein I confels me much guilty to deny fol 
fair and excellent Ladies any thing, But let your fair) 
eyes, and gentle wifhes go with me tomy trial; where} 
inif | be foil’d, there is but one fham’d that was never}) 
gracious : if ki?’d, but one dead that is willing to be for T f 
fhalldo my friendsno wrong, forl have none to fament}| 
me ; the world noinjury, forinit | have nothing: only] 
in the world I fill up a place, which may be better tupplied, | 
when I have made it empty. ae 
Rof. The little ftrength that 
with you. 
Cel, And. mine to eck-out hers. = 
Rof. Fare you well : pray heaven I be deéeiv’d in you, |) 
Cel. Your hearts defires be with you. by | 
Char. Come, where is this young gallant , that is fo} 
defirous to lye with his mother earth ? a 
Orlo. Ready fir, but his will hath in it a more modeft}) 
working. aE 
Duk. You fhall try but‘one fall. a 
Char. No, L warrant your Grace you fhall not entreat| 
a i a fecond, that have fo mightily perfwaded himfrom)) | 
a irk. oie 
Orla. You mean to mock me after: you fhould not)” 
have mockt before - but come your ways. i 
Rof. Now Hercules be thy {peed young man, 7q 
Cel. | would I were invifible, to catch the ftrong fellow)” 
by the leg. They Wrafile:\ 
Rof. Ohexcellent young man. ‘a 
Cel, If I had a thunderbolt in mine 
fhould down. 
~ Duk. Nomore, no more. 
Orla. Yes I befeech your grace, 
thed. 
Duk. How do’tt thou Charles ? i 
Le Ben. He cannot {peak my Lord. ‘ 
Duk. Bear him away : 4 
What is thy name young man ? {| 
Or. Orlando wy Liege, the youngeft fon of Sir Row) 
land de Boyes. } 
Duk, Lwould thou had’@ been fon to fome man effe,| 
The world efteem’d thy father honourable, - at 
But I did find him ftill mine enemy = i 
Thou fhould’ft have better pleas’d me with this deed; 
Had’ft thou defcended from another houle ; i) 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, af 
I would thou hadft told me of another Father. 


{elf with your eyes, or knewl) 


Ihave, 1 would it were 


eye, Ican tell who| 
~ Shout.) 


Tam not yet well breay 


uf 


Exit Dik 

Cel. Were Imy Father ( Cozz ) would I do this ? 

Orl, Lam more proud to be Sir Rowlonds fon, 
His youngeft fon, and would not change that calling = i 
To be adopted heir to Fredrick. A 

Rof. My Father lov’d Sir Rowland as his foul, 

And all the world was of my Fathers mind, 
Had I before known this young man his fon, 
] thould have given him tears unto entreaties, 
Ere he fhould thus have ventur’d . 

Gel. Gentle Cofin, 


] 
1 


-| Let us go thank him, and encourage him < 


My Fathers rough and envious difpofition 
Sticks me at heart; Sir, you have well deferv’d, 


he isthe general challenger, | If you do keep your promifés in love, 
* 


of your adven-]) 
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But juftly as you have exceeded all in promile, 
Your Miftris fhall be happy. 
Rof. Gentleman, ies 
Wear this for me: one out of fuits with fortune, 
{That could give more, but that her hand lacks means, 
Shall we go Coze ? | 
Cel. 1: fare you well fair Gentleman. 
Orla. CanI not fay, Ithank you ? My better parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here ftands up 
is but aquintine, a more livelefs block. at 
Rof. He calls us back : my pride fell with my fortunés. 
Ple ask him what he would: Did you call Sir ? 
Sir, you have wraftled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 
Cel. Will you go Coze ? . 
Rof: Have with you: fare you well, ae 
Or.. What paffion hangs thefe weights upon my tongue § 
I cannot {peak to her, yet fhe urg’d conference. 


Enter Le Beu. 


O poor O;/ando! thou art overthrown 
Or Charles, or fomething weaker mafters thee. 
Le Bex. Good Sir, 4 do infriendfhip counfel you 
To leave this place: Albeit you have deferv’d 
High commiendation, true applaufe, and love ; 
Yet fuch is now the Dukes condition, 
That he mifconfters all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous; what he is indeed 
More fuits you to conceive, than I to {peak of. 
Orl. 1 thank you Sir 5 and pray you tell me this, 
Which of the two was Daughter to the Duke, 
That here was at the Wraftling ? 
Le Ben, Neither his Daughter, if we judg by manners, 
But yet irideed the taller is his Daughter, 
The other is Daughter tothe banith’d Duke, 
And here detain’d by her ufurping Uncle 
To keep his Davghter company, whofe loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of Sifters : 
But I can tél} you, that of late this Duke 
Hath tane difpleafure *gainft his gentle Neice, 
Grounded upon no other argument, 
But that the people praile her for her vértues, 
And pity her for her good Fathers fake ; 
And on my life his malice ’gainft the Lady 
-Will fudiBenly break forth: Sir, fare you well, 
Hereafter in. a better world than this, 
I fhall defire more love and knowledg of you. 
Orl, { reft much bounden to you: fare you well ! 
Thus muft I from the {imoke into the {mother. 
From tyrant Duke, unto a tyrant Brother, 
But heavenly ‘R ofaline. : 
Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Celia, and Rofaline. 


Cel, Why Cofin, why Rofeline; 
Not a word? 

Rof. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, my words are too precious to be caft away 
upon curs, throw fome of them at me; come, lame me 
with reafons, 

Rof. Then there were two 
-fhould be lam’d with reafons, 
any. 

Cel. Butis all this for your Father ? 

Rof. Noy fome of it is for my Childs Father: Oh how 
full of briers is this working day-world. 


Cupid have mercy, 


Cofinslaid up, when the one 
and the other mad without 


AS yon like it 
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Cel, ‘They are but Burs, Cofiny thrown upon thee in 
holiday foolery; if we walk notin the trodden paths, dur 
very petticoats will catch them. ee 

Ko. I could fhake them off my coat, thefe Buts ate in 
my heart. 

Cél. Hem them away. 

Rof. | would try if I could ery hem, and have him. 

Cel. Come, come, wraftle with thy affections. 
: his O they take the part of a better. wraftler than my 

elf. 

Cel. O, a good with upoh you 5 you will try in time in 
defpight of a fall; but turning thefe jeMs out of fervice, let 
us talk in good earneft; Is it poffible on fuch a fudden 
you fhould fall into fo frange a liking with old Six Rowlands 
youngeft fon ? ; : 

Ref, The Duke my Father lov’d his Father dearly. 

Cel, Doth it therefore enfue that you fhould lové his 
Son dearly ? By this kind of chafe, I fhould hate him, 
for my Fathet hated his Father dearly; yet 1 hate not 
Orlando. 

Rof. No faith, hate him not for my fake. 

Cel, Why fhould I not ? doth not he deferye well ? 


meter nerennaecnensisiioemees 


Enter Duke with Lordi. 


Rof. Let me love him for that, and do you love him, 
Becaufe | do. Look, here comes the Duke 
Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 
Duk. Miftris, difpatch you with your fafeft haf, 
And get you from our Court. 
Rof. Me Uncle! 
Duk, You Cofia , 
Within théfe ten days if that thou beef found 
So near our publick Court aé twenty miles, 
Thou diet for ir. 
Rof, Ido befeech your Grace 
Let me the knowledg of my fault bear with me - 
If with my felf I holt intelligence , 
Or have acquaintance with mine own defires, 
If that [donot dream, or be not frantick, 
(As Ido truft am nor) then dear Unkle, 
Never fo muth as in a thought unborn, 
Did I offend your Highneds, 
Dak. Thus do all Traitors , 
If their purgation did confittin words, 
They are as innocent as Brace it felf, 
Let it foffice thee that I truft thee not. 
Ro. Yet your miftrutt cannot make me a Traytor ; 
Tell me whereon the liklihood depends ? : 
Dik; Thou art thy Fathers daughter, there’s enough. 
Rof: So was | when your Highnels took his Dukedom 
So was I when your Highnefs banifh’d him ; : 
Treafon is not inherited my Lord, 
Or if we did derive it from our friends, 
What’s that to me, my Father was no Traytor : 
Then good my Leige, miftake me not fo much, 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 
Cet. Dear Soveraign hear me fpeak. 
Duk. Cela, we ftaid-her for your fake, 
Elfe had fhe with her Father rang’d along. 
Cel. I did not then intreat to have her tay. 
It was your pleafure, and your own remorte, 
I was too young that time to value her, 
But now! know her ; if fhe be a Traytor , 
Why foam | 5 we ftillhave flept together, 
Rofe at an inftant, learn’d, plaid, eat together, 
And wherefoere we went, like Juno’s Swans 
Still we went coupled and infeparable. : 
Duk. She is too fubtile for thee, and her {moothnels 
Her very filence and her patierice , 
Speak to the people, and they pity her: 
Thovart a fool, the robs thee of thy name 
And thou wilt fhow more bright, and Sein more vertuous 
When fhe is gone; then open not thy lips, 
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Firm, and irrevocable is my domb, 
Which I have paft upon her, fhe is banifh’d. 
Cel, Pronounce thacfentence then onme, my Liege, 
{canno: live out of her company. 
Duk, Youare a fool you Neice provide your felf, 
Lif you out-ftany the time, upon mine honour, 
And in the greatnefs of my word youdie. 
| Cel. O my poor Rofaline, whither wilt thou go ? 
[wis thou change father? I will give thee mine : 
{ charge thee be noc thou more griev'd themI am. 
Ref. | have more caule. 
Cel. Thou haf not Coufin, 
Prethee be cheerful; know’ft thou not the Duke 
ath banifh’d me his Daughter ? 
Rof. ‘That he hath not. 
Cel. No, hath not? R ofaline lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one, 
Shafl we be fundred ? fhall we part {weet girl ? 
No, let my Father f-ck another heir ¢ 
Therefore devife with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us, 
| And do not feek to take your charge upon you, 
To bear your griefs your felf, and leave me out - 
For by this heaven (now as our forrows pale 5 ) 
Say what thoucanf, Pie go along, with thee. 
Rof. Why, whither fhall we go? 
Cel. To feck my Unkle in the Forreftof Arden. 
Rof. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
( Maids as we are ) to travel forth fo far,? 
Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold ~ 
Cel. Vle put my felf in poor and mcan attire, 
And with a kind of umber {mutch my face, 
The like do you, fo fhall we pafsalong, 
And never ftir affailants. 
Rof. Were it not better, 
Becaufe that lam more than common tall, 
That I did fuit all points like a man, 
A gallant curtelax upon my thigh, 
A bore-fpear in my hand, and in my heart 
Lie there what hidden womans fear there will, 
Wel have a fwathing and a marfhal outfide, 
As many other mannifh cowards have, 
That do outface it with their femblances. 
Cel, What fhall I'call thee when thou arta man? 
Rof. Tle have no worfe aname then Joves own Page, 
Aad therefore look you cali me Ganimed, 
But what will you be call’d ? . 
Cel, Something that bath a reference to my ftate : 
No longer Celia, but Alena. 
Ref. Bot Cofia, what if we aflaid to fteal 
The clownifh Fool out of your Fathers Court : 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel 2 
(el. Hell go along o’re the wide world with me, 
Leave me alone to wooe him 5 Let’s away 
And get our Jewels and our wealth together 5 
Devile the fitteft time , and fafeft way 
To hide us from purfuit that will be made 
After my flight: now go we in cantent 
To liberty and not to banifhment. 


ee 


Aitus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amyens, and two or. three Lorde 
like Forrefters. 


Duk, Sen. Now my Coe-mates, and brother in exile : 


Hath not old cuftome made this life more {weet 
Than that of painted pomp? Are not thefe woods 
More free from peril than the envious Court? 


As you lke i. 


rete SSE 
Here feel wé not the penalty of Adam, 
The feafors difference, as the Icie phange 


Exit. Duke &c. 


—_————— 
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And churlifh chiding of the winters wise, 


Which whenit baits and blows upon my body 
Even till I farink-wich cold, Ifiile,and fay 


This is no flattery: thefe are countellors 
That feclingly. perfwade me what Cams 
Sweet are the ules of adverfity 
which like the toad, ugly and venemous, 
Wears yet a precious Jewel in his head : 
Andthis our fife exempt from publick haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books ih the running brooks, 
Sermons in ftones, and good inevery thing. 
Amien. \ would not change it, happy is your Grace” 
That can tranflate the ftabbornnefs of fortuhe f 
Into fo quiet and fo {weet a ftile. 
Duk. Sen. Come, fhall we go and kill us venifon ? 
And yet it ifks me the poor dapled fools 
Being native Burghes of this defert.Citys 
should in their own confines with forked heads 


Have their round haunches goard. 


1, Lord. Indeed my Lord 
The melancholy Faques grieves at that, 
And inthat kind {wears you do more ufurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banifh’d you: 
To day my Lord of Amiens, and my felf, 
Did fteal behind him’ as he lay along 
Under an oak, whofe antick roop peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood, 
To the which place a poor fequeftred Stag 
That from the hunters aim had tane a hurt, 
Did come to Languith ; and indeed my Lord 
The wretched animal heav’dforth fuch groans 
That their difcharge did ftreatch hislethern coat 
Almoft to burfting, and the big round tears 
Curs’d one another down his innocent nole 
In piteous chafe: and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Faques, 
Stood on thextreameft verge of the iwift brook, 
Augmenting in the tears. 

Duk. Sen, But whatfay Faques? 
Did he not moralize this {pectacle 2” 

1. Lord. O yes, into a thoufand fimiltes- 
Firft, for his weeping into the needlefs ftream 5 
Poor Deer, quothhe, thou mak’ft a teflament 
As woildlings do, giving thy fum of more 
To that which had too much: then being alone, 
Left and abandoned of his velvet friend 5 


‘Tis right, quoth he, thus mifery doth part 


The Flux of compacy : anon a carelefsherd 

Full of the pafture, jumps along by him 

And never ftays to greethim ; I, quoth Faques, 

Sweep on, youfat and grazy Citizens, 

Tis juft the fafhion, wherefore do you look 

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 

Thus moft inveétively he pierceth through 

The Body of the Country, City, Court, 

Yea, and this our life, {wearing that we 

Are meer ufurpers tyrants, and whats worfe, 

To fright the Animals, and to kill them.up 

In their aflign’d and native dweling place. He! 
Du. Sen. Anddid you leave him in this contemplation)” 
2. Lord. We did my Lord, weeping and commenting 

Upon the fobbing Deer, 
Du. Sen. Show me the place, 

| love to cope him in thefe fullen fits, 

For then he’s full of matter 


2, Lor. Pile bring you tohim ftraight. Exeunt 


on) 
ad 
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Scena Secunda. 
Enter Duke with Lords. 


Duk. Can it be poffible that no man faw them? 
It cannot be, fome Villains of my Court 
Are of confent and fufferance in this. 

1. Lord, \ cannot hear of any that did fee her, 
The Ladies, her attendants of her Chamber, 

Saw her abed, and in the motning early ; 
They found the Bed untreafur’d of their Miftris, 

2. Lord, My Lord, the roynith Clown, at whom fo oft 

Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo mifling: 
Hifperia, the Priscels Gentlewoman , 
Confeffes that fhe fecretly ore-heard 

; Your Daughter and fcr Cofin much commend 
The parts and graces of the Wraftler 
That did but lately foil the fisowy Charles , 
And fhe believes where ever they are gone 
That youth isfurely in their company. 

Duk. Send to his Brother, fetch that Gallant hither, 
If he be abfent, bring his Brother to me. 
Pie make him find him ; do this fuddenly.; 
And let not fearch and inquifition quail 
To bring again thefe foolifh runaways. 


Scena Tertia. 


Entey Orlando, and Adam: 


Orl. Who’s there ? 
Ad, What my young mafter, oh my gentle mafter, 
Oh my {weet mafter, O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland? Why, what make you here? 
Why are you vertuous ? Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be fo fond to overcome 
The bonay prifer of the humorous Duke ? 
Your praife is come too {wiftly home before you. 
Know you not Mafter, to fome kind of men, 
Their graces ferve them but as enemies, 
Nomore do yours 5 your vertues gentle Mafter 
Are fandtified and holy Traytors to you: 
Ob what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it? 
Orl, Why, what’s the matter ? 
Ad, Ounshappy Youth, 
Come not within thef: doors; within this roof, 
The enemy of all. yout graces lives, 
Your Brother, no, no Brother, yet the Son 
(Yet not the Son, 1 will not call him Son) 
Of fim 1 was about to call his Father, 
Hathheard your praifes, and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you ufe to lic, 
And you within it; if he faitof that 
He will have other means to cut you off; 
| L overheard him, and his Pra@tices : 
Thisisno-place, this houfe is buc a butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear ic, donotenter it. 
Orl. VViy, whither Adam would thou have ne go? 
eda, No matter whither, for you come not hire. 


Orl. What, would’ft thou have me go and beg my food, 


y{ Or with a bafe and boiftrous Sword enforce 
‘| A thievifh living on the common rode? 
This J muft do, or know not what to do: 
Yet this! will not do, do how I can: 
L rather will fubje& me to the malice 


\} Of a diverted blood, and bloody Brother. 


Ada. But do not fo; | have five hundred Crowns, 


As you like it. 
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The thrifty hire | faved under you Father , 
Which I did ftore to be my fofter Nurfe, 
When fervice fhould in my eld limbs lie lame 3 
And unregarded age in corners thrown, 
Take that, and he that doth the Ravens feed, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow 4 
Be comfort to my age 5 here is the gold, 
-Ail this I give you, let me be your fervant , 
Tho [look old, yet Iam ftrong and fufy ; 
For in my Youth I never cid apply 
Hor and rebellious liquors in. my blood, 
Nor did not with unbafhful forhead woo 
The means of weaknels and debility, 
Therefore my age is asa lufty winter, 
Frofty but kindly ; let me go with you, 
Vle do the fervice of a younger man 
Inall your bufinefs and necefiities. 

Orl. Oh good old man; how wellin thee appears 
The conftant fervice of the antick world, 
When fervice {weat for duty, not for need? 
Thou art not-for the fafhion of thefe times, 
Where none will fweat, but for promotion, 
And having that do choak their fervice up, 
Even with the having 5 it is not fo with thee; ~ 


rnc een 
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eAda. Mafter go on, and I will follow thee 
To the laft.gafp with-truch and fox alty 
From feventy Years, till now almof {ourfcore 


Here liv’d I, but now live here no more, 


Excunt 
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Quaitd. 


Enter Rofaline for Ganimed, Celia fer Aliena, 

and Clown, alias Touchfione. 

Rof. O Jupiter, hoy merry are my fpirits? 
Clo, L cate not for my Spirits , if my legs were not 

weary. ° i 

Rof: C could find in my heart to difgrace my mians | 

apparel, and to cry like a Woman; but f mutt comfort | 
the weaker veffel, as Doublet and Hofe ought to fhow it 
{elf couragious to a Petticoat; thereforé courage, good 


| 


Clo, For my part, Phad rather bear with you, than bear 
yous yet] fhould bear nocrofs if 1 did bear you, for I 
think ycu have no money in'your purfe. 

Rof. Well, this is the Fore of Ardea. 

Clo. I, nowam lin Arde, the more fool 1, whenl was 
at home I was in a bettef place ; but Travellers mutt be cor- | 
tent. 


Enter Corin, and Silvius. 
Rof. 1, be fo good Tonchffone; look you ‘who aes! 
here, a young man‘and an old, in folemn talk. 
Cor. That is the way to make her {corn you fill, 
Sil’ O Corin, that thou knew’ft how! do-love her. 
Cor. I partly guels; for I have lov’d ere now. 
Sil, NoCorin, being old, thou can’ not gues, 
Tho inthy Youth thow waft as true a Lover 
As ever figh’d upon a midnight pillow 5 
p 


Alitua, 
Cel, Ipray you bear with me, Ican go no further, 
; 
} 
| 
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Butif thy love were ere like to tvine, Go with me, if you like upon £eport, 
As {ure Lthink did never man love fo; The foil, the proit, and this kind of life, 
How many ations moft ridiculous, 1 will your very faithful Feecer be, ie 
Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantaly ? And buy it with your gold right iuddenly, Exennt.\ 
Cor. Loto a thoufand that ] have forgotten. 
Gl. Ohthou didft then never love fo heartily + eer TE a 
1 1f thou remembrelt not the flighteft folly, 
| Taat ever love did make thee 1un into, Scena Quinta 
| Thou haft not low’d. 
Or i! thou haft not fate as 1 do now, 
| Wearying thy heated in thy Miftris praife, Enter Amyens, Jaques, and others. 
Yhou haft not lov’d. 
Orif thouhaft not broke from company, Song. 
Abiuptly as my paflion now makes me, Under the greenhood tree, 
Thou haft not lov’d. ' ho loves to lye with me, 
O Phebe, Phebe , Phebe. Exeunt. And tarn his merry Note, 
Rof- Alas poor Shepherd! fearching of their wound, unto the fweet Birds throat 5 
Thave by hard adventure found mine own. =” : Come bither, come hither, come hither , 
Clo. And I mine ; | remember when I was in love, I Here fhall he fee no enemy, 
broke my fword upon a ftone, and bid him take that for But winter and rough Weather. 
coming anights to Fane Smile, and remember the kiffing 
of her batlet, and the Cows dugs that her pretty chopt| Jaq. More, more, I prethee more. 
hands had milk’d; and I remember the wooing of apeat-| Amy. It will make you melancholy Mounfieur Faques,) 
cod inftead of her, from whom I took two cods, and giv-| faq. | thank it ; More, I prethee more, 
ing her them again, faid with weeping tears, wear thefe for | [ can fuck melaneholly out ef a fong. 
my fake ; we that are true Lovers run into ftrange capers ;| As a Weazel fucks eggs 5 More, I prethee more. 
but as allismortalin nature, fo isall nature in love, mortal Amy. My voice is ragged, I know I cannot pleafe you 
in folly. Fa. Ido not defire you to pleafe me, 
Rof. Thou fpeak’ht wifer than thou art ware of. [ do defire you to fing s 
Clo. Nay, 1 fhall ne’re be ware of mine own’ wit, till | Come, more, another ftanzo : Call you’em ftanzs’s? 
I break my fhins againft it. eAmy. What you will Mounfieur Faques. 
Rf. Fove, Fove, this Shepherds paffion Faq. Nay, Icare not for their names, they own me 
Is much upon my fafhion. nothing. Will you fing. 
Clo. And mine, but it grows fomething ftale with| edmy. More at your requeft, than to pleafe my fell 
me. Faq. Well then,if ever {thank any man, Vle thank 
Cel. Upray you, one of you queftion-yon’d man, you ; but that they call complement is like th’encountet 
If he for gold will give Us any food, of two dog-Apes. And when aman thanks me heartily,| 
[ faint almoft to death. ‘ methinks I have given him a penny, and he renders me the 
Clo. Holla 5 you Clown. beggerly thanks. Come fing, and you that will not, hold} 
Rof: Peace fool, he’s not thy kinfmane your tongues. i 
Cor. Who calls ? Any. Well, Pleend the fong. Sirs, cover the while; 
Clo. Your betters Sir. the Duke will drink under this tree 5 he hath been. all thi 
Cor. Elfe. are they very wretched. day to look you. 
Rof. Peace fay 5 good even to you friend. Faq. Andi have been all this day to avoid him ; 
Cor, And to you gentle Sir, and toyouall, He is too difputable for my company : 
Rof. Iprethee, Shepherd, if that love or gold I think of as many matters as he, but I give 
Can inthis Defert place buy entertainment, Heaven thanks, and make no boaftof them. 
Bring-us where we may reft our felves, and feed 5 Come, warble, come. ‘ 
Here's a young Maid with travel much oppreffed, Song. Altogether bet| 


And faints for fuccour. Who doth ambition [bun, 

Cor. Fair fir, I pity her, and loves to lye # th Sut, 
And with for her fakemore than for mine own, Seeking the food be eats, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her 5 And pleas’d with what he gets 
Burl am fhepherd toanother man, Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Anddo not theer the Fleeces that I graze: Here fhall he fee, no enemy, | 
My after is of churlith difpofition, But Winter and-rough Weather, 
And little wreaks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hofpitality. aq. Vle give youa verfe to this note, 
Befides his Coat, his flocks, and bounds of feed That! made yefterday in defpight of my invention. 
Are now on fale, and at our flaeep-coat now eAmy. And Ple fing it. 
By reafon of his abfence there is nothing Faq. Thus it goes. . 
That you will feed on + but what is, come fee, © If it do come to pafs, 
And in my voice moft welcome fhall you be. That any manturn Afs; 

Rof. What is he that thall buy his flock and pafture ? - Leaving his wealth and cafe, 

Cor. That young Swain that you faw here but ere- A ftubborn wil to pleafe, 
while, Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame 5 
That little cares for buying any thing, Here fhall he fee, grofs fools as he; 

Roj. pray thee, if it ftand with honefty, Andif he will come to me. 
Puy thou the Cottage, and the pafture, and the flock, eA my. What's that Ducdame ? a 
And chou fhalt have to pay for it of us. Faq. ’Tisa Greek invocarion, to call fools into 4 cit | 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages 5 cle. {le go fleep if Ican: if I cannot, Ile rail again all 
(like this place, and willingly could the firft born of Egypt. | 
Wate my time init. Amy, And Ple go feck the Duke, 

Cor. Affuredly the thing is tobe fold; His banket is prepard. 


= 


fis you 


Scena Sexta. 


Exter Orlando, and Adam. 


Adam. Dear Mafter [ can go no further : 
Oldie forfood. Hereliel down, 
And meafure out my grave. Farewel kind mafter. 


Live alittle, comfort alittle, cheer thy felf a little. 
If this uncouth Forrcft yield any thing favage, 
I will either bz food for it,or bring it for food to thee: 
| Thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers. 
For my fake be comfortable, hold death a while 
At the armsend: I will here be with thee prefently, 
And if I bring thee not fomething to eat, 
1 will give theeleave to die ; but if thou dieft 
Before | come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 
1 Well faid, thowlook’f cheerly, 
And Vle be with thee quickly ; yet thou lief 
In the bleak air, Come | will bear thee 
| T'ofome fhelter, and thou fhalenot die 
For lack of adinner; 
i lf there live any thing in this Defert. 


Cheerly good Adam. Eeynt. 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Duke Sen, and Lord, like out-laws. 


Da. Sen. I think he be transform’d into a beaft, 
For I can no where tind him, like a man. 

1. Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 
Here washe merry, hearing of a Song. 

Du. Sen. Tt he compaé ot jarrs, grow Mufical, 
We thall have fhortly difcord in the Spheres : 
Go feek him, tell him I would{peak with him. 


Enter Jaques 


1. Lord, He faves my labour by his own approach. 
Du, Sen, Why how now Monficur, what a life is this 
Phat your poor fricnds mult woo your company, 
What, you look merrily. 
Faq Afool, afoot; I meta foli’ch Forreft, 
j Amocley fool ( amiferable world ; ) 
As Idolive by food, I meta fool, 
Who laid him down, and bask’d him in the Sun, 
And rail’d on Lady Fortune in good terms, 
In good fet terms. and-yet a motley fool. 
Good morrow fuol ( quoth I: ) no Sir, quoth he, 
Call me not fool, till heaven hath fent me fortune , 
And then hedrew a Dial from his poak, 
And looking:on it, with lack-luftre eye, 
Says, very wilely, it is tena clock - 
Thus we may fee ( quoth he ) how the world wags: 
"Tis but but an hour ago fince it was nine, 
And after one hour more, ’twill be eleven, 
And fo from hour to hour, weripe, and ripe, 
And then from hour tohour, we rot, and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale. When Idid hear 
The motley fool, thusmorabon the time, 
My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleer, 
That foo's fhould .be fo déep contemplative : 
And I did laugh, fins intermiffion 
An hour by his Dial, Ohnoble fool, 
A worthy fool. Motley’s the on'y wear. 
Du. Sen. What fool is this ? 
faq. O worthy fool; one that hath bee 
And tays, if Ladies be young, and fair, 
They have thegiftroknowit: and in 
Which is as dry as the remainder bisket 


hit 


tit 


n a Courtier, 


his brain, 


i th: haste 
Ort. Why how now Adam? No greater heart in thee! | Withal, as large a charte 
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like at. 


O that I were a fool; 
Iam ambitious for a motley coat. 

Du. Sex, Thou fhale have one; 

Jaq. Itis my only fui, ; 

Provided that you weed your’ better judgments 
OF all opinion that grows rank in them, 

That I am wife, Imut have liberty 

as the wind, 

To blow on whom I pleafe, for fo fools have ; 
And they that are moft gauled with my folly, 
They mof muft Lavgh: And why fir mut they fo.? 
The why is plain, as way to Parith Church ; 

He, that a fool doth very wilely hit, 

Doth very foolithly, althohe fmart 

Seem fentelefs of the bob. If not, 

‘The wife-man’s folly is anatomiz’d 

Even by the fquandring glances of a fool, 
Inveft me in the motley : Giveme lesve 

To {peak my mind, andI will throuph 

Cleanfe the foul body of th'infe@ed world, 

If they will patiently reccive my medicine, 

Du. Sen, Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wouldf do, 

Faq. What, for a Counter, would I do, bur good ? 

Du.Sen, Mok mifchievous foul fin, in chiding fin: 

For thou thy felf haft been a Libertine, 

As fenfual as the bruitith fting it felf, 

And all th’imboffed fores, and headed evils, 
That thou with licenfe of free foot haft caught, 
Would’ thou difgorge into the general world. 

Jaq. Why who cries our on pride, 
That can therein tax any private part 
Doth it not flowashugely as the S 
Till that the weary very ineans d 
What womaiin the City d 
When that Ifay the City woman bears 
The coft of Princes on unworthy fhoulders ? 
Who can come in, and fz that I mean her, 
When fuch.a oneas fhe, fuch is her neighbour ? 
Or what is he of Bale fun&ion, 
That fays his bravery is not on my coft, 
Thinking that I mean him, but therein {uits 
His folly to-the mettle of my fpeech, 
| There then, how then, what then 
My tongue hath wrone‘d him; 
Then he hath wrong’d himfelf 3 if he be free, 
| VVhy then my taxing like a wild-Goofe flies 
Unclaim’d of any man. Bue who comes here ? 

Enter Orlando, 

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more. 

Faq. VVhy1 have eat none yet. 

Ort. Nor fhatt not, till neceffity be ferv'd. 

faq. Of whatkind thould this Cock come of 2 
| _ Du. Sen, Art thou thus bolden’d man by thy diftrefs ? 

Or elfe a rude defpiler of §00d manners, 
That in civility thou feem’#t fo empty ? 
Ort. You touch’d my vainat firft, che thorny point 
O! bare diftrefs, that hath tanefrom me the fhew 
Of {mooth civility ; yet am]in land bred, 
And know fome nurture ; But forbear, I fay, 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I, and my affairs are anfwered. 
aq. And you will not be anfw 
I mutt die, 
Du, Sen. VVhat would you have ? 
Your gentlenefs fhall force, more than your force 
Move us to gentlenefs, 

Orl. I almoft die for food 

Du. Sen. Sit down and feed, and Welcome to our table 

Ori. Speak you fo gently? Pardon me, I pray you ; 

I thought that all things had been favage here, 
And therefore put 1 on the countenance : 
Of fterncommind’ment. But what e’re you are 
2 , That! 
———_—— or 
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That in this defart inacceffible, 

Under the fhade of m:Jancholy boughs, 

Lofe, and negleét the creeping hours of time 5 
If ever you have look’d on better days 5 

If ever been where Bell, have knol’d to Church 5 
If ever fate at any good mans fcaft 5 

if ever from your eye-lids wip’d a tear, 

And know what ’tis to pity, and be pitied, 

Let gentlenefs my trong enforcement be, 

la tre which hope I buth and hide my Sword. 

Du. Sen. Trueis it that we have feen better day's 
And have with holy bell been knowld to Churehy 
And fate at good mens feats, and wip’d our eyés 
Of drops, that facred pity hath engendred : 

And therefore fit you down in gentlenels, 
And take upon command, what help we have 
That to your wanting may be miniftred. 

Orl. Then but forbear your food a little while, 

Whiles ‘like a Doe ) | go to find my Fawn, 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath manv weary ftep 

Limpt in pure love; till he be firft fuffic’d, 
Oppreft with two weak evils, age and hunger > 
1 will not touch a bit. 

Du. Sen. Go find him out, 

And we will nothing wafte till you return. 

Or}, Ithank ye, and be bleft for your good comfort. 

Du. Sen. Thou feeft we are not all alone unhappy: 
This wide and.univerfal Theater 
Prefents more woful Pageants than the Scene 
Wherein we play in. 

Faq. All the world’s a ftage, 

And all the men and women, meerly Players 

They have their Exits and their Entrances, 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His A@s being feven ages) Atfirii the Infant, 
Mewling, and puking in the Nurfes arms. 

Then, the whining School-boy with his Satchel, 

And fhining morning face, creeping like Snail 
Unwillingly to Schoo}, And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, witha woful Ballad 

Made to his Miftrefseye-brow. Then a Soldier, 

Full of ftrange oaths, and bearded like the Pard, 
Jealous in honour, {udden, and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble Reputation, 

Even in the Canons mouth. And then the 
In fir round belly, with good Caponlin’d, 
With eyes fevere, and Beard of formal cut, 
Full of wife f:ws, and modern inftances, 

And fo he playshis part. The fixt age thifts 
{nto the lean and flipper’d Pantaloon, 

With {peétacles on nofe, and pouch on fide 5 
His youthful hofe well {av’d, a world too wide 
For his fhrunk fhank, and his big ma nly voice, 
Turning again toward childith trebble pipes, 
and whiftles in his found. _ Laft Scene of al, 
That ends this ftrange eventful hiftory, 

Is fecond childifhnefs, and meer oblivion, 

Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans every thing. 


Juftice 


Enter Orlando with Adam. 


Da. Sex. Welcome: fet down your venerable burthen, 


and let him feed. 
Orl, ¥ thank you moft for him. 
e4d. So had you need, 
I fcarce can fpeak to thank you for my felf. 
Du. Sen. Welcome, fall too : Iwill not trouble you, 
As yet to queftion you about your fortunes : 
Give us fome mufick, and good Coufin, fing. 


Song. 
Blow, blow, thou winter winde, 
Thow art not fo unkind, as mans ingratitude 5 


Thy tooth is not fo keen becaufe thon art not feen, 
Altho tky breath be rude, 
Heigh bo, fing beigh ho, unto the green holly, 
Moff friend [hip is faining 5 ™ ft Loving meer feby : 
The beigh ho, the holly, 
This Life is moft joly, 


Frieze, frieze, thou bitter shie, that doft not bite fo nigh 


as benefits forget : 
Tho thou the waters warp, thy jing is not fo foarp, 
as friendremempred not, 


Heigh ho, fing Ce. 


Du. Sen. \f that you were the good fir Rowlands fon, 
As you have whifper’d faithfully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his <ffigies witnels, 
Moft truly limn’d, and living in your face, 
Be truly welcome hither: I am the Duke 
That lov’d your father : the Refidue of your fortune, 
Go to my Cave and tell me.. Good oid man, 
Thou art right welcome, as thy Mefter iss 
Support him by the arms; give me vour hand, 
And let me all your fortunes underftand 


Adlus Tertius. 
’ Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver. 


Scena Prima. 


Du. Not fee him fince ? Sir, fic; that cannot be: 
But were [not the better part mace meicy, 
I fhould not fe an ablent argument 
Of my revenge, thou prefent : butlook to it, 
Find out thy brother whercfoere he is, 
Seek him with Candle: bring him dead,or living, 
Within this twelyemonth, or turn thou no more 
To feek a living in our Territory. 
Thy Lands and all things that thou doff call thine, 
Worth feizure, do we teize into our hands, 
Till thou canft quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 
Of what wethink againift thee. 

Ol. Oh that your Highnefs knew my 
| never lov’d my brother in my life. 


tae 


Exenat.\ 


heart in this: | 


Duke. More villain thou. Well, pufh him out of doots, 1 


Andlet my Officers of fuch a nature 
Moke an extent upon his Houfe and Lands: 
Do this expediently, and turn him going. 


Scena Secunda. 
Exter Oriando. 


Orl., Hang there my verfe, in witaefs of my love, . ie 


And thou thrice Crowned Queen of night furvey 
VVith thy chaft eye, from thy pale {phere above 
Thy Huntrefé name, that my full lifedoth fway. 

O Rofalind, thefe Trees fhali be my Books, 

Andio their barks my thoughts Ple charaéter, 
That every eye, which in this Forreft looks, 

Shall {ce thy virtue witnefsevery where. 

Run, run Orlando: carve on every Trees 

The fair, the chafte, and unexpreffive fhe. 


Enter Coren and Clown. 
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Co. And how like you this Shepherds life M. Touch {fontt i 
Clow, Truly fhepherd » in refpe& of it felf, it is 4] 
good life; butin refpeé that it is a Shepherds life, if ®) 


naught. 
but inrefpeét thatitis private, iris avery vild life. 


In refpect thatit is folitary, | like it very well i} 
Now| 


in refpedt it is in tse fields, it p'eafeth me well: but ia} 
refpectitis notin the Court, it is tedious. Asitisa er 
- filet 


i 
{ 
‘ 


eects rire sit 
life (look you) it fitsmy humour well : but as there is no 
more plenty init, it goes much againit my ftomack: Has’t 
any Philofophy in thee, Shepherd ? 

Cor. No more, but that I know the more one fickens, 
the worle at eafe he is: and thathe that wants money, 
means, and content, is without three good friends. That 
the property of Rain isto wet, and fire to burn: That 
good pafture makes fat fheep + and that a great caute of 
the night, is lack of the Sun : That he that hath learned 
no wit by Nature, nor Art, May complain of good breed- 
ing, or comes of a very dull kindred. 

Clo. Such acne is anatural Philofopher. 


Cor, No truly. 

Clo. Then'thou art damn’d. 

Cor. Nay, 1 hope. 

Clo. Truly ehiow art damn’d, like ati ill roafted Ezg, all. 
on one fide. 

Cor, For not being at Court? your reafon. 

Clo, Why, if thou never was’t at Court, thou never 
faw’ft.good manners; If thou never faw’ft good manners, 
then thy manners mutt be wicked : and wickednels is fin, 
and fin isdamnation : Thou atcin aparlous ftate, Shcp- 
herd. 

Cor, Nota whit’ Toxehffone: thofe ‘that -have good 
manners at the Court, areas ridiculous in’ the Countrey, 
as the behaviour of the Countrey is mo% mockable at the 
Court. You told me, you falote notat the Court, but 
you kifs your hands; that courcefy would be uncleanly, if 
Courtiers were Shepherds. 

Clo. Inftance, briefly ; come inftance. 

Cor, Why we-are ftill Handling our Ewes, and their 
Fels, you know, are greatly. 

Clo, Why, do not your Courtiers hands fwéat? and 
isnot the greafe of Mutton as wholfome as the fweatof a 
man? Shallow, fhallow:; a better inftance 1 fay Come. 

Cor: Befides, our hands are hard. 

Clo. Your. lips will feel them the fooner. Shalléw agen : 
amore fouaderinftance, come. 

Cor. Andthey are often tarr’d overwith the furgery 
of our fheep ; and would you have us kifs Tar ? 
Courtiershands are perfumed with Civet. 

(lo. Mok fhallow man: Thou worms meat in re- 
{peét of a good picce of fleth indeed, leara of thé wife 
and ‘perpend 5 .Civet is of a bafer “birth than! Tar; the 
very uncleanly fluxof aCat. Mend the inftaace, Shep- 
herd. 

Cor. You have too Courtly a wit for me; \le reft. 

Clo, Wilt thou reft damn’d:?. God help thee - fhallow 

man; God make incifionin thee, thou art rawi' 
Cor. Sir, | ama true Labourer, J earn that Leat 5 get 
that | wear; owe s0 manhate, envy no mans happinels ; 
glad of other mens good, content with my harm ;and 
the greateft of my pride, is to fee my Ewes greze,and my 
Lambs fuck. 

Clo. That is another fimple fin in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rams together, and to ¢ fler:to get yourli- 
ving, by the copulation-of Cattel, to be a Bawd to a 
Beli-weather , and tovbetray’a fhe-Lamb of a twelve- 
month to a crooked pated old Cucksidly Ram, out of all 
reafonablé match, “If thou bet not damned for this, the 
Devil himfelf will have no Shepherds ; I ‘cannot fe how 
thou fhould’f {cape.: ; 

Cor, Here:comes Mr. Ganiined,: my new Miftreffes 
Brother. 


Enter Rofalinde. 


Rof, From the Eaftto Weftern Jude, 
no jewel ss like Rofalinde, 
Her worth being mounted on the wind, 
through all the World beards Rolalind. 
All the-Pittures faireft Lind, 
are bat blackto Rofalind ; 
* 


As yon like tt. 


Was’t ever in Gourt Shepherd ? . 


The} 
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Let no face be kep: in min dy 
but the moj? fair Rofalind. 


Clo. Vletime you fo, eight years together; dinners, 
and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted : it is the right 
Butter-womens rank to Market. 

Rof: Out Fool. 

Clo,. For a tafte. 


If aHlart do lack a Hind, 
Let him feek ont Rofalind : 
If the Cat will after kind, 
fo be fure will Rofalind : 
Winter Garments muft be lin'd, 
fo muft flender Rofalind 5 
They that reap muft {heaf and bind; 
then to Cart with Rofalind. 


Sweeteft meat hath fowreft rind, 

fuch a nut is Rofajind, j 
He ibat Jieeteft rofe will find, 

muft find Loves prick, and Rofalind. 


Thisis the very falfe gallop of Verfes 5 why do you infeét 
your felf with them : 
Réf.. Peace you dull fool, {found them ona tree. 


* 


Clo. Truly the,tree viclds bag irtre. 
Rof. Vie graft it with” you, and then J fhall graff it 
witha Medler : then it will be the-earlieft fruit i’th’ coun- 
rr : fo it ne eatten ere vou! ehalf rine. an hore 
trey; for youl be rotten e’re you behalf ripe, and that’s 
be right virtue of the Medier. 

Clo. You have faid 5 but whether wifel 
Forreft judg. 


y or no, let the 


: “" Enter Celia with a Writing, 
*8 Ro Peacé, Her€ comes my fifter reading, ftand’ afide. 
“Cel Why fhonld'this defert be, 
for it is unpeopled? No; 
Tongs''le bang on every tree. 
that foall couit fayings fhow. 
‘Some, how brief the life of man 
runs bis erring pilgrimage, 
That the firetching of afpan, 
Butkle/s in his [um of age. 
Some'bf diclated vows, 
, "swine the. fouls of firend and friend, 
'. But'upon the faire ft bows; 
or at eviry fentence end ; 
Will T Rofalinda write; 
teaching all that read, joknow 
This quinteffence of every [pritey” 
heaven would ix isttle fhow. 
Therefore brapen Nature chang’d, 
that tne body fhould be fill’d 
With all Graces wide enlarg’d, 
nature prefently diftilPd 
Helen’s ch ceks; But not his beare, 
Cleopatra’s Majcfty 5 
Attalanta’s better part 5 
[ad Litcretia’s ALede ty. 
Thus Rofalind of waxy parts, 
by Heavenly Sinod was devis’d, 
Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 


; 


Heaven would that fhe the fe cifts foould bave, 
and 1 to live and die ber flave. 


Rof, O mof gentle Fupiter, what ‘tedious homily of 
Love have you” wearted your Parifhioners’ withal, and 
neyer.cri'd, Have patience geod people? 

Cel. How now’! back friends 5 Shepherd go off a tittle: 
go with him, firrah. 

Clo. Come Shephetd, fet us ‘make’ an'Honoarable re- | 
treat, tho not with bag and baggage, yet with {trip and | 
a. Se fcrippage. 


“i oe < 


AS you 


{crippage. Exit. 
Cel, Didftthou hear thefe Verfes ? 
of. © yes, heard them all, and more tno, for fome 

of them had in them more feet than. the Verfes.would 

bear. 

Cel, That’s no matter; the feet might bear the Verfes, 

Rof. 1, but the feet were lame, and could not bear.chems 
{elves without the veric, and therefore ftood lamely.in, the 
verte, 

Cel, But did@ thou hear without wondring, how thy 

| name fhould be hang’d and carved upon thefe trees ? 

Rof. 1 was feven of the pine,days outof wonder, before 

|] youcame: for look here what | found | on a Palm tree ; 
\| | was never fo berim’d fince Pythagoras time that was an 
‘| Irifh Rat, which | canhardly remember. 

Cet. Tro you, who hath done this ? 

Rof Is ita man? 

Cel. And?a chain that you once wore, about his neck : 
change your colour ? 

Rof. 1 prethee who ? 

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is ahard matter for friends to 
meet + but Mountains may, be remov’d with Earthquakes, 
and fo encounter. 

- Rof. Nay; but whois it ? 

Cel. Isit poflible ? 

Rof. Nay, I prethee now, with moft petitionary vehe- 
mence, tell me whoit is. 

Gel. O wonderful, wonderful, and moft wonderful won- 
dcrful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out of all 
hopin "e 

Ry Good my complexion, doft thou thinksthqugh | 
am caparifon’dlike a man, Ihave a doublet and a hofe 
in my difpofition? One inch of delay more, is a fouth- 
fea of difcovery. Iprethee tcllme, who is it quickly, and 
fpeak apace: | would thon could ftammer, that thou 
‘might*ft pour this concealed man out of thy mouth,. as 
Wine comes ott of a narrow-mouth’d bottle : either too 
much at once, or none at all. I prethee take the Cork 
out of thy mouth, chat [may drink thy tidings. 

C-l. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Rof. ts heof Godsmaking ? What manner of man? 
Is his head worth a hat? or hischin worth a beard ? 

(el. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Rof. Why God will fend more, if the man will be thank- 
ful; let me ftay the growth of his beard, if thou delay me 
not the knowledge of hischin. (a 

Cel. Itis young O-lando, that tript up the Wraftters 
heels, and your heart, bothin an inftant. 

Rof. Nay, but the Devil take mocking: fpeak fad brow, 

| and true maid. 

Cel. Pfaith (Cez)tishe. 

Rof. Orlando? 

Cel, Orlando. 

Rof. Alas the day, what fhall 1 do with my doublet 


{aid he ? How look’d he? Wherein went he? What makes 
he here? Did he ask forme ? Whereremains he? How 
parted he with thee? And then fhalt thou fee him again ? 
Anfwermeinone word. ~~ 

Cel. You mut borrow me Gargantuas mouth firft: 
tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages fize : to 
fay I andno, to-thefe particulars, is more than to antwer 
in a Catechifin. © ; 


Rof. But doth he know that Iam in this Forreft, and/ 
in mans apparel? Looks he as frefhly..as he did the day 


he Wraftled ? 
Cel. It isas eafie tocount Atomes as to refolve: the pro- 
| pofitions of a Lover: but take a tafte of my finding him, 
-and relifh it with good obfervance. 1 found him under a 
tree like a dropp’d Acorn. 
Rof. It may well be call’d Joves tree, when it drops forth 
fuch fruit. * : 
_ Cel, Give me audience, good Madam. 
_ Rof, Procecd. 


it jor Love, 
and hofe > What did he when thou faw’ft him? What | 


like it. | 
Cel,. There, Jay, he, ftretch’d, along like a Woundeil 
knight. ‘all 
Rof. Tho it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well become) 
the ground. ee 
Cel. Cry halla, to. the rongue , I..prethee: dt curgen) 
unfeafonably. He,was furnifh’d like a hunter. a3 
Rof.. OQ ominous, he comes to kill my Hare. ae 
Cel. I.would Gng, my, fong.,without, a-burthen , thoy) 


|| bring? me our of, rune. 


Rof. Do you not know, | am a woman, when, I think] 


|| muft {peak : {weet, fay,on. 


Enter Orlando, and Jaques. 


Cel. Youbring me out. Softs comes he notaegr ? 

Rof. ’Tis he, fling by, and note him, 

Jaq. I thank you ior your company 5. but.good faith 7 
had as lief have been my {elf alone. } 

Orl. And.fohad 1; but yet, for, fafhion fake 
{thank you too, .for .your fociety. 

Jaq. God.buy you, let’s meet as littleasweean, f 

‘Orl, ldo defire we may be better ftrangers. - ; 

Faq. | pray,you marre no. more trees with Writing! 
Love-fongs in their barks. # 
_ Orl. A pray you marre no.more.of my verfeswyithgead-) 
ing them ilfavouredly. \ 

74q. Rofalinde is your loves name? 

Orl. Yes, Jutt. 

rag. Ldo not like,her name. ot 

rl. There was no thought of pleafing + 7 i 

was chriften’d. : : ice: = 4 

eq. What ftature isthe of ? 

Orl. Juft as high as my heart. ; 

74q. You are full of pretty anfwers ; have you notbeen 
acquainted with gold{miths wives, cond themout.ofrings| 

Orl. Notfo : but | anfwer youright painged cloath) 
from whence you have ftudied your queftions. 7 

¥4q. You have animble wit; 1 think “twas madeof| 
eA ttalanta’s heels. Will you fix down with me, and we) 
two will sail againft our Miftrefs the world, and all out| 


| mifery. 


Orl. I will chide no brether in the- world but my fel 
againft whem I know no faults, | 
Faq. The wortt fault you have, isto be in loves 7 
Ori, ’Tis a fault I will not change for your beft virtue, 
Lam weary of you. . 
faq. By my troth, I was feeking for a Fool, when I} 
found you. 
Orl. He is drown’d ia the brook 
fhall fee him. 
Faq. There | {hall fee mine own figure. 
Or. Which I take to. be either a Fool, of a Cipher. 4 
Faq. Vie tarcy no longer with you, farewel good fignie| 


Ori. | am glad of your departure : Adieu goodi A 
fieur Melancholy, a 
Rof. | will {peak to himlike a fawcy. Lacky,. and-under}) 
that habit play the knave with him: do you hcar Forrefter.|)_ 
Orl. Very well, what would you ? 
a Long you, what is’r a clock ? ; 
rl. You fhould ask me what time o’ day: pe 
clock in the Forreft. . ees f 
of. Then there is no true Lover in the Forreft, elle} 
fighing every. minute, and. groaning every hour would de-} 
tect the lezy foot of time, as well asaclock. 
Orl. And why not the iwift foot of time ? Had not 
that been as proper ? LE 
of. By no means fir; Time travels in divers places, 
with divers perfons D’le. tell you who Time ambles with-| 
al, who time trots withal, who. time 
abs : ftands ftill withal. 
rl. | prethee, whomdeth he tror. withall ? 
Rof. Marry he trots hard witha young maid, between | 
the contract of her marriage, and theday itis folemniz’d: 
iff) 
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if the interim be but a fennight, Times pace is fo hard , 
that it feems the length of feven years. 
‘| Orl. Whoambles time withal? Kismet 
Rof. With a Prieft that lacks Latine, and a fich man 
that hath not the Gout: for the one fleeps eafily becaufe 
hecannot ftudy, and the other lives merrily, becaufe he 
feels no pain: the one lacking the burthen of lean and 
wafteful Learning ; the other knowing no burthen of heavy 
tedious penury. Thefe time ambles withal. 

Orl. Whom doth he gallop withal ? 

Rof. With a thief to the gallows: for though he go 
as foftly as foot can fall , he thinks himfelf too foon 
here. thant 

Ort, VVhom ftays it fill withal ? 

Rof. VVith Lawyers in the vacation ; for they fleep be- 
tween Term and Term, and chen they perceive not how 
time moves, 

Orl. VVhere dwel! you,pretty youth ? 

Rof. VVith this fhepherdefs my fifter: here in ‘the 
skirts of the Forreft, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Ort. Are you native of this place ? Sim 

Rof. As the Cony that you fee dwell where fhe is kind- 
ed. 

Orl. Your accent is fomething finer, than you could 
purchafe in fo removed a dwelling. 

Rof. [have been told fo of many: but indeed, an old re- 
ligious Unkle of mine taught me to fpeak, who was in 
his youth an inland man, one that knew Courtlhip too 
well; for there he fell in love, 1 have heard him read ma- 
ny Le@tures againft it, [thank God, 1am not a VVoman 
to be touch’d with fo many giddy offcncesas he hath 
generally tax’d their whole fex withal. 

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal evils that 
he laid to the charge of women ? . 

Rof: There were none principal, they were all like one 
another, as half-pence are, every ones fault feeming mon- 
ftrous, till his fellow fault came to match ir. 

Orl. I prethee recount fome of them. 

Rof. No: I will notcaft away my phyfick, but on thofe 
that are fick, There is a man haunts the Forreft, that a- 
bufes our young plants with carving Ro/alind on. their 
|} bat ks 5 hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegies on bram- 
bles; all ¢ forfooth ) deifying the name ot Kofalind: If 
Icould meet that Fancy-monger, 1 would give him fome 
good counfel, for he feems to have the Quotidian of Love 
upon him. 

Orl. 1am he that is fo Love-fhak’d ; I pray you tell me 
your remedy, | 

, Rof. There isnone of my Unkles marks upon you ; 


Ny 


As you like it. 


he taught me how to know amanin love: in which cage 
of rufhes, I am fure you ate not prifoner. 
, Orl. What were his marks ? 
ih Ro. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blew eye 
att Vand tunken, which you have not; an onqucitionable {pirit 
which you havenot : a beard negleéted, which you have 
ti | not: (but I pardon you for that, for fimply your having no, 
beard, isayounger brothers revenue ) then your hofe 
A fhould be ungarter’d, your bonnet unbanded, your fleeve 
on 


unbutton’d, your fhoo unti’d, and every thing about you 
demonftrating a carelefs defolation; but you are no fuch 
man, you arerather a point device in your accouftrements, 
as loving your felf , thanfeeming the Lover of any other. 
Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee bifieve 
1 Love. 

Rof. Me believe it >You may as foon make her that you 
Love believe is, which! warrant fhe is apter to do, than 
'|ito confefs fhe do’s: that is one of the points, in the which 
|worren fill give the lye to their confciences. Burin good 
footh, are you he that hangs the verfes on the trees, where- 
in Rofalind is fo admired ? 

Orl. I{wear to thee youth, by the white hand of Ro: 
falind\ am hey that unfortunate he. : 
Rof. But are you fo much in love as your rimes {peak ? 
Orl. Neither rime nor reafon can expre{S how much. 


Rof. Love is meerly, a madnefs, andi tell you, delerves 
as Wella dark houfe, gnd a whip, as mad men do. and 
the reafon why they ere not fo punith’d and cured, is thit 
the Lunacy is fo ordinary, that the whippers are in love 
too : yee! profefs curing it by countel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure anyfo? ; ws 

Rof. Yes one, and in this manner.. He was to imagine 
me his Love. his Miftrefs ; and I fer him every day to woo 
me, Atwhich time would], being but a moonith youth, 
Brieve,be effeminate, changeable,longing,and liking,proud, 
fantaftieal, apith, fhallow, incon tant, full of tears, ful’ of 
{miles : for every paffion fomething, and for. no. paffion 
truly any thing, as boys and women are for the mott 
part cattle of this colour 3 would now like him, now loath 
him ; then entertain him, then forfwear. him 5 how weep 
for him, then {pit athim; that I drate this fuitor for his } 
mad humour of love, to a living humour of. madaefs ,} 
which was to forfwear tlie full ftream of, the world, and 
to live in'‘anook meerly Monaftick : ard thus I cur’d him, 
and this way willl take upon me to walhyour Liver as 
clear as a found fheeps heart, that there fhall not be one 
{pot of love in’t. 

Or/. I wou'd notbe cur’d youth, pes 

Rof. I would cure you, if you would but éall me Rofg- 
lind, and come every day to my Coat,and woo me, 

Orl, Now by the faith of my love, i wills Tell me 
where it is. * 

Rof. Go with me toit, and Vle thew it you: 
the way, you fhall tell me 
Will ycu go? 

Orl, With all my heart,.good youth, 

Rof. Nay, Nay, you mutt call me Refulitd + Come fitter } 
will you go ? 


and by 
where in the Forreft you live: 


Exceunt: 


Scena Lertia. 
Enter Clown, Audrey, and Jaques, 


Clo. Come apace good Audrey, 1 will fetch up your 
Goats, Andriy: and now Audrey, am I the man yet? 
Doth my fimple feature content you ? 

And. Your features, Lord warrant bs : what features? | 

Clo. lam here with thee, and thy Goats, as the moft 
capricious Poet honeft Ovid was among the Goths. 

Faq. Oknowledg ill inhabited, worfe’than Jove ih 2 
thatch’c houte. : 

Clo, When a mans verfes-cannot be underftood, nor a 


mans good wit feconded with che forward child, under- 

fanding : it firikes a man more dead than a Breat teckon- | 
ing in alittleroom 5 truly, [ would the Gods had made 
thee Poetical, 

Aud. \do not know what Poeticial is = is it honeht in} 
deed and word: is is a true thing ? ; 
_ Clo. No truly: for the trueft Poetry isthe mo fain- 
ing; and Lovers are given to Poetry: dnd what they 
{wear in Poetry, may be faid.as Lovers, they doe feign. 

4ud. Doyou wifh then that the Gods had mide me 
Poetical ? 

Clo. Ido truly : for thou fwear?t to me thou art Ho- f 
neft, Now if thou wert a Poer, I might havefome h 
thou didft feign. 

Aud, Would you not have me honeft 2 

Clo. No truly, unlefs thou. wert hard-favour’d: for 
honefty coupled to beauty, is to have Honey a fawce to 
Sugar. ; 

Faq. A material fool. 

Aud, WAT am not fair, 
make me honeft. 

Clo. Truly, and to calt away honelty upon a foul flur,} 
Were to put good meat into an unclean dith, 
a Tam not aflut, though [thank the Gods lan} 
oul. a 
Clo, Will, praifed be the Gods for thy foulnefs :} 
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fluttithnefs may come hereafter. But b: ir, asit may be, | Your Chefaut was ever the onely colours 
Lwillmarry thee : and to rhatend, I have been with Sir Rof. And his kiffing is.as fall of danctity, 
Oliver Martext, the Vicar of the next Village, who hath | As the touch of hely bread. by esti ae 
promis’d to meet mein this place of the Forreft, and to Cel, He hath bought a parr of chaft lips of Diana ; 4) 
couple us, nua of winters fifterhood .kifles not more teligioufly thm 
Faq. 1 would fain fee this meeting. very ice of chaftity is in them. al 
Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy. Rof. Bat why did de {wear he would come thismorning 
Cle. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful heart, | and comes not ? a) 
ftagger in this attempt; for here we have no Temple but| Cel. Nay certainly there is no truth in him: 
the Wood 3 noaffembly but Horn beafts. But what tho?|  Rof. Do you thirk fo ¢ oy a 
Courage. Ashorns are odious, they are neccflary. Itis Gel. Yes, Lthink he is nota pict -ourfe, nor a horfe-fteal 
faid, many a man knows no end of his goods 5 right :™a- | er: but for his verity in love, 1 do think him as concaye! 
ny aman has good Horns, and knows no end of them. | as acovered goblet, or a worm-caten nut. ae 
Well, that is the dowry of his wife, “tis none of hisown Rof. Not true in love ? , ; 
getting ; horns, even fo poor men alone 5 No, no, the no- Cel. - Yes, when he is in, but J think he is NOt in, 
bleft Deer hath them as huge as the Rafeal: Is the fingl¢; Rof. You have heard him {wear downright he was. — 
. |man therefore bleffed 2 No, as awall’d Townis more wor-) Cel, Was,is not is: befides, the'oath of a Lover isng! 
ithicr thana village, fo is the forchead of a married ma®| ftronger than rhe word of a tapfter, they are both the eg 
}morehonourable than the bare brow ofa Batchellor +} firmer falfe reckonings; he attends here in the torrcf op 
and by how much defence is better than no skill, by fo much | the Duke, your Father E 
is ahorn more precious than to wanr. Rof. 1 met the Duke yefterday, and had much queftir 
i Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text- on with him ; he ask: me of what parentage | was 51 told 
| Here comes Sir Oliver : Sit Olsver Mar-text, you are well| him of as good as he;fo he laugh’, and let me go.But what 
Imet. Will you difpatch us here under this tree, or fhall | talk we of Fathers, when there is tueh.a man_ as Orlanide 
| we go with you to your Chappel? | Cel, Orthat’s a brave man, he writes brave verles, (peak 
Ol. is there none here to give the woman? brave words, {wearsbrave oaths,and breaks them bravely 
Clo. 1 will not take her on gift of any man. quite travers athwart the heart of bis lover, as a puilny 
OLTruly the muft be given,or the marriage is not lawful. | Tilter, that fpurs his horfe bur on one fide, breaks his} 
Faq. Proceed, procecd ! I’le give her. ftaff like aneble goofe ; but all’s brave that youth mount) 
Cle. Geod even, good M. What ye call’t: how do | and folly guides :_ who comes here # vail 
you Sir, you are very well met: godild you for your laft Enter Corin. 
company, Iamivety glad to fee you, even a toy in hand| Corin. Miftrefs and Mafter, you have enquird 
here Sir: Nay, pray be covered. After the Shepherd that complain’d of love, 
Faq. Will you be married, Motley? Whom you faw fitting by me on the Torf, 
Clo. As the Ox hath his bow fir, the horfe his curb, | Praifing the proud dilcainful Shepherdefs 
and the Fa'con his bells, fo man hath his defire, and as| That was his Miftrels. 
Pigeons bill, fo wedlock wonld benibling. Cel Well, and what of him ? 
Faq. And willyou( beinga man of yout breeding) be| Cor, If you will fee a pageant truly plaid 
marricd undef a bufh like a beggar? ‘Get you to Church, | Between thepalecomplexion of true Love, 
and have a good Prieft that can tell you what marriage is 3| And the red glow of fcorn and proud dildain, 
chis f: [low will but joyn you together as they joyn Wain: | Gohencea little and I fhall condué you, . 
{cot, thenone of you will prove a fhrunk panel, and like | If you will mark it. 
green timber, warp, warp, Rof.O come let us remove, 
Cle, Yamnot in the mind, but I were better to be mar- | The fight of Lovers feedeth thote in love : 
ried-of him chin of another; for heisnot like to marry | Bring us to this fight,and you fhall. fay 
me well; and not being well married, it will be a good Tle prove a bufy aétor in their play. 
excufe for me hereaftet to leave my wife. ~ 
fag. Go thou with me, 
And fet me countfel thee, : Scend Quinta. 
Cle. Come {weet Andre, Scere 
We mutt-be married, or we muft live in bawdry - Enter Silvius and Phebe. 
Farewel good M. Oliver: Not O {weet Oliver, O. brave : 
Oliver, leave me not behind thee: But wind away, be gone Sil. Sweet Phebe do not {corn me, do not, Phebe, 
‘Tfay, Lwillnot to wedding with thee. Say that you love menor, but fay not fo 


Ol, Tis ao matter ; ne’re a, fanfaflical knave of them in birternets 5 the common executioner, ‘dah 
all th:!i Mout me out of my calling. Exeunt,| Whole heart th’ accuftom’d fight of death makes hard, 


Falls not the axe upon the humb!cd neck, 
ee a ay re bees pardon? will you ferner be 
. han’he that dies and livcs by bioudy drops ? 
Scena Quarta. Enter Rofalind, eel Al Carine 
Enter Rofalind and Celia. ' Phe, 1 would not be thy executioner, 
Iflie thee, for! would not injure thre 5 
Rof. Never talk to me, Iwill weep, Thou tell’& me there is murther in mineeyes 
(2. Dol prethee, but yet have the Grace to confider |’ Tis pretty fare, and very probable, «. ‘ 
that tearsdo not become aman. That eyes that are the frail’ and fofteft things, 
Rof. But have Inot caufe to weep? Who fhur their coward gates on atorhies, 
Cel. As good caufe as one would defire, Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers. 
Therefore weep. ; Now I do frown onthee with all my heart, an 
Rof. His very hair And if mine eyescan wound, now let them kill thee? 
Is of the diffembling colour. Now counterfeit to fwourd, why now fall downy 
Cel. Something browner than Fudas’s : Orif thou can’ft.not, oh for fhame, for fhame, — 2 
Marry, his kiffes are Fudass ownchildten. Lye not, to fay mine eyes are murtherers; zi 
Roj. Vfaith hishair is of a good colour. Now fhew the wound mine eye hath made int thee) 
. ei, Anexcellentcolour; Scratch thee but witha pin, and there remains — 


hie . aims : - 2 
| As you like it. . 
ese a ne Ee aon eC bear etic 

Some tear of 1c: And yet itis not that | bear thee love, 
The Cicatrice and capable impreffure ; 
Thy Palmfome moment keeps: but now mine eyes 


— 


fuean but upyn aruih, 


Which] have darted at thee, hurt thee not, 


Nor lam fure there is no force in eyes 


That can do hurt. 


Sil. O dear Phebe, 


If ever ( as that ever may be near ) 

You met in fome freth check the power of fancy, 
Then fhall you know the wounds invifible 

That loves keen arrows make. 


Phe. Bur till that time 


Come not thou near me ; and when that time comes, 
Affii& me withthy mocks, pity menot, 
As till chat time I fhall nor pity thee. 


Rof. And why I pray you whomight be your mother 


That you infult, exulr, and all at once 


‘Over the wretched? What though you have no beauty 
| As by my faith, I fee no more in you 
| Than without Candlemay go dark to bed : 


Mutt you be thercfore proud and pitilels ? 


| Why what means this ? why do you look on me ? 
| fee no more in you than in the ordinary 

| Of natures fale-work ? ods my little life, 

| Lthink the means to tangle mine eyes too: 


Fall in love with my anger. 


| No faith, proud Miftrefs, hope not after ir, 

"Tis noryour inky brows, your black filk hair, 

| Your bugle eye-balls, nor your check of cream 

| That canentame my {pirits to your worfhip. 

| You foolifhShepherd, wherefore do you follow het 
Like foggy South, puffing with wind and rain, 
You area thoufand times a properer man 

Than fhe a woman. 
That makes the world full of ill-favoured children : 
Tis not her glats, but you that flatters her, 


’Tis fuch fools as you 


And out of you the fees her felf more proper 


Than any of her lineaments can fhow her : 


But Miftrefs, know your felf, down on your knees 
And thank Heaven, fafting fora good mans love ; 
For I mutt tell you friendly in your ear, 
Sell when you can, you are not for all markets : 
Cry the.man mercv, love him; take his offer, 
Foul ismoft foul, being foul to bea fcoffer, 
Sotake her tothee, Shepherd, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth,! pray youchide a year together, 


[had rather hear you chide than this man wooe- 


Rof. He’s fali’n in love with your foulnefs, and fhe’ 
If it be fo, as fat 
As fhe anfwers thee with frowning looks, Vle fauce 
Her with bitter words : Why look you fo upon me ? 
Phe. Forno ill will 1 bear you. 
Rof. Ipray you do not fallin love with me, 
For I am falfer than vows made in wine: 
Befides, Ikke you not: if you will know my houfe, 
"Tis at the tuft of Olives, here hard by : 
Will you go Sifter ? Shepherd ply her hard: 
Come fifter Shepherdets, look on him better 
And be not proud. thoall the world could fee, 


~} None could befo abufed in fight as he. 


Come to our flock. 
Phe. Deed Shepherd, now 1 find thy fawof mighr 
Whoever lov’d, that lov'd not at firtt fight ? : 
Sil. Sweet Phebe. 
Phe. Hah: what faycf chou Siltus ? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe, picy me. 
Phe, Way Lam torry for thee, gentle Silorus. 
Sil. Where ever forrow is, relief would be : 
If you de forrow at my griet infove, 
By giving love, your forrow and mv grief 
Were both extermin’d. 
Phe. Thou haftmy love, is not that neighbourly ? 
Sil. 1 would have you. 
Phe. Wiy that werecovetoufnefs : 
Silvius the time was, that I hated thee 3 


Exit. 


/ 
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But fince that thou canft talk of love fo well, 
Thy company, which erft wasirkfome to me, 
I will endure 3 and J’le employ thee too : 
But donot look for {urther recompence. 
Than thine own gladnefs, that thou art imployed. 
Sil, Soholy, and fo perfedt is my love, 
And fuch a poverty of grace, 
‘That I fhall think ica moft plentiows crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harveft reaps: lofenow and then 
A fcattered fmile, and that Vic live upon. C while ? 
Phe. Knowit thou the youth that fpoke to meere- 
Sil. Not very well, but I havemet him oft, 
And he hath bought the Cottage and the bounds, 
That the old Carlot once was Mafter of. 
Phe. Think not I love him, thol ask for him 5 
Tis but.a peevith boy, yet he talks well, 
But what care I for words ? yet words do well, 
When he that fpeaks them pleafes thofe that hear : 
It isapretty youth, not very pretty, 
But fure he’s proud, and yet his pride becomes him ; 
H.’l make a proper man : the beft thing in him 
Is his compiexion : and fafter than his tongue 
Did make offence, hiseye did heal ir up: 
He is not very tall, yer for his years he’s tall 5 
His legis but fo fo, and yet ’tis well, 
There was a pretty rednefg in his lip, 
A little riper, and more lufty red 
Than that mix’d in his cheeck 5 *rwss juft the difference 
Betwixt the conftantredyand mingled Damask. 
There be fome women, Silvius, bad they mark’d him 
In parce!s as [did, would have gone near 
To fall inlove with him ; but for my part 
Tlove him not, nor hate him not 3) and yet ; 
L have more caule to hate him than to love him, 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
He faid mine eyes were black, and my haif black, 
Andriow lam remembred, fcorn’d atme ; 
I marvel why I anfwered not again, 
Burthat’sall one 5 omirtanceisno quittance. 
Vk write to him a very taunting Leiter, 
And thou fhalt bearic. wiltthou, Silvsms ? 
Sl. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe. Ple write it ftraight ; 
The matters inmy head, and in my heart, 
1 willbe bitter with him, and pafling fhort ; 


Go with me, Silvi«s. Exeunt. 


4 


Atlus Quartus. Stena Prima. 
Enter Rofalinde, and Celia, and F aques. 


Faq. 1 prithee, pretty youth, let me be better acquaint- 
ed wnh thee. 

Rof. They fay you are a melancholly fellow. 

Faq. Lamio 5, dolove it better than laughing. 

Rof. Thofe that are inextremity of either, are abomi- 
nable fellows, and betray theinfelves to every modern cen- 
fure, worfe than drunkards, 

Faq. Why, *tis good to be fad, and fay nothing, 

Kof.. Why then sis good to be a poft. 
| Faq. [have neither the Scholars melancholly , which 

is emulation; nor the Muficians, which is fantaitical ; nor 
the Courtiers, whichis proud; nor the Souldiers, which 
is ambitious 3 nor the Lawyers, which is politick ; nor 
the Ladies, which is nice, nor the Lovers, cahiaks is 
all thefe ; but itis a melancholy of mine own, compound. 
ed of many fimples, extraéted from many objeéts, and in- 
deed the fundty contemplations of travels in which my 
ee rumination wraps me in a moft humorous {ad- 
nefs. 

Rof. A Travell ¢5 by my faith you have great reafon 
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to be fad ; 1 fear you have fold your own Lands, to fee o- 
ther mens; then co have feen much, and to have nothings 
is to have rich eyes and poor hands, 

Faq Yes, have gain’d my experience. 


ata aac ame 


Enter Oxlando. 


em ne 
ace cnn 


As you like it. 


Grecian club, yet he cid what he could to Cie befor 
he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, hey 
have liv’d many a fair yezr, tho Hero had ttind Ny 
it had not been for a hot Micfummer-night, fory 
youth ) he went but forth to wath in the. Helfetpong 
being taken with thecramp, was drown’d, and the fg 
Chroniclers of that age, found it. was Hero of Sef, 


R of. And your experience makes youfad - [had rather | But thefeare all lies, men have died from time to time andl 


havea fool to make me merry, than expetience to make 
me fac, and to travel for it,too. 

Orl. Good day, and happinefs, dear Rofalinde. 

Faq. Nay then God buy you, and you talk in blank 
verfe. Exit. 

Rof. Farewel Mounfieur Traveller 5 look you lifp, and 
wear ftrange {uits ; difable all the benefits of your own 
Country: be out of love with your nativity, and- almoft 
chide God for making you that countenance you are, or I 
will{carce think you have fwam, ina Gundello. Why 
how now Orlando, where have you been all this while?you 
a lover ?- and youferve me fuch another trick, never come 
in my fight more. 

Orl. My fair Rofalinde, 1 come within an hour of my 
promife. 

Rof. Break an hours promife in love ? he that will di- 
vide a minute into a thoufand parts, and break but.a;part 


of the thoufaud part of a minute in the affairs of love, it’ 


may be faid of him, that Cupid hath clapt, him oth" fhoul- 
der, but Vie warrant him heart-whole, 
Orl. Pardon me deat Rofalénde, 


Rof. Nay, and you be fo. tardy, come no more, in my 


fight, | had aslief be Woo'd of .a Snail. 

Orl. Of a Snail ? i 

Rof. I,of a Snails far tho he comes flowly, he carries 
his houfe on his head ; a better jointure I thiok than you 
make a woman: 
him. 

Orl. what’sthat ? f 

Rof. Why horns ; which fuch asyou are fain to, be: be- 
holding to your wives for: but ht comes armed in.his for- 
tune, and prevents the flander of ‘his, wife. A 

Orl. Vertue isno-horn-maker : and, my Rofalinde is ver- 
tuous. oF 
Rof. And lam your Rofalinde. 

Cel. It pleafes himto call youfo ; buthe hath 
linde of a better leer than you- , 

Rof. Come, woo me,wooime: for now! am inva ho- 
ly-day humour, and like enough to confent + What would 
you fay.to me now, and I were your.very, very Rofa- 
linde? 

Orl. ¥ would kifs before I fpoke. 

Rof. Nay you were better {peak firft, and when you 
were pravell'd for !ack.of matter, you might take \occafion 
to kifs ! very good Orators when they are out, they will 
{pir, and for lovers, lacking €God'warn us) matter, the 
cleanlieft thift is to kifs. 

Orl. How if th: kifs be denied ¢ 

Rof, Then fhe puts youtoentreaty, and there begins 
new matter. 

Orl: Who could be out, being before his Beloved Mi- 
ftrets ? 

Rof. Marry that fhould you if I were your Miftrefs, or 
I fhould think my honefty ranker than my wit. 

Orl, What, of my fuir? 

Ref. Not out of your apparrel, and yet out of your 
fuit. 

Am not I your Rofalinde ? 

Orl. \take fome joy to fay you are, becaufe I would be 
talking of her. ; 

Rof. Well, in her perfon, I fay I will not have you. 

Ori, Then in mine own perfon, I dye. 

Rof. No faith, die by Attorney : the poor world is 
almoft fix thoufand years old, and in all this time there 
was not any man died in his own perfon ( vidilicet ) in 
a fove caufe: Troslus had his brain dafh’d out witha 


a Rofa- 


befides, he brings. his deftiny with} 


dl 


i i " 
| than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen , more ¢camoroll 


{than a Perrat againft rain; more new-fangled thal 


worms have eatenthem, but not for love. me | 

Orl. Iwould not have my sight Rofalnde of this rit 
for I proteft her frown might. kill me. ei "| 
Rof. By this hand, it will not kill a flie ; butcome poy! 
I willbe your Rofalinde iniamere coming-on difpef 
and ask me what you will, 1 will grant.it. é 

Orl. Thenlove me, Rofalsnde. 

Rof. Yes faith: will 1, Fridays and 
all. 

Orl, And wilt thou have me? 

Rof. |, and twenty fuch. 

Orl, What faift thou? 

Rof. Are younot good? 

Orl. hope fo. WH 

Rofalinde. Why then,can one defire too muchofy 
good thing: Come fifter, you fhall be the Pricf, andm; 
ry us: give meyour hand Orlando: VVhat do yo 
fifter ? 

Orl. Pray thee marry us. 

Cel. 1cannot fay the words. 

Rof. You muft begin, will you Orlando, 

Cel. Goto} will you Orlando have to wife this 
linde? ; 

Orl. \ will. 

Rof. But when ? i 

Orl. .V Vhy now, as faft as fhe can marry us. a 

af Then you muft fay, 1 take thee Rofalinde fa 
Wiic. a) 

Orl, Itake thee Rofatinde for wife. 

Rof. 1 might ask you for your commiflion, i 
But | do take thee Orlazdo for my husband: there’s agitl 
goes before the Pricit, and certainly a womans thovght 
'runs before. her a€tions. Me 

Ori. So do all thoughts, they are wing’d. 
| Rof. Now tellme how long you would have her, alftt 
you have poffeft her ? d 

Orl, For ever and a day. 

Rof.. Say aday, without theever : No, no Orlando,men} 
ate e4pril when they woo, December when they wed! 
Maids are A¢ay when they are maids, butthe sky chan} 
ges when they are wives; I will be more jealous of the) 


Saturdays, ; 


Rie 
4 | 
ey 
Nd 
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an ape; more giddy in my defiresthan. a monkeys | oul} 
weep for nothing like Diana in the Fountain, and 1 will 
do that when you are difpos'd to be merry: | will] 
Haugh like a Hyen, and that when thou art inclind 10) 
| fleep. ‘i 
Orl, But will my Rofalinde do fo? a 
Rof. By my life fhe will do as! do. { 
Orl. O but the is wife. g 
Rof. Or elfe the could not have the wit to do. this : the 
wifer,the waywarder : make the doérs upon. a womans wit) 
and it will our at the cafement: fhut that, and *twill o 
at the key-hole : ftop that, it will Aye with the fmoak outat 
the chimney. 


\j 
a} 
\ 
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Orl. Aman that had a wife. with fuch awit, he might 
fay, wit whither wilt ? 

Ref. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you 
met your wives wit going to your neighbours bed. 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excufe that ? 

Rof. Marry to fay, fhe éame to feck you there: you fall} 
never take her without her antwer, unlefs you take het) 
withour her tongue : O that woman that cannot make hit), 
fault her husbands occafion, let her never nurfe her child) 
her felf, for the will breed it like afool. 
Orl. | 


Se ee ee 
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Orl. For theiy two hours, Rofalinde, 1 will leave thee. | 


Kof. Alas, dear love,'l cannot lack thee two hours. | Scena Tertié. 


Orl. 1 mutt attend the Duke at dinner, by two a clock | 

will be with thee again. 

Rof. 1,g0 your ways, go your ways: I knew what you 
would prove, my friends told me as much, and | thought 
no lefs ; that flattering tongue of yours Won me ; *tis but 
one caft away, and fo come death: two 0’ clock is your 
hour. 

Orl, lf{weet Rofalinde. 

Rof. By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo God Enter Silviks. 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jotof your promife, or come one minute| He hath ta’ne his bow and arrows, and is gone forth 
behind your hour, | will think you the moft pathetical | To fleep : look who comes here. 
break-promife, and rhe moft hollow lover, and themoftun-| Sil. My errandis to you, fair youth, 
worthy of her you call Rofalinde, that may be chofen out) My gentle Phebe, bid me give you this: 

} of the grofs band of the unfaithful ; therefore beware my| I knew not the contents, but ast guels 
cenfure, and keep your promile. _| By the fern brow, and wafpith 2étion 

Orl, Withno lefs religion, than if thou wert indeed | Which fhe did ufe as fhe was writing of it; 


Enter Rofalinde and Celia. 


Rof. How fay you now, is it not paft two a clock ? 
And here much Orlando. 
Cel. 1 warrant you with purelove and troubled brain. 


my Rofalinde ; fo adieu. , It bears anangry tenure ; pardon me, 
Rof. Well; Time is the old Juttice that examines all| Iam but asa guiltlefsmeffenger. 
fuch offenders, and let time try: adieu: Exit.| Rof. Patience her felf would ftartle at this letter, 


And play the fwaggerer, bear this, bear all: 
Cel. You have fimply mifus’d our fexin your love-prate | She fays lamnot fair, that lack manners, 
1 we maft have your doublet and hole pluckt over your head, | She calls me proud, and that fhe could not love me 


and fhew the world what the bird hath done to her own| Wereman as rare as Phenix: ’od’s my will, 
neh. Her love isnot the Hare that I did hunt, 


Rof. O coz, coz, coz 5 my pretty little coz, that thou | Why writes the fo to me ? Well Shepherd, well, 
did& know how many fathom deep I am intove 5 but it This is a letter of your own device. 
canvot be founded: my affection hathan unknown bottom | — Si. No, I proteft, 1 know not the contents, 


i like the Bay of Portugal. Phebe did write it. 
Cel. Orrather bottomlefs, that as faftas you pour af-|. Ko/. Come come, you area fool, 
feétion in, it runs out. And turn’dinto the extremity of love: 


Rof; No, that fame wicked Baftard of Venus, that was | I faw her hand, fhe has aleathern hand, 
begot of thought, conceiv’d of {pleen, and born of mad- | A free-ftone coloured hand : Iverily did think 
nefs, that blind rafcally boy, thar abules every ones eyes, That her old gloves were on, but ’twas her hands ¢ 
hecaufe his own are out, let him be judg, how deep! ! She has a hufwives hand, but that’s no matter ; 
am in love; Ile tellthee elena, 1 cannet be out of the | I fay the never did invent this letter, 
fight of Orland : Vie go find a fhadow, and figh till he | This isa mans invention, and his hand: 
come. Sil. Sure it is hers, 
Cel. And Vle flecp. Exeunt.| Rof. Why,’tis a boifterous and a cruel ftile, 
A ftile for challengers ; why, fhe defies me, 
Like Turk to Chriftian ; womens gentle brain 
Could not drop forth fuch giant rude invention, 
Scena Secunda. Such Ethiop words, blacker in their Effe& 
Than in their countenance 5 will you hear he letter ? 
Sil. So pleafe you, for I never heard it yet 5 
Yet heard too much of Phebes cruelty. 
Rof: She Phebesme ; mark how the ryrant writes; 
Faq. Which ishe that killed the Deer ? Rad Art thou god, to fhepherd wre? toe 
Lord. Sir, it was I. That amaidens heart bath burn’d ? 
Faq. Ler’s prefent him to the Duke like a Roman Con-| Cana woman rail thus. 
weror, and it would do well to fetthe Deers horns upon} Sif, Call you this railing ? 
his‘head, fora branch of Vigtory ; have youno fong For- Rof. Read. Why, thy godhead laid apart, 


Enter Jaques and Lords, Forrefters, 


«| |refter for this purpofe ? Walt thou with a womans heart 2 
a Lord. YesSir. me 2 _ | Did you ever hear fuch railing? 
Faque. Sing it: "tisno matter how it be in tune, fo it Whiles the eye of man did wooe ty 
make noife enough. That could do no vengeance to me, 
Meaning me a beaft. 
Mafick, Song. If the foorn of your bright eyne 
i What fhali he have that killedthe Deer? Have power to raife fuch love in mine, 
é His Leather wen and borns to wear ; Alack,t n me, what flrange effect 
‘ Then fing him home, the ret hall bear this burthen 5\ Would they workin’ mild afpect ? 
r Take thou no [corn to wear the born, Whiles you chid me, I did love, 
it was a are ere thou waft born, How then might your prayers wove ? 
" Thy farbers | ather wore it, | He that brings this love to thee, 
And thy father bore it, Little knows this love in me; 
The horn,the born,the lufty horn, And by hia feal up thy mind, 
! Is not a thing t0 laugh to foorn- Exeunt.| Whether that thy youth and kind 
e Willthe faithful offer take 


Of me, and all that I can make, 
Or elfe by bine my love deny, 


S cena end then Ple (tudy bow to dye. 
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Sil, Call you this chiding ? 

Cel. Atas poor (hepherd. e 

Ref, Do you pity him ?. Noy he deferves no pity wilt 
thou love uch a woman ? Whatto make thee an inftru- 
meat, and play falie ftringsupon thee ? not to be endured. 
Well, go your way ro her, (for 1 fee love hath made 
thee atametnake ) and fay this to hers That if the love 
me, 1 charge her to love thee: if fhe wilhnot, 1 will. ne- 
ver have her, unlefs thou entreat for her: if you bea 
true lover, hence, and not a word 5 for here comes more 
company. Exit. Sil, 


Enter Oliver. 3 
know ) 
Oliv. Good morrow, fair ones: pray you, ( if you 
Wherein the Purlews of this Forreft ftands, 
4 theep-coat, fenced about with Olive-trees. 
Cel. Weft of this place down in the neighbour bottom 
The rank of Offers, by the murmuring Kream 
Left on yourright hand, bring you to the place: 
But atthis hour the houle doth keep it felf, 
There’s none within, 
Oli. If that.an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then fhould | know you by defcription, 
Such garments, and fuch years: the boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and beftows himfelf 
Like a ripe Sifter : Bur the woman low 
And browner than her brother: are not you 
The ownerof the houle I did enquire for? 
Cel. It is no boalt being ask’d, to fay we ate. 
Oli, Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to tha: youth hecails his Rofalinde, 
He fends this bloody Napkin ; are youhe? 
Rof. 1am 3 what muft we underftand by this ? 
Oli. Some of my fhame, if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkercher was fiio’d, 
Cel, I pray you tell it. 
Oli, When laft the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promife to return again 
Within an hour, and pacing through the Forreft, 
Chewing th: food of fweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo what befel; he threw his eye afide, 
And mark what obje& did prefent it felf 
Under an old Oak, whofe bows were mofs’d with age, 
And high top bald with dey antiquity ; 
A wretched ragged man, ore-grown with hair 
Lay fleeping on his back 3 about his neck 
A green and guilded {nake had wreath’d it felf, 
Who with her head, nimble in threats approach’d 
‘The opening of his mouth; but fuddenty 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d it felf, 
and with indented glidesd’d-flip away 
Into a bufh, under whofe bufhes fhade 
A Lionefs, withudders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching head on ground, with catlike watch 
When that the fleeping man fhou’d ftir; for ’tis 
The royal difpofition of that beaft 
To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead 5 


| This feen, Orlando did approach the mas, 


And found, it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cel. O [have heard him {peak of that fame brother, 
And he did render him the moft unnatural 
That liv’d amongf men. 

Oli. And wellhe might fo do, 

For well [know he was unnatural. 

Rof. Butto Orlando , did he leave him there 
Food tothe fuck’d and hungry Lioncf : : 

Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos’d fo ; 
But Kindnefs nobler ever than reyenge, : 
And nature &ronger than his juft occafion, 

Made him give battel to the LionefS , 
Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling ; 
From miferable flumber I awaked, 


As you lt 


| That hein {port doth call his Rofalinde. 


be a man. 


ke it. 


Cel. Are you his brocher ? | 
Rof. Was’c you he refeu'd ? | 
Eel. Was’t you that did fo oft contrive to kill hig 
Oli, *Twas ts but*tisnot!; Idonotthame 
To tell you what 1 was, fince my conver fon ae 
So {weetly tafts, being the thing l am. 

Rof, But for the bloody napkin ? 

Oli. By and by. 
When from the firft to la? betwixt bstwo, 
Tears our recountments had moft kindly bach’d, 
As how I cameinto that deferr place. 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me frefh array, and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brothers love, 
Who led me inftantly unto his Cave, | 
There ftript himlelf, and here upon his arm ie 
The Lionefs had torn fome flefh away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
And cri’din fainting upon ‘ ofalinde. 
Brief, Irecover’d him, bound up his wound, 
And after fome {mall fpace, being ftrong at heart, 
He fent me hither, ftranger as lam 
To tell this, that you might excufe 
His broken promife, and to give this napkin 
Died in his blood, unto the Shepherd youth, 


Cel. Why how now Ganimed, {wect Ganimed? | 
Oli. Many will{woon wher they do look on blood. *| 
Cel, There is no more in it 5 Cofin Ganimed, ult 
Oli. Look he recovers, > 

Rof. I would! were at home. 

Cel. We'llead you thither, 

I pray you take him by the arm. 

Ol. Beof good cheer, youth: you aman ? 
You lack a mans heart. 

Rof. 1 do fo, I confefsit. ; 
Ah firra, abody would think this was well counterfeited) 
Ipray you tell your brother how well I counterfeited;} 
heigh-ho. i al 

Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great teltis| 
mony in your complexion. that it was paflion of eat) 
neft, 
Roof. Counterfeit, I affure you. i 
Ok, Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit tt) 


Rof. So Ido: buti’faith, | fhould have been a womall 
by right. | 
Cet. Come, you look paler and paler = pray you drat 
homewards; good fis, go with us, - a 

Oli. That willl ; for Lmuft bear anfwer back 
How you excufe my brother, Rofalinde. 

Rof. 1 thall devifefomething : but! pray you eommend 
my counterfeiting to him 5 will you go? i 
Exennt| 


Aclus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Clown and Andrie. 


; Clo. We fhall find a time e4udrie, patience gentle Av) | 
Zé. 
end. Faith the Prieft was good enough, for all the old) 
gentlemans faying. ep 
(hb. Amott wicked Sir Oliver, Andrie, a moft vile Mar-\ 
text. But Audrie; there isa youth here in the Forrelt) 
lays claim to you. ; . : 
Aud 1,1 know who *a; he hathno intereft in me in} 
the world; herecomes the man youmean, 


Clo. It is meat and drink to me tofeea Clowns by a 


Enter William. vi 
a | » y 

trot 
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AS y 


‘troth, we that have good Wits have much to anlwer for : 

we fhall be flouting : wecannor hold. 

Will. Good ew’n, Audrey. 

And, God ye good ev'n, William, 

Will, And good ev'n to you fir. 

(lo. Goodev'n, gentle Friend. Cover thy head, cover 
thy head ; Nay, pretheebecover'd, Flow old are you, 
Friend ? 

Will. Five and twenty, fir. 

Clo. Aripe age : is thy name William ¢ 

Will. William fir. 

Clo. A fair name. Was’t borni’ th’ Forreft here ? 

Will.1 fir, 1 thank God. 

Cle, Thank God: a good anfwer : 

Art rich ? 

Will, Faith fir, fo, fo. 

| Clo..So, fo, is good, very good, very exce 

) yet itis not 5 it is but fo, fo. 

Art thou wile ? 

will. { fic, 1 havea pretty Wit, 

Cl, Why, thou fayelt well : I do now remember a fay- 
ing; The Fool doth think he is wife, but the wife man 
knows himfelf to be a Fool. The Heathen Philofopher, 
when he had adefire to eat a Grape, would open his lips 
when he put it intohis mouth, meaning thereby, that 
Grapes were made to eat, and Lips to open. 

' You do love this maid ? 

) will. 1 do, fir. 

_ Clo, Give me your hind : 
Will. No, fir. ; 
Clo. Then learn this of me, To have, is to have. For it is 

a Figure in Rhetorick, that drink being poured out of a cup 
into a glafs, by filling the one, dothempty the other. For 
all your Writers do content, that zp/é is he ; now you are not 
ipfe ; for 1 am he. 

Wil’. Which he, fir 2 


lent good : and 


t 


a « 


Art thou Learned ? 


“i Clo. He Gir, that auft marry this woman: Therefore you 
4 Clown, abandon: which is in the vulgar, leave the focie- 
| ty: which in che boorith, is company, of this Female 
which in the common, is woman: which together, is, a 
a bandon the fociety of this Female ; or, Clown, thou perith 
jeft: or to thy better underftanding, dieft » or (to wit) ] 
‘kill thee ; make thee away, tranilate thy life into death, 
i thy liberty into bondage: I wi dealin poyfon with thee 
~ or inbaftinado, or in fteel ; I will bandy with thee in fa&i- 
on, I will o’re-run thee with policy 5 4 will kill chee a hun- 
dred and filty ways; therefore tremble and depart. 
Aud, Do, good William. 
Vill. God ret you merry, fir. 


Wo 


Exit. 

Enxter Corin, 
© Cor, Our Mafter and Miltris feeks You: come away, a- 
ean Trip eudrey, trip e4udrey, Lattend, 
I attend, 


” 


Exeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


. Exter Orlando and Oliver. 
(a 


t 


___ Or. 1st poffible, that on fo little acquaintance you fhould 
# likeher ? chat, bur fecing, you fhould love her 2 
_ And loving woo? and wooing, fhe fhould grant ? And will 
you perfcvere to enjoy her? 
y! Ol. Neither call the giddinefs of it in queftion, the pie 
verty of her, the fimall acquaintance, my fudden wooing 
nor tudden confenting , but fay with m2, I love Alieng : 
fay with her, that fhe loves me 5 confent with both, that 
we may enjoy each other : it fhall be to your geod 5 For 


ou Tike it, 


; aE 
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my Father’s Houte,. and all the Revenue, that was old Sir 
Rowlana’s, will | eftateupon yous and here live and die a 
Shepherd. 


Enter Rofalind. 


Orl. Youhave my confent. 

Let your Wedding be to morrow : thither will! 
Invite the Duke;, and ali’s contented followers : 
Go you, and prepare Aliena; for lock you, 
Here comes my Rofaliade. 

Rof. God fave you, brother. 

Orl, And you, fair fifter. 

Rof- Oh my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to fee thee 
wear thy heart in afcarfi 

Orl. It is my arm. 

R,f. [thought my heart had been wounded with the claws 
of a Lion. 

Orl, Wounded it it, but with the eyes of a Lady. 

Rof. Did your brother tell you how | counterfeited to 
fwound, when he fhew’d me your handkerchief ? 

Orl. i, and greater wonders than that, 

Rof..O, I know where you are: Nay, ‘tis true: there 
Was never any thing fo fudden, bur the fight of two Rams, 
and Cefar’s Thrafenical brag, of, I came, faw, and overcame: 
For your brother, and my fier, no fooner met, but they 
look’d 5 nofooner look’d, but they lov’d ; no fooner lov’d, 
but they figh’d; no fooner figh’d, but they ask’d one ano- 
ther the reaton 5 no fooner knew the reafon, but they fought 
the r€medy : and in thele degrees have they made-a pair of 
{tairs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent, or elie 
be incontinent before marriage 5 they are in the very wrath 
of Love, and they will together: Clubs cannot part 
them. 

Or, They fhall be married to morrow : and I will bid the 
Duke to the Nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing it is to look 
into happinefs through anorher man’s eyes: by fo much the 
more fhall | to morrow be at the height of sheart heavinefs, 
by how much I fhall think my brother happy, in having what 
he wifhes for. 

Rof. Why thea to morrow I cannot ferve your turn for 
Rofalinde ? 

Or. | can live no longer by thinking. 

Rof.{ will weary you then no longer with idle talking 
Know of me then (for now I fpeak to fome purpole ) 
that I know you area Gentleman of good conceit. | {pzak 
not this, that you fhould bear a good Opinion of my 
Knowledg : irfomuch (I fay ) I know you are: neither 
do | labour for a greater efteem than may in fome little 
meafure draw a belief from you, to do your felf good, 
and not to grace me. Believe then, if you pleafes that 
Ican do ftrange things: I have fince{ was three years old, 
converft with a Magician, caoft profound in his heart, and 
yet not damnable. If you dolove Rofalinde fo near the 
heart, as your gefture cries it out, when your brother 
marries Aliena, you fhall marry her. 1 know into what 
ftreights of Fortune fhe is drivens and it is not impoffible 
to me, if it appear not inconvenient to you, to fet her before 
your eyes tomorrow, humane as fhe is, and without any 
danger. 

Or, Speak’it thou in fober meanings ? 

Rof. By my Life ldo, which I tender dearly, tho] fay | 
ama Magician: Therefore put you in your beft array, bid 
your Friends: For if you will be married to morrow, you 
fhall, and to Rofalinde, if you will, 


Enter Silvius, and Phebe, 


Look, here comes a Lover of mine, anda Lover of hens 
Phe, Youth, you have done me much ungentlene(s, 
To thew the Letter that I writ to you. 
Rof:Icare not if Lhave: itis my ftudy 
To feem difpiteful and ungentle to you : 


ea eee 
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You are there followcd bya faithful Shepherd ; 
Look tpn him, love him: he worlhips you. 
Phe. Good Shepherd, tell this youth what "tis to love: 
S.l. {visto be made all of fighs and tears» 
And fo amt for Phebe. 

Phe. Andi fur Ganimed. 

Or. And I for Rofalind. 

Rof. And | for no woman. 

Sil, It is to beall made of faith and fervices 

| And to ain J for Fhebe. 

Phe. And | for Ganimed, 

Or. And \for Rojalind. 

Rof. And |{or no woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of fantafie, 

A'l made of paffion, and all made of wifhesy 
All adoration, duty and obfervance, 

All humblene(s, all patience, and impatience,, 
All purity, all trial, all obfervance 5. 

And fo am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And fo am I for Ganimedi 

Or. And foam I for Rofalind. 

Rof. And fo am I for no woman. 

Phe. lf this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 

Sil. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 

Or If thisbe fo, why blame you me to love you? 

Rof. Why do you fpeak too? Why: blame you me to love 

ou ? 
J Or. To her that isnot here, nor doth not hear. 

Rof Pray you no more of this 5 tis like the howling of 
Irifh Wolves again the Moons, Lwillhelp youif Ican; I 
would love you if I could:'T'o morrow meet me all together; 
I will marrg y. v, if ever Imarry Woman, and Tle be marri- 
ed ro morrow: 1 will fatishe you, if ever I {atisfird man, and 
you fha'l be married to morrow. | will content you, if what 
pleafes you contents you, and you fhall be married to mor- 
row, As youlove Rofalind meet, as you love Phebe meet, and 


As you like it. 


And therefore take the prefent time, 
Wish a hey, anda bo, and a bey noni, 
For love i¢ erowned with the prime. 


In [pring-time, Stc. 


Between the acres of the Rie, 

With a bey, and aho, aud a bey nonino 5 

Thefe pretiy Country-folks would lie, 
Inthe {pring-time, &c. 


T he Carrol they began that hour, 
VVith a hey, and abo, and a ley nonines 
How that a Life was but a Flower, 

Inthe fpring-time, Ec. 


Clo. Truly young Gentlemen, though there was ito teat 
matter in the ditty, yet the note was very untunable, 

1. Pa, Youare deceiv’dsfir, we keep time, we loft not on 
time. 

Clo, By my troth, yes: I count it but time loft to hear fach 
a foolith fong, God buy you, and God mend. your voice, 
Come Audrey, Exennp, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amyens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, 
Celia. 


Du. Sen. Doft thou believe, Orlando, that the boy: 
Can doall this that he hath promifed ? 
Or. 1 formetimes do believe, and fometimes do nots 


| 
§ 


“As thofe that fear they hope, and know they fear. — 


as Llove no woman, le meet.. So fare you well,. | have lefe 


| you commands. 
Sil, le not fail, if Live. 
Fho. Nor |. 
Or. Nor |. 


Se aR re Ean ETE Fa TaD OT 


Scena Tertiai 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 


Clo. To morrow isthe joyful days Audrey, tomorrow 
will we be married. 

4n, Vdo defire it with all my heart : and I hope it is no 
difhoneft defire, to defire to be a woman ofi the world. 
Here come twoof the banifh’d Duke’s Pages. 


Enter two Pages, 


1, Pa. Well met honeft Gentleman. 

Clo By my troth well met: come, fit, fit, and a fong. 

2 Pa, Weare for you, fit i’ch’ middle. 

1. Pa. Shall we clap into’trouncly, without havking, or 
fpitting, or faying we are hoarte, which are the only pro- 
logues to a bad voice. 

2. Pa. Vfaithi’ faith, 
a horfe. 


and both in tune, like two Gypfics cn 


Song.. 
Ji was a Lover and bis Lafs, 
With a hey,and abo, and a hey nonino, 
That ore the green corn field did pals 
Inthe [pring time, the only pretty rang times 
When birds do fing, bey ding a ding, ding. 
- Sweet Lovers love the’ {pring. 


Enter Reofalinde ,Silvius, ad Phebe. 


Rof, Patience once more, whiles our compact is urg’d: 
You fay, if 1 bring in your Rofalinde, 
You will beftow her on Orlando here? 
Du. Sen. That would I, had I Kingdoms to give with het 
Rof. And you fay you will have her when I bring her? 
Or. That would 1, were I of all Kingdoms King. 
Rof. You fay. youl marry me, if I be willing. 
Phe. That willl, thould | die the hour after. 
Rof. Butif you do refufe to marry me, 
You'l give your felf to this moft faithful Shepherd. 
Phe. So is the bargain, 5 
Ro/. You fay, that you’l have Phebe, if fhe will? 
Sil. Tho to have her and death were both one things — 
Rof. Lhave promis’ to make all this matter even: 3 
Keep you your word, © Duke, to give your Daughter; | 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his Daughter: : | 
Keep you: your word, Phebe, that you'l marry Me 5 z | 
Or elfe refufing me, to wed this fhepherd ; | 
Keep your word, Sé/vius, that youl marry her, 
If fhe refufe me; and from hence | go 
To make thefe doubts all even, i 
Exit Rof. and Cala} 
Du, Sen, 1do remembet in this fhepherds boy, 
Seme lively touches of my daughtes’s favour. 
Or. My Lord, the firft time that lever faw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter 5 
But my good Lord, this boy is Forreft born, 
And hath been tutor’d in the Rudiments 
Of many defperate ftudies by his Unckle, 
Who he reports to bea great Magician. 


Enter Clown and Audrey. 


re | 
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Obfcured in the circle of this Forreft. a 
Faq: There is {ure another flood toward, and thee a 
pls) 


; 
ot 


‘I {wear, and to 


ples are coming to the Ark. ‘ 
ftrange beats, which in all tongues are Cull d Fools. 

Clo. Salutation and greeting to youall, 

Faq. Good my Lord bid him welcome. This is the Mot- 
ley-ainded Gentleman that { have fo often met in the For- 
reft: he hath been a Courtier he {wears. . 

CLIf any man doubt that,ler him put me to my purgation; 
{have trod a meafure, Ihave flattred a Lady, J have been 
policick with my friend, imooth with mine enemy, I have 
undone three Tailors, | have had four quarrels, and like to 
have fought ene. 

Faq. And how was that tane up? 

Cl. Faith we met, and found the quarrel was upon the fe- 
enth caufe. 
i Faq. How the feventh caufe? Good my Lord, like this 

fellow, 

Da. Sen. Vlike him very well. - 

Clo. Godild you fir, I defire you of the like: I prefs in 
here, fir, amongft the reft of the Countrey copulatives, to 
forfwear, accordiug as Marriage binds, and 
blood breaks : a poor virgin, fir, an ik favour'd thing, fir, 
but mine own, a poor humour of mine, fir, to take that that 


dno man elfe will: rich honefty dwells like a mifer, fir, ina 


Oyfter. 
fwift and fententious. 
and fuch duleet dif- 


poor houfe, as your Pearl in your 
Da. Sen. By my Faith he is vety 
Clo, According to the Foo!’s bolt, fir, 
cafes, 
Fag. But for the feventh caufs: How did you find the 
quarrel on the feventh caute? 
Clo. Upona Lie feven times removed (bear your body 
more feeming Audry): as thus, fic: [did diflike the cut of a 


4 certain Courtier’s beard: he {nt me word, If I faid his 


beard was not cut well, he wasin the mind it was: this is 


df call’d the retort courteous. If Lfent him word again, it was 


wellcut, he wouldfend me word, he cutit to pleafe him- 
felf: this is call’d the quip modeft. If again, it was not well 
cut, he difabled my judgment : this is call’d the reply chur- 
lifh, If again, it was not well cut, he would anfwer, Ifpake 
not true: this is cali’d thereproof valiant. If again, it was 
not well cut, he would fay, Llie: this is call’d the counter. 
check quarrelfome : and fo to the Lie circumftantial, and the 


1 Lie direé, 
Faq. And how oft did you fay his beard was not well 
leut ? 


Clo. Idurft go no further than the Lic circumftantial: nor 
he durft not give me. the Lic dire& : and fo we meafur’d 
fwords, and parted. 

Faq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the 


| Lie. 


Clo. O fir, we quarrelin Print, by the book: as you have 
books for good manners : | willname you the degrees The 
firft, the Retort courteous: the fecond, the Quip modeft: 
the third, the Reply churlifh : tne fourch, the Reproof va. 


‘Wliant : the fifth, the Countercheck quarrelfome: the fixth, 


the Lie with circumftance: the feventh, the Liedire&t. All 


"| thefe you may avoid, but the Lie dire&t: and you may a- 


void that too, with an If, I knew when teven Juftices could 
not take up a Quarrel, but when the parties were met 
themfelves, one of them thought bur of an If5 as, If you 
faid fo, then I faid fo: and they fhook hands, and {wore 
es: Your It isthe only peaceemaker : much virtue in 
f, 

Faq. Is not this a rar@fellow, my Lord ? He’s as good at 
any thing, and yet a Fool. 

Du, Sen, He ules his Folly like a (talking-horfe, and un- 
der the prefentation of that he fhoots his Wit. 


Ent.r Hymen, Rofalind, and Celia. 
Still Mufick. 
Fymen: Then ts there mirth in b aven, 


When earthly things made even 


attone together. 
x 


Here comes a pair of very ; 


y 


As ‘you like it. 
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Good Duke receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 

Yea, brought her hither, 
That thou might’ ft joyn ber band with his, 
Whofe heart within his bofow is, 


Rof. To you I give my felf ; for 1 am yours. 
Or. To youl give my felf; for I am yours. ; 
Du. Se. lf there be truth in fight, you are my daughter. 
Or. If there be truth in fight, you are my R ofalind, 
Phe. lf fight and fhape be true, why then my Loveadieu. 
Rof. ’le have no Father, if you be nor he : 

Ple have no Husband, if you be not he: 

Nor ne’re wed woman, if you be not fhe; 
Hy, Peace hoa: I bar confufion ; 

Tis I muft make conclufion 

Of thele moft ftrange events: 

Here’s eight that muft take hands, 

To joyn in Hymens bands, 

If truth holds true contents, 

You and you no crofs fhall part 5 

You and you are heart in heart ; 

You to his Love muft accord, 

Or have a Woman to your Lord, 

You and you are fure together, 

As the Winter to foul weather : 

Whiles a Wedlock Hymn we fing, 

Feed your felves with queftioning: 

That reafon, wonder may diminifh 

How thus we met, and thete things finjth, 


Song. 


Wedding is great Yano’s crown, 

O hleffed bond of board and bed: 
*Tis Hymen peoples every toun, 
High wedlock then be honoured : 

Honour, high honour and renown 

To Hymen, God of every Town. 


Du. Set. O my dear Neece, welcome thou art to me, 
Even daughter, welcome, in no lefs degree. 

Phe. | will not eat my word, now thou art mine, 
Thy Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combine. 


Enter Second Brother: 


2, Bro Let me haveaudience for a word or two: 
[ am the fecond Son of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring thefe tidings to this‘fair Affembly. 
Duke Frederick hearing how that every day — 
Men of great worth reforted to this Forreft, 
Addrefta mighty power which were on foot 
In his own condu&, purpotely to take 
His brother here, and’put him to the fword : 
And to the skirts of this wild Waod he came ; 
Where meeting with an old religious man, 
After fome qui ftion with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world : 
His Crown bequeathing to his banifh’d Brother, 
And all their Lands reftor’d tohim again 
That were with him exil’d. This tobe true, 
I do engage my life. 

Du. Sen. Welcome,young.man: 
Thou offer’ft fairly to thy brother’s wedding ; 
To one his Lands with-held, and to the other 
A Landirfelf at large, apotent Dukedome. 
Firft, in this Forreft, let us do thofe ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot ; 
And after, every of this happy number 
That have endur’d fhrewd days and nights with US, 
Shall fhare the good of our returned Fortune ; 
According to the meafure of their ftatcs, 
Mean time, forget this new- fal’n dignity, 

Q2 And 


in a ene ee 


a. T be raming.of the Shrew. 


As weto trutt, they'l end in true delignts. at 
Rof. It is not the fafhion te fee ins Lay ams Epilogue.| 
WAY Ree > Meatures fall. but it is no more unhandiome t nan to tee the Lord the Hes 

wyith a ag’ ri es ; arene rightly, logue. If it be true, that good id ine needs no Bufh, *tis toye 
Fp tes it " a. religious. Life, | that a good Play necds no Epilogue. Yet to good Wine) 

pee " pba ades: & the pompous Court. they do ufe good Buthes ; anc good Plays prove the be 
" — Sa age by the help of good Epilogues. What a cate aml inthen, 
- ee a will I: out of thefe convertites that am neither a good Epilogue, nor cannot infinvate with 
; vi Bea = Sires pe heard-and learn’d: ‘youin the behalf of a good Play? Lam not furnift'd like 
vend ees Honour; i bequeath Beggar; therefore to beg wil not become me, My way 
etna ect and your vertue well deferves it: is to conjure you ; and Pie begin with the women, I cha 
petignipes 1 acelin true Faith doth merit 4 you (O women) for the love you beak 9 ells tolikess 
Youto your Land, and Love, and great Allies 5 much of this Play as pleales Xp: An 4 charge you (0 
You toa long and welladeferved bed 5 men ) for the love you bear to vipia n os perceive by y : 
And you to wranglisg 5 for thy loving Voyage fimpring, none of you hates them), that between yova 
1; but for two months viQuall’d + $0 to your pleafures 5 the women, the Play may pleafe. If 1 were a woman, 
a for other than for dancing meafures. would kifs as many of you. as had beards that pleas'd me, 
| ane ae Stay Faqucs , fay. complexious that lik’d me, and breaths that 1 deffd 
Ds. ps - ie paftime, I : what you would have, And I amfure, asmany as have good beards, or good face 
oat know at your abandon’d cave. Exit. | or {weet breaths, will for my kind offer, when 1 makecuty 
ie ic Broce fie, bid me farewel. Eval 


And fallinto our Ruftick Revelry: 
Pliy Muick, and you Brides and Bridegrooms all, 


! 


Da. Ses. Proceed, proceeds We will begin thefe rights, 


aming of the Shrew. 


ea EL ee 


Atlus Primus. Scena Prima. 


aman nanan 


Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my Lord; 

He cried upon it at the meeref lofs, 

And twice to day pick’d out the dulleftfent : 

Truf me, I take him for the better dog. 

, Lord. Thouart a Fool, if Eccho were as fleet, 

nbs Te-pheeze you in Faith, I would eftecm him worth a dozen fuch. 

€4. Hoff. Apair of Stocks, you Rogue.| But fup them well, and look unto them all, 

Beg. Vare.a baggage the Slées, are To morrow |intend to hunt again, 

no Rogues... Look in the Chronicles, Hun, 1. will, my Lord. e || 
we catae in with Kiehard Congqueroar : Lord. What’s here? one dead, or drunk ? See, doth) 
therefore Paucus pallabris , let the breathe ? ; | 
world flide: Seffa. 2. Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm’d. wil) 


Enter Beggar and Hoftels, Chriftophero Sly. 


Beggar. 


PF” Fae aegis eae SE Acca 


} 
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‘kindly. 


_ Hof. Youwillnot pay for the glaffes 
you have burt 2.0). ; 
Beg. No, not adeniere : go by S. Feronimy, go to thy cold 
bed, and warm thee." > 
Hoff.1 know my, Remedy5. 1 mnuft go fetch the Headbo- 


srough. 


Beg: Third, or fourth, or fife Borough, !’le anfwer him by 


> He not bude an inch, boys Let him come, and 
vein i cage ag é : Falls afleep: 


Wind horns. Enter aLord from:bunting, with bis trains 


Lo. Huntfinan, Lchatge thee tender well my hounds, 
rach Aferriman, the poor Gur is imboft, 


} And couple (Zawder'with the deep-mouth’d brach. 
1 Saw thou not; boys how Silver made it good 


At the hedg corner, in thecoldeft fault, 
1 would not lofethe cog for twenty: pound. 


Ale, this were a bed butcold to fleep fo foundly. 
Lord. O.monftrous beaft ! how like a Swine.he lies? 
Grim death, how foul and loathfom is thine image 7 
Sirs, I will praétife on this drunken. mans Sie 
What think you if he were convey’d to bed, 
Wrap’d in fweet cloaths : Rings put upon his 
A moft delicious banquet by his bed, SF 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes, “nis 
would not the Beggar then forget himfelf? a 
1. Hua, Believeme, Lord, Ithink he cannot chufe. Ve 


2. Hun. It would feem ftrange unto him when he wal’ 


Lord, Even as a flatv’ring dream, or worthlefs fancy, 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeft: iq 
Carry him gently to my.faireft Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton piétures : 

Balm his fou! head in warm diftilled waters, 4 
And burn fweet wood to make the Lodging fweets _ 
Procure me Mufick ready when he wakes, & 


| As he fhall think by our crue diligence 


The 1 ging of the Shrew. 


To make a dulcet and a Heavenly found; 
andif he chance to {peak, be ready ftraight 
( And with a low fubmiffive reverence ) 
Say, what isit your Honour will command ; 
Let one attend him witha filver Baton 
Full of Rofe-water, and beftrew’d with Flowers, 
Another bear the Ewer : the third a Diaper, 
And fay, will pleafe your Lord hip cool your hands ? 
Some one be ready with acofly fuit, 
And ask him what apparel he will wear : 
Another tell him of his hounds and horte, 
and that his Lady mourns at his difeafe, 
Perfwade him that he hath been Lunatick 5 
And whenhe fays heis, fay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty Lord : 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs; _ 
\ It will be paftime pafling excellent, 
(If it behusbanded with modefty. 
1. Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we will play our part, 


Heis nolefs than what we fay he is. 

Lord, Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his.cffice when he wakes. ; 
S ond Trumpets. 
Sirrah, go fee what Trumpet ’tis that founds , 

Belike fome noble Gentleman that means 
( Travelling fome journey) to repofe himfIfhere. 


Enter Servingman, 


How now ? (whois it ) 
Ser. Ant pleafe your honour, Playrs 
That offer fervice to your Lordfhip. 


Enter Players. 


Lord. Bid them come near: 
Now fellows, you are welcome, 
Pla. We thank your honour: 
Lor. Do youintend to flay with me tonight ? 
2. Pla. So pleale your Lordhhip to accept our duty. 
Lord. With ail my heart. ‘This fellow Lremember, 
Since once he plaid a Farmer’s eldeft fon, 
*T was where you woo’d the Gentlewoman fo well : 
I have forgot your name: bat fure that part 
Was aptly firted, and naturally performd 
Sim, 1 think ’twas Soto that your honour means. 
Lord. *Tis very true, thou cidt it excellent: 
Weil you are come to mein happy time, 
The rather for | have fome {port in hand, 
Wherein your cunning can affift me much. 
There is aLord will hcar you play to night : 
But I am doubtful of your modefties, 
Left over eying of his odd behaviour, 
(For yet his honour never heard a Play } 
You break into fome merry paffion, 
And fo offend him : for I tell vou firs, 
If you fhould fimile, he grows impatient. 
Pla. Fear notmy Lord, we can contain our felves, 
Were he the verieft antick in the world: 
Lord. Go firra, take them to the Buttery, 
And give them friendly welcome every one, 
Let them want nothing that my houfe affords. 


Exit one withthe Players, 
Sirra go you to Bartholmew my page, 
And tee him dreft in all fuits like a Lady: 


That done, conduc him to the Drunkards chamber, 
And call him Madam, do hini obsifance : 

Tell him from me (as he will win my love J 

He bear himfelf with hénourable a&ion 

Such as he hath obferv’dia noble Ladies 

Unto their Lords, by them accomplifhed, 

Such ducy to the Drunkard let him:do: 

With foit low tongue, and lowly courtely, 


: | Q 
et ana re 


Enter aloft the Drunkard with attendants, fome with apparel, 
Bafon and Ewer, and other appa:tenances, and Lord. 


a nee a 


And fay: What is’tyour Honour will command, 

Wherein your Lady, and your humble Wife, 

May fhew her duty, and make known hr love. 

And then with kind embracements , temp* ing kiffes, 

And withdeclining head into his bofome 

Bid him fhed tears, asbeing overjoyed 

To fee her noble Lord reflor’d to health, 

VVho for this feven years hath efteemed him 

No better than a poor and loathfom begger : 

And if the boy have not a womans gift 

To raina fhower of commanded tears, 

An Onion will do well for fuch a thift, 

VVhich in a Napkin (being clofe convey’J) 

Shall in defpight enforce a watry eye: 

See this difpatch’d with all the hatte thou canft, 

Anon [le give thee more inftructions. 
Exit a Servingman, 


I Know the boy will well ufurp the grace, 

Voice, gate, and adtion of a Gentlewoman. 

I long to hear him call the Drunkard, husbands 

And how my men will ftay themfelves from laughter, 
VVhen they do homage to this fimple peafant, 

Plein to counfel them: haply my pretence 

May well abate the over merry fpleen, 

VVhich otherwile would grow into extreams, 


Beg. For Gods fake a pot of fmall Ale. 

1. Ser, Wil’c pleafe your Lordfhip drink acup of fack ? 

2, Ser. Wil’t pleafe your Honour tafte of thefe Con- 

ferves ? 

3- Ser What raiment will your Honour wear today ? 

Beg. Lam Chriftophero Slie, cal} not me honour, nor 
Lordfhip: | ne’re drank fack in my life: and if you™ give 
me any Conferves, give me Conferves of Beef: ne’re ask 
me what raiment Pie wear, for I have-no- more Doubiets 
than Backs; no more Stockings than Leggs: nor no 
more Shooes thanFeet, nay fometimes more Fect than 
Shooes, or fuch Shooes as my Toes look through the over- 
leather. 

Lor, Heaven ceafe this idle humour in your Honour. 
Oh that a mighty man of fuch defcent, 

Of tuch peffi ffions, and fo high efteem, 
Should be infuted with fo foul a fpirit. 

Beg. What, would you makeme mad ? Am not I Chri- 
fophero She, old Shs fon of Burton-heath, by birth aPed- 
ler, by education aCard-maker, by tranfmutation a bear- 
herd, and now by pretent profeffion a Tinker. Ask JZar- 


fcore me up for the lyingit knave in Chriftendome. What I 
am not beftraught: here’s 
1, Afan. Ob this it is that makes your Lady mourn. | | 
2. Man. Oh this is it that makes your fervants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred fhuns your 
Choule, 


As beaten hence by your ftrange Lunacy. 

Oh Noble Lord, bethink thee of thy birth, 

Cali home thy ancient: thoughts from banifhmeat, 
And banifh hence the abjeét lowly dreams : 

Look how thy fervants do attend on thee, 

Eachin his office ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have Mufick ? Heark, Apollo plays, 
And twenty caged Nightingales do fing. 

Or wilt thou fleep ? We’l have thee to a Couch, 
Softer and {weeter than the luftful bed - 

On purpofe trimm’d up for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walk , we will beftrow the ground, 
Or wilt thou ride.? thy horfes fhall be trapp’d, 
Their harnefs fiudded all with Gold and Pearl. 

Doft thou love hawking? thouhaft Hawks -will foar 
Above the morning Lark. 


Mufick. 


Or wilt. thou hunt, 
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rian Flacket the fat Ale-wife of Wincot, if fhe know me | 
not: iffhe fay | am not xiv.d. on the fcore for theer Ale, 
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Thy Hounds.fhall make the Welkia anfwer them, 
And ferch {hrill ecchoes fcom the hollow earth. 
1. Man, Say thouwilt courfe, thy Grayhounds, are, as 
As breathed Stags: I, fleeter than the Roe. {walt 
2. M.Dok thou love pidtures ? we will fetch thee firaight 
Adonis paintediby-a running brook, - 
And Citherea all in fedges hid, 
Which feem to move, and wanton with her breath, | 
Even as the waving fedges play with wind. 
Lord. We'l thew thee Fo, as fhe was a maid, 
And how fhe was beguiled and furpriz’d, 
As lively painted, asthe deed was done. 
3. Man.Or Daphne roming through a thorny, wood, - 
| Scratching her Legs, that one thall.fwear fhe bleeds, 
And at that fight fhall fad Apollo weep, 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 
Lord: Thou arta Lord, and nothing buta Lord : 
Thou hafta Lady far more beautiful, 
Than any woman in this waining age. 
1. Man. And till the tears thar, fhe hath fhed. for thee, 
Like envious floods,,o’rerun her lovely face, 
She was the faireft creature in, the world, 
And yet fhe isinferior to none. 
Beg. Atala Lord, and have f {uch a Lady ? 
Or do I dream ? or have Ldream’d till now ? 
do not fleep : I fee, I hear, [fpeak : 
I fmell (weet favours, and I feel foft things: 
Upon ray life lam a Lordindeed, 
And not a Tinker, nor Chriflophero Slie. 
Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight, 
And once again a pot o°cn’ fmalleft Ale. 
>. Man, Witt pleafe your Mightinels to wall» your 
hands? 
Oh how we joy to fee your wits reftor’d, 
Oh that: once more you knew but, what you ate : 
Thefe fifteen years you have. been in a.dream, 
Or when you wak'd, fo wak’d asif, you flept. 
_ Beg. Thefe fifteen years, by my fay, a goodly naps 
But did I never {peak of all that time ? 
1, Mast, Oh yes, my Lord, butvery idle words, 
For the you Jay hege in this goodly chamber, 
Yer would you fay, ye were beaten out of door, 
And rail upon the Hoftels of the houle, 
Andfay you would prefent her at the Leet, 
| Becaule fhe brought Srone jogs, and no, feai’d quarts : 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacker. 
Beg. 1, the womans maid of the houle. 
| 3, Ata. Why Gir, you know 80 houle, ner no fach.maid, 
i Norne fuchmenas youhave reckon’d up, 
As Stephen. Slie, and old Fob Naps of Greece, 
and Peter Turph, and, Henry Pimpernell, 
And twenty more fuch names and men as thele, 
which never were, nor no man ¢ver faw. 
Beg. Now Lord be thanked formy, good amends. 
Ali. Amen. 


Ty 


Enter Lady. with eAttendants, 


j thank thee, thou fhalt not fofe by it. 
| How fares my noble Lord ? 
for here is cheer enough. 


Beg. 
Lady 
Beg. Marry 1 fare wel, 
Whereis my Wife ? 
La, Pere noble Lord, what is thy will with her ? 
Beg. Ase you my Wife, and will not call me Husband ? 
| My sien fhouldeall me Lord, Jam your good man, 
| Za, My Husband and my Lord; my Lord-and Husband, 
jam your Wife in all obedience. 
Beg. i know it well, whatmuft Icall her ? 
Lord; Madam. 
Beg. Alce Madam, ot Fone Madam ? 
Lord. Madam, and nothing cife, fo Lotds call Ladies: 
Bee. Madam wife, they fay thatJ have dreamd, 
And ape about fome fifteen year and more. 
«Lady, f, and the time feems thirty untome, 


Tbe i aming 


Being all this time abandon’d from your bed, 
Beg. “Lis much, fervants leave me and her alone: 
Madam undrefs you, and come now to bed. 
La. Thrice noble Lord, let me entreat of you 
To pardon me yet for anight oF two > 
Or if not fo, untilthe San be fet. 
For your phyficians have expre fly charg’d, 
In peril to.incur. your former malady 
That I fhould yet abfent me from your bed 5 ¥ 
I hope this reaion flands for my excufe. a 
Beg. I, it ftands fo that I may hardly tarry. folong 5 | | 
But I would be loth: to fall, into my dreams again: 1 will} 
therefore tarry in defpight of the fieth andthe blood, ~~ 


Enter a Mellenger. 


Mef. Your honours Players hearing your amendment, 

Are come to play a pleafant Comedy, 

For fo your Do@ors.hold it very, mect, 

Seeing too much fadnefs hath congeal’d your blood, 

And melancholly is the Nurfe of frenzy, 

Therefore they, thought it good you hear.a Play, 

And frame your mind to. mirth and merriment, 

Which bars a thoufand harms, and lengthens life. =| 
Beg. Marry 1 will, let them. plays is it not a Comonm| 

ty, 2 Chriftmas gambold, or a tumbling trick ? Hh 
Lady. No.my good Lord, it is more pleafing ftuff, 
Beg. What, houfholdftuff ? es 
Lady. \t is akind of hiftory. 
Beg. Well, we'l fee’t : 

Come Madam Wife, fit by my fide, 

And let the world flip, we fhall ne’re be younger: 


Flourifs. Enter Lucentio, and bis man Tranio. 


Lue. Tranio, fince forthe great defire Thad 
To fee fair Padua, nurfery of Arts, 
[ am arriv’d for fruitful Lembardy, 
The pleafant garden of great Jealy, 
And by my fathers love and leave am arm’d 
With his. goed will, and thy. good company. 
My trufty fervant well approv’din all, 
Here let us breathe, and happly. inftitute 
A courfe of Learning, and ingenious ftudies. 
Pifa renowned for grave Citizens 
Gave me my being, and my father firft 
A Merchant of great Traffick through the world: 
Vincentio’s come of the Bentsvolit, 
Vincentio’s fon, brought up in Florence, 
It fhall become to ferve all hopes conceiv'd 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds 
And therefore Tranio, for the time I Rudy, 
Virtve and that part of Philofophy 
willlapply, that treats of happinefs, 
By virtue {pecially to be atchiew’d. 
Tell me thy mind, for 1 have Pija left, 
And am to Padwavome, ashe that leaves 
A thallow plafb, to plunge him inthe deep, 
And with fatiety feeks to quench his thirf, 
Tra. Me Pardonato,; gent\e mafter mine, 
Lam ina'l affe&ted as your felf, 
Glad that you thus continue your refolve, 
To fuck the {weets of {weet Philofophy. 
Only (good mafter )while we do admixe 
This virtue, and this moral difcipline, 
Let’s be no Stoicks, nor no ftocks I pray 5 - 
Or fo devote to e4riftotles checks, 
As Ovid be an outcaft quite abjur’d ¢ 
Balk Logick with acquaintance that you have, 
And praétice Rhetorick in your common talk, 
Mufick and Poefy ufetoquickenyou, » 
The Mathematicks, and che Metaphyficks, 
Fall to them as your flomack ferves you - 
No profit grows, where is no pleafure tape 


ae 
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In brief fir, Rudy what you moft affed. 
Luc. Granercies Tranio, well dot thou advile, 
If Biondella chou wert come athore, 
Wecould at onc: put us in readinefs, 
And take a lodging fic to entertain 
Such friends (as time) in Padua thall beget. 
But ftay a while, what company is this ? 
Tra. Matter fome fhew to welcome usto Town. 
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Bianca, Gremia.a Pastalown, Hortenfio a Switor 
to Bianca, Lucen. Tranio, ftand by. 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farthe, 
For how I firmly amrefolv’d you know : 
That is, not to beftow my youngeft daughter, 


| ' Before Lhave a husband for the elder : 
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ih 


| And what to leave ? Ha. 


If either of you both love Katherina, 
Becaule | knew you well, and love you well; 
Leave fhall you have to court her at your pleafure: 
Gre. Tocarther rather. She’stoo rouga forme, 
There, there Hortentio, will you any Wife ? 
Kat. | pray you fir, is it your will 
Tomake a fale of me amongft thofe mates? 
Hor. Mates maid, how mean you that ? 
No mates for you, 
Unlefs you were of gentler milder mould. 
Kat. Pfaith fir, you fhall never need to.fear, 
I wis it isnot half way to her heart : 
But if it were, doubt not, her care fhallbe, 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg’d ftool , 
And paint your face, and ufe you like a fool. 
Hor. From ajl {uch Devils, good Lord, deliver us, 
Gre. And me too, good Lord. 
Tra. Huth’d matter, here’s fome good paftime toward, 
That’ wench is flark mad, or wonderful froward. 
Luc. But in the others filence do | fee, 
Maids mild behaviour and fobriety. 
Peace Tranio, 
Tra. Well faid Mafter, mum, and-gaze your fill, 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may foon make gaod 
What I have faid, Bianca get you in, 
Andletic not difpleafe thee, good Béanca, 
For I willlove thee ne’re thelefs my girl. 
Kat. Apretty peat, it is bet put finger in the eye, 
and fhe knew why. 
Bien, Sifter content you in my difcontent. 
Sir, to your pleature humbly | fubteribe : 
My books and inftruments fhall be my company, 
Oa them ro look and praétice by my telf. 
Lue. Heark Tranio,thou.maift hear Minerva {peaks 
Hor. Signior Baptita, will you be fo ftrange, 
Sorry am I that our good will effects 
Bianca’s gricf 
Gre. Why will you mew her up 
( Signior Baptifta ) for this fiend of hell, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 
Bap. Gentlemencontent ye: Lam refolw’d : 
Go in Bianca. 
And for | know fhe taketh mof delight 
In Mufick, loftruments, and Peetry, 
School-mafters will f- keep within my houfe, 
Fit to inftruct her youth. If you Hortentio, 
Or fignior Grews0 You know any fuch, 
Prefer them hither , for to cunning men, 
I will be very kind and liberal, 
To mine own children, in good bringing up, 
And fo farewel : Karberina you may ftay, 
For { have more to commune with Bianca. 
Kat. Why, andl truft | may go too, may I not ? 
What fhall | beappointed hours. as tho 
(Belike.) I knew not what to take, 


Exit. 
Gre. You may go to the devils dam : your gif.s are fo 


Exit. 
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good, here is none will hold you : our love is not fo ¢ 
Hortentio , but wemay biow our nails together, anc 
it fairly out. Ourcake’s dow on both fides, Farewel 
yet for the love I-bear my {weet Bianca, if 1 cen by 
means light ona fir man te. teach her that wherein fhe ce- 
lights, I will with him toher father. 

Hor, So will 1 Signior Gremio: but a word! 
the nature of our quarrel yet never broo cd par 
now Upon advice, ir toucheth us both 5 that we 
fair, Mifisefs, and be hap 
rivals in Bianca’s love, colabour and eficét one thing tpe- 
cially. A 

Gre, What’s that I pray ° 

Hor. Marry fit, to geta kusband for herfitter. 

Gré._A husband ; a Devil. 

Hor, 1 fay a husband, 

Gre, Ifay a devil: Thiok’sthou, Hortentio, thoughh 
father be very rich any mans fo. very. a fool to be matri 
to hell: 2 
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take her with all her faults, and money enough. 
Gre Icannot-+tell., but 1 had. as lief take her dowry 
with this condition , to-be whipt.at the high crofs every 


morning. 
Faith fas you fay.) there’s {mall choice in rotten 
i 


bar in law. makes us friends, i 
e fo forth friendly. maintain’d, till by h 
s eldeft daughter to,a husband, we fet.his you 
for a husband, and then have to’t afrefh: Sweet Bianca, 
happy man be hisdole ; he that runs faftcf gets the Ring ; 

How fay you Signior Gremio? 

Grem. | amagreed, and would I had given him the beft 
horfein Pydua to begin his wooing that would throughly 
woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid. the houfe of her. 
Come on. 
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Exeuntambo, Manet Tranio and Lucencio 
T:a. ¥ pray fir tell me, is it poflible 
That love thonid on afudden take fuch bold ? 
Luc, Oh Tranio, till I fund it te be true, 
[ never thoughtit poflible or likely. 
But fee, while idly } fleod looking on, 
[ found che eff: of Love inidlencls 
And now in plainnefs toconfefs to thee 
That art to meas feceet and as dear 
As Anna tothe Queen.of Carthage was : 
Travis \ burn, | pine, J perith Tranio, 
lf Latchieve not this young modeft girl : 
Counfel me Tranio, for1. knew thou cant ; 
Affut me Tramio, for I know thou wilt. 
Tra. Matter, it is no time to chide you now. 
Affe &ion is not rated from the hearts : 
\f love touch’d you, nought remains but fo, 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 
Lue, GramercicsLed : go forward, this contents, 
The reft will comfort, for thy counfel’s found. 
Tra. Mafter, you-look’d fo longly on the Mad 
Perhaps you maried not what’s the pithof all. 
Luc. O yes, ifaw {weet beauty in her fece 
Suchas the daughter of e#gexer had, 
That made great ove to humible-him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kif the Cretan ftrand. 
Tra. Saw youno more ? mark’d you not how her Gfter 
Began te fceld, and raife up fuch a form, 
That morta! ears mighthardly endure the din P 
Luc. Tranio, \ faw her corallips to meve: 
And with her breath fhe did prefume the air, 
Sacred and{weet was alll taw inher, 
Tra. Nay, then’tis time to ftir him from his trance : 
I pray awake firs if you love the Maid. 
Bend thoughts and wits to atchieyeher. Fhus it ands: 
Her eldeft fitter is fo curft-and fhrevrd, : 
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Matter, your love mu live'a maid at home, 
nd therefure has he clofely mew’d her up, 
Beeau'e fhe will cot be annoy’d with luiters. 

Luc. An Tranio, what’a cruel Fathers he ? 
Bat art thou not advis’d, he took tome care 
Te get her cunning School-mafters to inftrué her! 
dra. Y marry am | fir, and sow tis plotted. 
Lue. \ have it Tranio. 
Tra. Matter, for my hand, 


I 
that au the father rid tis hands of her, 
NI 
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i Lue. Yell me thine firft. 


Jia. You will be fcheol-mafter, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That’s your device. 
Lue. It is: May it be done ? 
| Tra, Not poffible: for who thal! bear your, part, 
4nd be in Padua here Vincentio’s fon, 
Keep houfe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Vilit his Countreyman, and banquet them 
Luc. Bafta, content thee : for Ihave it full, 
We have not yet been feenin any houle, 
| Nor can we be diftinguifh’d by our faces, 
For man or mafter: then it follows thus5 
Thou fhalt be matter, Zranio in my fed : 
Krep houfe, and port, and fervants, as I fhould, 
| will fome other be, fome Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan,or meaner man of Pifa. 
>Tishatch’d, and (hall be fo 5 Trento at once 
Uncafe thee : take my cofour’d hat and cloak, 
When Biondelo comes, he waits on thee, 
| Bur | will charm him firft to keep his tongue. 
Tra. So had you need: 
In brief Sir, fich it your pleafure is, 
And {am tied to be obedient, 
For fo your father charg’d me at our parting : 
Be ferviceable tomy fon (quoth he ) 
Altho I think twas in another fence, 
i em content to be Lucentio, 
Becanfe fo well L love Lucenteo. 
Luc. Tranio be fo, becaule Lucentio loves, 
And let me bea flave, Vatchieve that maid, 
w hole fudden fight hath thral’d my wounded eye. 


| 


Eater Biondello, 


Here comes the rogue. . Sirra, where have you been ? 

Rion. Where have [been ? Nay, how now, where are 
you? Matter, has my fellow Zi anio ftol’a your clothes ; 
or you ftol’n his or both ? Pray what’s thenews ? 

Lue. Sirra, come hither, ’risno time to jeft. 

1 And therefore frame your maaners to the time. 
Your fellow Traniohere to fave my life, 
Puts my apparel and my count’nance on, 
And I for my-efcape have put on his - 
For ina quarrel fince J came afhore, 
I kil’daman, and fear | am delcried : 
Wait you on him, 1 charge you, as becomes ¢ 
While] make way from hence co fave my life : 
You underftand me ? 

Bion. (fir, ne’re a whit: 

Luc. And not ajotof Trani 
Tranioischang’d into Lucentio, 

Bien. The beter for him, would I were fo (00. 

Tra. So would |, “faith boy, to have the next with af- 
ter, that Lucentio indeed had Baptifta’s youngeft daughter. 
Bur Grea, nor for my fake, but your maflers, Ladvife you 

ute your manners difcreetly io all kind of companies : 
Whenl am alone,why then I am Franio: but inall places 
effe, your Matter Lucentio, 

Tue. Tranio\et’s go: 

One thing more tefts, that thy felf execute, 
To wake one mong thefe wooers: if thou ask me why, 
Sufaceth my reafons are both good and weighty, 


in your mouth, 
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| And could not get him for my heart to doit. _ 
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The Prefenters above {peak, 


1. Man. My Lord you noc, you co nce mind the 
slay 
peey. 


Reg. Yes by Saint dng dol, a good matter furedy; 


Oo 
Comes there any more of it? 
Lad. My Lord’ tis but begu. 


| Beg. ?Tis a very excellent piece 0 
| Lady : would’: were done. 
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f work, Madam 
They fis and mark) 


Enter Petruchio, avd bis man Gromio, 


Pet. Verona for awhile I take my leave, 
To fee my friends in Padma 5 butot all 
My belt beloved and approved friend 
Hortentio, and | trow this is the houfe z 
Here firra Grumio, knock { fay. 

Gru. Knock fir 2 whom fhould [knock ? 1s there any 
man has rebus"d your worthip ? 

Pet. Villian Ufay, knock me here foundly. 

Gru. Knock you here fic ? Why fir, what ami fits 
That I fhouldknoek you here fir ? 

Pet. Villian | fay knock me at this gate, 

And rap me well,or l’le knock your knaves pate. 

Gru. My Matter is grown quasrellome - 
{fhould knock you fri, 

And then I know after, who comes by the wo.ft. 

Pee. Willit not be ? wh 
Faith firra, and you'll not knock, Viering it, | 
le try how you can Sol, Fa, and fing it. 

He vings bins by the Ears 
. Gre. Help miftris help, my maft-r is mad. . 
Pet, Now knock when [bid you: firra villain. 


Enier Hertentio. 


Hor, How now what’s the matter 2 My old frieait 
Grumie, and my good friend Petruchio ? How do you all 
at Verona ? 

Pet, Signior Hortentio, some you to part the fray ? 
Contutti le cove bene trovatto, may | fay. 

Hor, eAllanofira cafaben venuto multo bomorato figuie 
mio Petruchio. i 
Rife Grumio, we will compound this quarrel. 7 

Gru. Nay ’tisno matter fir, what heleges in Lating. i! 
this be not a lawful cauls for me to leave his fervice, lool) | 
you fir: He bid me knock him, and rap him foundly Gf 
Well, was it fic fora fervant to ufe his mafter fo, being} | 
perhaps ( for ought [fee ) two and thirty, a peep outs) | 
Whom would to God 1 had well knock’t at Grit, them hal 
not Grumio come by the worft. | 

Pet. A fencele(s villain : good Hortentio, 
I bad the rafcal knock upon your gate, 
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Gru. Knock at the gate.? O heavens: {peak you not} 
thefe words plain? Sirra,; Koock me here> rap me here: 
knock me well, and knock me foundly? And come 
now with knocking atthe gate ? 4 

Pie. Sirca, be gon, or talk not I advife you, 

Hor. Petruchio patience, | am Grumio’s pledg : 
Why this a heavy chance*twixt him and you, 
Your ancient trafty pleafant dervant Gramio 4 are 
And till me now ({weer friend ). what happy gale © 
Blows you to Padva here, from old Merona? iy: 

Pee. Such wind as {catters yoga ren the world, 
To feek their Fortunes farther chan at home, it 
Where fmall experience grows bt in a few, be 
Signior Hortentio, chusit fands with mis, 
eAntonio my father isdecealt, 
And I have thrnft my feif into this maze, 
Happily to wive and thrive, as deft I may : 
Crowns inty purfe | have, and goods at home, 
And fo amcome abroad to fee the world. 

Hor, Petruchio, thall L then come roundly to 
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And with thee toa threw’d il!-‘avour’d wile? | 
Thou’dft thank me but a little for my couniel : 
And yet Vle promife thee fhe fhall be rich, 
And very rich: but th’art too much my friend, 
And Ple not with thee to her. 
Pet. Signior Hortentio, *cwixt fuch friends as we, 
Few words fuffice : and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio’s wile : 
( As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance ) 
Be theas foul as was Florentius Love, 
As old as Sibel, as curft and fhrew’d 
As Socrates Zantippe, or a worle : 
She moves me not, or not removes at leaft 
Affeétions edge in time. Were fhe as rough 
As are the fwelliag Adriatick feas. 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua: 
If wealthily, chen happily in Padua. 
Gru. Nay look you fir, he tells you flatly what his 
mindis: why give him Gold enough, and marry him toa 
Puppet or an Aglet baby, or an old trot with ne’re a tooth 
in her head, tho fhe have as many difeafes as two and fifty 
horfes. Why nothing comes amife, fo money comes with- 
all. 
Hor. Petruchio, fince we ate ftept thus far in, 
[ will continue rhat I broach’d in jcft, 
I can Petruchio help thee to a wife 
With wealthenough, and youug and beautious, 
Brovght up as bet becomes a Gentlewoman. 
Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 
Is, that fhe is intolerable curft, 
And fhrew’d, and froward, fo beyond all meafure, 
That were my ftate far worfer than it is, 
I would not wed her for amine of Gold. 
Pet, Hortentio peace: thou knowft not golds effect, 
Tell me her fathers name, and’tis enough : 
For I will boord her, tho fhe chide as loud 
Asthunder, when the clouds in Au:umn crack. 
Hor. Her father is Baptiffa Mixola, 
Anaflable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her name is Katherina Minola, 
Renown’d in Pada for her fcolding tongue. 
Pet. 1 know her Father, tho [ know not her, 
And he knew my deceafed Father well: 
I will not flecp Hortenjiotill fee ber, 
And therefore lec me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firft encounter, 
Unlefs you will accompany me thither. 
Gru. 1 pray you fir let bim go while the humour lfafts. 
A my word and fhe knew him as well-as I do, fhe would 
think feolding would do little good upon him. She may 
perhaps call him, half a fcore Kayes, or fo: Why that’s 
nothing ; and he begin once, he’l rail in his rope tricks. 
Tle tell you what fir, and fhe ftand him buta little, he will 
throw a figure in her face, and fo disfigure her with it, 
that fhe fhail have no more eyes to fee withal than a Cat: 
you know him not fir. 
Hor. Tarry Petruchio, | muft go with thee, 
Por in Baptifia’s keep my treafure is : 
He hath the Jewel of my life in hold, 
His youngeft daughter, beautiful Beanc 7, 
And her with-holds he from me. Other more 
Sutors to her, and rivals inmy Love : 
Suppoling it.a thing impofhible, 
For thofe defeéts 1 have before rehearft, 
That ever Katherineiwill be woo'd : 
Therefore this order hath Baptifta sane, 
That none fhall have accefs unto Bianca, 
Till Katherine the Curtt have got a husband. 
Gru. Katherine the curt, 
A title for a maid, of all titles the wort. 
Hor. Now‘thall my friend Peiruehio do me grace, 
And offer me difguis’d in fober robes, 
To old Baptifia.as afchool-mafter. 
Well feen in Mufick to inftru& Byarcay 
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Thatfolmay by thiscevice ar teat 
fave leave and leifure to make love to het; 


Andunfafpeéted court het’ by her‘telf. 


Exter Gremio and Lucentio difguifed., 


Gru. Herc’sno knavery. See, to beguile the old «folks | 
how the young folks !ay their heads together. | ;Mafter 
mafter, look about you: Who goes there?’ ha. 

Hor, Peace Grumio, it is the Rival of my. Love 
Petruchio Rand-by a while. 

Gra. A proper ftripling, and an amorous: 

Gre, O.very well, [have perus’d the note. 

Hark you fir, Ple have them very fairly bound; 

All books‘of Love, fee that at any hand, 

And fee you read no other Leétures to her : 

You underftand me, over and befide 

Signior Baptsfta’s Liberality, 

Pie mend it with a Largefs. Take your paper too, 
And let me have them very well perfum’d, 

For fheis f{weeter than perfume it felf 

To whom they go to : what will you read to her ? 

Luc. What ere] readtoher, Vie plead for you, 
As for my Patron, ftand you fo affured’s : 
As firmly as your felf were fill in place, 

Yea and perhaps with more {uccefsful words 
Than you 5 uniefs you were a {cholar, fir. 

Gre, Oh this learning, what a thing it is. 

Gru. Oh this Woodcock, what'an afsitis. 

Pet. Peace firra. 

Hor, Gru, mum: God fave you fignior Gremis. 

Gre. And you arewell met, Signior Hortentio. 
Trow you whither l am soing ? To Baptife Aiinolé, 
I promis’d to enquire carefully ; 
About a School-mafter for the fair Bzanca, 

And by good fortune I have lighted well 
Onthis yonng man: For learning and behaviour 
Fit for her turn, well read in Poetry 

And other books, soed ones, | warrant ye. 

Hor, °Tis well 5 and I have met a Gentleman 

Hath promis’ me to help one ro another, 
A fine Mufitian to inftrn& our Miftrets, 
So fhall 1 no whit be behind is duty 

To fair Bianca fo belov'd of me. 

Gre. Beloved of me, and that my deeds fhall prove. 

Gre. And that his bags thal! prove. : 

Hor, Gremio, tis ncwno tine to vent our love. 
Liften to me, and if you fpeak me fair, 

V’le tell you news indifferent good for-either, 
Here is a Gentleman whom by chance! met 
Upon agreement from us to his liking, 

Will undertake to woo curft Katharine, 

Yea and’to marry her, if her*dowry pleafe. 

Gre. So faid, fodone , is weil 
Hortentio, have you told him all her faults ? 

Pet, | know fhe is anirkfome brawling feold 5 
If that be all, Mafters, 1 hear no harm. 3 

Gre. No, fayeft me fo, friend ? What Countreyman ? 

Pet. Born in Verona, old Batenio’s fon 5 
My Father dead, my fortune lives for me, 

And Ido hope, good days and tong, to fee. 
2 i o 

Gre. Ohfir, fuch alife with fucha wife were ftrance - 
But if youthave a ftomach, to’ra Gods name Lee 

. 4 3 
You fhall have me affifting you in all, 
But will you wooe this Wild-cat 2 
Pet; Will I live 2 
Gru. Will he wooeher ? [,or Pe hang her. 
__ Pet. Why cameT hirher, but to that intent ? 
Think you alittle din ¢an daunt mine ears? 
Havel notin my time heard Lions roar 2? * 
Have Tnot heard the fea, puft up with winds, 
Rage like amaasty Boar, chafed with {weat ? 
Havel not Iueard great Ordnance in the field ? 
And Heavens Artillery thonder in rhe skies ? 
Have 
siabtemcatniara rere ew ees Sas 
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Have [not in a pitched battel heard You muft as we do, gratifie this Gentleman 
Load Larums, neighing fteeds, and trumpets clangue ? To whom we all reft generally beholding. 

And do you tell me of a womans tongue ? Tra. Sir, 1 fhall not be flack, in fign whereof, 
That gives fot half fo great a blew to hear, Pleafe ye we may conttive this afternoon, 

As wilia Chefsnut in a Farmers fire. And quaft carowles to our Miftrefs health, 
Tuth, tufh, fear boys with bugs. And do as adverfaries do in law, 

Gru. For he fears none. Strive mightily, but eat and érink as friends. “i 
Gre. Hortextio bak : Gru. Bion. O excellent motion: fellows let’s be gene } 
This Gentleman is happily arriv’d, Hor. The motions good indeed, and beitfo, hs 

My mind prefumes for his own good, and yours. Petruchio, \fhall be your Ben venwro, 
Hor. \promis’d we would be Contribucors, 
Aud bear his charge of wooing whatfogver. Enter Katharina aad Bianca. 
Gre. And fo we will, provided that he win her, 
Gra. | would I were as fure of a good dinner. Bian. Good fifter wrong menot, nor wrong your felf 
Mee To make a bondmaid and a flave of mes ii 
Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. That | difdain: but for rhefe other goods, | 
| Unbind my hands, V’le pull them off my felf, 
Tra. Gentlemea God fave you. If Imay be bold, Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat, 
Tell me 1 befeech you, which is the readieft way Or what you will command me willl do ; 
To the houfe of Signior Baptifta Minola ? So welll know my duty to my elders. 
Pio, He that has the two fair daughters: ist he you Kat. Of allthy fuiters here I charge thee tefl 
mean? Whom thou lov’ft beft : tee thou diff.mble nor. 
Tra, Even he Biondells. Bian. Believe me fifter, of zl! the men alive, 
Gre. Hark you fir, you mean not her to-——— I never yet beheld that fpecial face, 
Tra. Perhaps himand her what have you to do 2 Which I could fancy more than any other. 
Pet, Not her thatchides fir, at any hand I pray. Kat. Minion thou. lyeft, is it not Hortentio ? 
Tra, Love no chiders fir: Biondello, \et’s away. Bian, If you aficét him fitter, here! {wear 
Luc. Well begun Tranto: Pie plead for you my felf, but you fhall have him 
Hor. Sir, a wordere you go: Kat. Oh then belike you fancy riches more, 
Are you aSuitor to the Maid you talk of, yea or no ? You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 
Tra. And if 1 be, Sir, isit any offence ? Bian, Is it for himyou envy me fo? 
Gre, No: if without more words you will get you hence, | Nay then you jeft, and now! well perceive 
Tra, Why fir,1 pray, are not the ftreets as ftee You have but jefted with me all this while 5 
For me, as for you? I prethee fitter Kate, urtie my hands, i 
Gre. But fo is not fhe. Kat. If that be jeft, then all the reft was fo, Strikes bee) 


Tra. For what reafon I befeech you. 
Gre. For this reafonif you'l know, Enter Baptifta, 

That the’s the choice love of Signior Gremio. : : 
Her. That fhe’s the chofen of Signior Hortentia. Bap. Why how now Dims, whence “grows thie a 7 
Tra. Softly my Mafters : If you be Gentlemen, lence ? Tae 
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Do me this right: hear mewithpatience. _, Bianca Ktand afide, poor girl fhe weeps: 
Baptifte is a noble Gentleman, Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her. 
To whom my Father is not all unknown, For fhame thou Hilding of a devilith ipirir, | 
And were his daughter fairer than fhe is, Why doeft thou wrong her, that did ne’re wrong th ee, | 
She may more futors have, and me for one, When did the crofs thee with a bitter word ? oS 
Fair Ledaes daughter had a thoufand wooers, Kat. Her filence flouts me, and I'le be reveng’d, i 


Then well may one more fair, Bianca have, Flies after Bianca 
And fo fhe fhall. . Lucentio fhall make one, Bap. What in my fight ? Bianca get thee in. ~ ~~ Exit q 
Tho Paris came, in hope to {peed alone. Kat. What will younot fiffermée: Ney Hee a 

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all. She is your freafure, fhe muft have a husband, | 

Lu. Sir, give himhead, [know he’l provea Jade. ] muft dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 

Pet, Hortentio,to what end are all thefe words? And for your love to her lead apes in hell; 

Hor. Sir, let me be fo bold, as to ask you, Talk not to me , I will go fit and weep, 

Did you yet ever fee Baptifta’s daughter ? Till Ican find occafion of revenge, _ 

Tra. No fir, but hear ldo that he hath two: Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus griev'd ast ? 
‘The one as famousfor a fcolding tongue,. But who comes here ? i 
Asis the other for beauteous modefty- «aa 

Pee, Sir, fir, the firft’sfor me, let her go by. Enter Gremio, Lucentio, inthe habit of a mean man, pal 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules, truchio with Tranio, with bis boy bearing a Law rae 
And let it be more than Alsides twelve. Books. 

Pet. Sit, under ftand you this of me ( infooth ) | : 

The youngeft daughter, whom you hearken for, Gre. Good morrow neighbour Baptifta, a 
Her father keeps from all accefs of fuitors, Bap. Good morrow neighbour Gremio: God fave y al 
And will not promife her to any Man) aenknes 4 
Until the elder filtcr firft be weds et. And you good fir: pray have’ , 
The younger then is free, and not before. . © call’d Katherina, fir and yee > gaskets pithy i 

Tra. Xf itbefo fir, that you are the man Bap. | have a daughter fir, cali’d Katherina tte: 
Muft fteed us all, and me amongft the reft: Gre, Youare too blunt, goto it orderly . Te 
And if you break theice, and do this feek, Per. You wrong me figniot Gremio give deve 
Atchieve the elder : fet the younger (ree, lam a Gentleman of Verona fir, : 

For our accels, whofe hap fhall be to have her, That hearing of her beauty and her wit 
Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate. Her affabiliey and bafhful modefty ; 

Hor, Sir you fay well, and well you doconceive, Her wondrous qualities, and inild behavioues 

And fince you do profels to bea futor, Am bold to thew my felf a forward gueft P 


> 
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Within your houle, to m-ke mine eye the witnels 
Of that report, whichI {to oft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainment, 
I doprefent you with a man of mine 
Cunning in Mufick, and the Mathematics, 
To inftru& her fully in thole fciences, 
Whereof I know fhe is not ignorant : 
Accept of him, or elle you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, born in A¢antua. 
Bap. Y’are welcome fir, and he for your good fake. 
But for my daughter K atherina, this! know, 
She isnot for your turn, the more’s my grief, 
Pet: [fee you do not meanto part with her. 
Or elfe you like not of my company. 
Bap. Mittake me not, | {peak but what I find, 
Whence are you fir? What may I call your name. 
Pet. Petruchio is my name, Antonie’s fon, 
: A man well known throughout all Jealy. 
Bap. 1 know him well : you are welcome for his fake. 
Gre, Saving your tale Petruchso, | pray let us that are 
poor petitioners fpeak too ? Baccare, you are marvailous 
forward. 
Pet. Oh, Pardon me fignior Gremie, 1 would fain be do- 
ing. 
a I doubt it not fir. But you will curfe 
Your wooing neighbours : this is a gift 
Very grateful, I am fure of it, to exprefs 
Thelike kindnefs my felf, that have been 
More kindly beholding to you than any : 
Free leave give unto this young Scholar, that Hath 
Been long ftudying at Khemes, as cunning 
In Greek, Lacine, and other Languages, 
As the other in Mutick and Mathematicks : 
His name is Cambio: pray accept his fervice. 
Bap. Athouiand thanks fignior Gremio: 
Welcome good Cambio. But gentle fir, 
Methinks you walk hike a ftranger, 
May [ be to bold, to know thecaufe of your coming ? 
Trs. Pardon me, fir, the bolancfs is mine own, 
That being a ftranger in this City here, 
Do make my felf aluiror to your Daughter, 
Unto Bianca, fa and vertuous: 
Nor is your firm refolve unknown to me, 
In the preferment of the eldeft fiter, 
This liberty is all that I requeft, 
That upon knowledg of my parentage, 
I may have weleome ’morg ft the reft that woo, 
And freeaccefs and favour as thie reft. 
} Aad toward the education of your Diugiters, 
I here beftow a fimple inftrumear, 
And this {mall packet of Greek and Latine books, 
If you accept them, then their worthis great: 
Bap. Lucentio is your name: of whence [ pray. 
Tra. Of Pi/a fir, fon to Vincentio. 
Bap, A mighty man of Ps/a by report, 
Lknow him well: you are very welcome fir : 
Take you the Lute, and you the fet of books, 
You tsall go {ce your pupils prefently, 
Holla, within. 


Enter a Servant, 


Sirra, lead thefe Gentlemen 
Tomy two Daughters, and then tell them both 
Thefe are their Tutors, bid them ufe them well, 
We will go walk alittle in the Orchard, 
And then to dinner: you are paffing welcome, 
And fo J pray you allto think your felves. 

Pet. Signior Baprifta, my bufinefs asketh hafte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo, 
You know my Father well, ani in him me, 
Left foly heir to allhis Lands and Goods, 
Which | have bettered rather then decreatt, 
Then tell me, if I get your Daughierslove, 
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What dowry fhail I have with her to wife. 
Bap. After my death, the one half of my Lands, 
And in poff.ffion twenty thoufand Crowns. 
Pet. And for that dowry, Ile affure her of 
Her widow-h ood, be it that fhe furvive me, 
In all my Lands and Leafes whatfoever, 
Let (pecialities be thereforedrawn betweenus, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 
Bap. 1, whenthe f{pecia\ thing is well obtain’d, 
That is, her love: for that is allin all. “ 
Pet, Why that is nothing : for tell you Father, 
I am as peremptory as fhe proud minded: 
And where two raging fires meet together _ 
They do confume the thing that feeds their fury- 
Tho little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extream gufts will blow out fire and all : 
So Ito her, and fo fhe yiclds to me, 
For }am rough, and woo nothke a babe. 
Bap. Well maiftthou woo, and happy be thy fpeed: 
But be thou arm’d for fome unhapy words. 
Pet. I, to the proof, as Mountains are for winds, 
That fhake not,tho they blow perpetually. 


Enter Hortentio with bis head broke. 


Bap. How now my friend, why doft thou look fo pale » 
Hor. For fear, I promife you, if Ilook pale. é 
Bap. What, will my Daughter prove a good Mofitian? 
Hor. I think fhe’il fooner prove a fouldier, 

Iron may hold with her, but never Lutes, 
Bap. Why then thou can’ft not break her to the Lute? 
Hor; Why no, for fhe hath broke the Lute to me: 

I did but tell her fhe miftook her frets, 

And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering, 

When with a moift impatient devilith {piric) 

Fretscall you thefe? (quoth fhe ) I’le fume with them : 

And withthat word fhe ftruck me on the head, 

And through my inftroment my pate made way, 

And there I ftood amazed for a while, 

As ona Pillory, looking through the Lute, 

while fhe did call me Rafcal, Fidler, 

And twangling J ck, with twenty fuch vild terms, 

Ashad fhe ftudied to mifufe me fo. 
Per, Now by the world, it is a lufly Wench, 

Tlove her ten timcs more thenere I did, 

Oh how I Jong ro have fome chat with her. 
Bap. Well go with me, and be not fo difcomfited. 

Proceed in praétife with my younger Daughter, 

She’s apt to learn, and thankful for good turns ; 

Signior Petruchio , will you go with us, 

Or fhall [fend my daughter Kate to you. 


Exit. Manet Pettuchio. 

Per. [pray youdo. jattend her here, 
And wooher with fome f{pirit when fhe comes. 
Say that fhe rail, why then le tell her plain 
She fings as fweetly as a Nightingal 5 
Say that the frown, I’le fay the looks as clear 
As morning Rofesnewly wafh’d with Dew ; 
Say fhe be mute, and will not {peak a word, 
Then I’le commend her volubility, 
And fay the uttereth piercing eloquence: 
If fhe do bid me pack, Ile give her thanks, 
As tho fhe bid me ftay by her.a week , 
If the deny to wed, Ile crave the day 
When I fhall ask the banes, and when be married, 
But here fhe comes, and now Petruchio {peak. 


Enter Katerina. 


Good morrow Kate, for that’s your name I hear: 
Kat. Well have you heard, but fomething hard of 
hearing. = 
They call me Katerine. that do talkof me, 
* 
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Pet, Youlyeinfaith, for youare call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and fometimes Kate the curt: 
Bat Kate, the pretticft Kate in Chriftendom, 
Kate of Kate-hall, my {upper dainty Kate, 
For daintiesare all Kates, and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my confolation, 
Hearing thy mildnefs prais’d in every ‘Town, 
Thy vertucs {poke of, and thy beauty foundc«d, 
Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs, 
My {elf am mov’d to woo thee for my wife. 
Kat. Moved , ingood time, tet him’ that mov’ 
hither. 
Remove you hence; I knew you at the firft 
You were a movable. 
Pet. Why, what’s a movable ? 
Kat. A joyn'd fool. 
Pet, Thou haft hit ir: come fit on me. 
Kat. Affesare made to bear, and fo are you. 
Pet. Womenare made to bear, and fo are you. 
Kat. No fuch Jade fir as you, if me you mean. 
Pet, Alas good Kate, J will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but young and light. 
Kat. Too light for fuch a fwain as you to catch, 
And yet as heavy as my weight fhall be. 
Pet, Should be, fhould: brz. 
Kat. Well tane, and like a buzzard. 
Pet. Oh flow-wing’d Turtle, fhall a Buzzard take thee ? 
Kat. 1, for a Turtle, as he takes a buzz rd. 
Per. Come, come you Walp, Pfaith you are too an- 


d you 


ry. 
, ka. If I be wafpifh, ?beft beware my fting. 

Pet, My remedy is then to pluck it out. 

Kat. 1, If the fool could find it where it lies. 

Pet. Who knows net where a Walp does wear his fting ? 
in his tail. 

Kat. In his tongue ? 

Pet. Whofe tongue ? 

Kat. Yoursif you talk of tales, and fo fere well. 

Pet, What with my tongue in your teil. 

Nav, come again , good Kare, lama gentleman. 

Kat. That Vle try. fhe trikes him. 

Pet, 1 fwear Vle cuff you, if you fttike again. 

Kat. So may youlofe your arms. 

Ifyou ftrike me you are no gentleman, 
Aad if no gentleman, why then no arms. 

Pet, A Herald Kate? Ohput me in thy books. 

Kat. What is your Creft, aCoxcomb ? 

Pet. A comblets Cock, fo Kate will be my Hen. 

Kat. No Cock of mine, youcrow too like a craven. 

Pet, Naycome Kate, come; you muft not look fo 
lower. 

Kat. \tismy fathion when I fee a Crab. 

Pet, Why here’s no Crab, and therefore look not 
fpwer. 

Kat. Thereis, there is. 

Pet. Then thew it me. 

Kat. Had 1a giafs, I would. 

Pet, What, you mean my face. 

Kat. Well aim’d of fuch a young one: 

Pet. Now by S. George 1 am too young for you. 

Kat. Yet you are wither’d. 

Pit. “Tis with cares. 

Kat: I care not. 

Pet, Nay heat you Kate. Infooth you {cape not fo. 

Kat. 1 chafe you if | carry 5 Let me go. 

Per, No, nota whit, find you pafling gentle : 
Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and fullen; 
And now] find report a very liar, 

For thou art pleafant, gamefome, palling courteous, 
Bur flow ia fpeech, yet fweet as {pring-time flowers. 
Thou can’t not frown, thoucan’ft not look a feance, 
Nor b te the lip, as angry wenches will, 

Nor haf thou pleafure to be crofsin talk : 

But thou with mildnefs entertain’& thy wooers. 


With gentle conference, oft, and effatle. 
Why does the world report that Kate doth limp? 
O4 fland’rous world: Kate like the Hize twig 
Is traight, and flender, and as brown in hve 
As Hazle Nuts, and {weeter than the Kernels: 
Oh let me fee thee walk: theu dof not halt. 
Kat, Go fool, and whom thou keep’ command, 
Pet. Did ever Dian {o become a Grove, 
As Kate thischamber with her princely gates 
O be thou Dian, and let her be Kare, 
And thenlee Kate be chaft, and Dias {portful. 
Kate. Where cid you ftudy all this goodly fpeech? 
Pet. tis extewpore, from my mothcr wit: 
Kate. A witty mother, witlefs elfe her fon- 
Pet. AmI not wile ? 
Kate. Yes, keep you warm. 
Pet. Marry fo I mean {weet Katherine in thy bed; 
And therefore fertingall chiscbatafide, 
Thus in plain terms : your father hath confented 
That you fhall be my wife; your dowry ‘greed on,’ 
And will you, nill you,’ 1 will marry you. 
Now Kate, [ama husband for your turn 
For by this light, whereby | fer thy beauty, 
Thy beauty that doth mak: me lke thee well,’ 
Thou muft be married tono man but me. 


Enter Baptifta, Gremio, Trayno. 


For Iam he am born to tame you Kate, 
And bring you froma wild Kat to a Kate 
Conformable as other huufhold Kates ; 
Herecomes your father, never make denial, | . 
I muft, and will have Katherine to my wile. (daughter? | 
Bap. Now Signior Petruchio, how Speed you with myy 
Pet. How but well fir? how but well? of 
It were impoffible| fhould {peed a mifs. (dumps?} 
Bap. Why how now Daughter Katherine, in your j 
Kat. Call youme daughter ? now I promile you 
You have fhew'd a tender fatherly regard, 
To with me wed to one half Lunatick, 
A madcap ruffian, and a {wearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out: 
Pet. Father, ‘tis thus, your felf and all the world 
That talk’d of her, have talk’d amils of her ; 
If fhe be curft, it is for policy, 
For fhe’s not frowar¢, but modeft as the Dove, 
she is not hots but temperate as the morn 
For patience fhe will prove afecond Griffél, 
And Roman Luerece for her chaftity - 
And toconclude, we have greed fo well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding day. 
Kat. Vle fee thee hang’d on Sunday firft. Cfirh. 
Gre. Hark: Petruchio, the fays fhe’ fee thee hang’d 
Tra.1; this your {peeding ? nay then good night.our pathy, 
Pet. Be patient gentlemen, Lchoole her for my fel, | 
if fhe and I be plea:’d,.what’s that to you? 
"Tis bargain’d ’twixt us twain being alone, 
That fhe fhalt ftill be curft in company. 
Itell you ’tis incredible to believe 
How much fhe loves me ; ohthe kindeft Kare, 
She hung about my neck, and kifs and kifs 
She vi'd fo faft, protefting oath on oath, 
That in a twink fhe wen me to her love: 
Oh you are novices,’tis a world to fee 
How tame when men and wom:n are alone, 
A meacock wretch can make the curfteft Shrew 
Give me thy hand Kate, I will unto Venice 
To buy apparel ’gainft the wedding day ; 
| Provide the feaft Father, and bid the gueltss 
I will be fure my Katherine thall be fine. 
Bap. |know not what to fay, butgive me 
God fend you joy, Petruchio, tis a match. 
Gre. Tra. Amen fay we, we will be witneffes. 
Pet. Father, and Wife, and Gentlemen adiew 


your hands " 


will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, 

NWVe will have rings, and things, and fine array, 

And kifs me Kate, we will be married a Sunday. 
Exit Petruchio, avd Katherine. 


Gre, Was ever match clapt up fo fuddenly ¢ 
Bap. Faith Gencleman, now | play a Merchant’s part, 
And venture madly on adefperate Mart. 
Tra.’ Twas a commodity lay fretting by you 5 
Twill bring you gain, or perifh on the feas. 
Bap. The gain [ feek, isquiet me the match, 
Gre, No doubt but hebath gota quiet catch: 
But now Baptifia, to your younger daughter » 
Now is theday we long have looked for 5 
| am your neighbour, and was fuitor firft. 
1 Tra. And lamone that love Bianca more 
{Than words can witnefs, or your thoughts can guefs. 
Gre. Youngling, thou canft notlove to dear as I, 
Tra. Grey-beard, thy love doth freeze. 
Gre. But thine doth fry : 
Skipper, ftand back ; ‘tis age that nourifheth. 
Tra. But Youth in Ladies eyes that flourifheth. 
Bap. Content you Gentlemens I will compound 
ftrife 5 
Tis deeds mutt win the prize, and he of both 
‘That can aflure my daughter greateft dowers 
Shall have Bianca’s Love. 
Say Signior Gremio, what can you affureher? 
Gre. Fir, as you know, my houfe within the City 
Is richly furnifhed with plate and gold, 
Bafons and Ewers to lave her dainty hands : 
‘My Hangings all of Tizzam Tapeftry : 
i Inivory Coffers{ have Quft my Crowns: 
id InCyprefs Chefts my Arras Counterpoints 3 
Coftly Apparel, Tents and Canopics, 
(Fine Linnen, Turky Cufhions boft with Pearl, 
‘il Vallents of Venice gold, in needle-work 5 
«| Pewter and Brafs, and all things chat belongs 
To houfe, or houfe keeping: then atmy Farm 
i have a hundred milch-kine to the Pail, 
Six feore fat Oxen ftanding in my Stalls 5 
And all things anfwerable to this portion: 
rit My felf am ftruck in years, I mutt confels 5 
nd if Ldie tomorrow, this is hers, 
rf whil?ft I live the will be only mine. 
Tra. That only came well in: Sir, lift to me 5 
(tam my Father’s Heir, and only Son; 
If Emay have your Daughter tomy Wife, 
Fle leave her Houles three or four as good, 
Within rich Pifa Walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua ; 
Befides two thoufand Ducats by the year 
Of fruitful Land; all which fhall be hee Joynter. 
What, have I pincht you, fignior Gremio ? 
{ Land { 


this 


Gre. Twothoufand Ducats by the year o 
My Land amounts not to fo much inall : 
That fhe fhalbhave, befides an Argofie 
That now is lying in AZer/ells Road. 
What, have j choakt you with an Argofic ? 

Tia. Gremio, *tis known my Father hath no fefs 
Than three great Argofics, befides two Galliaffes 
And twelve tite Gallies; thefe I will affure her, 

And twice as much, what e’re thou offer’ft next. 
Gre. Nay, T have offer’d all ; Thave no mote 4 
And fhe can have no more than all Lhayes 
If youlike me, fhe fhall have me and mine, 
1 ‘Tra Why then the Maid is mine {rom all he World 
By your firm promife ; Gremio is out-vied. 
Bap. quit confefs your Offer is the belt , 
And ler your Father make her the affurance, 
She is yourown,, elfe yournuft pardon. me: 
Tf you fhould die before him, where's her dower ? 
Tra. Thai’s but a cavils he isold, Lyoung. 
Gre. And may not young men die as well as.old? 


¥ 
} 


The taming of 


Ptr ee 


thé &brew. 


Bap. Well, Gentlemen, f am thus refolv’d, 
On Sunday next, you know, 

My daughter Katherine isto be married; | 
Now on the Sunday following fhall Biante 
Be Bride ro you, if you make this affurance 5 
If not, to fignior Gremio: 

And fo I take my leaves and thank you both, 

Gre. Adieu good neighbour : now I fear thee not : 
Sirrah, young Gamefter, your Father were a fool 
To give thee all, and in his waining age 
Set foot under thy table: tut, a toy 5 
An old Italian Fox isnot fo kind, my boy. 

Tra A vengeance on your crafty withe 
Yet Lhave facdit withacardoften: ~ 
Tis in my head to do my mafter good : 

[ fee no reafon but fuppos’d Lucentio 

Muft get a Father, call’d fuppos’d Vincentio ; 

And that’s a wonder: Fathers commonly 

Do get their children ; but in this cafe of wooing, 
A child fhall get a fire, if I fail not of ty cunning. 


Exit. 


Exit. 
red hide; 
* 


mere 


Exit. 


Atlus Tertius. 


Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, aad Bianta. 


Luc. Fidler, forbear 5 you grow too forward fir : 
Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment 
Her fifter Katherine welcom’d you withal ? 

Hort, But, wrangling pedant, this is Sh 
The patronefs of heavenly harmony 5 
That giveme leave to have prerogative 5 
And when in Mufick we have fpent an hour, 

Your Le&ture fhall have leifure. for as much, 

Luc. Prepofterous Afs that never read {o far; 
To know the caufe why Mufick was ordain’d : 
Was it not to refrefh the mind of man 
After hs fludies, or his ufual pain? 

Then give me leave to read Philofophy s 
And while I paule, ferve in your harmony. 

Hort. Sirrah, | will nor bear thefe braves of thine. 

Bian. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong; 
To ftrive for that which refteth in my choice: 

[am no breeching {cholar in the {chools ; 

Pie not be tied to hour, nor pointed times, 

But learn my Leffons as | pleafe my felf, 

And to cut off all ftrife, here fir we down, 

Take you your inftrument, play you the whiles, 
His Le€ture will be done e’re you have tun’d. 

Hort. You'lleave his Lecture when] am in tune ? 

Luc, That will be never: tune your inftrument.' 

Bian. Where left we laft ? 

Luc. Here, Madam: Hic ibat Simogi, hic eff Ségeia tellus, 
hic fleterat Priami regia celfa fenis. 

Bian, Conftrue them. 

Luc Hic ibat, as1 told you before, Simois, Tam Lucentio, | 
hic eff, fon unto Vinceniso of Pifa, Sigeia tellus, difguifed 
thus to get your Love, bic fleterat, and that Lacentso that 
comesa wooing, Priami, is my Man Tramoe, regia, beat- 
ing my Port, cel/a fenis, that we might beguile the old Pan- 
taloon. : 

Hort. Madaw, my infrument’s in tune. 

Bian. Let’s hear. O fie, the treble jars. 

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian, Now Jet me fee if 1 canconftrue it: Aié that finio- 
is, [know younot, bic ef figeia tellas, Itruft younot, bic 
fleterat priami, take heed he hear us not, regia, prelume not, } 
cella fenis, defpair not, 

Hort. Madam, ’tis now in tune. 

LuésAll but the Bafe. 
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AT rr, The bate isright ; tis the bafe knave that jars. Upon my Life Petruchiomeans but well, = 
{ uc. How fiery and froward our Pedant is | Whatever Fortune ftays him from his wordy 
Now for my Life th.t knave doth court my Love : Tho he be blunt, I know him paffing wile 5 
Peda'cule, Vie watch you better yer: Tho he bemerry. yet withal he shoneft, 
4 [n time |] may believe, yet I miftruft. Kate, Would Katherine had never feen him tho, 
Bias. Miftruft it not for fure eFacides ; Exit we 
A ts 24 jax call’d fo from his Grandfather. Bap. Go Girl: I cannot blame thee now to weep; 
Ert icoutt believe my Matter; elfe f promife you, For {uch an injury would vex a faint, 
| (hould be arguing ftill upon that doubt : Much more a fhrew of thy impatient humour. 
sut ler itri(t: now Litwoto you: ; 
Good mafter, take it norunkindly, pray, Enter Biondello, 
{hat h-ve been thus pleafant with you both. im 
Béax: You may go walk, and give me leavea while; Bion, Mafter, Mafter ; news, and fuch news as youn 
My i«ffons makenot Mufick inthree parts. heard of. | ay 
Exe are youfo formal, fir? well, I mult wait Bap. is itnew and old too? how may that be?) 
Aad watch withal: for but I be deceiv’d, Bio. Why; is it not news to hear of Petruckwy 
Our fine Mufician groweth amorous. ing? 
Hor. Madam, before you touch the inftrument, Bap. Is he come ? 
To learn the order of my fingering, Bio, Why no fir. : 
i mutt begin wich Rudiments of Arty Bap. What then? 11 a 
fo teach you Gamoth in a briefer fort, Bio, He is coming. i 
More pleafant, pithy, and effeétual, Bap. When will he be hiere ? 1 ae 
Chan hath been caught by any of my trade; Bio, When he ftands*where I am, and fees you there, 
and thereit isin writing fairly drawn. Tra. Butfay, what to thy old news ? 07 a 
Bian. Why, Lam pat my Gamoth long ago. Bio. Why Petruchio is coming in anew hat and a 
Hor, Yetread the Gamoth of Hortenfio. jerkin, a pair of old breeches thrice turn’d 3 a pa 
Bian. Gamoth\ aw, the ground of all accord: boots that have been candle-cafes, one buckled, anotht 
| Are, co pleefe Mirtenfio’s paflion : ’ Jacd ; an old rofty {word tane out of the Town: Atmory 
Seeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord, with a broken hilt, and chaplefs 5. with two broken poit 
Cfent, thatloves me with all affcétion : his horfe hip’d with an old mothy faddle, the ftirropsof mi 
PD felre, one Chiff, two Notes have I, kindred : befide poffeft with the Glanders, and lke tomol 
Elams, thow pity, or | die. in thechine ; troubled with the Lampa/fe, infeéted w 
Call you this Gamoth? tut, I like it not 5 Fa(hions, full of Windgalls, {ped with Spavins, raié 
Old fathions pleafeme beft; I amnot fonice the Yellows, paft cure of the Fives, ftark fpoii’d with 
To change true rulesfor old inventions. aid Staggers, begnawn with the Bors, Waid in the biek, 
fhoulder-fhotten, neer leg’d before, and witha half ch 
Enter a Meffenger. * Bit, and a headftall of fheep’s Leather; which 
ftrain’d to keep him from ftumbling, hath been ofte 
Nick. Miftris, your Father prays you leave your books, | ard now repaired with knots ; one Girth fix times 
And help co drefs your fifters chamber up 4 " and a Womans Crupper of Velure, which hath twoLe 
You know to morrow is the Wedding-day. for her name, fairly fet downin ftuds, andhere and 
Bian. Fanewel {weet Mafters both ; Imuft be gone. piec’d with packrhred. ; 
Luc. Faith Miftris then I have no caufe to ftay, Bap. Who comes with him ?° a 
Hor, But I have caufe to pry into this pedant 5 Bio. Oh fir, his Lackey, for: all the World compat 
Methinks he looks as tho he were in Love + fon’d like the Horfe ; with a Linnen ftock on one 
Yet if thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble and akerfey boot-hofe on the other, gartred with’ 
| Tocaft thy wardring eyes on every ftale 5 and blew Lift; anold hat, and the humor of forty fant] 
§ ize thee that Lift ; if once L find thee ranging, __ | prickt up in’t for a feather: a Monfter, avery Monfteril 
Hort nfis will be quit with thee by changing. Exit. apparel, and not like a Chriftian Foot- boy, or Gentlemany 
ackey. ‘i 
Enter Baptifta, Gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, and Tra. *Tisfome odd humor pricks him to this fafhio 
others, attendants. Yet oftentimes he gocs but mean apparell’d. | 
Bap. Yam glad he’s come, howfoever hecomes, 
Bap. Signior Lucentio, this the pointed day Bio, Why fir, he comes not. I thf 
That Katherine and Petrachiefhould be married , Bap. Didft thou not fay he comes ? 
And yer we hear not of our fon in Law. Bio. Who ? that that Petruchio'cam ? 
What will be faid ? what mockery will it be, _ Bap. I, that Petruchiocameé. ; wiles 
To want the Bridegroom when the Prieft atrends Bio. No fic ; | fay his horfe comes with him on his 
To fpeak the ceremonial Rites of Marriage ? Bap. VVby that’s all one, Ce 
What favs Lucentio to this fhame of ours ? Bic. Nay byS. famyl hold you a penny, a horfe anda) 
Kate. No fhame but mine I muft forfooth be forc’t man is more than one ;, and yet not many. a | 
To give my hand oppos’d againft my hearz, © wid ‘h 
(Into a mad-brain Rude:by, fullof f{pleeny _ Enter Petruchio and Grumio. - hg 
Who woo’d inhafte, and means to wed atleifure. — i ery 
I told you I, he was a frantick Fool, Pet. Come, where be thefe Gallants? who's at home? 
Hicirg his bitrer jefts in blunt behaviour 5 Bap. You are welcome fir. ad» 
Ard to be noted for amerry man : Pet. And yet I come not well. ee 
H.*1 wooa thoufand, point the day of Marriage, Bap. And yet you halt not. fist 
MalkePriends, invite 5 yes and proclaim the Banes 5 Tra. Not fo well appareli’d as! with you were... > | 
Yer never means to wed where he hath woo'd. ; Pet. VVere it better I fhould rufh in thus. Bae | 
Nov rut the World poiatr ar poor Katherine, But where is Kate ? where ismy lovely Bride? 
Aad fay, lothere is mad Petruchic’s Wife, How does my father? Gentles, methinks you frown, — B. 
iif it would pleafe him comeand marry her: And wherefore gaze this goodly company, — Sahib 
Tra. Patience good Katherine and Baptita too 5“ Asif they faw fome wondrous Monument, 
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Some Cotoet, or fore unufual prodigy ? 
Bap. VVhy fir, you know this is your VVedding-day: 
Firft were we fad, fearing you would not come; 
Now fader that you come unprovided. 
Fie, doff this habit ; fhameto your Eftate, 
An eye-fore to our folemn feftival. 
Tra. And tellus what occafion of import 
Hath all fo long detain’d youfrom your wife, 
And fent you hither (0 unlike your felf ? 
Pet. Tedious it were totell, and harfh to hear 5 
Sufficeth [ am come tokeep my word, 
Tho in fome part enforced to digrefs , 
VVhich at more leifure ] will fo excufe, 
As you fhall well be fatisfied withal. 
But where is Kate? { ftay too long from her. 
The morning wears 5 cis time we were at Church. 
Tra, Seenot your Bride in thefe unreverent Robes 5 
Gotomy chamber, put on cloaths of mine: 
Pet. NotT; believe me, thus l’le vifit her. 
| Bap. But thus I truft you will not marry her. 
| Pet; Good footh even thus Therefore ha’ done wich 
; 


words 5 

To me the’s married, not unto my clothes: 

. Could repair what fhe will wear in me, 

. As I could change thefe poor accoutrements, 
| "Twere well for Kate, and better for my felf 

* But what a fool amI to chat with you, 

" When I thould bid good morrow to my Bride, 


" And feal the title with alovely kis. 2 Exit. 
"Tra. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire: 

we will perfwade him, be it peflible, 

i To put on better e’re he go to Church. 

i Bap. Vie after him, and fee the event of this, Exit 


Tras But fir, Love concernerh us toadd 
“Her father’sliking; which to bring to pafs 
tk As before I imparted to your Worthip ; 
MT amto geta man; what e’re hebe 
itt ft skillsnot much; we’l fit him to our turn 5 
tis And he fhall be Vincentio of Pifa, 
And makeaflurance herein Padus 
tHOf greater fums than J have promifed: 
So thall you quietly injoy your hope, 
And marry {weet £4 :aca with confent. 
fo) Lue. VVere it not that my fellow fchool-mafter 
otDoth watch Bianca’s {teps fo narrowly, 
si! Towere good methinks to fteal eur Marriage 5 
nV Vhich once pertorm’d, tet all che world fay no, 
Wwe keep mine own defpight of all-he world, 
it! Tra. That by degrees we mean tolook intos 
And watch our vantage in this bufinct; : 
{iV Ve"l over-reach the gray-beard Gremio, 
Che narrow prying father Atinolz. 
ai The quaint Mufician amorous Litio A 
All for my Mafter’s fake Lucentio, 


Enter Gremio; 


abignior Gremio, came you from the Church ? 
Gre. As willingly as e’re I came from {chool. 
Tra. Andis the Bride and Bridegroom coming home ? 
Gre. A Bridegroom fay you ? ‘tis a groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom ; and that the girl fhall find. 
Tra. Curiter than the ? why tis impoffible. 
Gre. VVhy he’s adevil, a devil, avery fiend. 
yy) Tra. VVhy the’s a devi), adevil, the devil’s dam. 
Gre. Tut, fhe’s a Lamb, a Dove, a Fool to him: 
‘Te tell you fir Lucentio , when the Prief 
hould ask if Katherinefhould be his wife? 
4 DY 9g5 woons quothhe ; and {wore fo loud, 
Mvhat all amozd the Prieft let fall the book ; 
, And as he ftoop’d again to take it up, 
ig tis mad-brain'd bridegroom took him fuch a cuff, 
M hat down fell Prie%t and book, and hook and Prieft. 
Sw take them up (queth he) if any Lift. 


, 6 


age 
fen 


“tbe I aming of theS brew, 


£99 


Tra, What faid the Wench when he rofe vp again ? 
Gre. ‘Trembled and fhook : for why, he ftamp’d and 
{wore, 

Asif the Vicar meantto coz:n-him. 

But after many Ceremonies done, : 

He calls for Wine: a health quothhe ; as if 

He had been aboard carowzing to his Mates 

After a ftorm: quaft off thé Mufcadel, 

And threw the Sopsall°in the Sexton’s face : 

Having no other resfon'but that his beard 

Grew thin and hungerly, and feem’d toask 

His fops as he was drinking: ‘This!déne, he rook 

‘The Bride about the'neck, and kilt her lips 

With fuch a clamorous fimack, thatiat the parting 

Allthe Church dideecho: and I feeing this, 

Came thence for very fhame ; and after me 

I know the Rout is comings’ Such mad! Marriage 

Never was before. Hark, hatk, Ihear the Minftrels play: 


Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, Ithank you for your 
pains : 
I know you think to dine with metoday, 
And have prepar’d great ftore of Wedding-cheer ; 
But fo it is, my hafte dothcall me hence : 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap. 1s°t pofhidle you will away to night ? 

Pét.\I mult away today before night come : 
Make it no wonder: if youknew my bufinefs, 
Youwould intreat me rather go than ftay. 

And honeft companys I thank you all, 

hat have beheld me give‘awzy my felf 

To this moft patient tweet and verruous Wife : 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 
For I muft hence, and farewel ro you all, 

Tra. Let usintreat you ftay. tillafter dinner. 

Pet. It may not be. 

Gre, Let me intreatyou, 

Pet; It cannot be. 

Kat, Letmé intreat yous 

Pet, Tam content. 

Kat. -Are you content to flay: ? 

Pet. Lam content you fhall intreat me fay ; 

But yetnot ftay, intreat mehowyoucan. | 

Kat. Now ii youllove me fay, 

Pet. Grumio, my horte, 

Gru | fir, they be'ready/ the Qats have eaten ¢ 

horfes, 

Kat. Nay then 
Do whatthou cant, 1 willnot goto day 5 
No, nor to morrow, ner til i pleate my felf: 

The door is open fir, there lies your way, 

You may be jogging whiles y oar boots are green: 
For me, Wle net be gone till I pleafe my felf: 

Tis like you’l prove a jolly furly groom, 

That take iton you at. the firt fo roundly. 

Pet. O Kate content thee; prethee be not angry, 

Kart | will be angry: What haf thou todo ? 
Father, be quiet; he fhall flay my'leifure. 

Gre. I marry fir, now it begins to work, 

Kat. Gentlemen, forward to the Bridal-dinner, 
fee a woman may be mide a fool, 
If the had not a {pirit to refift, 

Pet. They hall go forward Kate, at thy command. 

Obey the Bride; you that atrend on her: 

Go to the feaft, reve} and domineer ; 

Carowfe full meafure to her Maiden-head ; 

Be mad and merry, or go hang your felves : 

But for my bonny Kare, fhe muft with me. 

Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor fare, nor fret, 

[ will be Mafter of what is mine own; 

She is my goods, my chattels, fheis my houfe, 

My houfhold-ftuff, my field, my barn, | 


Mufick plays. 
Enter Petruchio, Kate; Bianca, Hortenfio, Baptifta, 
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i tore ne 
My horle, my oxe, my als, my any thing ; 
And here fhe ‘fands, touch her who ever dates 
ble bring mine action on the proudeft he 
That ftops my way in Padda:, Grumio 
Draw forth thy Weapon ; weare beiet with thieves 5 
Refcve thy Miftris if thou be aman : 
Fear not {weet Wench ; they thall not touch thee Kate) 
’Je buckler thee againft a Million. Exeunt P..Kas 
Bun. Nay, let them go » acouple of quict ones 
Gre. Went they not quic 
Tra. Of all mad matches never was the like. 
Lue. Miftris, what’s your opinion of your filter ? 
Rian. That being mad her felf, fhe’s madly mated. 
Gre. Twarrant him Petruchio is Kated. 
Bap. Neighbours and Friends, tho Bride and Bridegroom 
wants 
For to fupply the places at the table, 
You. know there wants.no junkets at the featt » Lucentio, 
You thall fupply the Bridegroom’s place, 
And let Bianca take herfifters room.” 
Tra, shall {weet Bianca pra&tice how to bride it ? 
Bap. She fhall Lucentio ¢ Come ‘gentlemen, let’s go. 
Hive Ytiwe Arr (om tag Exeunt. 
Act: Emer Grumio. 4.) /7#/ 
Gru. Fie, fie onalktired Jades, 


all foul ways: Wasever man fo beaten? Wasever man fo 
raide ? Was ever man fo.weary? Lam fent before to make 
a fire, and they arecoming after to. warm shem : now were 
Tnot alittle pot, and foon. hot, myivery lips might freeze 
tomy tecth, my tengue to the roof of, my mouth, my heart 
in my belly, e’re I fhould.come by-a fire to thaw me; but L 
with blowing the fireihall warm my felf:-for confidering the 
weather, a taller manthan I will take cold « Holla, hoa Cur- 
tis. Ads etiven daty 


TR 


on all mad Matters, and 


. Enter, Curtis. 

Curt, Who is it that calls fo coldly:?» t 3 

Gru. A piece of ice: if thou doubt it, thou maiftfide 
from my fhoulder to my heel, with no greater arumbyt my 
head and my neck. A fire good Curtis. R23 

Car, Is my Mafter and his Wile coming, 

Gru, Oh, Curtis, 15 and therefore fire, 
water. sie 

Cur. Is the fo hot a 

Gru. She was, good Cartis, 
know at Winter tames:’Man, Woman and Beaft: for ithath 
tam’d my old Matter, and my new Miftris, and my felf, fel- 
low Curtu. 

Cur. Away you three-inch foot ramno beat... «., 

Gra. Ata L but three inches? why thy horn isa foot, 
and fo long am! at the leaft, But wilt thou make afire, or 
hall I complain on thee to our Miltriss whofe hand (fhe be- 
ing nowathand) thou fhalt foon feel to thy cold:comfort, 
for being flow in thy hot office. 

Cur. 1 prethee, good Grumio, tell me, 
World? 

Gru. Acold world, Curtis, inevery office but thine; and 
therefore fire: do thy duty, and have thy duty; for my Ma- 
Qerand Miftris are-almoft frozen to death. 

Cur. Theres fire ready 5 and therefore good Grumio the 


Grumio? 


fhrew as the’s reported ? 


how goes the 


news. 

Gru. VV hy Jack boy, ho boy, and as much newsas thou 
wilt. : 
Cur. Come, you ate fo full of conicatching, 

GruN Vhy therefore fires for I have caught extream cold. 
VVhere’s the Cook ?. is fapper ready, the houfe trimm’d, 
ruthesftrew’d, cobwebs fwept, the ferving-men in their new 
Futian, their white fockings, and every officer his wedding 
garment on ? Be the Jacks fair within, the Jills fair without, 
Carpets faid, and every thing in order ? 

Cur, All ready: and therefore I pray thee what 
news ° \ "ae. 


e 


kly ;1 fhould die with laughing: | 
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fire, cgft onno | | 


| tale. 


| begin : Imprimis, we came down a foul 
| behind my Maftris. | | 


‘coats brufh’d, and their garters.o 
-| them curtfie vvith their lefe legs, 


——— an 
ean 
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Gru. Firft, know MY horfe as cit 
fal’n out. 

Cur. How ? 

Gru. Out of their fadd 


ed, my Mafterand via 


le 


ae 


+ he 
sinto the dirt; and-thereby bingsl 


nee / “| 
not to hear-a tale. hy 
Ldafenfible tale: and this Caf 


befeechtiftning : nom 
hill, my matter riding) 


Cur. Let’s hat good Grumio. 

Gru. Lend thine ear- 

Cur. Here. 

Gru. There. 

(ur. This ’tis to feelatale, 

Gru. And therefore’tis cal 
was but to’ knock at your ear, and 


Cur. Both of one horfe ? i 
Gru. VVhat’s that to thee ? : ja 
Cur. VVhy a horfe. | 
Gru, Tell thou the tale> but had’A thou not croft m | 

thou fhould’t have heard.how her horfe fell: and. fhe under 

herhorfe: thou fhould’t have heard in how miery a place, 
how fhe was bemoil’d, how he left her, withthe horfe upon} | 
her, how he beat me becaule her horfe Rumbled, how fhe 
yvaded through the dirt to pluck him off. mes hovv hetworg) 
hovv fhe pray’d that never pray’d before, hovy I cri?d; hove} 
the horfes ran avvay, how her bridie vvas burit, bovy Lol 
my crupper, vith many things of vvorthy memory, which} | 
novy fhall diein oblivion, and thourcturn unexperiencdto 

thy grave, a 
Cur. By this reckoning he is: more fhrew than fhe. | 
Gru. 1, andthat thou and che proudeft of you all fhull 

find vwhen he comes home. But vvhat talk 1 of this? Call] 

forth Nathaniel, Fofeph, Nicholas. Philip, Walter, Suge f 

and the reft; let their heads be flickly comb’d, their 

f an indifferent katt; Hh 
and not prefume to to hy 

a hair of my mafter’s horfe tail, till they kils their hand | 

Are they’all ready ? a 
Cur. They are- ; PS 
Gru. Call them forch. 5 
Cur.” Do you hear ho ? 

countenance my miftris. 

Gru. VVhy the hatha face of her owvr. 

Cur. VVho knowvs not that ? 

Gru.Thowit feems, that calls for company to countenant 


| 
‘ 


You muft meet my matter to 


er. 
Cur. Ucall them forth to credit her. 


before this Froft; but thou 


Enter four or five Serving men. 
Gru. VVhy fhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 4 
Nat. VVelcome home Grumio: 
Phil. Hovv nowy Gruwio ? 
Fof. What Gramio. 
Nick. Fellow Grim. 
Nath. How now old lad. “es 
Gru. Welcome you ; how now you: what you? 
lowyou: andthus much for greeting. Now my fp 
companions, isall ready, and all things neat ? . 
Nat. Allthings ate ready; how near is our mafter?. 
Gru. E’ne at hand, alighted byithis : and therefore? 
te ———— Corks-paflion, filence, 1 heat my Mir 
ef, r 


t 


Enter Petruchio and Kate. 


Pet. Where be thefe knaves? What no man at door 19 
hold my ftirrop, nor to take my horfe? Where is Natt 
nicl, Gregory, Philip? | . 

AllSer. Here, here fir, here fir 

Pet. Here fis, here fir, here fir, here fir, 

You loggerheaded and unpolifht grooms: 
What ? no attendance ? no regard ? no duty? 
Where is the foolifh knave I fent before ? 


Gru Here fir, as foolith as 1 was before: 
Pet, You pelant,dwain,you whorefon malt-horfe drudg, 
Did I not bid thee meet me inthe Park, 
And bring along the rafcal:knaves with thee? 
Gru. Nathanie]’s coat fir, waspot fully made; 
And Gabriels pumps were all onpithes ich’ heel : 
There was no Link tocolour Peters hat, 
And Walters dagger was not come from fheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Rafe, and Gregory, 
The reft were ragged, old, and beggarly, 
Yet asthey are, they come to meetyou. 
Pet.'Go rafcals, go and fetch my fupper in, 
Where is the life that late I led ? 
Where are thole ? Sit.down Kate. 
And welcome. Soud, foud, foud, foud. 


Ex, Ser. 


Enter Servants with fupper. 


Why when I fay ? Nay good {weet Kate be merry. 
"| Off with my boots, you rogues: youvillians, when ? 


It was the Friar of Orders gray, 
As he forth walked on his way. 


* | Out yourogue, ‘you pluck my foot awry, 

(| Take that, and mend the plucking of the other. 
| Be merry Kate: Somewater here. what hoa. 
T Enter one with water. 
ft 

i) | Where’s my Spaniel Zroslus ? Sirrah, get youhence, 
si | And bid my Coufin Ferdinand come hither : 
ai! One Kate that youmuftkifs, and be acquainted with, 
int! | Where are my flippers ? thall [havefome water ? 
ii: | Come Kate and wath,and.welcome heartily : 
You whorefon villain will-youslet it fall ? 
Kat. Patience |pray-you, “twas a faulr unwilling 
Pet. A whorefon beetle-headed flap-ear’d knave: 
Come Kare fit down, know you have a ftomack, 
Will yourgive thanks, {weet Kate, or elfe fhall 1? 
What’s this, Mutton ? 
1. Ser. 1. 
Pet. Who brought it ? 
Ser. I, 
Pet. ’Tis burnt, and fo is all theimeat : 
What dogs are thefe? where is the rafcal Cook ? 
How durftyou villains bring it from the dreffer, 
And ferve itthus co me that loveit not 2 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups.and.all: 
You heedlef jolt-heads, andunmanner’d flaves. 
Whar, do you grumble? Piebe with you ftraight. 
Kat. | pray you husband be nor-fodifquier, 
The meat was well, if you were fo contented. 
Pet. I tell thee Kate, *twas:burnt and @riced away, 
And I exprefly am forbid to touchit: 
For it engenders choller, planteth anger, 
And better ’twere that both of sus did faft, 
,| Since of our felves, our felves are choller ick, 
Than feed it with fuch over-rofted fleth : 
"| Be patient, to morrow’t fhall bemended, 
And for this night we'l faft for company. 
Come | will bring theeto thy Bridal Chamber: 


y ol 


; 


oun 


 Exennt. 


Enter Servants feverally, 


Nath. Peter, didtt ever fee the like ? 
Peter Hekills her in her own humour; 
Gra. Where is he ? 


us 
i! 


| 


i 


| Enter Curtis, a Servant, 
'| Cur. In her Chatnber, making a fermon of continency 
to her, and rails, and {wears, and rates, that ithe ( poor 
foul ) knowsnet which way to ftand, to look; to fpeak, 


Bs ese | 


eee Meat my aren cee 
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_and fits as one new rifen from a dream, Away 
| he is coming hither. 


> away, for 


Exter. Petruchio. 


» Pet, Thus have I politickly begun my reign; 
And ’cis my hope to end fuccefsfully : 
| My faulcon now istharp, and paffing empty, 
And till fhe ftoop, the muft not be full gorg’d, 
For then fhenever looks upon her lure, 
Another way Lhave to man my haggard, 
To make her cone, and know her Keepers call : 
That is, to watch ‘her, as we watch thefe Kites, 
That bait and beat, and will notbe obedient : 
She eat no meat to day, nor none fhall ear, 
Laft night fhe flept not, nor tonight fhall not : 
As with the meat, fome undeferved fault 
[le find about the making of thebed, 
Andhere I’le fling the pillow, there the bolfter, 
This way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets ; 
I, and amid this hurly Lintend, 
That allisdonein reverend care of her, 
And in conclufion, fhe thall watch all night ; 
And if fhe chance to nod; I’le rail and brawl, 
And. with the clamour keep her ftill awake 5 
This is a way to killa Wife with Kindnefs, 
And thus Ile curb her mad and head-ftrong humour; 
He that knows better how to tame threw, 
Now let him fpeak, *tis charity to thew. 


ee 


Enter Tranioand Hortenfio, 


Tra. Is*t poffible friend Lifo,that Miftrefs 
Doth fancy any other but Dxcestio? 
I tell you fir, flie ‘bears me fair inthanc 

Hor. Sir, to fatisfie you in What’ have {aid 
Stand by, and mark the manner of ‘his teaching: 


Bianta 


Enter Bianca: & Pes en Ls 


Luc. Now MiftrefS, profit you in. what you read ? 
Bian. What Mafter read you firft, refolve me that ? 
Luc. | read that I profefs the art to love. 
Bian, And may you prove fir, mafter'of your art? 
Luc. — you {weet dear prove miltrefS ‘of mv 
eart. 
Hor, Quick proceeders marr 
that durft iwear that:your miftr 
VVorld fo well as Lucentio. 
Tra. Oh defpightful Love, unconftant woman kind ; | 
tell thee Lifio, thisis wonderful; 
Hor. Miftake'no more, Lamnot Lifvo, 
Nor a Muficisn as I feem'to be, 
But one that {corn to live in this difpuife, 
For fuch a onie-as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of fuch a Cullion ; 
Know fir; that 1 am called Hortentfio. 
Tra. Signior Hortenfio, \have often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca, 
And fince mine eyes. are witnets of. her 
Twill with you if you be fo contented, 
Forfwear Béanea and her love for ever. 
Hor. See how:they kifs and court ; 
Here is my hand, and here 1 firmly vow 
Never to woo her more, but do forfwear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That 1 have fondly flatter’d her withal. 
Tra. And here | rake the like wnfained oath 
Never to marry with her, tho the would intreat. 
Fie on her, feehow beaftly the doth court him, 
Hor. VVould all the world but he had quite forfworn 
For me, that I may farely keep mine oath: 
I will be married to a wealthy Widow, 
E’re three days pafi, which hasas long low’d me, 
R 3 


y5 now tell me I pray, ‘you 
el8 Bianca lov’d me in the 


lightnefs; 


Signior Lycentio, 


wr 
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As Ihave lov’d this proud. difdainful Haggard : 

And (o tarewel Sigaior Lucentio: 

Kiadnctsin Women, not their beauteous looks 

Shall win my Love: and fol take my leave, 

in refolution as | {wore before. 
dra. Miltris Bianca, blefs you with fuch grace 

As longeth toa Lover’s bleffed cafe: 

Nay, I have tane you napping, gentle Love, 

And have forfworn you with Hortenfio- 
Bian. Trenio you jeft: but have you 
Tra. Miltriss we have. 

' Luc. Then we arerid of Lefio. 

Tra. V faith hel have a lufty Widow now, 

That hall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 
Bian, God give him joy. 
Tra. 1, and he’l tame her: 
Bian. He fays fo Tranio. 
Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming {chool. 
Bian. The taming {chool: what is. there fuch a place ? 
Tra. | Mittris, and Petruchso is the Mafter 

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,: 

To tate a fhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 


both forfworn me? 


Enter Biondello. Vieritrin 


nion, Oh Matter, Mafter, [have watcht fo long 
That I am dog-weary ; but at laft I {pied 
Anancient Angel coming down the hill 
Will ferve the turns < 

Tra. What is he, Béondello ? 

Bie. Mafter, a Marcantant, ora pedant 5 
know not whats but formal in apparel 5 
In gate and countenance furly, like a father. 

Luc. And what of him, Tranio ? 

Tra Vf he be credulous, and rruft my tale, 
Lie make him glad tofeem Vincentio, 
.| And give aflurance to Baptifia Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentia : 

Take me your Love, and then let me alone, 


Entcr a Pedant. 


Ped. God fave you fir. 
Tra, And you fir: you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you atthe fartheft ? 
Ped. Sir, at the fartheft for a Week or two 
But thenup farther, and as far as Rome ; 
Asd (0 to Tripoly, if God lend me lifes 
Tra. What Countreyman I pray ? 
Ped. Of Adsntua. 
Tra. Of Mantua fir; marry God forbid ; 
And come to Padua, carelefs of your life? 
Ped. My life fir ! how I pray ? for that goes hard. 
| Tra. ’Tisdeath for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua , know you not the caufe ? 
Your Ships are ftaid at Venice, and the Duke 
For orivate quarrel ’twixt your Duke and him, 
Hath publifh’d and proclaim’d it openly: 
Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come, 
You might have heard it elle proclaim’d about. 
Ped. Alas fir, it is worfe for me than fo, 
For thave bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and muft here deliver them. 
Tra. Well fir, to do you curtefie, 
This will ldo, and this { will advife you : 
Firft tell me, have youever been at Pifa? 
Ped. \fir, in Pifa have | often been; 
Fifa renowned for grave Citizens. 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio? 
Ped, Tknow him not, but | have heard of him 3: 
A Merchant of incomparable Wealth. 
Tra. He is my father, fir; and footh to fay, 
in count’nance fomewhat doth refemble you. 
Bion. As cauch-as an apple coth an kel a 


Ue. (One 
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| Or elfe you get no Beef of Grumis. 


nd all one,/“/ 
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Tra. To fave your life in this extremity, 
This favour will I do you for his fake 5 
And think it not the worft of all your Fortunes 
That you are like to fir Vincentso: 

His name and credit fhal! you undertake, 

And in-‘my houfe you hall be friendly todg’d : 
Look that you take vpon you as you fhould ; 
You underftand me fir: fo fhall you fay 

Till you have done your bufine{s in the City: 
If this becourt’fie fir, acceptof it. 

Ped. Oh fir Ido, and will repute you ever 
The patron of my Life and Liberty. » 

Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good: 
This by the way I let youunderftand, 

My father is here look’d for every day, 

To pafs affurance of a dowre in marriage 
>Twixt me and one Baptijfa’s daughter here: 
In all thefe circumftances I'leinftru& you : 

Go with me fir to cloath you as becomes you. 


Exeunt, 


Enter Katherina avd Grumio. 


Gru, No,no forfooth, I dare not for my life. 
- Kat. The more my wrong; the more his {pite appeatt: 
What did he marry me to famifh me ? ef 
Beggars that come unto my father’s door, 
Upon intreaty have a prefent alms; 
If not, elfewhere they meet with charity : 
But I, who never knew how to intreat,. 
Nor never needed that I fhould intrear, 
Am ftarv’d for meat, giddy for lack of fleep 5 
With Oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed 5 
And that which {pights me more than all thefe Wants, | 
He doesit under name of perfe& Love : ee 
As who would fay, if I fhould fleep or eat 
: °Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefent death :. 
I prethee go and get me fome repaft ; 
I care not what, - fo it be wholfome food.. 
Gru. What fay you to a Neat:-foot? 
Kat. Tis pafling good; I prethee let me have it. 
Gru. | fear it istoo phlegmatick a meat + 
How fay you to a fat Tripe finely broil’d ? 
Kat. | like it wells good Gramso fetch it mes 
Gru. \cannot tells 1 fear’tis chollerick : 
What fay youto a piece of Beef and Maftard ? 
Kat. A difh that Ido love to feed upon. 
Gru. I, but the Muftard is too hot alittle. 
Kat. Why then the-Beef, and let the Muftard ref. 
Grn. Nay then! will not ; you fhall have he Muftard, | 


Kat. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gru. Why then the Muftard without the Beef. 
Kat. Go get thee gone, thoufalfe deluding flave, 
Beass bin 


at. 


That feed’ft me with the very name of meat : 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my mifery : 

Go get thee gone,I fay, 


Enter Petruchio and Hortenfio with meat. 


Pet. How faresmy Kate ? What, fweeting, all amort? 4 
Hor. Miftris, sant cheer ? pLpCees ae | 
Kat. — as cold ascan be. | 
Pet, Pluck up thy {pirits ;lcok cheerf mes’) | 

Here Love, thou feeft how diligent I re We 

o drefs thy meat my felf, and bring it thee : 


Ni i 
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| am ture, tweet Kate, this kindneis merits thanks. 
what, not a word ? Nay then, thoulov’ftit net : 
And all my paias is fort.d to no proof. 
Here take away the difh. 
Kat. Ipeay youletitfland. 
Pet. The pooreft fervice is repaid with thanks, 
And fo fhall mine before you touch the meat, 
Kat. 1 thank you fir. 
Hor, Signior Petruchio, fie you ate too blame : 
Come Mittris Kate, Vie bear you company. iy py 
Pet. Eat itup all Hortentio, if thou lovelt me :/“- v} 
Much good doit unto thy gentle heart 5 / 
Kate eat apace ; and now my honey love, 
Will we return unto thy Fathers houte, 
And revel it as bravely as the beft, 
With filken coats and caps, and golden Rings, 
With Ruffs and Cuffs, and Fardingals, and things: 
With Scarff., and Fanns, and double change of brav’ry, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beads and all this knav’ry. 
With haft thou din’d? The Tailor ftays thy leafure, 
To deck thy body with his rufiling treafure. 


Enter Tailor. 
Come Tailor, let us fee thefe ornaments, 
Enter Hab: rdafher, 


Lay forthithe gown. What news with you fir? 

Fel. Here is the cap your worthip did befpeak. 

Pet. Why this was moulded ona porrenger, 
AVelvetdith: Fie, fie, *tis lewd and filthy, 

Why ’tis a cockle or a walnur-fhell, 
A knack, a toy, a trick, ababics cap : 
Away with it, come let me havea bigger, 
Kat. Vle have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
| And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe. 
Pet. When you are gentle, you fhall have one too, 
And not till then. 
Hor, That will not be in haft. 
Kat. Why fir, I truftI may have leave to fpeak, 

And {peak I will.. Iam no child, no babe, 

Your betters haveendur’d me, fay my mind. 

And if you cannot, beft you ftop your ears. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or elfe my heart concealing it will break, 

And rather than it fhall, | will be free, 

Eventothe uttermof as I pleafe.in words. 

Pet. Why thou fay’it true, it is a paltry cap, 

A cuftard coffen, a bauble, filken pie, 

I love thee well in that chou lik’ftir not. 

Kat, Love me, or love me not, [like the cap, 

And it I will have, or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown, why |: come Tailor let us fee’t, 

O mercy God, what masking ftuffishere ? 

What ? this afleeve? ‘tis like a demi-cannon, 

What, up and down carv’d like an apple.tart ? 

Here fnip, and nip, and cut, and flifh and flath, 

Like to a Cenfor in a barbers fhop: 

Why whata Devils name Trilor call’ft thou this ? 
Hor, \ ‘ee the’s like to have neither cap nor gown, /s 
Tai, You bid me makeit orderly and well, 
According to the fafhion, and the time. 

Per. Marry and did: but if you be remembred, 
Idid not bid you mar it to the time. : 
Go hop me over every kennel home, 

For you fhall hop without my cuftome fir : 
Vle noneof it: hence, make your belt of it. 

Kt. I never faw a better fathion’d gown, 

More queint, more pleafing, nor more commendable: 
Belike you mean to make a puppetof me, 

Pet, Why true, he theans to make a puppet of thee. 

a She fays. your Worfhip means to make a puppet 
of her. 


1 be taming of the Shrew. 
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Pet. Ob moft monftrous arrogance: 
Thou lyeft, thouthred, thou thimble, | 
Thou yard, three quarters, half yard, quarter, nail ; 
Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter-cricket thou: 
Brav’d in mine own houle witha skein of thred : 
Away thou Rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, 
Or I fhall fo be meet thee with thy yard, 
As thou fhalt think on prating whil’ft thou liv’ft : 
I tell thee I, that thou ha mar’d her gown, 

Tail. Your worfhip is deceiv’d, the gown is made 
Juft as my Mafter had direétion : 

Grumio gave order how it fhould be done. 

Gru. | gave him no order, I gave him the fluff. 

Tail. But how did you defire it fhould be made ? 

Gru. Marry fir with needle and thred. 

Tazl, But did you not requeft to have it Cut ? 

Gru. Thou haft fac’d many things. 

Tail. 1 have. . 

Gru. Face not me: thou haft brav’d many men, brave 
not me: I will neithet be fac’d nox brav’d. [day unto thee, 
L bid thy mafter cue out the gown, but I did not bid him 
cut it to pieces. Ergo thou lieft. 

Teil, Why here is the note of the fathion to teftify. 

Pet. Read it. 

Gru. The note lies in’s throatif he fay I faid fo. 

Tas!. Imprimis, aloofe bodied gown. 

Gru. Mafter, if ever Laid loofe-bodied gown, fow me 
in the skirts of it, and beat me to-death wich a bottome 
of brown thred: | faid a gown, : 

Pet. Proceed, 

Tail. With a fmall compaft cape. 

Gru. I confeis the cape. 

Tail, With a trunk fleeve. 

Gru. 1 confets two fleeves; 

Tail. The fleeves curioufly cut. 

Per. \ there’s the villany. 

Gra. Error i’thbill fir, error th bill: I commanded 
the fleeves fhould be cut out, and fow’d up again, and that 
V’le prove upon thee, tho thy little finger be armed in a 
thimble. 

Tail. This is true that I fayy and I had thee in place 
where, thou fhouldft know it: 

Gra. Lam. for thee ftraight : take thou the bill, give me 
thy mect-yard ,and fpare not me, 


Hor. God-a-mercy Grumio, then he fhall have no 
odd’s, 

Pet, Well fir in brief the gown is not for me. 

Gru. You are i’th right fix, ’cis for my miftris. 

Pet, Go takeit up unto thy matters ute. 

Gru. Villain, not for thy life: Take up my Miftrefs 
gown for thy mafters ufe. 

Pet. Why fir; what’s your conceit in that ? 

Gra, Oh fir, the conceit isdeeper than you think for ; 
Take up my Miftris gown unto his mafters ufe, 
Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Pet, Hortentio, fay thou wilt fee the Tailor paid ( fssds} 
Go take it hence, be gone, and {ay.no more. 

‘Hor. Tailor, Vile pay thee for thy gown to morrow, 
Take no unkindnefs of hishafty words: 

Away I fay, commend me to thy Mafter. Exit. Tasl’ 

Pet. Well, come my Kate, we will unto your fathers; 
Even in thefe honeft mean habiliments : 

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garments poor : 

For ’tis the mind that maks the body rich. 

And as the Sun breaks through the darkeft clouds; 

So honor peereth in the meancft habit. 

What is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 

Becaufe his teathers are more beauriful ? 

Or is the Adder better than the Ecl, 

Becautle his painted skin contents the eye ? 

Ohno, good Kare : neither art thou the worfe 

For this poor furniture, and mean array. 

If thou accounted’ft it fhame, lay it on me, 
And therefore frolick, we will hence forthwith ; 
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To feaft and {port us at thy fathers houle, 

Go call my men, and let usfiraight to him, 

And bring ourhorfes unto Long-lane end, 

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. 

Let’s fee, 1 think tisnow fome feven aclock, 

And well we may-come there by dinner time. 
Kat. | dare aflure you fir, tis almofttwo. 

And ‘twill be fupper time ere you come there. 
Pet. It fhall be feven ere I-go to horfe: 

Look what I peak, or do, or think todo, 

You are fill croffing it ; firs lett alone, 

i will net go to day, andere I do, 

ic thall be whata clock I fay it is. 
Hor. Why fo : this gallant will command the fun. 


Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreft Like Vinentio. 


Tra. Sirs, this is the houfe, pleafeit you that I call. 
Ped. 1 what elfe, and but I be deceived, 
Signior Baptifta may remember me 
Near twenty years ago in Genoa, 
Tea. Where we were Lodgers, at the Pega/us: 
Tis -well, and hold your own in any cafe 
With fuch aufterity as longeth to a Father. 


Enter Biondello. 


Ped. 1 warrant you: but fir, here comes your boy. 
’Twere good he were fchool’d. 

Tra, Fear you not him : firrah Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly | advife you : 
Imagine ’twere the right Vincentio. 

Bion. Tut, fear notme. 

Tra. But hat thou done thy errand to Baptifta? 

Bion. 1 told him that your Father was in Venice, 
And that you look’t for himin Padua. 

Tra. That’s a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink, 
Here comes Baptite: fet your countenance, fir. 


Enter Baptifta and Lucentio, and Pedant booted 
and bare-headed. 


Tra. Signior Baptifta youare happily met : 
Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of, .. 
I pray you ftand good Father to me now, 
Give me Bianca tor my patrimony. 


To gather infome debts, my fon Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty caufe 
Of love between your daughter and himfelf : 
And for the good report | hear of ‘you, 
And for the love he beareth to your datighter, 
Ane fhe to him ; to ftay him not too long, 
}Lamcontent in a good fathers care 

To have him matcht, andif you pleafe to like 
No worle than I fir upon fome agreement, 
Me fhall you find moft ready and moft willing 
With one confent to have her fo beftowed : 
For curious | cannot be with you, 
Signior Baptiffa, of whom { hear fo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay, 
Your plainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me well : 
Right truc it is, your fon Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and fhe loveth him, 

Or both diffemble deeply their affections 5 
And therefore if you fay no more than this, 
That like a Father you will deal with him, 
And pals my daughter a fofficient dowre, 
"The match is made and all isdone, 
Your fon thall havemy daughter with confent 
Tra, Lihank youfir, where then do you know beft 
We be affied, and fuch affurance tane, 
As fhall with cither parts agreement ftand. 
Bap. Not in my houfe Lucentio, for you know 


ws 
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Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you'to the {up| 
er: A 
Luc. And then? , 
Ped. Soft {on : fir by your leave, having come to Padus 
| 


‘| Prieft be ready to come againft you come with your appel* 


It fhall go hard if 1 Cambio go without her. Exit. 


Pitchers have ears, and | have many fervants, 
Befides old Gremio is harkning ftill, 
And haply we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, and it like you fir ; 
There doth my father lie; and there this night 
We'l pafsthe bufinefs privately and well : 

Send for your daughter by your fervant here; 
My Boy fhall fetch the Scrivener prefently. 
The worft is‘this, that at fo flender warning, 
You are like to have a thin and flender pittance. 
Bap. It likes me well: . 
Cambio hie you home, and bid Béanca make her ready ° | 
ftraight : e. | 
And if you will tell what hath hapned, ! 
Lucentio’s Father is arriv’d in Padua, Z,\) 
And how the’s like to be Lucentio’s wife. 
Bion, 1 pray the gods flee may withall my heart, 7] 


Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone, 


Enter Peter. 


ee 


Signior Baptifta, fhall [lead the way, ’ } 
VVecome, one mefs is like to be your cheer | 
Come fir, we will better itin Pz/z. 


Bap. 1 follow you. Evount| d 


b 


Enter Lucentio, and Biondello, “Salle 


Bion. Cambio. 
Luc. VVhat faift' thou Biondello ? es 
Biond. You faw my Matter wink and laugh upon you) 
Luc. Biondello, what of that? c i 
Biond. Faith nothing ; but has left me here bth nd) 
ne expound the meaning, or moral of his figns and to 
ens. if. 
Luc: 1 pray the moralize them. a 
Biond. Thenthus. Baptifta is fafe talking with the de) _ 
ceiving Father of a deceitful Son. | 
Luce And what of him? 


Bion.The old Prieft at St. Luke’s Chureh is at your ¢ 
mand at all hours. 

Luc. And what of all this? 

Bion. 1 cannot tell, except they are bufied about | 
countefeit affurance 3 take you eflurance of her, Cups pre] 
vilegio ad Imprimendum folum , to th’ Church take the} 
Prieft, Clark, and fome fufficient honeft witnefles : 
If this be not that you look for, | haveno more to fay, 
But bid Bianca farewel for ever anda day p | 

Lue; Hear’ft thou Biondello. | 

Bion, \cannot tarry 3 I knew a wench married in an af} 
ternoon as fhe went to the Garden for Parfeley to ftuffa} 

Rabit, and fo may you fir: and fo adieu fir, my Mafter} 
hath appointed me to go to Saint Luke’s to bid the) 


Se 


re | 
7) | 


q 


dix. Exit. 
Luc. Imay and will, if the be fo contented : 

She will be pleas’d, then wherefore fhould I doubt ? 

Hap what hap may, Tle roundly go about her? 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Hortenfio.: 


Pet. Comeon a Gods name, once more towards out} 
4 ae 
ood Lord how bright and goodly fhines the Moon: | 
Kate. The Moon, the Sun; it is not Moon-light| 
now. | ji. oe 
Pet. I fay it is the Moon that fhines fo bright | 
Kat. 1 know it is the Sun that thinsfo bright. 
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aa 
} a thar? » felf 
] Pet. Now by my. Mothers S00, ane that’s My teil, 


It ¢hall be moon, or far, or what Lhift, 


Pet. Come go along and fie thetruth hereof. 
For our firft merriment hath madethcejealous. LExegne. 
Ox erel journey to your fathers houfe : __ dor, Well Petruchio, this has put me in. heart. 
Ge on, and fetch our horfes back again, Have to. my Widow, if fhe be froward, 
Ever more.croft and croft, nothing but croft, | Then haft thou taught Hortentioto be untoward, Exit. 
Hor, Say ashe fays,or we fhall never Bo, 4 
Kat. Forward | pray, fince we have come fo far, 
And be it moon, or lun, or what you pleate : 
and if you pteafe tocall it arufh Candles 
Hence forth I vow it fhall be fo for me. 
Pee. \{ay it isthe moon, 


NN ETD a, 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio 
is ont before. 


pe or 
Bion, Softly and fwiftly fir, for the Prieft is ready. 
Luc. 1 fly Béondello, but they may chance to need thee 
Kat. [know it is the moon. at home; therefore leave us. Evie 
k Pet. Nay then youlie: itis the bleffed Sun. Bion, Nay faiths. Ple tee the Church a your hack, and 
Kat. Then God be bleft, it is the bleffed Suny i then come back tomy. miftris as-foon as I-can. 
But Sunit isnot, when you fay it, is not. Gre. I marvael Cambio comes not all this while. 
And the Moon changes even as your mind: 
What you will have it nam’d, even thatit is, Enter Petruchio, Kate, Vincentio, Grumio 
» | And fo it fhall be fo for Katherine. with. Attendants. 
. Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways, the field is won. 
| Pee, Well, forward, forward, thus the bowl fhouldruns| Pet. Sir heres the door, this is Lacentio’s houfe, 


ta RODE EIOET: 


er ETE 


aman 


f ' And not unluckily againft the Bias: My Fathers bears more toward the Market-place, 
" | But foft, Company is comming here. Thither muft I, and here leave you fir. i 
= Vin. You thall not choofe but drink before you go, 
} Enter Vincentio. i think i fhall command your welcome here,; 
And by all likelihood fome cheer is toward. Knoek, 
Good morrow gentle Miftris, where away ? Gre: They’re buly within, you were beft knock louder, 
Tell me {weet Kate, and tell me truly too, ‘ 
Haft thou beheld a frefher Gentlewoman: Pedant looks out of. the window. } 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks : 
What Stars do fpangle Heaven withfuch beauty, Ped. What's he that knocks as he would beat down the 
Asthofe twoeyes become that heavenly face? gate ? 
Fair lovely Maid. once more good day tothee: | Vin, Is Signior. Lucentio within fin? 
Sweet Kate embrace her for her beauties fake. Ped. He’s within fir, but not-co be fpoken_ withal. 
Hor. A will make the man mad to make a woman of} 7s. What if aman bring him a hundred pound or | 
ae tte two to make merry withal. 
Kat, Young budding Virgin, fair,and frefh; and fweet, Ped: Keep your hiandred pounds to your felf, he . hall } 
ft! | Whither away, or where is thy aboad ? need none as longas ! live. | 
84 | Happy the Parents of fo fair a childs Pet. Nay,| told you your fon was well beloved in Padua3| 
Happier the mat whom favourable Stars do you hear fir, to leave frivolous circ umftances | 
Allots thee for his lovely bedfellow. I..pray you. tell fignior, Lacevrio, that, his Father. is 
hh | Pet, Why how now Kate, | hope thon art not mady come from Pifa, and is here at the door to {peak with 
Thisis a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, him. | 
And not a Maiden, as thon fai’ft he is. Ped;.Thou lief, hisfather is come from Pddud, and | 
th Kat. Pardon old father my miftaking eyes, here looking out at the window. 
That have been fo bedazled with the tun, Vin. Artthou his father ? 
That every thing I look on feemeth green : Ped. | fir, fo his mother fays,if I may believe her, 
wtt | Now I perceive thou are areverend Father : Pet. Why how now Gentleman : why this is flat kna- 
Pardon I pray thee for my mad miftaking. very to take upon you another mans name. 
Pet, Do govdoid grandfir, and withall make known Ped, Lay hands on the villain, I believe he means to 
=| Which way thou travelleft, if along with us, cozen fome body in this City under my counterlance, 
ce | We thall be joyful of thy company. 
us Vin. Fair Sir, and youmy merry Miftris, Enter Biondello. 
That with your ftrange encounter muchamazd me : 
iy, | My name is call’d Vincentio, my dwelling Pifa, Bion, \havefeen them in the Church together; God 
And bound 1am to Padua, thereto vifit fend ’em good fhipping : but who ishere? mine old Ma- 
Afon of mine, which long [have notfeen. p fter Vincentio: now we are undone and brought to no- 
in! Pct, ‘What is hisname ? thing. 
i! Vin, Lucentio, gentle fir. Vin. Come hither Crackhemps . 
) Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy fon : Bion. | hopeI may choofe Sir. 
Hi And now by Law, as well as reverent age, Vin, Come hither you rogue,what have you forgotme? 
wtf | may intitle thee my loving father 5 Bion, Forgot you, no fir: | cou'd not forget you, for 
‘The fifter to my wife, this gentlewoman, never faw you before in all my life. 
Thy Son by this hath married : wonder not, Yin, What, you notorious villain, did’it thou never fee 
f Nor be not grieved, fhe is of good efteem, thy Matters Father Vincentio? 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth 5 Bion. Whit my old worfhipful'old mafter ? yes mar- 
/ 3efide, fo qualified, as may befeem ry fir, fee where he looks out of the window. 
The Spoufe of any noble gentleman : Vin. Is't fo indeed ? He beats Biondello, z 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, Bion. Help, help, help, here’s a mad man will murther 
And wander we to fee thy honeft fon, me, 
i Who will of thy arrival be ful joyous, Peda. Help, fon, help Signior Baptifta. 

Vin, Butis this true, or is it elfe your pleafure, Pet. Prethce Kate let’s ftand afide and fee‘the end of 
rf Like prefent travellers to- break a jeft this controverfy. 
i Upon the company you overtake ? 

Hor. \ do affure thee father fo.it is. Enter Pedant with fervant's, Baptifta, Tranio. 

‘ Tra. 
“s 
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the man lunatick? 

Tra Sir, you feema fober ancient Gentleman by your 
habit ; but your words fhew you a mad man; why fir, 
what concerns it you, if I wear Pearl and Gold; I thank 
my good Father, I am able to maintain it. 

Vin. Thy father / oh villain, he is aSail-maker in-Ber- 

Ane. 
i Bap. You miftake fir, you miftake firs pray what do you 
think is hisname ? 

Vin. His name, as if! knew not his‘name : I have brought 
him up ever fince he was three years old, and his name is 
Tranio. 

Ped. Away, away mad afs, his name is Lucentio, and he 
is mine onlyfon and heir to the Lands of me Signior 
Vincentio. 

Vin, Lucentio! oh he hath murthered his Mafter; lay 
hold on him I charge you in the Dukesname5 oh my fon, 
my fons tell me thou villain, where is my fon Lwcen- 
tio? 

Tra. Call forth an officer 3 Carry this mad knave tothe 
Goal ; fath-r Baptiffa, I charge you fee that he be forth 
coming. 

Vin. Carry me to the Goal? 

Gre. Stay officer, he fhall not go to prifon. 

Bap. Talk not Signior Gremio, J tay he fhall go to 
prifon. 

Gre. Take heed fignior Baptifta, left you be coni- 
catch’d in this bufinefs 5 I dare {wear this is the right Vin. 
centio. 

Ped. Swear if thou dar’ft. 

Gre. Nay, Idare not {wear it. 

Tra. Then thou wert beft fay that | am not Lucen- 

1206 

Gree Yes, 1 know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with the dorard , to the Goal with him, 


Bap. What is 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio, avd Biancas ~ 


Vin. Thus frangers may be hal'd and abus’d; oh mon- 
ftrous villair. 
Bion, Qhwe are fpoil’d, and yonder he is, deny him, for- 
{wear him, of <ffe we are all undone. 
Exit Biondelloy Tranio, and Pedant as faft as may bee 


Lue. Pardon {weet fathers 
Vin» Lives my fweet fon? 
Bion, ¥ardon dear Father. 
Bap. How haft thou offended, where is Lucentio? 
Luc. Here’s Lucentio, right fon to the right Vincen- 
£304 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine. 
While counterfeit {uppofes bleer’d thine cine 
Gre, Here's packing with a witnefs to deceive us all. 
Vin, Where is that damned villain Tranio, 
That fac’d and brav’d me in this matter fo ? 
Bap. VVhy, tellme.if not thismy Cambio? 
Bios. Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio. 
Luc. Love wrought thele miracles. Béanca’s love 
Made me exchange my ftate with Tramio, 
VVhile he did bear my countenance in the town, 
And happily [havearriv’d at laft 
Unto the wifhed haven of my blifs 5 
i VVhat Tranio did, my felf enfore’d him to; 
Then pardon him fweet Father for my fake. 
” yin, Pile flit the villains nofe that would have fent me 


tothe Goal. 


Exit, 
Bap. And Ito found the depth of this knavery, | Byig) 


Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father will not frown | 
Exeunt, 
Gre. My cake is dough, but Plein among thereft, 
Out of hope of all, but my fhare of the Feaft. All 
Kat. Husband let’s follow, to fee the end of this ado,” 
Pet. Firft kifsme Kate, and we will. ia 
Kat, What in the midf of the ftreet ? 


Pet. What art thou afham’d of me? | | 


Kat. No fir, God fordid, but afham’d to kify. 


Pet, Why then let’s home again: Come firra lev’s a 


way. 


ftay 
Pet, Is not this well? come my {weet Kare, 


Better once then never, for never too late. Excennt | 


Scena Quarta. 


a) | 


Ent er Baptifta, Vineentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lwcentin, and) 


Bianca, Tranio, Biondello, Grurmio, and Widdow : 
The Serving- men with Tranio bringing 
in a banquet. 


Luc. Atlaft tho long, our jarring notes agree, 

And time itis when raging war is come, 

To {mile at {capes and perils over blown : 

My fair Bianca bid my father welcome, 

While I with felf-fame kindnefs welcome thine : 

Brother Petruchio, fifter Kathersna, 

And thou Hortentio with thy loving Widdow =, 

Feaft with the beft, and welcome to my houfe; 

My Banquet is to clofe our ftomachs up _ 

After owr great good cheer : pray you fit down, 

For now we fit to chat as wellas eat. . 
Pet. Nothing but-fit and fit, and eat and eat. 
Bap. Padua affords.this kindnefs, fon Petruchio. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but whatis kind. 
Hor. For both our fakes] would that wotd were true] 
Pet. Now for my life Hortentio fears his widdow. ; 
Hor, Then never truft me if I be afeard. 
Pet, You are very fenfible, and yet you mils 

fence : v4 

Imean Hortentiois afeard of you. i 
Wid. He that is giddy thinks the world turns round, ~ 
Pet. Roundly replied. 
Kat. Miftris, how mean you that? 


Wid. Thus I conceive by him, p 


iy 
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Pet. Very well mended; ‘kifs him for that, goody 


Pet. Conccives by me, how likes Hortentiothat ? 
Hor. My Widdow fays, thus {he conceives her tale. 


Widdow. 


I pray you tell me what you meant by that. 


Kat. Nay, | will give thee a kif, now pray thee Lil 


‘ 


7 


Kat: He thatis giddy thinks the world turns round. r : 


Wid, Your Husband being troubled with a threw, | ‘ 


Meafurs my husbands forrow by his wo3 
And now you know my meaning. 
Kat, A very Mean meaning. 
Wid. Right, I mean you. 
Kat. And { am meanindeed, refpe&ing you. 
Pet, To her Kate. 
Hor. To her Widdew. 
Pet: A hundred marks, my Kate do put her down. 
Hor. That’s my office. 
Pet. Spoke like an officer 5 ha to thee lad. 
Drinks to Hortentio. 


Bap] 


< . } a 
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Bap. How hikes Gremio thefe quick witted folks? 
Gre. Believe me fir, they But together well: 
Bian. Head,and bat an hafty witty body, 
_ [Would fay your Head and But were head and horn, 
,' Vin, 1 Miftcefs Bride, hath that awakened you ? 


Bian. 1, but not frighted me, therefore Ple feep ‘a- 


" ain, 

Pet. Nay that you fhall not fince you hav@begun: 
Have at you fot.a better jeftor two. : 

Bian. Am | your Bird, | mean to fhift’ my bufh, 
And then purfue meas you draw your Bow. 
Youare welcowe all. 

Pet: She hath prevented me, here fignior Tranio. 
This,bird you aim’d at, tho you hit her nor, 
Cherefore a health to all char fiot'and mift, 

Tra. On fir, Lucentio fl] pt me like his Gray-hound, 
Which runs himfelf, and catches for his Mafter, 

Pet. A good fwift fimile, but fomething currith. 
Tra: Tis well fir, that you hunted for your felf : 
’Tis thought your Deer does hold you at a bay. 
Bap. Oh, oft Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc. \thank thee for that gird good Tranio, 
Hor. Contefs, confefs, hath he not hit you here ? 
Pet. A has alittle gall’d me I confefs: 
And as the Jeit did glance away from me, 
Tis ten to one if maim’d you too outright. 
Bap. Now in good fadnefs fon Petrruchio, 
(think thou haf the vericft threw of all. 
Pet. Well, { fay no ; and therefore for affurance, 
Let’s each one fend unto his wife, 
And he whofe wife is moft obedient, 
Tocome at firft when he doti fend for het, 
Shall win the wager which we will propofe. 
Hor. Content, wha: the wager? 
Luc, Twenty Crowns. 
Pet. Twenty Crowns. : 
Ple venrure fo mach of my Hawk or Hound, 
But twenty times fo much. upon my Wife. 
‘Luc. ‘A hundred then. 
Hor, Content. 
Pet. A match, ’tisdone. 
Hor, Who fhall begin ? 
Lue. That will I. 
Go Biondello, bid your Mifirefs come tome : 
Bion. | go. 
| Bap. Son, le be yonr half, Bianca comes. 
Lae. Dlehave no halves: Vie bear it all my felf, 


Enter Biondello. 


ni | 
How:now, what news ? 
Bion. Sit, my Miftrets {:nds you word 
mt {Phat the is bufié, and cannot come. 


{wer ? 

Gre.-1, and akind one too: 
Pray God Sir your wife fend you not a worfe. 
‘Pet; 1 hope better. 


Exit, 


Pet. How? fhe’s bufie, and cannotcome: is that an an- 


| Men, what duty they owe to thei Li 


| 


\ 


Pet. What ? 
Flor. She will not, 
Pet. Tae fouler forturie mine; and there an end, 


Enter Katherina: 


Bap. Now by my hollidam here comes Katherina. 

Kat. What is your will Sit that you fend for me 2 
Pet, Where is your Sifter, and Hortentio’s wife? 

Kat. They fit con ferring by the Parlor fire. 

Pet. Go fetch them hither; if they deny. to come, 


Exit Bianca. | Swinge mé them foundly forth ‘wnto their husbands : 


Away Icfay, and: bring thet hither, ftraight; 
Luc. Hereis a wonderyif vou talk'of a wonder. 
Hor. Aad fo it iss Lwonderwhat it boads; 
Pet. Marry peace it boads, and love, and quiet life, 
An awful rule and right fupremacy : 
And to be fhort, what not, that’s{weet and happy. 
Bap. Now fair befal the good Petruchio; 
The wager thou haft won, and I will add 
Unto-their lofles twenty thoufand Crowns, 
Another dowry to another daughter, 
For fhe is chang’d as fhe had never been. 
Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 
And fhow moré fign of her obedichee, 
Her new built vertue\and obedience. 


Enter Kate, Bianca, and Widdow.. 


See where-fhe comes, and brings your froward Wives 
As priloners to her womanly pertwafion : 
Katherine, thatcap of yours becomes vou not, 
Off with that bable, and throw it underfoot. 
Wid. Lord \ct-me-never-have acaute-to figh, 
Till I be brought to tuch a filly. pats. 
Bian, Rie what-alooiith duty.call-you this? 
Luc. | would-your duty were as foolifh too: 
The wiidom of your duty, Yair Bianca, ‘ 
Hath coft me five hundred Crowns fince fupper time, 
Bian; The.more fool you for laying,oa my duty. 
Pet. Katherine, | chargethee tell thet: headfire 


Ane. win 
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18-and husbands, 
Wid, Come, come, you're mocking : we will have no 
telling, ; 
Pet, Cc meon fey, and firft begin with her. 
Wid, She thall not. 
Pet, (1 fay the fhall, and fir begin with hers 
Kate, Fie, fie, unkait that threatniag unkind brow, 
Aaddart not {cornful glances from thofe eyes, 
To wound thy Lord, thy Kiog, thy Governour,. 
it blots thy beauty.as frofts bite the ‘meads, 
Confounds thy fame, whirl winds fhake fair buds, 
And in no-fence ismeet-or amiab le. 
A woman mov’d is like a foun tain-troubled, 
Muddy, ill feeming, thick, bereft of beauty, 
And whileit is fo, none fo dry or. thirlty 
Willdain to fip, or touch one drop of it. 
Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy,keeper, 


Hor, Sita Biondello, go and intreat my wifeto come to 
me forthwith. Exit Biondello. 
Pet. Ob ho, intreat her , nay then fhe muft needs 
come, 

Hor. 1am afraid Sir, do what you caa, 


Thy, Head, thy Soveraiga : One that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance. Gommits his body 
To painful labour, both by fea and land : 
‘To watch the night in fiorms, the day in cold, 
Whil& thou 1’ warm at home, fecure and fafe, 
And craves no o ther tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks; and. rrue obedience 
Too little payment for fo great a debt. 

Such duty-as the Subjeé& owes the Prince, 

Even fuch a woman oweth to her husband: 

And when fhe is froward, peevith fullen, fower, 
And not obedient to his honeft will, 
VVhat is fhe butafoul contending Rebel, 

And gracelcfs traitor to her loving Lord ? 
Exit.| Tam atham’d that women are fo fingle, 
To offer war where they fhould kneel for peace: 


Exter Biondello. 


Yours will not be entreated : Nowy. where’s my wife ? 
Bion. She fays:you have fome goodly Jeftin hand, 

She will notcome : the bids youcome to her: 

~ Pet. Worfe and worte, fhe will not come: 

Oh vild, intolerable, not to be indur’d : 

itta Grumio, go to your Mittrefs, 

Say Icom nandher to come tome, 

#for. know her anfwer, 

b faeee ea 
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All's well that ends well, 
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Intoken of which duty, if he pleafe, " 


or feck for rule, fupremacys and {way, i ) 
When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey: My hand is ready, may it do him eafe. 
Pet. Why there's a wench: Come on, and kif me 


, 


Why are our bodies foft, and weak, and fmooths : 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world ate. 

But that our foft conditions, and our hearts, Luc. Well go thy ways old Lad, for thou fhale ha’t, 

Should well agree with our external parts ? Vin. *Tisa good hearing when children are toward, 
‘Luc. But a barth hearing, when women are froward, 


Come, come, you froward unable worms, ‘ 
i ss Pet. Come Kate, we'l to bed, 


My mind hath been as big asone of yours, é | 

My heartis great, my reafon haply more, We three are married, but you two are fped. 

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown > Twas I won the wager tho you hit the white, 

But now I fee our Launces are but ftraws: And being a winner, God give you good night. 

Our ftrength as weak, our weaknefs paft compare, Exit Petruchio, 

That feeming to be moft, which we indeed leaft ates Hortenf. Now g0 thy ways, thou haft tam’d acurft 

Then vale your ftomacks» for it is no boot, Shrow. 
Lue. ?Fis a wonder, by your leave, The will be tam’ fg, 


And place your hands below your husbands foot : 


$a 


All's well that ends well. - 


Atlus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enur young Bertram Count of Roffilion, his Mother , and He- Rof. Fheard not of it before. 
lena, Lord Lafew, all in black, Laf. 1 would it were not notorious. Was this Gen 
tlewoman the Daughter of Gerard de Warbon? 


Mo. His {ole child my Lord, and bequeathed to my 


Mother. 
EISEN GF N delivering my fon from me, I'bury a | ver-looking. L have thofe hopes of her good, that her edu- 
wee aps fecond husband. cation promifes her difpofitions fhe inherits, which makes 


fair gifts fairer , for where an unclean mind carries ver tuo 
qualities, there commendations go with pity, they att 
mutt attend his Majefties command, to | vertues and traitors too: in her they are the better for 
whom Lam now in Ward, evermore their fimplenefs 5 fhe derives her honefty, and atchievest 
in fubjeétion. goodnefs. | 
® af. You {hall'find of the King a |. Lafew. ¥out commendations, Madam, get from it 
husband , Madam, you fir a father, | t¢ 
He that fo generally is at all timcs good, mutt of neceffity 
hold his virtueto you, whofe worthinefs would ftir ® up 
were it wanted, rather than lackit where there is fuch 
abundance. hood fromher cheek, No more of this Helena, go t0, | 0 
Mo. What hopeis there of his Majefties amendment? | more, lef it be rather thought you affeét a forrow, tham 0 
Laf. He hath abandon’d his Phyfitians, Madam, under | have-——— ~ . 
whofe pragtices he hath perfecuted time with hope, and|  He/. Ido affeét a forrow indeed, but Ihave it too + 
finds no other advantage in the proccls, but only the lofing| | Laf. Moderate lamentationsis the right of the dea 
of hope by time: exceflive grief ithe enemy to the living. af 
tlewoman hadaFather, Othathad: | 4%. If the living be enemy to the grief, the excel 
fe skill was almoft as great as makes it foon mortal. 
his honefty, had it @retch’d fo far, would have made nature Rof, Madam, I defire your holy wifhes. .) vf 


4 immortal, and death fhould have play for lack of work. Laf. How underftand we that? 
i ; ‘cine Ethinkit would | 44% Be thou bleft Bertram and fucceed thy Fathet 


1 Would, for the Kings fake he were living, 
be the death of the Rings diféafe. In manners as in fhape : thy blood and virtue 
Laf. How call’d you the man you fpeak of Madam par Contend for Empire in thee, and thy goodnefs 
Mo. He was famous fir, in his profeflion, and it was his’ Share with thy birth-rights Love all, eruft a few, 
great right to be fo: Gerard de Narbon. | Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Laf. He was excellent indeed, Madam, the King very Rather in power than ufe : and keep thy friend 
lately {poke of him admiringly and mourningly: he was Under thy own lifes key : Becheckt for filence, 
skilful enough to have lived fill, if knowledg could pe fet | But never tax’d for fpeech : What heaven more will, 
upagaint mortality, | : : © | That thee mayfurnith, and my prayers pluck down, 
Rof, What is it Cry good Lord): the King tanguifhes | Fall on thy hand : Farewel my Lord, 
; | Tis an unteafon’d Couttier, good my Lord 
| Advife him: ul 


* Rof. And in going, Madam, weep 
Ane’ o°re my Father’s death anew ; but | 


ars. 

_ Mb, ‘Tis the beft brine a Maiden can feafon her prail 
in, The rememprance of her Father never approacit 
her heart, but the tyranny of her forrows takes all hiveli 


of? 
Laf. A Fiftula my Lord. 


“It 


p 


ew 


* 


‘ terete ielntinnicccatteeh nt rt rg inn 
All's -wellt 


His arched arrows, his hawkiag eye, his curls 
In our hearts table > hearttoocspabdle 


Of every line and trick of his fwt 
° , ae ee Rye : 

But now he is gone, and my idolatrous fancy 

Mutt fanétify his Relick. Whocomes here? 


i 
/ 


Enter Parolles, 
* 

One that goeswith him : J Jove him for his fake, | 

And yet I know-him a notorious Liar, 

Think hima great way fool, folely a coward, 

Yet thefe fixt evils fic fofic in him, 

That they take place, when Virtues fteely bones: 

Looks bleaki’ch cold wind 5 withal, fulloft we fee 

Cold wifdom waitint on fuperfludus folly. 

Par, Save you fair Queen. 

Hel, And you Monarch. 

Par. No. 

Hel. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on Virginity ? 

Hel. 1; you have fome ftain of fouldier in you: Let 
me ask you aqueftion. Man isenemy to virginity, how 
may we barrocado it againft him ? 

Par. Keep him out. 

Hel. But he affails, and our virginity though valiant, 
in the defence yet is weak: unfold us fome warlike refift- 
ance, 

Par. There is none : Man fetting down before you will | 
undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel. Blefs our poor Virginity from undermiiners, and 
blowers up. Is there no Military policy how Virgifis might 
blow up men? reat 

Par. Virginity being blown down, Man will quicklier 
be blown up - matry in blowiug him down again, with 
the breach your felves made, you lofe your City. It isnot 
politick, in the common-wealth of nature, to preferve 
virginity. Lofi of Virginity, is rational encreafe, and 
there was never virgin got, till virginity was firft loft. 
That you were made of, ismetal to make Virgins. Vir- 
ginity, -by being once loft, may be ten times found : by 
being ever kepc, it is ever loft: ’tis to0 cold a companien : | 
away with’e. 

Hel, \ will ftand for’t a little, though t 
Virgin., 


he 


AAe 


refore I die a 
Par. There’slittle canbe faid in’c 5 ’tis. againft the rule| 
of Nature. To {peak on the part of virginity, is to ac-| 
cufe your Mothers 3 which is mot infallible difobedience. | 
¢that hangs him{:1f Virgin: Virginit 

t 


oS 


r 
t 


; P 
is a 


it felf, and fhould be buried in hig 


Canon. Keep it not, you cannnot choofe but lofe by’r. 


Out with’c: within ten years it will make it felf two,| Which we 
which is a goodly increafe,and the principal it felf not much | Gives us free 


the worfe. Away with’r. 


Hels How might one do fir,to lofe it to her own liking? | What powér isit 
Marry ill, to like him that ne’re} That makes me 


Par. Let me fee. 
it likes, ?Tis. a commodity. will lofe 
lying, The flongerkept, the les w 
while ’tis vendible. Anfwer th 
ginity like an old Courtier, w 


orth: 


better in your Pye and your Porredg, then in your cheek: 
and your virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our 
French wither’d Pears ; it looks ill, it eats drily, marry 
*tis.a wither’d Pear : ‘it. was formerly better, 
yet “tis a wither’d Pear. Will you any’ thing with} 
it? 

Hel. Not my virginity yet. 
There fhall your Mafter have a thoufand loves, 


operetta eet meee en mane o 


ba 


the glofs with] The mightieft {pace in fortune, Nature 
Off with’r | To joyn like 
€ time of requelt,. Vir_ | Impoffible be 
tars her cap out of fa-| That weicht 
thion, richly futed, but unfutable, jolt like the brooch What hath 
and the toothpick, which were not now : your Date is! To thew 


gends well. 


A fMalirel: 


moather inna 
A mother, ang 


syand ‘a friend, 


1, and an‘enetay, 
gocddets, and a foveraiga, 
A Countellor, a Traitrefs, ‘and ‘a Dear 
His humbleft ambition, proud humility - 


His faith, his fweet difafter: with a world 
OF pretty fond adoptions chriftendoms 

That blinking Cupid goffips. Now’ fhall he: 

I know not what he fhall, God fead: him well, 
The Courts alearning places ‘andihe ig éne. 

Par. What one faith 

Hel, That] with well, ’tis 

Par. What's pity ? 

Hel. That wifhing-welbhad not a body in’e, 
Which might be felt, that we poorer born, 
Whofe bafer ftars:do fhut them up in withes, 
Might with effeéts of them follow our friends 
And fhew what we alone muft think, which né 
Returnsus thanks, 


pity 
r y¢ 


Enter Page, 


Page. Monfieur Parolics, 
My Lord ealls for you, 

Par. Little Hellen. farewel, if Tecan réme 
I will think of thee at Court. 

Fel. Monfieur Parolles, you were born under a chari- 
table ftar, 

Par. Under Mars 1, 

Hel, 1 etpecially. think under ALars; 

Par, Why under Afars2 


i 
mber thee, 


Hel, The waters hath-fo kept you under; that you muft 
needs be born under Mars. 


Par. When he was predominant. * 

Hel. Whenhe was retrograde 1 think rather. 

Par. Why think you fo:? 

Hel, You go fo much backward when you fight: 

Par, That's for advantage. 

Hel. So is ronning ‘away, 
When fear propofes taféty : 
But the compofition that your valour -and:fear make 
you, is a virtue of a good wing, and 1 :like 
well, 

Paroll. am fo fall of bufinefs, I cannot 
acutely : I.wilb return perfe@ Cour 
my inftru&tion fhall. ferve 


ne 


TAt 


xr 
CLES EVV 


r thee 


+ 


er.” it ee tering tat 
tier, in the which’) 


Y wilt 


Exit. 
Hel. Our remedies oft in our felves do lie, 
aferible to heaven: the fated sky 
fcope, only doth backward: pull 
Our flow defigns, when we our felves*are dull, 
ty which mounts my love fohigh, 
fee, and cannot feedmine eye ? 
brings 
likes, and kits like native things, 
ftrange attempts rothofe 

heir pains in fenceyi and do fuppofe 
been, cannot be. Who ever ftrove 

er merit, that did mifscher lave ? 
(The Kings difeafe) my projiét may deceive me, 


es nnn ne 


But my intents are:fixt, and will not feave me. Exit. 
Marry Flaurifh Corners, 
Enté? the Kingef France with letters, and 
divers Attendants. 
a c ‘ 
3 5 King. 
ow ae SSE ET I MET » 
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_—_—__—_— entree 


| Keng. The Florcntines and Senoys are by th’ ears, 
| Have tought with equal fortane, and continue 
fA braving war. 
1. Lo. G. So’ tis reported fir: 
Kin. Nay ’tis moft credible, we here receive its 
l Acertainty vouch’d from our Coufin Aufiria, 
With Caution, that the Florentine will move us 
Fur {peedy aid: wherein our dearelt friend 
Prejudicates the bufinels, and would feem 
To hive us make denial. 
1. L. G. His love and wifdom 
Approv’d fo to your Majelty may plead 
For ampleft credence. 
Kan. He hath arm’d our anfwer, 
And Elorence is deni’d before he comes : 
Yet for our Gentlemen that mean to fee 
The Tufcan fervice, freely have they leave 
To fland on either part. 
| 2.Lo. &. It may well ferve 
| A nurfery to our Gentry, who are fick 
| For breathing and exploit. 
Kit What’s he comes here ? 


Enter Bertram, Lafew and Parolles, 


1 Lo G. It is the Count Rofillion, my good Lord, 
Young Bertram. 
Kin. Youth, thou bear’ft thy fathers face, 
Frank Nature rather curious than in haft, 
| Hath wellcompos’d thee: Thy Fathers moral parts 
| Maift thou inherit too: welcome to Parss. 
Ber. My thanks and duty ate your Mayefties. 
Kin, | would | had that corparal foundnefs now 
| As when thy father and my felf in friendfhip: 
| Firft tri?d our fouldierfhip :. he did look far 
| ¥oto the fervice of’ the time, and. was 
Difcipled of the braveft. He'lafted long, 
| But on us both did haggifh Age fteal on, 
| And wore usout of aét 3 it much repairs me 
| To talk of your good Father 5 in his youth 
| He had the wit, which Pan well obferve 
| Today in our young Lords ; but they may jeft 
Till their own {corn return to them unnoted, 
| Ere they can hide theic levityin honour : 
So like a Courtier, contempt nor bitternefs 
Were in his pride, or tharpnefs, if they were, 
His equal had awak’d them, and his honour 
Clock to it felf, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him {peak, and at this t\ne 
His tongue obey’d hishand. Who were below. him: 
He us’d as creatures of another places 
! And bow’d his eminent top te their low ranks. 
Making them proud of his humility, 
ia their poor praife he humbled : fuch aman 
Might be a copy to thefe younger times 5 
Which followed well, would demonftrate them now 
But goers backward: 
Rer. His good remembrance, Sit, 
Lies richerin your thoughts, thanon his tomb: 
Soin approof lives not his Epitaph, 
Asin your royal {peech. 
King. Would I were with him : he would always fay, 
( Methinks I hear him now ) his plaufive words 
He fcatter’d not in ears, but grafted them 
To grow there and to bear ; let menot live, 
| This his good melancholly oft began 
Cyn the Cataftrophe and heel of paftime 
When it wasout+ let me not live, (quoth he) 
After my flame lacks oy!, to be the fauff 
LOf younger (pirits, whofe apprehenfive fenfes 
| afl bucaew things difdain 5 whofe jadgments are 
tv icer fathers of their garments; whofe conftancies 
Excire before their fafhions: this he with’d. 
I after him, doafter him with too: 
aK 


All's well “that ends well, 


( Since I, nor wax, nor henty can bring home, ) 
I quickly were diffolved from my hive, 
To give fome Labourers room. 

2, L. E. Yowre loved Sir, 

They that leaftlendit you, fhalllack you firft, 

Kin. 1 fill a place I know’t + how long is’, Count, 
Since the Phyfician at your fathers died , 

He was much fam‘d. 

Ber. Some fix months fince, my Lord. 

Kin. \f he were living, 1 would try him yer. 
Lend me an arm 3 the reft have worn me out 
With feveral applications; Nature and ficknefs 
Debate it at their leifure. Welcome Count, . 
My fons no dearer. 

Ber. Thank your Majefty. 


Flourifh. 
Enter Countefs, Steward, and Clown. 


Coun. Iwill now hear, what fay you of this Gentlewo. 
man? ‘ 


St. Madam, the care Ihave had to even your conteit| 


I with might be foundin the Kalender of my paft endes| 
.vours, for then we wound our modeity, and make foul: he| 


clearnefs of our defervings, when of our felves we publif}) 


them. 


d 


folly tocommit them, and have ability enough to malt] 


ail 


fuch knaveries yours. 

* Glo, ’Tis not unknown to you 
low. 

Con. Well fir. 

Clo. No Madam, 

Tis not fo-well that I am poor , though ¢ 
tego the world, Isbel the woman and I will do as we 
may. , 
Coun. Wilt thouneeds be a beggar ? 

Clo. 1do beg your good willin this cafe. 

Cou, VVhat cate? 

Clo. In Isbels cafeand mine own 4 ferviceis no 
tage, and I think Ifhall never have the blefling of 
setae iffue amy body, for they fay Barns are bit) 
ings. 


Clo. My poor body Madam requires it, I am driven o 
the ficlh, and he muft needs go that the devil 
rives, i 
Cou: Is this all your worfhips reafon ? a 
Clo, Faith Madam Ihave other holy reafors 5 fueh 26 
they are. J 
Cou. May the world know them ? a 
Clo. Ihave been ( Madam ) a wicked creature, asyol 
-and all flefh and blood are, and indeed Ido marty that! 
may repent. “ae 
Cou. Thy marriage fooner than thy wickednels, ~~ 
Clo. Tam outof friends» Madam, and 1 hope & hare} 

fe ends for my wives fake, a 
Con, Such friends are thine enemies, knave. i 
Ch. Y’are fhallow Madam, in preat. friends, for the 
knaves come to do that for me whieh I am a weaty ols 
he that ears my Land, {pares my team, and gives oe) 
leave to in the crop; if I be his Cuckold, he’s oy 
drudg 3 he that comforts my wife, fis the cherifher of ®Y 


flefh and blood; he that cherifheth my flefh and blood, 


loves my flefh and blood; he that loves my flefh af 


blood is my friend : Ergo, he that kiffes my. wife is ®) 
friend : if men could be contented to bead they are} 


there were no fear in marriage 5 for young Charbon t' 
P i 


uritanl 


Cou. What do’s this knave here ? Get you gone fires 
the complaints I have heard of you, 1 do not alt believes}. 
’tismy flownefs that Ido not; for I know you lack noi) 


Madam,. | ama poor | 


many of the) | 
rich are damn’d; but if lhave your Ladifhips good will 


Cou. ‘Tell me thy reafon why thou wilt marry? 1) 


i 
# 
a 


‘ 


4 ne eye Cs 2 er 
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Puritan, and old Poyfamw the Pap ft,howt 
are fever’d in Religon, their heads are both one, they may 
jout horns together bke any Dear ch Herd. 
Com. Thou wilt ever be afoul mouth’d and calumnious 
knave. 
Clo. A prophet, | Mzdam, and I fpeak the truth the next 
way, for I the Ballad will repeat, which men full true fhall 
find, your marriage comes by deftiny, your Cuckew fings 
by kind. 
Cou. Get you gone fir, le talk with you more anon. 
Stew. May it pleafe you, Madam, that he bid Hellen 
come to you, of herl am to fpeak. 
Cou, Sixralrtell my Gentlewoman | would {pea 
her, Hellen \ mean. 
Clo Was this fair face the caufe, quoth fhe, 
| Why the Grecians facked Troy ? 
) Fond done, done fond, was this King Priam’s joy ? 
( Wich that fhe fighed as fhe ftood, bis 
m! And gave this fentence ther, auoe 


bs a | no Loe eaPFftc 
omere their hearts 
e 


k with 


| good, amongnine bad if ove be good, there's yet ene | 

i) pood in ten. 

Com. What, one good in ten? youcorrupt the fong | 
firrah. 


Clo. One good woman in ten, Madam, which is the pu- 
rifying ath fong: would God would ferve the world fo all 
| the year, we'd find no faule with the tithe woman if] were 
the Parfon; one in ten quoth a? and we might havea good 
woman born but ove every blazing Star, or at an earth- 
quake, ’cwould mend the Lottery well, aman may draw 


g nine bad if one be | ( 


ds well. 


It is the fhow and feal of natures truth, 
Where loves ftrong paflionisimpref in youth, 
By our remembrances of days forgone, 
Such were our faults, or then we thought themnone 5 
Her eye is fick on’t, I obferve her now. 
Hel. what is your.pleafute, Madam ? 
Ol. Cou. Youknow, Hellen, am arbother to you. 
Hel, Mine honourable Miftris: 
Ol. Cou, Nay 2Mother, why nota Mother ? when I 
fed Mother, 


Methought you faw aferpent; what’sin Mother, 


That you ftartat it? I fay, lam your mother, 
And put you in the Catalogue o* thei¢ 
That were enwombed tine 3 ’ris often feen 
Adoption ftrives with nature, and choice breeds 
A native flip to us from. forrain feeds,:,; 
You ne’re oppreft me with aymothers groans 
Yerl expre{s ro you a mathers care: 
Gods mercy Maiden} do’s 1 curd thy, blood 
To fay | am thy mother ? what?s.the matter, 
That this diff: mpered meffenger ef wet, 
The many colour’d Jris rounds thine gye ? 
—__——Why, that you are my daughter ¢ 
el, That] amnot. 
Ol. Con. \iay | am your Mother, 
| Hel. Pardon Madam. 
| The Court Roffillion canact be my brorher 4 
‘Lam from humble he from honevred name 5 
| No note upon my Parenss, his all noble, 


his heart out ere a pluck one. 
Cow Yourlbe gone fir knave,anddo ast command you? 
Clo. That man that ihould be at a womans command, 
and get no hurt done, tho honefty be no Puritan,yet it will 
dono hurt; it will wear the Surplis of humility over the 
black Gown of abigheart: | am going forfooth, tac buft- 


nefs is for Hellen to come hither. 
Exit. 


" Con. Wellnow. 
tt Stew. 1 know (Madam) you love your Gentlewoman in- 


tirely. 

Cou. Faith I do: her Father bequeath’d her to me, and 
fhe her felf without other advantage, may lawfully make 
title to. as much love as the finds; there is more owing her 


" }mand, 

fr Stew. Madam,| was very late more near her than I think 

hit! | The with’d me 3 alone fhe was, and did communicate to her 
{elf her own words to her own ears; fhe thought, | 

‘i | dare vow for her, they touch’d not any ftranger fence 3 

a" \her matter was, fhe loved your Son ; Fortune the faid 

ti! |was no goddefs, that had put fuch difference betwixt 


their two eftates; Love no God, that would not extend 
his might, only where qualities were level : Queen of 
Virgins that would fuffer ber poor Knight furpris’d with- 
out refcue in the firft aflanle or. rantome afterward ; 
This. fhe deliver’'d in the moft bitter touch of forrow 


than is paid, and more fhall be paid her than fhe'll de- 


My Mater, my dear-Lord. he is, andi 
| His fervant live, and. will his.vaffal die + 
He muff not be my brother, 

Ol. Cou. Norl your Mother, 

Hel. Youare my Mother Madam, would you were 
|So that my Lerd your Soa were-not my brother, 
HIndeed my Mothers or.were you both our mothers, 
iIcareno more for,,:than! do for heaven, 

So l were not his fifters.cant no other; 
| But I Your Daugiter, he'muft be my Brother. 
| Ol. Com. Yes Hellen, youmight be my Daughter in law, 
[Goce thield you mean itnof, Daughter and Mother 
' Softrive upon your pulie 5 what pale agen? 
My fear hath gatch’d your fondnels | now I fee 
The Miftry of younlevelinefs, and find 
| Your fale tears heady now to allfence ’tis grofs : 
You love my Son, invention is afbam’d 
A gainft the proclamation of thy paffion 
To fay thou doft not : therefore tell me true, 
| Bur tell me then tis {oy for look, thy cheeks 
Confe(sit cone to thgother, and thine eyes 
Seeir is fo grofly fhdwn in thy behaviour, 
That.in their kind they {peak ny only fin 
And hellith ob‘tinancy tiethy tongue 
That truth thould be fulpeéteds fpeak, is’t fo ? 
If it be fo, you have wound a goodly clew : 
If it benor, forfwear't: how ereL charge thee, 


add 


au 


| 
} 
} 
| 
} 


as 


wt {thate’rel heard Virgin exclaim in, which Lheld my duty | as heaven (hill work in me for mine avail 
ot {fpeedily to acquaint you withal ; fithence in the lots snp S truly. oe ane 

that may happen, it concerns you fomething to know Hel Coad Madam pardon me, 
dee fat. Sse ee ey Ee nee 
@ | com. Yoo havea shishonty, Keep Your| Fe, Your pein noble Mili 

felf; many likelihoods inform'd me of this before, which} (Coy, Love you my Son? 

, | hung fo tottering in the ballance, that [could never believe} 77.) Do Bs ads Ae Te 
ni’ { nor mifdoubt : pray you leave me, ftall chisin your bofem, a Go var slut: - y love hathin’t & bond 
,@ |and thank you for your honeft care; i will {peak with | whereof the world cates hace: Caniescone. difclofe 
df { youfurther anon. ; The ftate of your affection, for your paflions 
Exit Steward. | tiaye ro the full appeach’d. 
- i Hel, Then I confefs 
" Enter Hellen, | Here ommy knee, before high heavens and you, 

} 4 ; J PECUN » 5 
ML ous Ge Bente at wich oe mien var youngs ‘<2 [um eae poortutbonch Ooayioce 
rt | If ever we are natures, thefe are ours, this thorn Se itt offended, for it hurts not hint haere 


Doth co our Rofe of youth rightly belong , 
Our blood to us, this to our blood is born, 


That he is lov'd of me: I follow him not 
By any token of prefumptuous fuir, 


S 2 Nor 


Ss 4 


well that ends well. 
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Nor would I have him, till I do deferve him, 
Yet never know how that defert fhould be: 
1 know | lovein vain, firive againft hope 5 
Yet in this captious, and intenible Sive 
1 fill pour in the waters of my love, 
And Jack not to lofe ftill; thus Zadian like 
Religious in mine error, 1 adore 
The sun that looks upon his worfhipper, 
But knows of him nomore. My dearft Madam, 
Let not your hate incounter with my love 
For loving where youdo ; but if your felf, 
Whofe aged: honour cites a vertuous youth, 
Did ever in fo true.a flame of loving, 
VVith chaftly, and love dearly, that your Diaz 
VVas both her felf and love.«O then give pity 
To her whofe ftate isfuch, that cannot choofe 
But lend and give where fhe is fure to lofe, 
That feeks nottofind that, fearch implies, 
But riddle like, lives fweetly where fhe dies. 
Cou. Had you not lately an intent, {peak truly, 
To goto Paris? 
Hel. Madam t had. 
Cou. VVherefore? tell true. 
Hel. \will tell true, by grace it felf I {wear 
You know my Father left me fome prefcriptions 
Of rare and prov’d effegts, fuch as his reading 


-| And manifeft experience had colleéted 


For general foveraignty 5 and that he will’d me 
In heedfull’ft refervation to beftow them, 
As notes, whofe faculties » inclufive were, 


.| More than they were innote: Amongit the reft, 


ee 


Aétus Secundus:- 


Enter the King pith divers young Lords,taking leave for the| 


Florentine war : Count Rofs, and Parolles: 


Flonrifh Cornets . 


Kin, Farewel young Lords, thefe warlike principles 7 
Do not throw from you; and you my Lordsfarewel,” | 


Share the advice betwixt you, if both gain, all 
| The giit doth ftretch itfelf as’tis receiv’d. 
| And is enough for both. 
| Lord. G. Tis our hope fir, 
| After well entered Souldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health. 
King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart 
‘Will not confefs he owes the malady 
That doth my life befiege ; farewel young Lords, 
Whether I live or die, be you the fons 
Of worthy French men ; let higher Jtaly 
(Thofe bated that inherit but the fal} 
Of the laft Monarchy ) fee that you come 
Not to woe honour, but to wed it, when 
The braveft queftion fhrinks 5 find what you feck, 
That fame may cry you loud :. 1 fay farewel. 


L. G. Healih at your bidding ferve your Majefty, FE t 


King. Thofe girls of Jealy, take heed of them, 


JZ 


lf 
They {zy our French lack language to deny | 
If they demand: beware of being Captives 
Before you ferve. 
Bo. Our hearts receive your warnings. 
King. Farewel, come hither to me. aes ( 
‘4. Lo. G. Oh my fweet Lord that you will ftsy behind 
Par. ’Tis not his fault, the {park. a 
2. Lo. E. Oh’tis brave wars. 
Par. Moft admirable, I have feen thofe wars. 
Roffill, 1 am commanded here, and kept a coil with, — 
Too young, and thenext year, and ’tis too easly. 3 
Par. And thy mind ftand to it boy, : 
Steal away bravely. ; 
Roffil. I thall ftay here the forehorfe toa fmock, 
Creeking my fhooes on the plain Mafonry, 
Till honour be bought up, andno fwerd worn _ 
But one to dance with : by heaven, I’le fteal away. © 
1. Lo. G. There’s honour in the theft. ; 
Par. Commit it Count. 2 | 
2. Lo. E. lam your acceflary, and fo farewel. % 
Rof; | grow to you, and our partingis a tortur’d body) 
1. Lo.G. Farewel Captain. = 
2.Lo. E, Sweet Monfieur Parolles, a 
Par. Noble Heroes ; my fword and yours are kif,| 
Cou. Do'it thou beliew’t ? good {parks and luftrous, a word good metals, You] 
Hel.| Madam knowingly. hall find in the Regiment of Spinii, one Captain Spurit} 
Cou, VVhy, Lellen, thou thalt have my leave and love, his Cicatrice, with an emblem of war here on his finilt if 
Means and attendants, and my loving greetings cheek 5 it was this very (word entrench’d its fay to hid 
To thofe of mine in Court, le ftayat home I live, and obferve his reports of me. ‘ 
And pray Gods blefling unto thy attempt : L. G. We fhall noble Captain. a 
Be cone tomorrow, and be fure of this, Par. Mars doaton you for his novices, what will ye do?) 
VVhat | can help thee to, thou fhalt not mifs, Roff, Stay: the King. a 
; Exeunt.| Par, Ule amore fpacious ceremony to the noble Lords 
you have reftrain’d your felf within the Lift of too cold) 
an adieu: be more expreffive to them; for they were) 
themfelves in the cap of the time, there do mutter true gatt;} 
eat, fpeak, and more under the influence of the molt} © 
receiv’d ftar, and tho the devil lead the meafure, fuch ate} 
to - followed : after them, and take a more dilated fare| 
wel. ae 
Roff, And I will do fo. NY, 
Par, Worthy fellows, and like to prove moft finewit] 
fword-men. Exewnt.) 
Emer\ 


zoom) 


There is a remedy, approv’d, fer down , 
To cure the defperate langufhings whereof 
The King is render’d loft. 
Cou. This was your motive for Paris, was it, (peak? 
Hel, My Lord, your fon, made meto think of this; 
Elfe Paris, and themedicine, and the King, 
Had fromthe converfation of my thoughts, 
Happily been ablent then. 
Con. But think you Helex, 
If you fhould tender your fuppofed aid, 
He would receive it? He and his phyficians 
Are of one mind, He, that they cannot help him: 
They, that they cannot help: how fall they credit 
‘1 A poor unlearned Virgin, when the Schools 
Embowel’d of their doétrine, have left off 
The danger to it {elf 
Hel. There’s{omethingin’t 5 
More than my Fathers skill, which was the greav’t 
Of his prof ffion, that his good receipt, 
Shall for my legacy be fanQyfied 
By th’ luckieft Stars in heaven, and would your ‘honour’ 
But give me leave, to fuccefs I’de venture 
The well loft life of mine, on his Graces cure, 
By fuch aday and hour. 
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Evter Lafew. 
L. Leaf, Pardon my Lord for me and for my tidings, 
King. Vie tee thee to ftand up. (p ardon, 
L. Laf. Then here’s a man ftands that hath brought his 
| { would you liad knecl’d, my Lord, to ask me mercy, 
| And that at my bidding you could fo ftaod up. 
| King. 1 would] had, fo | had broke thy pate 
And ask’f thee mercy for’r. 
Laf. Goodfaith a crofs, but my good Lord ’tis thus, 
i win you becur’dof your infirmity ? 

King. No. 

Laf. O will you cat no grapes my royal Fox ? 
Yes but you will, my noble Grapes, and if > 
My royal Fox could reach them: I have feen a Medicine 
That’s able to break life intoa ftone, 

Quicken a Rock, and make you dance Canary 

With fprightly fire and motion, whofe fimple touch 
Is powerful to araile King Pippen, nay 

To give great Charlemain a pen in’s hand, 

And write to her alove-line. 

Kin, What her is this ? 

Laf. Why doétor the: my Lord; there’s one afriv’d, 
If you will fee her: now by my faith and honour, 

[f ferioufly I may convoy my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, [ have {poke 
With one, thatia her fex, her years profeffion, 
Wifdom and Gonfancy, hath amzz’d me more 
Than J date blame my weaknels: will you fee her? 
For that isher demand, and know her bufinef ? 
That done, laugh well at me, 
- Kin, Now good Lafew. 
Bring inthe admiration, that we with thee 
May fpend our wonder too, or take off thine 
By wondring how thou took’ft ir. 
Laf. Nay, Vie fit you, 
And not be all day neither. 
Kin, Thus he is {pecial nothing ever prologues. 
Laf. Nay, come your ways. 


Exter Hellen. 


Kin, This haft hath wings indeed. 
Laf. Nay, come your ways, 
This is his Majefty, fay your mind to him, 
Atraitor you do look like, but fuck traitors 
|} His Majefty fceldom fears, lam Creffeds Uncle, 
That dare leave two together, fare you well, 
Kin. Now fair one, do’s your bufincfs follow us? 
Hef. Tmy good Lord. 
Gerard de Narbon was my father, 
In what he did profes, well found. 

Kiag. | knew him. 

Hel, The rather will | {pare my praifes towards him, 
Knowing himis enough: on’s bed of death, 
Many receits he gave me, namely one, 

Whichas the deareft iffue of his praétife, 
And of his old experience, th’ only darling, 
He bad me ftore up, as a triple eye, 
Safter then mine own two: more dear I have fo, 
And hearing your high Majefty istouch’d 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour 
Of my dear fathers gift, ands chief -in power y 
| 1 come to tender it, and my appliance, 
| With all bound humblenefs 
King. We thank you Maiden, 
But may not be fo credutous of cure, 
| When our moft learned Doors leave us, and 
The Congregated Colledg have concluded, 
That labouring art can never ranfome nature 
From her unaydible eftate : 1 fay me muft nor 
So ftain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 
To proftitute our paft cure malady 
To empericks, or to diffever fo 


Exit. 
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, Our great felfand cur credit, to efeem 


A fencelefshelp, when help palt fenfe wedeem. 
Hel, My duty thee fhalbpay me for my painss 


I will no. more enforce my office on you, 
Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts, 
A modeft one to bear me back. again. 

Kin. 1 cannot give thee lefs tobe eall’d grateful 5 
Thou thought*ftto help me; and fuch thanks | give; 
As one near death to thefe that with him live ; 

Jut wharat full] know, thou know'ft no parr, 
knowing all my peril, thou 0 art. 

H:il, Whatlcande, can do no hurt to try, 
Snce you tet up your reft ‘gaint remedy 5 
He thatof greateftiworks is finither, 

Oft does them by the weakeft Minifter ; ; 
So holy Writ, in babes, hath judgment fhown, ; 
When Judges have been bibes, great flacds have flown 
From fimple fources 5 and great Seas have dried, 

When Miracles have by the great*it been denied: 

Oft expedtation fails, and moft oft there 

Where mottit promifes: and oft it hits, 

Where hope is coldef, and defpair, moft thifts, 

Kin. Luft not hear thee, fare thee well kind Maid, 

Thy pains not us’d, mutt by thy feif be paid, 
Proffers not took, reap thanks for their reward, 
Hell. lafpired Mexit fo by breath is bard : 

[t isnot fo with him that ell things knows 

As ’tis with us, thavfquare our guels by fhows: 
Bur moft it is prefutaption in us, when 

The help of heaven we count the a@ of men. 
Dear fir, to my endecvours give confent, 

Of Heaven, not me, make an experiment. 

Jam noran Impoftor, that proclaim 

My felf againft the level of mise aim, 

But know, | think, and think | know moft fure, 
My art is not paft power, nor you paft cure. 

King. Artthou te confident ? within what fpace 
Hop’ thou my cure ? 

Hel. The greatelt grace lending grace, 

Ere twice the horf-s of the fun fhall bring 
Their fiery toreher his diurnal ring. 
Ere twicé in .murk and occidental damp, 

foilt Hefperms hath quench’d her fleepy Lamp; 
Or four and cwenty times the Pilots plafs 
Hath told the thievifh minutes, how they pafs, 
Whatis inirm, from your found pares fhall fly, 
Health frail live free, and ficknefs freely die. 

King. Upon thy.certainty and confidere:, 
What dar’ft thou venture ? 

Hel. Tax of impudence, 

A ftiumpets boldeets, a divulged fhame 
Traducd by odious ballacs : my Maidens name 
Seard otherwife, no worle of worft extended 
With vileft torture, !er my life be ended. 

Kin, Me thinks in thee fome biefled (piri doth foeak 
His powerful found, whercin an Organ weeks 
And what impofhibiliry would lly ' 
In common fence, fence faves another way : 
Thy life is dear, for all that lifecan rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eftimate: 
Youth, Beauty, Wildom, Courage, all 
That happinets end prime,can happy call 5 
Fhou this to hazard, needs mutt intimate 
Skill infinite, or monttvous defperate 5 
Sweet practiler, thy Phyfick I will ery, 

That minifters thine-own death if 4 aie. 

Hel. i 1 break time ,or flinch if property 

Of what 1 ipoke,unpitied let me die, 
And. well deterv’d : not-help.ing, death’s my fees 
But it Thelp, whatdo you promifeme? 
Kin Make thy demand. 
Hel. But will you make it even 2 
| Kim, \ by my Scepter, and my hopes of help. 
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Hel. Then fhalt thougiveme with thy kingly hand, 
What husband in thy power I will command : 
Exempred be from me the arrogance 
To choofe from forth the royal blood of France, 

My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy ftate: 
But fuch a one thy vafial, whom I know 
{s freefor me to ask, thee to beftow. 

Kin. Here is my hand, the premifes obferv’d, 

Thy will by my performance hall be ferv’d : 
So trake the choice of thine own time, for I 
Thy refolv’d Patient, on thee ftill rely 5 
More fhould I queftion thee, and more | muft, 
Though more to know, could not be more to trutt: 
From whence thou cam’ft, how tended on, but reft 
Unqueftion’d welcome, and undoubted bleft. 
Give me fowe help here hoa, if thou proceed, 
As high as word, my deed fhall match thy deed. 
Exeunts 


Enter Countels, and:Clown, 


Lady. Come on, fir, 1 fhallnow. put you to the height 
of your breeding. 

Clown, Lwill thew my felf highly fed,and lowly taught; 

i{ know my bofineds is butte the Court. 

Lady, Tothe Court, why what place make you. {peci- 
al, when you put off that with fuch contempt, but to the 
Court ¢ : 

Cle. Truly, Madam, if God have lent a man any manners 
he may eafily puc it off at Court: he that cannot make a 
leg, put off’s cap, kifs his hand,and fay nothing,has neither 

ileg, hands, lip, nor cap 3 and indeed iuch a fellow, to fay 
precifely, were not for the Court, but for me, I have’ an 
anfwer willferve all men. 

Lady, Marry thav’sa bountiful anfwer that fits all quefti- 
ons. 

Clo. Itis like a Barbers Chair, that fits all buttocks, the 
pin-burtock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock,. or 


Clo, As fitas ten groats is for che hand of an Atturney, 
as your French Crown for your T'affaty Punk, as Tibs 
Rath for Tom’s fore-finger, asa Pancake for Shrovetuefday, 
a Morris for May-dzy, asthe nail to hishole, the Cuck- 
lold to his Horr,isa fco'ding Quean to aw rangling Krave, 
as tke Nuns lip co the Friax’s mouth, nay, as the Pudding 
to his ckim. : 

Lady. Have you, I fay, an anfwer of fuch fitnefs for all 
queftions ? 

Cle. From below your Duke , to beneath your Con- 
ftabie, it willfit any queftion. 

Lady, \t muft be an an{wer of moft monftrous fize,that 
rouft fit all demands. 3 

Clo. But a trifle neither. in good faith, if the learned 
thould {peak truth of it: hereat is, and all that belongs 
to’t. Ask theif lam a Courtier, it fhall do you no harm to 
learn. 3 

Lecy. To be young again if we could: 1 will be a 
fool in queftion, hoping to bethe wifer by your an- 
wer, 

Lady. | pray you fir, are you a Courtier? 

‘Clo OLord fir there's a fimple putting off: more,more, 

a hundred of them. 

La. Sit Lam a poor friend of yours, that loves you. 

Clo. O Lord fir, thick, thick, {pare not me. 
La. I think fir, you -can eat none of this homely 
mies. =< 

Clo. D Lord fir 5 nay put me to’t, I warrant you. 

La. You were lately whipr, fir, as 1 think. 

Clo. O Lord, fir, fpare not me. 

La, Doyoucry, O Lord fir, at -your whipping, and 
{pare not me ? Indeed your, O Lord fir, is very fequent to 
your whipping : you would anfwer very well to awhip- 
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ping if you were but bound tot. . 
Clo. I ne’re had worle luck in my Iife, in my, OLord! 
fir : I fee things may ferve long, but not ferve ever » uy . 
La.\ play the noble hufwife with thetime, to enten) 
tain it fomerrily with a fool. a 
Ch. O Lord fir, why there’c ferves well agen.” “SS 
La. And end ;firto your bufinefS : give Helen this, ‘) 
And urgeher toa prefentanfwer back. — } 
Commend meto my kinfmen, and my fon, 
This is not much. 
Clo. Not much commendation to them, ae 
La. Not much imployment for you, you underftand) 
me. , 
Clo. Mott fruitfully, | am there, before my legs. Bh 
La. Hafte you agen. —" Exewnt) 


£ 


Enter Count, Lafew, ana Parolles. We 
Ol. Laf. They {ay miracles are paft, and we have on 
Philofophical perfon, to make moderen and familigt) 
things fopernatural and caufelefs. Hence is it, that wel 
make trifles of terrors, enfconfing our’ felves into fem) 
ing knowledge , when we fhould fubmit our felvesto an} 
unknown fear, Sek “) 
Par. Why. ’tis «the rareft argument of wonder’; thal 
hath fhot out in our latter times. 
Rof. And fo ’tis. 
Ol. Laf. to be relinguithd of the Artifts. 
Par. So I fay both of Galen and Paracelfus, ie 
Ol. Laf. Of all the learned and authentick fellows, | 
Par, Right, fo I fay. Bi | 
Ol. Laf. That gave him out incurable. 
Par. Why there ’tis, fo fay I too, 
Ol. Laf. Not to be help’d. 
Par, Right ,as ’twere aman affur’d of a 
Ol. Laf. Uncertain life, and fure death. 
Par. Jult you fay well: fo would J have faid: 
Ol. Laf.1 may truly fay, it isa novelty tothe world?) 
Par. Itis indeed if you will have it in the thewing)) 
you fhall read it in what do you call there. 4 
Ol. Laf. A thewing of a heavenly effeé in an earthly 
Aor. = 
Par. That’s it, I would have faid the very fame. 4 
Ol. Laf. Why your Dolphin is not luftier: for mel 
{peak in refpec 1 
Par. Nay ‘tis ftrange, ’ris very ftrange, that is te} | 
brief and the tedious of it, and he’s of a moft  facineriowi| 
fpirit,that will not acknowledge it to be the ——— 7] 
Ol. Laf. Very hand of heaven. y 
Par.\, fo I fay. ; 
Ol. Laf. Ina moft weak a 
Par. And debile Minifter, great power, great ‘tral 
fcendence , which fhould indeed give us alurther ufe t 
be made, than only the recov’ry of the King, as tobe—=|_ 
Ol. Laf. Generally thankful. 2 
Enter King, Helen, and Attendants. 
Par. 1 would have faid it, you faid weil: hereco 
the King. am 
Ol. Laf. Luftick, as the Dutchman ‘fays : Ile Tike} 
a Maid the better whileI have a tooth in my head : why] 
he’s able to lead her toa Carranto. a 
Par. Mor du vinager, isnot this Helen ? 
Ol. Laf. Fore God I think fo, 
_ King. Go call before me all the Lords in Court, 
Sit, my preferver, by thy patients fide, 
And with this healthful hatdewhofe banith’d fence © 
Thou haft repeald, a fecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promis*d gift 
Which but attends thy naming. 
Enter three or four Lords. Le 
Fair Maid, fend forth thine na this eek areel” 
Of Noble Batchellors, ftand at my beftowing. 2 
Ore whom both Soveraign power, and fatness voice Ba 
have to ufesthy-fiank eleétion make, oe 
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hou haft power tochu/e, and they sone to forlake. 
Hel. ‘To each of you, one fair and vertuous Miftrefs 
Fall when love pleafe: marry to each, but one. 
Old. Laf. Vde give bay curtal, and his furniture, + 
My mouth no more were broken than théle boys, 
And writ aslitrie beard. : 
King. Perule them well : 
Not one of thofe, but had a noble father. 
She addreffes her toa Lord. 
Hel, Gentlemen, heaven hath through me, reftor’d the 
King to health. 
All. We underftand it, and thank heaven for you. 
Hel, lama fimple Meid, and therein wealthieft, 
Thati proteft ; I fimply am a Maid : 
Pleafe ir your Majefty, i have donéalready: 
The blufhes in my cheeks thus whifper me. 
Kin, We blufh that thou fhouldft chivfe but be refuted 5 
Let not white death fit on thy cheeks for ever, 
We’l ne’re come there again. 
Make choice and fee, 
Who fhuns thy love, fhunsall his love in me. 
Hel. Now Dian from thy Altar dol fly, 
And to impartial Fove, that God moft high 
Domy fighs ftream : Sir, will you hear my fuit ? 
1, Lo. And grantit. 
Hel, Thanks fir, all the reft is mute. 
.Ol. Laf, Thad rather be in this choice, than throw 
A deaul-ace for my life. 


(ly | Hel. ‘The honour fir, that flames in your fair eyes, Let the ret go. 
Before I {peak too threatningly replies : Kin, My Honor’s at the ftake, which to defeat 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above I mutt produce my power. ‘Here, take her hand, 
Her that fo wifhes, and her humble love. Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift, 
2. Lo. No better if you pleafe. That doft in vile mifprifion fhackle up 
iit Hel, My with receive, My love, and her defert : that canft not-dream, 
Which great Fove grant, and fo I take my leave. We poizing usin herdefective {cale, 
i Ol. Laf, Do all they deny her ? And- they were fons | Shall weigh thee to the beam: That wilt not know, 
eg [Of mine, Pde have them-whip’d, or I would fend them Itisin Us to plant thine Honour, where 
ef, | to’ch Turk to make Eunuths of. We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt : 
Hel. Be not afraid that { your hand fhould take, Obey our will, which travels in thy good: 
ang {Tle never do you wrong for your own fake : Believe not thy difdain, but prefently 
Bleffing upon your vows, and in your bed Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 
, | Find fairer fortune, if you ere wed. Which both thy duty owes and our power claims, 
fet Ol, Laf. Thefe boys are boys of Ice, they’le ‘tione have | Or I will throw thee from my cares for ever 
her : fure they are battards to the Emglifh, the French ne’re | Into the ftaggers and carelefs lapie 
biti | Bot em. Of youth and ignorance: both my revenge and hate 
faci Hel. Youare too young, too happy, and too good Loofing upon thee in the naa of juftice, 
“_ | To make your fon outof my blood. Without all terms of pity. Speak thine anfwer, 
4. Lo. Fair one, I think not fo. ’ Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord: for I fubmit 
Ol, Lor. There’s one grape yet, I am fure my father] My fancy to your eyes, when I confider 
drunk wine. But if thou be’ not an als, Iam a youth of| what great creation, and what dole of honour 
_ | fourteen: Ihave known thee already. Flies where youbid it; 1 find that fhe which late 
Hi Hel. \ dare not fayI take, but I give Was in my nobler thoughts. moft bafe: is now 
tit! | Meand my fervice, ever whil’ft I live he praifed of the King, who fo enobled, 
1M | Into your guiding power : This is theman. Is as *twere born fo, 
King. Why then young Bertram take her, fhe’s thy| Kinz, Take her by the hand. 
A vies And tell her the is thine: to whom I promife 
us Ber. My wife my Liege? I (hall befeech your highnefs, | A counterpoize : if notin thy eftate, 
,_ {infuch a bufinefs, give me leave to ule A ballance ‘more repleat. 
‘! |The help of mine own eyes. Ber. Itake her hand. 
he! Kin. Know’it thounot, Bertram, what fhe hath don Kin. Good fortune, and the favour of the King 
for me ? . Smile upon the contraét: whofe Ceremony 
Ber. Yes my good Lord, but never hope to know why | Shall feem expedient on the now born brief, 
Ifhould marry her. And be perforay’dto night 5 the folemn Feaft 
it Kin, Thou know’ft the has rais’d me from my fickly | Shall more attend upon the coming {pace, 
bed. Expeéting abfent friends. As thou lov’ft her, 
mg Ber; But follows it my Lord to bring me down Thy love’s tome religious ; elfe do’serr, Exeunt. 
Muft anfwer for your raifing ? I know her well: 
She had her breeding at my Fathers charge: Parolles and Lafew flay bebind, comment- 
A poor Phyficians daughter my wife? Difdain ing of this wedding. 
Rather corrupt me ever, 
Kin.’ Tis only Tithe thou difdain&® in her, the which Laf. Do you hear Mounfieur ? a word with you, 
ut Tcan build up i ftrange is it that our bloods Par. Your pleafure fir. 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together, x. Laf. Your Lord and Mafter did well to make his Re- 
it! Would quite confound diftin@ion: yet ftands off cantaion: : 
/ Pa, 


All s well that ends well. 


cna iy A RS IE St 


In differences of mighty. If the be 
All that isvirtuous (fave what thou diflik’® J i 
A poor Phyficians daughter, thou diflik’ft 
Of Vertue for the name : but do notfo: 
From loweft place, whenceyvertuous things proceed, 
The placeis dignified by th? doers deed. 
Where great addition fwells, and vertue none, 
It is a dropfied honour, Good alone, 
Is good without a name. Vilenels is fo: 
The property by what it is, fhould go, 
Not by the title. She is young, wife, fair, 
in thefe, to nature fhe’s immediate heir : 
And thefe breed honour : that is honours feorn, 
Which challenges it felf as honours born, 
And is not like the fire : Honours beft thrive, 
When rather from ouraéts we them derive 
Than our fore-goers: themeer word’sa flave 
Debofh’d on every tomb, on every grave : 
A lying Trophee, and as oft is dumb, 
Where duft, and damn’d oblivion is the Tomb: 
Of honour’d bones indeed, what fhould be faid ? 
{f thou canft like this cteature asa Maid, 
Ican create the reft: Vertue and fhe 
Is her own dower =: Honour and wealth from me. 
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do’t. 
Kin. Thou wrong’it, thy {clf, if thou fhouldft firive to 
chute. 
Hel, That -you are well reftor’d my Lord, I’me glad : 
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ee All's well that ends well. 
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norable perfonages, than thé commiffion of your birth ang A 
vertue gives you Heraldry. You are not worth anothe! 
word, elfe ’de call you knave. | leave you, Ex:| | 


et 


Par, Recantation? my Lord? my Matter ? 

Laf, [,is it not aLanguage I {peek ? 

Par. Amoftharfione, and not to be underftood with- 
-ont bloody fucceeding, My Mafter ?. 

Laf. Are you companion to.the Count Ro/fillion ? 

Par. Toany Count, toal] Céunts 5 to waat isman- 

Laf. To what is Countsman, Counts matter is of ano- 


Enter Couxt R offillion, : 
Par. Good, very good, it is fo then: goods very good) 
let it be conceal’d a while. eal 


ther ttle. Rof. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever, | 
Par. You are too old fir: Let itfatisfy you, youaretoo | Par. What isthe matter fweet heart? 
old, Rof. Although before the folemn Prieft I have figogp,| 


I will not bed her. 

Par. What ? what {weet heart? 

Rof. O my Parrolles, they have*married me : 

Ple to the Tucan wars, and never bed her, an 

Par, Franceis a dog-hole, and it no more merits, * 

The tread of amans foot: to’th wars. 

Rof. There's letters frommy mother : What th’import| | 
is, | kaow not yet. | 
Par. 1 that would be known: to’th wars my boy, torth! | 
wars: 


Laf. 1 mufttell thee firrah, I write: Man: to which 
title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. WhatI dare too well do,I dare not do. 

Laf. 1 did think thee for two ordinaries to be a pretty 
wile fellow. If thoudidft make tollerable vent of thy tra- 
vel, irmight pafs ; yet the {earfs and the banners about 
thee, did manifoldly diffwade me from believing thee 
a veffel of too great a burthen- I have now found thee, 
when I lofe thee again, I care not : yet art thou good 
for nothing but taking up» and that thou’rt fearce 


be ottli, He wears his honour ina box unfeen, 
Par. Had& thounot the priviledg of Antiquity upon That hugs his kickfy wickfy here at home, 
thee. 


Which fhould fuftain the bound and high curvat 
Of Mars’s fiery {teed : to other Regions, 
France is a ftable, we that dwell in’c Jades, 
Therefore to th’ war. . 

- Rof_ It fhall be fo, le fend her to. my houfe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled: write to the King . 
That which {dur& not fpeak. His prefent gift ‘f 
Shall furnith me to thofe Italian fields wa e 
Where noble fellows ftrike : war is no ftrife ” 

To the dark houfe, and the dete&ted wife. 
Par, Will this Gaprichio holdin thee, art fure ? 
Rof. Go with me to my chamber, and advile me. 
le fend her ftraightaway : To morrow), 
le to the wars, fhe-to her fingleforrow. | 
Par:Why thefe balls bound, there’s noite in it. * Tis hard) 
A young man married, isa manthat’smar’d: = | 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, a 
The King ha’s done you wrong: buthuth’tisfo. Exit} 


oP |} 


Laf. Donot plunge thy felf too farin anger, left thou 
haften thy trial ; which is; Lord have mercy on_ thee for 
ahen;' fomy good window of Lattice, fare thee well,t 
cafement Ineed not open, I look through thee. Give me 
thy hand, H 

Par. My Lord, you give moft egregious indighity. 

Laf. \ywithal my bearts and shou art worthy of .it. 

Par. uave not my Lord deférv’d it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev’ry dram of it, and I will not 
bate thee a fcruple. 

Par. Well, I thali-be wifer: 

Laf. Ev’n as foon as thou cant, for thou haft topull at 
a {macka’th contrary. Ifever thou beet. bound in thy 
skarf and beaten, thou fhalt find what itis tobe proud of 
thy Bondage. Thave adefire to hold my acquaintance with 

_| thee, or rather my knowledg, thet bmay fay ia the default, 
he is a man I know, 
Par, My Lord youdo me mof. infapportable: véxati- 


{ Spending his manly matrow in her arms a | 


| on. 
Laf. | would-it were hell pains for thy fake,and my poor 
doing eternal : for doing {1 am palit, a8 1 will by thee. in 
what motidn4ge will giveme leave. Exit. 

Par. Well,thou haf a fon thal! toke this difgrace off me, 
fcurvy, old, filthy; feurvy Lord: Wail, I muft be patitnt, 
there is no fetteringof auchdrity . Ple beat him ( by my 
life )if I can meet him withany convenience, and he were 
doutle and doub'é a Lord, Pie have no more. pity of his 
age than would have of Vie beat him, andif I could 
but meet him agen. 


Enter Helena and Clown: 
a | 

Hel. My Mother greets me kindly, is fhe well ? | 
Clo, She is not well,but. yer the ha’s her health,the’s very] _ 

merry, but yet fhe is not well: but thanks be given thes] 

very well, and want's nothing i’th world : but yer. thé] 
not well. 
Hel. If the be very well, what do's the ayl, that he’s} | 
not very well ? } 
Clo. Truly the’s very well, indeed, but for two things: | 
Hel. What two things ? if 
Clo, One that the isnot in heaven, whither God fend 4 
her quickly : the orher that fhe’s in earth, from whente) 
God fend her quickly. s 


Enter Lafew. 


Lef. Sitrab, your Lord and M :fter’s, married, there’s 
fewsfor you: you havea new Miftris. 

Par. I moft unfaisedly befeech your Lordfhip to make 
fume refervationof your wrongs. He is my good Lord, 
whom I fervVe above is-my Matter. 

Laf. Who? God? 

Par. 1 fir, 

Laf. The Devil itis, that’s my Matter, Why doef thou 
garter up thy arms a this fathion? Doft make hofeof thy 
fleeves? Dothother fervants fo ? Thou wert beft fet thy 
tower part where thy nofe fiends. By mine Honour, if | 
were but two hours younger, I’de beat thee : methink’it 
thou arta general offencé and every man fhould beat thee. 
I think thou waft crcated for men to breath them{clves up- 
on thee. 


Enter Pareles. 


Par. Blefs you my.fortunate Lady, on 
Hel. [hope fir | have your goad will to have ineown 
good fortune. | 
Par. Youhad my prayers to lead them on, and to keep} 4 
them on, have them ftill. Q my knave, how do’s my old} 
Lady? ee 

Cl. So.that you had her wriokles and 1 her mone By 
| would fhe did as you fay, a "a 
= Why fay nothing. 
Clo. Marry you are-the wiferman: for many. a mans 
Par. This is hard and undeferved meafuire, my Lord, | tonguefligkes out his mafters undoing: to fay. noth 

Laf. Go to fir, you were beaten inJtaly for picking a | to donothing, to knownothing, and to have nothing, is} 
kernel out of aPomgranat, you ate a vagabond, and no | to bea great part of your title, which is withina very little! 
truetraveller : you are more fawcy with Lords andho- | of nothing. eee 
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Par: Away, tatta knave, and all: like him thatleaps into rhe cuftard, and out of 
Clo, You fhould hive faid fir before a knave, th’art afit, youl run agaio,rather chan fuffer queftion for your re- 
Knave, that's before th’art a knave: this had been truth} fidence. 


firs Ber, It may be you have miftaken him my Lord. 
Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found Laf. And thall do fo ever, tho I took him at’s prayers. 
thee. Fare you well my Lord, and believe this of ms, there can 


Clo, Did you find me in your felf fir ? or were you} beno kernel in, this light Nut: the foul of this man is his 
taughe to find me ?_ fcloaths: Truft him got in matter of heavy confequence: 
(ls. The {earch fir was profitable; and much Fool may{I have keptof them tame, and know their natures. Fare- 
youfind in you, even to the worlds pleafure, and the en-| wel Mounfieur, I have fpoken better of you, than you 


creafeof laughter. 

Par. Agood knave vfaith, and well fed, 
Madam, my Lord will go away tonight, 
A very ferious bufinels callson him : 

The great prerogative and riteof. love, 
Which as your due time claims, he do’s acknowledg, 
But puts it off by acompell’d reftraint : ‘ 
Whole want, and whole delay, is ftrew’d with fweets 
VVhich they diftil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o’reflow with joy, 

And pleafure drown the brim. 

Hel, VVhat’s his will elfe 2 

Par. That you will take your inftant leave a’th King. 
And make this haft as your own good proceeding 
Strengthned with what Apology you think 
May make it probable need, 

Hel, VVhhat more commands he ? 

Par. That having this obtain’d, you prefenrly 
Attend his further pleafure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will, 

Par. \ fhall report it fo. 

Hil..1 pray you come, firrah, 


Exit: Par. 
Exit. 


“. Enter Lafew and Bertram: 


Laf. But I hope your Lordthip thinks not him a foul- 

dier. 

Ber, Yes my Lord, and of very valiant approof, 

__Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted teftimony. 

Laf. ‘Then my Dial goes not true, I took this Lark for 
a bunting. 

Ber, \do affure you my Lord, he is very great in know- 
ledg, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. Uhave then finned againft his experience, and tranf- 
greft againft his valour, and my ftate that way is dangerous 
fince 1 cannot find in my heart to repent: Here he 
comes, I pray you make us friends, 1 will purfue the ami- 
ty. 


Enter Parolles. 


Par. Thefe things fhall be done fir. 

Laf. Pray you fic who’s his Tailor ? 

Par, Sir? 

Laf. Ql know himwell, I fir, he fir’sa good workman 
avery good Tailor. 

Ber. Is the gone tothe King? 

Par; She is. 

Ber. VVill fhe away to night ? 

Par. As you’l have her. 

Ber. | have writ my letters, casketed my treafure, 
Given order for our horfe, and to'night, 

VVhen I fhould take poffeflion of the Bride, 
And ere I do begin, 

Laf. A good traveller is fomething at the latter end ofa 
dinner, but on that lies three thirds, and ufes a known 
truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with, fhould be once 
heard, and thrice beaten. God fave you Captain, 


Ber. Is there any unkindnefs between my Lord and you 
Mounfieur ? 


Par. 1 know not how 
Lords difpleafure. 
Laf. You have made fhift torun into’t, boots and fpurs 


Ihave deferved torun into my 


have or will deferve at my hands, but we muft do good a- 
gaint evil. . 

Par. An idle Lordy 1 wear: 

Ber. 1 think fo, 

Par. Why do you not know him ? 

Ber, Yes, ido. know him-well; and common fpeech 
Gives him a worthy pafs. Here comes my clog: 


Enter Gellena. 


Hel. Thave, fir, as] wascommanded from you 
Spoke with the King, and: have-procored his leave 
}.For prefent parting, only he defires 
Some private f{peech with yoo. 
Ber. | tha!l obey. his will, 
You muft not marvel Helen at my courfe; 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The miniftration, and required office 
On my particular. Prepai’d I was not 
For fucha bufinefs 3 therefore am 1 found 
So much unfetled: This drives me to entreat you, 
That prefently you take your way for home, 
And rather mufe than ask why lentreat you, 
For my refpeéts are better than they feem, 
And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than fhewsit felf at the firft view, 
To you tharknow them not. This to my mother, 
Twill be two days, ere I fhall fee you, to 
[leave you. to your wifdom, 
Hel. Sir, I cannothing fay, 
But that lam your moft obedient fervant. 
Ber, Come, come, no more of that. 
Hel. Andever fhall 
With true obfervance feek to eke out that 
Wherein toward memy homely ftars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune, 
Ber, Let that go: my haftis very great. Farewel ; Hie 
home. 
Hel Pray fir your pardon. 
Ber. Well, what would you fay ? 
Hel, | am not worthy of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I fay ’tis mine: and yet ir is, 
But like a timerous thief, moft fain would fteal 
What law do’s vouch mine own. 
Ber: What would you have ? 
Hel. Something, and fcarce fo much: nothing indeed, 
I would not tell you what I would my Lord : Faith yes 
Strangers and foes do funder, and not kits, 
Ber, Ipray you ftay not, butinha&e tohorfe, 
Hel. | thallnot break your bidding, good my Lord: 
Where ate my other men? Mounfieur, farewel. Exit, 
Ber. Go thou toward home, where | will never commie, 
Whil’ft I can fhake my fword, or hear the drum : 
Away, and for our fight. 
Par. Bravely, Coragio. 


3 


ly 


ae REIL are ee ca me a 


Adlus Tertius. 


Enter the Duke of Florence, the two Frenchmen, 


| Flourifh. 
with a troop of Souldiers. 


Du. So that from point to point; now have you heard, 
The fundamental reafons of this war, 
Whofe great decifion hath much blood let forth, 
Aad more thirfts after. 
1. Lord Holy fecms the quarrel 
Upon your Graces part: black and fearful 
Qnthe oppofer. 
| Dake Therefore we marvel much our Coufin France 
I Would in fo juft a bufinefs that his bofom 
Againft our borrowing prayers. 
French E. Good my Lord, 
i The reafonsof our ftate 1 cannot yield, 
| But liae a common and an outward man, 
| That the great figure of a Council framess 
| By felf- unable motion, therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, fince ] have found 
My felf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as 1 gueft. 
Du. Be it his pleafure: 
Fre. G. But lam fure the younger of our nature, 
That furfeit on their eafe, willday by day 
! Come here for Phyfick. 
Du. Welcome fhall they be : 
And all che honours that can flye fiom us, 
I Shallon them fettle: you know your places well, 
HVVhen better fall, for your avails they fell. 
| To morrow tothe ficid. 


Enter Countels and Clown. 


| Count. It hath happen’d as 1 would have had it, fave that 
the comes not along with her, 

Cle, By my troth | takemy young Lord to be a very 

t melancholly man. 

Cou, By what obfervance I pray you? 

Cl, VVby he will look upon his boor, and fing : mend 
the ruff and fing > ask queftions, and fing ; pick his teeth 
and fing: Lknow a saan that had this trick of mclanchol- 
ly fold a goodly Mannor for a fong: . 

Lad. Let me tee what he writes, and wha he means to 

I come. 

‘Clo. Lhave no mind to Ishel inee Iwas at Court, Our 
old Ling, and our Isbels ath ~Countrey, are nothing like 
your old Lng, and your Ishels 2th Court: the brains of 
my Cupid's knock’d.out, and 1 begin to love, as an old man 

| joves money, with no ftomack. 

Lad. VVhat have we here? 

Clo. Ja that you have thire. Exit . 

A Letter. 


Ihave fent you a daught:r-in-Law : fhe bath recovered 
Le King, and undoneme : I have wedded her, Not bedded 
| ber, and [worn to make the Not eternal. You fhall bear I am 
run away : kyow it before the report come, if there be breadth 
enough in the world: 1 will hold a long diftance. My duty to 

i \0nu, ’ 
: Your unfort unate Son, 
Bertram. 


"Thisis not well (rath and unbridled boy, ) 
To five the favours of fo good a King, 
To pluck hisindignation on thy head, 

| By the mifprifing of a Maid too virtuous 


Alls well that ends well. 


— 


For the content of Empire. 


Enier Clown. 


would. 
La. Why fhou'd he be kill’d ? “it 
if he run away; as I hear} 


men, tho it be thegetting of children. Here they 
will tell you more. For my paft, 1 only hear your fon was) 
run away. 


Enter H elen and two Gentlemen. 


French E. Save you, good Madam. 
Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
French G. Do not fay fo. 
Lz. Think vpon patience: pray you Gentlemen, 
[ have feit fo many quirks of joy and grief, fe, 
That the firft face of neither on the ftart » oF 
Can woman meunto’t. Whereis my fon, IT pray you?) 
French G. Madam, he’s gone to ferve the Duke of Fle} 
rence. 
We met him thitherward, for thence we came: 
And after fome difpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bend again. ae 
Hel. Look on his Letter, Madam, here's my Pal} 
port. 


When thou canfi get the Ring upon my finger, which ned 
foall come off, and {hew me a child begotten of thy bedy,) 
that I am father to, then call me husband : but sn fucba) 
[ Then] I write a [Never ] ae 


This isa dreadful fentence. 
La. Brought you this Letter, Gentlemen ? 
1. Gen. 1, Madam, and for the Contents fake are forty| 
for our pains, | 
Old. La. { prethee Lady, hve abetter cheer, 
if chou engroffeft all the griefs are thine, 
Thou robb’it me of a moity : He was my for, 
But I do wath his name out of my blood, cy 
And thouart all my child, ‘Towards Florence ishe ? 7) 
Fren. G. 1, Madam, bi 
La. Andto bea foldier ! 
Fren G. Suchis his noble purpofe, and believ’t 
The Duke will lay upon him all the honour . 
That good convenience claims 
La. Return youthither ¢ 
Frenc. E. 1,Madam, with the fwifteft wing of fpeet. 
Hel. Till I bave no wife, I have nothing in France, — 4 
Ta 


M 
: 


*Tis better. 
La. Find you that there? “yh 
Hel. 1, Madam. i 
Frenck. €. ’Tis but the boldnefs of his. hand happilfi] 
which his heat. was not confenting to. ee 
La. Nothing in France until he have no wife : ae 
There’s nothing here that is too good for him | 
But only fhe, and the deferves a Lord 
That twenty tuch rude boys might tead upon ‘ 
And call her hourly Miftrefs: _ Who was ‘with him? 
_ Fren, E.. A fervant onty, anda Gertlerran: wht 
have fomerimes known. 
La. Paralles,. was it not ? 
French. E, 1, avy good Lacy, he. ta 
La. A very tainted fellow, and fullof wickednefs, — " | 
My fon corruptsa well derived nature a 
With his inducement. : > ae 


Fron. E. Indeed good Lady, the fellow has a | 
Pay that 


that, too much, which holds him much to have. 

La. Yare welcome, Gentlemen, I will entreat you 
when you fee my fon, to tell him that his {word can never 
win the honour that he lofts : more I’leentreat you writ- 
ten to bear along. 

Fren, G. We ferve you Madam, in that, and all your 
worthieft affairs. 

Lai Nor fo, but as we change our courtefies, 
Will you draw near ? 


Exit. 


Hel. Till 1 have no wife, I have nothing in Brance. 
Nothing in France until-he has no wife: 
Thou fhalt have none Roffillion, none in France 
Then haft thou all again: poor Lord, ist] 
That chafe thee from thy Countrey, and expoie 
Thof: tender limbs of thine, tothe event 
Of the none {paring war ? Andisit], 


That drive thee from the fportive Court, where thou 


| Was't fhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 


Of fmoaky Muskets? O youleaden meflengers; 
That ride upon the violent {peed of fire, 

Fly with falle aim, move the ftill pietcing air 
That ftings with piercing, do not touch my Lord : 


.| Who ever fhoots at him, I fet himthere. 


Who ever charges on his forward breft, 
Lam the Caitiff chat do hold him to it, 


i} And tho] kill him not, I am the caufe 


His death was fo affeéted. Better ‘twere 

] met the raving Lyon when he roar’d 

With fharp conftraint of hunger: better ’twere, 
That all the miferies which nature owes 

Were mine atonce. No, come thou home Roffillion, 


.| Whence honour but of danger wins a fear, 


As oft it lofes all. | will be gone : 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence, 
Shall 1 ftay here to do’t ? No, no, altho 

The air of Paradife did fan the houfe, 

And Angels offic’d all, Iwill be gone, ° 
That pitiful rumour may report my flight 

To confolate thine ear. Come night, and day, 
For with the dark ( poor thief )I’le fteal away: 


Flourifh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roffillion, 
Drum aud Trumpets, Soldiers, Paroles. 


Duke. The General of our borfe thou art, and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beft love and credence 
Uponthy promifing foriune, 

Roff. Sir, it is 
A charge too heavy for my ftrength, but 
We’lftrive to bear it for your worthy (ake, 

To th’extream edg of hazard. 
Du. Then go thou forth, 
And fortune play upon thy profperous helm 
As thy aufpicious Miftrefs. 
Roff. This very day, 
Great Mars, I put my felf into thy file, 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I fhall prove 
A lover of thy Drum; hater of love. Exeunt omnes, 


Enter Counte/s and Steward. 


La. Alas! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not know fhe would do, as fhe has done, 
By tending mea Letter. Read it agen: 


Letter. 
Lam St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither gon 5 
Armbstious love hath fo. in me offended, 
That bare-foot plod I the cold ground pon 
With fainted vow wy faults to have amended, 
Write, write, that from the courfe of war, 
My dearest Mafer, your dear fon, may bie, 
Ble{s hive at home in peace, whil’t I from far, 


Exit. 


Be 
All's weiltbat ends well. 


His name with zealous fervour fantify 4 

His taken labours bid him me forgive 5 

I his defpight{ul Funo fent him forth 

Fyrom Courtly friendss with camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dogs the heels of worth. 
He is too good and fair for death, and me, 
Whow I my felf embrace, to fet hiv free. 


Ah what fharp ftings are in her mildeft words? 
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo much, 
As letting her pats fo 3 had I fpoke with her; 
I could have well diverted her intent:, 
Which thus fhe hath prevented. 
Ste. Pardon me, Madam, 
If Thad given you this at over night; 
She might have been o’retane: and yet fhe writes 
Purfuit would be but vain. 
La, What Angel fhall, 
BlefS this unworthy husband? he cannot thrive, 
Unlefs her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateft Juftice: Write, write, Rynaldo, 
To this unworthy husband of his wife, 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light: my greateft grief; 
Tho little he do feel it, fet down fharply. 
Difpatch the moft convenient meflenger, 
When haply he fhall hear that fhe is gone, 
He will return, and hope I may that fhe 
Hearing fo much will {peed her foot again, 
Led hithe rby pure love : which of them both 
Is deareft to me, I have no skill in fence 
To make diftinétion ; provide this Meffenger ; 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak, 
Grief would have tears, and forrow bids me fpeak. 
Exeunt. 


A Tuckhet afar off. 
Enter an old Widow of Florence, her Daughter, Violenta and 
Mariana,with other 
Citizenss 


Widow. Nay come, 
For if they do approach the City, 
We thall lofe all the fight. 

Dia, They fay, the French Count has done 
Moft honourable fervice. 

Wid. \t is reported, 
That he has taken their great’ Commander, 
And that with his own hand he flew 
The Dukes brother, we have loft our labour, 
They are gone a contrary way: hark, 
You may know by their ‘Trumpets: 

Maria, Come let’s return again, 
And fuffice our felves with report of it. 
Well Diana, take heed of this French Earl, 
The honour of a Maid is in her name, 
And no legacy is fo rich 
As honefty. 

Wid. \have told my neighbour 
How vou have been folilicited by a Gentleman 
His companion, 
| Mar. know that knave, hang him, one Parolles a fil- 
| thy Officer he is in thofe Suggeftions for the young Earl ; 
beware of them Diana; their Promifes, Enticements, 
Oaths, and Tokens, andall the Engines of Luft, are not 
the things they go under; many a Maid hath been feduced 
by them, and the Mifery is Example, that fo terrible 
fhews in the wrack of Maiden-hood, cannot for all that 
diffyade fucceffion, but that they are limed with the twigs 
that threatens them. I hope I need not to advife you 
farther, but I hope your own grace will keep you where 
you are, tho there were no further danger known, but the 
modefty which is foloft. 
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1220 sh Als well that ends well, 


Dia, You fhall.not need to. fear me. 
Enter Hellen. 


Wid. \ hope fos look here comes .,a,Pilgtim.s.1 know 


I the will lie at my. houfe; thither they fend,one another ; 
[Vc queftionher, God fave you Pilgrim, whither are you 
if bound ? 


Hel. ToS» Faques le grand. 


I Where da the Palmers lodg, { do befecch you ? 


Hid. At the $, Frances here befide the,Port. 
Hel, Isthis the way ? A march a far. 
Wid. \marryis’t. Hark you, they come this,way* 

if you will tarry, holy Pilgrim, 

Bur till the troops come by, 

I will conduét you where you fhall:be lodg’d, 


| The rather for I think Lknow your hoftels 
As ample as my felf. 


Hel, \s it your felf ? 

Wid, 1 you fhall pleafe fo Pilgrim. 

Hel. | thank you, and willftay upon your leifure- 
Wid. You came think from France ? 

Hel: \ did fo. 

Wid. Here you thall fee a Countreyman of yours.] 


| That hasdone worthy fervice. 


Hel, His name I pray you? 
Dia. The Count Rofilliox : know you fuch a one? 
Hel. But by the ear that hears moft nobly of him.. 


| His face I know nog. 


Dia. Whatfomere he is, 


| H¢?s bravely taken here. He ftole from France 
| As’cis reported: for the King had married him 


Againft hisliking. Think you it is fo? 

Hel. Ifurely, meer the truth, I know;his Lady. 

Dia. There is a Gentleman that feryes the Count, 
Reports but courfely of her. 

Hel. What's his name ? 

Dia. Monfieur Parolles. 

Hel. Oh, | believe with him, 

In argument of praife,or to the worth 
Of the great Count himfelf, the is too mean 
To have het name repeated 5 all her deferving 
Is areferved honefty, and that 
I havenot heard examin’d. 
Dia. Alas poor Lady. 
"Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 
Of a detefting Lord. 
Wid. I right good creature, wherefoe’re the is, 
Her heart weighs fadly 5 this young Maid might do her 
A fhrewd turn if the pleas’d. 
Hel, How do you meaa? 
May be, the amorons Count follicites her 
in the unlawful purpofe, 

Wid. Be does indeed, 
And brokes with all that can in fuch.a fuit, 
Corrupt the tender honourof, a Maid: ., 
But the is arm’d for him, and keepsher, guard 
In honefteft defence. 


Drum and Colours, 


| Enter Gount Roffillion, Parolles, and the whole e4rmy. 


Ma. The Gods forbid elfe. 
iad. So, now they come : 
That is «£ntonio the Dukes eldeft fon, 
That Ejcalus. 
Hel. Which is the Frenchman? 
Dia; He, , 
That wich the plume, tis a moft gallant fellow, 
1 would he loy’d his. wife; if he were honefter 


He were much. goodlier, Is’t not a handfome Gentleman ? 


Hel, 1 like him well: 
Dia. "Tis pity he is not hone: yondsthat fame knave 
| x 


™ 


That leads him to these places, were d his, Lady 4 

I would poyton that vileRafcal. Cyl 
Hel.. Which is he ? ian 
Dia, Thatjack-an-apes with earls. - Wiay is he melani! 

cholly ? ; ol 
Hel... Prechance he’s ‘hurt ith battel; 1a 
Par. Lofe our drum? Well. ae 
Mar.He’s fhrewdly vext at fomething.Look he hasifpl 

ed.us. . 

Wid. Marry hang you. 

Mer, Afid. your curtely , for a ting-carrier) 


Wid. The, troopisspaft: Come Pilgrims] will bring 
You, where you fhall hoft : Of injoy’d penitents 
There’s four or five, to great S. Fagues bound, 
Already at my houte. 

Hel, 1 humbly thank you: 

Pleafe it this Matron, and\this Gentle Maid 

To cat with us to night, the charge and thanking 

Shall be for me; and to requite you further, 

I will beftow fome precepts on this Virgin, 

Worthy the note, ah 

Both, We'l take your offer kindly. Excew,| 


Enter Count Roffillion andthe Frenchmen, (Mi 
as at firft. Ly 


Cap. E. Nay good my Lord put him to’c: fet himhay 
his way. : i 
Cap. G. If your Lordfhip find-him not a Hilding, hold) 
me nomMore in your refpect, oe 
Cap. E. Onmy life, my Lord, a bubble: “1 
Ber. Do you think J am fo far ce 
Deceived in him ? al 
Cap. E. Believe it» my Lord, in mine own dite 
knowledg, without any malice, but to {peak of him) 


j my Kinfman, he’s a moft notable Coward, and inf 


and endlefs Liar, an hourly promife-breakers thé 
er of no one good quality, worthy your Lordfhips 
tainment. a 
€ap. G. It were fit you knew him, left repofing too fi) 
in his virtue which he hath not, he might at fome greit 
and trufty bufinefs, ina main danger, fail you. - 
‘ Ber. I would I knew in what particular aétion totty) 
im. 4 
Cap. G. None better than to let him fetch of hi 
Se which you hear him fo confidently undertake 0 
0. ‘aa 
Cap. E, 1 with atroop of Florentines will fuddenlyiit 
prife him ; fuch I will have whom-I am fure he knowsiidl] 
from the enemy : we will bind and hood-wink hia) 
that he fhall fuppofeno other but that he is carried intd) 
the Leaguer of the adverfaries, when we bring him toot} 
own tents; be but your Lordfhip prefent at his exaiih) 
nation, if he do not for the promife of his life, and 
higheft compulfion of bafe fear, offer to betray you, all] 
deliver all the intelligence in his power again you, ad) 
that with the divine forfeit upon his foul upon oath, nevtt 
truft my judgment in any thing. iM 
Cap. G. O, for the love of laughter, fet him fetch hi 
drum she fays he has a ftratagem for’s 5 when your Lott 
thip fees the bortom of this fuccefsin’t, and to what metd 
this counterfeit lump of ours will be melted, if y 
him not Fobu Drum’s entertainment, your inclining 
be removed. Here hecomes, . 


Exter Parolles. 


Cap. E. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the | 


nour of his defigo, fet him fetch off his drum in ‘ | 
hand. 2 


Ber. How now Mounfieur ? Thi steal ' il 
your difpofition, Mince a | 


Cap. G, Apox on’t, let it go, ris but a drum. 


er been: anes 

Par, Bit a druw! Ist bur a drum? A drum fo 
loft. There was excellent command ,to charge him with 
our horfe upon our own wings, and to rend our own 
fouldiers. 

Cap. G. That was not to be blam’d in the command 
ofthe fervice, it was adifater of war, that Ce/ar him- 
felf could not have prevented, if he had been there to 
command. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuccefs : 


,, | fome dithonour we had in the lofs of that drum, but 


anh 
aly 
‘' 


"| Will fubferibe for thee : Farwell. 


seal 
{undertake this bufinefs, which he knows is 'not to be 
"| done, damns himfelf to do’t, and dares better be damn’d 


"{vour, and for a week efcapea great deal of difcove. | 
"| ries, but when you findhim out, you have him ever af- 


‘Vall of this, that fo ferioufly he do’s addtefs himfelf un- 
'}to ? 


it is not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have been recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recovered, but that the merit of fer- 
vice is feldome attributed to’ the true exaé& perfor. 
mef, | would have that drum or another , or ic ja- 
cet . 
Ber. Why, if you have ftomack to’t, Monfieur : if 
you think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this in- 
ftrument of honour again into his native quarter, be mag- 
nanimous inthe’ enterprize and go on, [ will grace the 
attempt for a worthy exploit : if you fpeed well in it» the 
Duke (hall both {peak of it, and extend to you what fur- 
ther becomes his greatnefs, even to the utmoft fyllable of 


ite} your» worthinefs.. 


Par. By the, hand of a fouldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber. But‘ you muft not now flumber in it, 

Par. V’le about it chis evening , and J will prefently 
pen down my dilemmaes, encourage my {elf in my cer- 


ii tainty , put my felf into my mortal preparation + and by 


midnight look to hear further from me. 
Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace you are gone 


about its 


Par.1 knownot what the fuccefs will be, my Lord; 


yj but the attempe I vew. 


Ber. I Know th’art valiant, 
And to the poffibility of thy fouldierfhip, 
Exit, 
Par.1 love not many words, 
Cap. E. No more than a fifh loves water. Is not this 
a ftrange fellow, my Lord, that fo confidently feems'to 


than to do’t. 
Cap. G. You do not know him, my Lord, as we dog 
certain it is, that he will fteal himfelf into a mans fa- | 


ter. 
Ber. Why do you think he will make no deed at 


All's well that ends well. . neal 


Se 


Is fo from word to’ word: and then you cannot 


Err in beftowing it. 


How ¢’re repented after. 


(ap. E. None.in the world, but return with an in- 


‘Ivention, and clap upon you two or three probable lies : 
‘I but we have almoft imboft him, you fhall fee his fall to 
®\night ; for indeed he is not for your Lordfhips re- 
!' | {pe&. 


Cap. G. Wel make you fome fport with the Fox 


Ylere wecafe him, He was fir {moak’d by the old Lord 


Lafew ; when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what 


a ait you fhall find him, which you fhall fee this very 
\"} nigot. 


Cap. E. I muft go look my twigs, 


| He fhall be caught. 


‘Ber, Your brother he fhall go along with me. 
Cap, G. Ast pleafe your Lordfhip, V’le leave you. 
Ber. Now will I lead you to the houfe, and thew you 
the Lafs I fpoke of. 
Cap. E. But you fay fhe’s honeft. 
Ber. T'aat’s ali the fault : I {poke with her but once, 
And found her wondrous cold, but I fent to her 
By this (ane Coxcomb that we have ith’ wind 
Tokens and Letters, which fhe did refend, 
And this is all | have done: She’s a fair creature, 


Will you. go fie lite? 
Cap, E. Withall my heart, my Lozd. 


Enter Hellen, and Widow. 


Hie). If you mifdoubt me that lam not: fhe , 
I know not how I fhall aflure you further, 
Bue I fhall lofe the grounds 1 work upon. 
Wid. Tho my eftate be fallen, 1 was well boro, 
Nothing acquainted ‘with thefe bufinefics, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ftaining aé&. 
Hel. Nor would I wifh you. 
Firft give me truft, the Count he is, my husband; 
And what to your {worn counlel 1 /have {poken, 


By the good aid that 1 of you fhould borrow » 


Wid. \ fhould believe you, 
For you have fhew’d me that which well approves 
Y’are great in fortune. 

Hel, Take this purfe of Gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again 
When I have found it 5 the Count he wooes your 

daughter, 

Lays down his wanton ficge before her beauty , 
Refolvesto carry her: let her in fine confent 
As we'l direé&t her how tis beft to bear it: 
Now this important blood will naught deny, 
That fhe’l demand: a ring the Count wears 
That downward hath fuccécded in his houfe 
From fon to fon, fome four or five defcents, 
Since the firft father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moft rich choice : yet in his idle fire, 
To buy his will, it would not feem too dear, 


Wid. Now I fee the bottom of your purpofe, 
Hel. You fee it lawful then, itis no more, 
But that your daughter ere fhe feems as won, 
efires this Ring 5 appoints him an encounter ; 
In fine, delivers me to fillthetime , 
Her &lf mof chaftly abfenc : after this 
To marry her, Vile add three thoufand. Crowns 
To what is paft already. 
Wid. I have yielded: 
Inftrué&t my daughter how fhe fhall preferve, 
That time and place with this deceit fo lawful 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With Mufick of all forts, aud fongs composd 
To her unworthinefs: It nothing fteads us 
To chide him from our eeves, for he perfifts 
Asif his life lay on’t. 
Hel. Why then to night 
Let us aflay our plot, which if it fpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed 5 
And lawful meaning ina lawful aé&, 
Where both not fin, and yet a-finful fag. 
But let’s about it. 


Atlus Quartus. 


Enter one of the Frenchmen, with five or fix other 
fouldiers in ambush. 


1. Lord E, He can comeno other way but by this 
hedge corner : when you fally upon hin, fpeak what ter- 
rible Language yon will, though you underftand it -not 
your felves no matter : for we muft not feem to under. 
ftand him, ualefs fome one amongus, whom we mypft 
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ER Tes phere 
procuce tor an Interpreter, 
p. Sol. Good Captain let me be th’ Interpreter. 
Lor E, art not acquainted with him ? knows he not 
thy vowe? 
1. Sol. No, ftr, I warrant you. 
Lo. €. But what linfie-woollie haft thou to 
us again ? 
1. Sel E2aduch as you {peak to me, ‘ 
Lo. —& He muft chink us fome band of ftrangers, ith 
cy aries entertainment. Now he hath afmack of all 
uighbouring Languages * therefore we mult every one 
yea man of his own fancy, not to know what we. {peak, 
ine to another; fo we feem to know, is to know ftraight 
ur’ purpofe s Chough’s languages gabble enough, and 
|} good enough. »As for you laterpreter, you muft ieem ve- 
ry politick. But couch hoa, here he comes, to beguile 
two hoursina ficep, and then to.r¢eturn and {wear the 
Les he forges. y Sw be 


fpeak to 


a 
‘ 


Lier Parolles, 


Par. Tena clock: Within thefe three hours. ’twil 
be time enough to go home. What hall I fay 1 have 
donc ? It muft be a very plaufive invention that carrics 
it, They begin to fmoak me, and difgraces have of late 
knock’d too often at my door: ! find my tongue Is too 
fool-hardy, -but my heart hath the. fear of Mars before 
it, and of his creatures, not daring the reports of my 
onguc. 
be E. This is the-firft that e’re thine own tongue was 

guilty of 
|” Par, What the devil fhould move me to undertake 
the recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the 
impoffibilicy , and knowing I had no {uch purpofe ? 1 
mutt give my felf fome hurts, and fay I got them inex- 
ploit: yet flight oncs will not carty it.-Fhey will fay, 
came you off with fo little ? And great ones I dare not 
| give; wherefore .what’s the inftance ? Tongue, 
you into a Butter-womans mouth , and buy my felf ano- 
ther of Bajazeths Mules, if you prattle me into thefe pe- 
rils. ' 
Lo. E. \sit poffible he, fhould know what heis, and 
be that he is? 
Par. | would the cutting of my. garments would ferve 
the turns or thebreaking of my Spanith fword. 

Le E, We cannot afford you fo. 

Par. Or the, paring of my beard,.and to fay it was in 
Rratagerr. 
Lo. &.’T would not do. 

Par. Or to drown.my cloathes, 

Lo. E. Hardly ferve. 

Par. Though | {wore 

Cittadel y 

Le. E. How deep ? 

Par. Thitty fadome. 

Lo. E. Three great. oaths would fearce make that be 

believed. 

Pa. | would I. had any. drum. of the enemies, 

{wear I recover'd it. 
Lo. E You fhall hear one anon. 
Par. A drum now of the enemies. 


and fay 1 was ftripr. 


I leap from the window of the 


1 would 


Alarum within. 


Lo. E. Throco movonfus, cargo, cargo, oargo. 
ill. Cargo, cargo, villiando par corbo, cargo. 
Par Q ranfome, ranfome, 

Do not hide mine eyes. 

Inter. Baskos thromuldo beskos. : 

Par. 1 know youare the Adushos Regiment 5 
And I fhail lofe my life for want of language. 
fthece be here German or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him fpeak tome, 

Ple difcover that which fhall undo the Florentine. 


SIAM RAEI ARENT | 7 
All's welltbat ends well. as 


Inter. Baskos vanvado, ; 
thy tongue Kerelybonto fir, betake thee to thy { 
feventeen ponyards are at thy bofome. 

Par. Oh. 

Int. Oh.pray, prays Pray» 

Mancha revancha dulche, 

Lo. E+ Ofecorbidulchos velivorce 

Int. The General is content to {pare thee yet, 
And. hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou mey<it inform ~ 
Something. to fave thy life. 

Par. O let me live, 3 
And all the fecrets of our camp I’le thew 
Their force, their purpofes ; Nay, lle {peak that, 
Which, you will.wonder at, 

Int. But wilt thou faithfully ? 

Par. If Ido not, damn me. 

Int. eAcordolinta. 

Come on, thou art granted  fpace. 


* 


A shore Alarum within. 


‘Lo, E.Go tell the. Count Roffillion and my: brother, 7 
We have caught the Woodcock, and will keep fica uf 
Till we do hear from them eld 

Sol. Captain. 1 will. 4 

L, E. A will beteay,us all unto our felves, 
Inform.on that, } 

Sole So 1 will fir. ie 

L. E. Till then W’le keep him dark and fafely lockt,, | 


Enter Bertram, andthe Maid called f 
Diana. 


Ber. They told me that your mame was Fontibelh | 
Dia. No my good Lords Diana, 
Ber. Titled Goddets , 

And worth it with addition: but fair foul, 


In, your.fine frame hath love no quality ? 


If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You areno Maiden but a monument: 
When you are dead you fhall befuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ftern : 
And now you fhould be as..your.Mother was 
When your, fweet felf was.got. 

Dia. She then was .honeft. 

Ber. So,fhould you be. 

Dia. No. 
My. Mother did butdaty, fuch ( my Lord) 
As you owe, to your wife. 

Ber, No more a’that : 
I prethee do not ftrive againft my vows: 
I was. compel’d to her , but | love thee 
By loves own {weet conftraint, and will for ever 
Do.thee all rights of fervice. 

Dia. 1 fo you ferve us “atl 
Till. we ferve you : But when. you have, our, Rofesy — 
You barely leave our Thorns, to prick our {elves 
And.mock us with our barennefs. 

Ber. How have I {worn ? a 

Dia. ’Tis not the many oaths that make the ful 
But the plain fingle yow, that, is yow?d true: 
What isnot holy, that we fwearnot by, © © 
But take the High’ft to. witnefs: then pray you,te Ime, | 
If Lfhould {wear by Joves great Attribute, = =| 
1 lov?d youdearly, would you believe my oaths, 
When I did fove you ill ? This has no holding = 
To {wear by him whom I proteftto love, e 
That I will work againft him. Therefore your oaths 
Are wordsand poor conditions, but unfeal’d = 
At leatinmy opinion, —— =. fn 

Ber. Change it, changeit : 

Be not fo holy cruel; Love is holy, 


5 
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| 
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§ | Which were the greateft obloquy ith world, 
In me to lofe. 
Dia. Mine Honour’s fuch a Ring, 
My Chaftitie’s the Fewel of our houfe, 
\ Bequeathed down from many Anceftors, 


| 


hee 
iM 


tf 


t 


i | When back again this Ring fhall be deliver’d : Cap.G. The ftrongee part of it by her own Letters, 
4nd on your finger in the night, Il’e put which mokes her ftory true , even tothe point of her 
Another Ring, that which in time proceeds, death: her death it felf, which could not be her office 

wii | May token to thefuture, our paft deeds, to fay ,iscome, was faithfully confirm’d by the Reétor 
Adieu till then, then fail not: you have won of the places — 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done. Cap. E. Hath the Count all this intelligence ? 
Be. Aheav’n on eatth Lve won by wooing thee. Exit,| Cap. G. 1, and. the particular confirmations , point 
Dia. For which, livelong to thank both heav’n and me. | from point, to the full arming of the verity. 
{. | Youmay fo in the end. Cap. E.1 am heartily forry that he’l be glad of this, 
/ | My mother told me juft how he would woo, Cap. G. How mightily fometimes, we make us com- 
As if fhe fat in’s heart. She fays, all men forts of our loffes, 
t Have the like oaths : He had {wors to marry. me Cap. E. And how mightily fome other timcs., we 

, | When his wife ’s dead : therefore V’le lie with him drown our gain in tears, the great dignity that this valour 
When I am buried. Since French-m:n are fo braid, hath here requit?d -for him , fhall at home be encountred 
Marry that will, I'le live and die a Maid ; with a fhame as ample. 
Only in this difguife, 1 think’t no fin, Cap. G. The web of our life, is‘of a mingled yarn, 
To cozen him that would unjuftly win. Exit. | good and ill together : our vertues would be proud, if our 

faults whipt them not, and our crimes would defpair if 
Enter the two French Captains, and fome twoor three | they were not cherifh’d by our vertues. 
Souldiers. i 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Cap. G. You have not given him his mothers letter. 
Cap: E. Uhave deliver’d it an hour fince, there is} How now? Where's your mafter ? 

¢ — \fomething;in’t that’ ftings his nature: for on thereading| Ser. He met the Duke in the ftreet, fir, of whom he 

it, he chang’d almoft into another man. hath taken a folemn leave: his Lordthip will next morn- 
Cap. G. He has- much worthy blame laid upon him, | ing for France, ‘The Duke hath offered him Letters of 

f WY for thaking off fo good a wife, and fofweet a Lady. commendations to the King. 

ts Cap. E. E(pecially, he hath incurred the everlafting| Cap. E. They fhallbeno more thanneedful there , if 
difpleafure of the King, who had even turn’d his boufity | they were more than they can.commend. 
to’ fing happinefs to him, 1 will cell you a thing, but you 

| hall let it dwell darkly with you. . Enter Count ‘Roffllion. 

fhe Cap. G. When you have fpoken it, ’tis dead, and | ‘ 

am the grave of ‘it. Cap. G. They cannot be too fweet for the Kings tart- 
yw Cap. E. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman | nefs , here’s his Lordfhip now... How..now my Lord ; is’t 
here in Florence, of a moft chaft renown, and this night | not after midnight ? 

ih | he flefhes “his willin the fpoil of her honowt she hath} Ber. [have co night difpateh’d: fixteen bufinefles, a 

iif | given her his monumental Ring, and thinks: himfelf | months lengtha piece,’ by amabftraé of fuccefs: I have 
made in the unchaft compofition. congied withthe Duke; done my adieu with his neareft ; 

ut Cap .G. Now God delay our rebellion jas. we aré our | buried a wife, mourn’d for her ; writ to my Lady mother 
tt felves, what things are we, Tam returning ;;entertain’d my Convoy , and etuhen 
Cap. E. Meerly our own traitors. oAnd) as in) he | thefe\ main parcels of difpatch, effe&ed many nicer 
common courfe of all treafons, we fiflofee them reveal | needs: the I2ft was the greateft, but chat I have not end- 
themf:!ves, till they attain to their abhor’d endsi:fo he |ed yet. 
B : a T 3 Cap: 


> 

All's well 
And my integrity ne’re knew the crafts | t 
That youdo charge men with :Stand no more off, 
Bur give thy felf unto my fick defires , 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, fhall fo perfever. 

Dia. {fee that men make ropes in fuch a fear, 
That we'll forfake our felves. Give me that Ring. 

Ber. Vie tend it thee my dear, but have no power 
_To give it from me. 

Dia. Will you not, oy Lord ? 

Ber. It isan honour Tonging to our houfe , 
Bequeathed down from many Anceftors, 


Which were the greateft obloquy i’th world, 
In me to lofe ‘Thus your own proper wifdom 
Brings in the Champion honour on my part, 
Againft your vain affaule. 
Ber. Here; take my Ring, 
Hy houfe, my honour, yea my life be thine » 
And I’le be bid by thee. 
Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber 
window: ; 
Vle order take, my mother fhall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 
When you have conquer’d my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor {peak to me ; 
My reafons are moft ftrong, and you fhall know them, 


t 


t 


nD 


that ends well. 
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hat in this a€tion contrives againft his own Nobility in 


his proper ftream, o’ce-flows himfelf. 


Cap.G. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be Trum- 


peters of our unlawful intents? We fhallnot then have 
his company tonight ? 


Cap. E. Not till after midnight: for he is dieted to his 


hour. 


Cap, G. That approaches apace : 1 would gladly have 


him fee his company anathomi2d, that he might take 
a meafure of hisown judgments, wherein fo teriouily 
he had-fet his counterfeit. 


Cap. E. We will not meddle with him till he come ; 


For his prefence mult be the whip ofthe other. 


Cap. G. In the mean time , what hear you of thofe | 


Wars? 


Cap. E.1 hear there isan overture of peace. 

Cap. G.Nay1 affure you a peace concluded. 

Cap. E. What will Count Roffllio do then ? Will he 
ravel higher,or return again into France ¢ 

Cap. G.1 perceive by this demand, you are not alto- 


gether of his counfel. 


Cap, E. Let it be forbid, fir, fo fhould I be a greatdeal 


of this aé&. 


Cap. G. Sir, his wife fome two months fince fled 


from his houfe, her pretence is.a pilgrimageto Saint Fa- 
ques legrand which holy undertaking, with moft au- 
tteer fan@timony fhe accomplifh’d : 


and there refiding, 
he tendernefsofher Nature, became as a prey to her grife : 


in fine, made a groan of her fa breath, and now fhe 
fings in heaven. 


Cap. E. How is this juftified ? 


a ka 


ee 
224 Alls well that ends well. a 
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thouland pole , halt of the. which dare nor fhake the! 
> ? . ~ pais ae fh ou thy sles i ri 
Snow from off their Caflocks, icf they fheke shemfelyesl: 
to pieccs. 


CSR ee ee TY ae ee ae 

Cap. E. If the bufinets be of any difficulty, and chi 
morning your departure hence, it requires hafte of your 
Lordfhip. 

Ber, F mean the bufinefs is not ended, as fearing to 
hear of it hereafter : but fhall we have this Dialogue be- 
tween the Fool and the Soldier ? Come, bring forth this 
counterfeit module 5 "has deceived me, like a doublemean- 
ing Prophefier. 

Cap. E. Bring him forth, h’as fate i’th Stocks all night, 
poor gallant Knave. 

Ber. No matter, his heels have deferv’d it, in ufurping 
his Spurs fo long. How does he carry himfelf? 

Cap. G. Lhave told your Lordfhip already : The Stocks 
carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be underftood, 
he weeps like a Wench that had fhed her Milk, he hath 
‘confe himfelf to Morgan, whom he fuppofes to be a 
Friar, from the time of his very remembrance to this very 
inftant Difafter of his fetting rth Stocks ; and what 
think you he hath confeft ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has a? 

Cap. E. His confeflion is taken, and it fhall be read to 
hisFace; if your Lordthip bein’t, asl believe you are, you 
mutt have the patience to hear it: 


Ber. What fhall be done to him? e: 
Cap. G. Nothing, but let him have thanks, Demandi 
of him my conditions ; and hat Credit Lhave with ghe 
Duke. 
Int. Well thav’s fet down: you fhall demand of him 
whether one Captain Dumarn be ch Camp, a Frenchmawel 
what his Reputation is with the Duke, what his Vatour,| 
Honefty, and Expertne!s in Wats or whether he thinks 
it were not poflible with well weighing fums of- Gold q 
corrupt him to revol. ‘What fay you to this? Whatdo 
you know of it? a 
Par. I befeech you let me anfwer to the particular of 
the interrogatories: Demand them fingly. 
Jat. Do you know Captain Dumain ¢ 
Par. 1 know him, a was a Botchers Prentice in Bary 
from whence he was whipt for getting the Shriewes fog 
with Child, dumb innocent that could not fay him 
nay. 
iw. Nay, by your leave hold your hands, tho I know 
his Brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls, 
Inter. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Flareietiy 
Camp ? : 
Par. Upon my knowledg he is, and Jawfie. 
Cap.G. Nay look not fo upon me; we fhall hear of 
your Lord anon. " 
Int. What is his Reputation with the Duke? 
Par. The Duke knows him for no other, but a 
Officer of mine, and writ tome the other day, tot 
a outa’th Band. 1 think 1 have his Letter inmy Poe 
et. Pe 


Enter Parolles, with bes Interpreter. 


Ber. A plague upon him, muffeld; ‘he can fay nothing 
of me’; both. 

Cap. 'G. Hoodman comes: Portotartaroffa. 

Int. He calls for the Tortures, what will you fay with- 
out ’em? 

Par. Pwill confefs what 1 kaow without conftraint 5 
If ye’pinch me like a Pafty, Jcan fay no more. 

int. ‘Bofko Chimurcho: 

Cap. Biblibindo Chicurmurco. 

Jot. You are a merciful General: Our Generellbids you 
anfwer to What I Thall ask you out of a/Note. 

Par. And truly, 2st hope to live. 

Tet, Firftédemand of him, how many Horfe the Dukeis 
rong. What fay youto that ? 

Par. Five of fix thoufand, but very weak and unfervice- 
able; the Troops are all {cattered, and the Commanders 
very poor Rogues, upon my Reputation and Credit, and 
as L hope to live. 

Int. Shall Let down your anfwer fo? 

Par. Do, Vie take the Sacramenton’t, how and ‘which 
way you will: all’s' one to him. 

Ber, What a patt-faving flave is this? 

Cap: G, Y’aredeceiv’d, my Lord, this Monfieur Parol- 
les, the gallant Militarift, that was his own phtafe, that 
had the whole Theorick of War in the knot of his Scarf, 
and the practice in the\Chap of his Dagger. 

Cap. €. 1 will never trufta man again, for keeping his 
Sword clean, nor believe he’ can haveevery thing in him, 
by ‘wearing’ his Apparel neatly. 


Int. Marry we'll fearch. 
Par. In good fadnefs Ido not know, cither it is thet 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in’ aj 
Tent. 
Int. Here’tis, here’s a Paper, thall | read it to you? 
Par. Idonot know if it be it or no. 
Ber. Our Interpreter do’s it well. 
Cap.G. Excellently. 
int. Dian, the Count’s,a fool, and full of gold. 
Par. Thatis not the Dukesletter fir; that.isan.Advettit 
ment toa proper Maid in Florence, one Diana, to tik 
heed of the Allurement of one Count Refilion, a fool 
idle Boy 5 but forall that very rurtifh, 1 pray. youl 
put it up again. A 
Int. Nay, Vie read. it fick, by your favour. AM 
Par. My meaning in’t, I proteft was very honelt init 
behalf-of.the-Maid: for I knew.the young Count tobe 
dangerous and lafcivious, Boy, who is a W hale to Virgil 
ty, and devours up all the fry it finds. . 
Ber..Damnable ! both-fides Rogue. 


Int. Let. When he [wears Oaths, vid bim drop Gold, ! 


Int. Well, that’s fet down. saledt + ‘ 
Pay, Five or fix thoofand horfe lied, bwill fay true, or | After be foores, be never. pays the. [care = iit 
thereabouts fet down, for Vie fpeak truth. Half won.is match well made, match.and well.make tt ; 
ar 


Cap, G. He's very near the truth in this. He ne’re pays after-debts, take it before, 


Rer. But ] eon him ‘no thanks for’t inthe nature he de- 
livers it. 

Par, Poor Rogues, I pray you fay. 

Jut, Well that’s fer down. 

Par. 1 humbly ‘thank you, fir, aotruth’s a truth, the 


eAnd fay a Soldier (Dian) told thee this: | 
Men are tomell with, Boys. are not toksfs, ‘ a 
For count of this, the Gount’s.a Fool] know ity 
Whorpays before, but not when be does, owe it. ra 
Thine as he vow’dto thee in thine caf, 


Rogues are marvellous poor. 
Int. Demand of him of what ftrength they are afoot. Baegiitss 
What fay fou to that ? Ber, He fhall. be..whipt through the Army with thi 


Par. BY aif troth, * if rote to per ve — rime in’s forehead. . ‘i 
four, [ will tell true, “Let me fee, purio ahundred»and| Cap. E. This is your. devoted fri if 
fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Corambus fo many, Faques. fo caadisene the  Eamgchertn tea a i 
many: Guiltian, Cofmo, Lodowiek, and Gratis, twohwn-} Ber. 1 could endure any.thing before, buta Cat, 
dred each: Mine own Company Chitopher, Vaninond, he’s:a Catto me. é 
Bentii, two hurdred fifty each 5 forthat the Mufter-file,} Jue. I perceive, fir, bythe Generalstooks, we hall be 
rotten and found , upon my life amounts not to fifteen | fain to hang you. f é 


Par. My life, fir,tin any cafe: Not that I am afraid to 
die, but that my offences being many, 1 would repent 
our the remainder of Nagure. Let me live, fir, in a dunge- 
on, ith flocks, any where, fo I may live, 

Int. weil tee what may be done, fo you confefs frees 
ly: therefore once more’ to this Captain Dumain: you 
have anfwer’d to his reputation withthe Duke, and to 
his valour. What is his honefty ? 

Par, He will fteal, fir, an Egge out of a Cloifter: for 
rapes and ravifhments he parallels Neffus, He profeffes 
not keeping of oaths , breaking them he is ftronger than 
Hercules, He will lye, fir, with fuch volubility,, that you 
would think truth were afool : drunkennefs is his beft 
vertue, for he will be 4wine-drunk, and in his fleep he 
does littleharm, fave to his bed-cloathes about him: but 
‘| they know his conditions, and lay him in ftraw. I have 
\} but little more to fay , fir, of his honefty, heha’s every 
| thing that an honeft wan fhould not have: what an ho- 
neft man fhould have, he hasnothing. 

Cap. G+ I begin to love him for this. 

Ber, For this defcription of thine honefty ? A pox up- 
‘iif on him for me, he’s more and more a Cat. 

Int. What fay you to his expertnefs in war ? : 

Par. Faith fir, ha’s led the drum before the Englith 

hu] Tragedians : to belie him I will not, and more of ‘his foul- 
dierthip I know not, exeept in that Countrey, he had the 

«| honour to be the Officer at a’place there called Mile-end, 

, 4 toinftrug for the doubling of files. { woulddo the man 

:( what honour L can, but of thisI am not certain. 

j Cap. G- He hath outevillan’d villany fo far, that the 
rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him, he’s a Cat til. 

| dnt. His qualities being at this poor price , | need nor 

aa} £0 ask you, if Gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

“| Par. Sir, For a Cardecue he will fell the fee-fimple of 

‘ig Dis falvation, the inheritance of it, and cut th’intail from 

“Tall remainders, and perpetual fucceflion for it Pperpee 

| tually. 

Int. What's his Bro.her, the other captaio Dimain? 

Cap. E. Why do’s be ask him of me? 

Int What’s he? 

. Par. E’n a Crow a’th fame neft: not altogether fe 
Wh Sreat asthe firttin goodaefs, but greater a great deal ip 
th * evil He excels his Brother for a Coward, yet his Brother 
pia ig reputed one of the beft that is. Ina retreat he out- 
runs any lackey; marry in coming on, he ha’s the 
"Cramp. 
‘hie Tt. If your lite 
Gili the Florentine ? 
the Florentin 

it Par. Land the Captain of his horfe 

Int. Vie whifper with the General 
pleafure. 

Par, V’le no more drumming , a plague of all drums, 

di! onely to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the fappo. 

fition of that lafcivious young boy the Count, have] run 

into this danger : yet who would have fofpeéted an am- 
jm bufh where I was taken? 

Int. There is no remedy, fir, but you muft die: the 
General fays, you that have fo traiteroufly difcovered 
thefecrets of your army, and made fach peftiferous re- 

jy Ports of men very nobly held, can ferve the world for no 
, honeft ufe: therefore you mutt die. Came heads man 
nt off with his head. 

Par. O Lord, fir, let me live, or let me fee my death, 

fmt. "That fhall you , and take your leave of all your 

yo friends : 
So look about you, know you any here ? 

Coun. Good morrow noble Captain. 

La, ESGodblets you Captin Parolles, 
yw Cap G. God fave you noble Captain. 

Lo. E. Captain, what greeting will you to my. Lord 
yf Lafew?} am for France, . 

", Cap. G. Good -Capzain. will you give me a Copy of 
the dame fonnet you writ to Diana in behelf of the Count 


be faved, will you undertake to betray 


Count R offillion, 
» and know his 


7, 


eh 
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Roffillion, and I were not a very Coward, Pde compel it } 
of you; but fare you well Exeunt, 

Int. You are undone Captain all but your fearf, that} 
has aknoton’t yer. . 

Par. Who cannot be crufh’d with 4 plot? 

Int. [f you could fisd out a Countrey where but wo- 
men were that had received fo much thame, you might 
begin an impudent Nation, Fare ye well fir, I am for | 
France too, we fhall {peak of you there, . 


Exit. 
Par. Yet amI thankful : if my heart were great 
*T would burft at this: Captain I’le be no more, 
But I will eat and drink; “and fleep as {oft 

As Captain fhell. Simply the thing lam 
Shallmake'me live : who knows himfelf a braggart 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pafs, 
That every braggart thall be found an A{z, 

Rutt fword, coo] blufhes, and Parolles live 

Safeft in fhame 5 being fool'd, by fool’ry thrive ; 
Phere*s. place and: mearis for every man alive, 

l'le after them. 


Enter Hellen, Widow; aud Diana. 


Hel. That you may ‘well perceive I have not 
wrong’d you, 
One of the greateft in the Chriftian world 
Shall be my furety : "fore whofe throne tis needful 
Ere J can perfeé& mine intents, to kneel. 
‘Time was! did him a defired. office, 
Dear almoft as his life, which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartars bofome would peep forth, 
And antwerthanks. I duly am info: m’d, 
His grace is at Aarfelis, to which Place 
We have convenient.convoy 3 you muft know 
I am foppofed dead, the Army breaking, 
My husband hies him home, where heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good Lord the King 
We’l be before our welcome. : 
Wed. Gentle Madam, 
You never had a fervant to whofe truft 
Your kufinefs was more welcome, 
Hel, Nor you ‘miftris 
Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompence your love : Doubt not but heaven 
Hith brought me up to be your daughters dowre, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive 
And helper toa husband, But O ftrange men, 
That can. fuch fweet ufe make of what they: hate, 
When fawcy trofting of the cozen’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night, fo tuft doth play 
With whatit loaths, for that whichis away: 
But more of this hereafter: you Diana, 
Under my poor inftru€tions yet muft fuffer 
Something in my behalf. 
Déa. Let death and honefty 
Go with your impofitions, 1am yours 
Upon vour will to fuffer, 
Hel. Yet I pray you: 
But with the-word the time will bring onfummer, 
When Briars fhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as {weet as tharp: we mutt away, 
Our Wagon is prepar’d, and times revives us, 
All’s well that ends well, ftill, that finds the Crown 4 
What ere the courfe, the end is the renown, Exeunt, 4 


? 


Enter Clown, old Lady, and Lafew. 


Laf. No, no, no, your fon was mifled with a fnipe 
taffata fellow there, whofe villanous faffron would have | 
made all the uabak’d and dow youth of a nation in hist 
colour , your daughter-in-law had been alive at this hour, 
and your fon here at home, more advane’d by the King, 
than by that red-tail’d humble-Bee I {peak of. 

* 
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aT ; 

Lad. 1 would! had not known him, it was the death of 
the mo vertuous Gentlewoman, that ever Nature had 
praife for creating, if fhe had partaken of, my flefh 5 acid 
coft me the deareft groans of a mother, i could not have 
owed her amore rooted love. 

Laf. "T was a good Lady, ‘twas good Lady. We may 
pick a thoufand fallets ere we light on fuch another 


herb. 

Cho. Indeed, fir, fhe was the {weet Margerom of the 
falier, or rather the herb of grace. 

Laf. They are not herbs, you knave, they are nofe- 
herbs. 

_ Clo. 1 am no great Nebuchadaczxar,fit,| have not much 
skill in grace- 

. La. ‘whether doeft thou profefs thy felf, a knave oF a 
fool ? 

Clo; A fool, fir, at a womans fervicey and a knave ata 
mans. 

La. Your diftinEtion? 

Clo, | would eozen the man of his.wife, 
vice. 

La. So you were a knave at his fervice indeed. 

Clo. And\ would give his wife my bauble, fir, to do 
her fervice. 

La. 1 will fubferibe for thee, 
fool. 

Clo. At your fervice. 

La, No,no, no. 

Clo. Why, fir, if 1 cannot ferve you, I can ferve as great 
a Prince as you are. 

La. Who’s that, a Frenchman ? 

Clo. Faith, fir, a has an Englifh mean, but his fifnony is 
more hotter in France thao here. 

La. What Prince isthat ? 

Clo, The black prince, fir, 
alias the devil. 

Ta. Hold thee, there’s my purfe, I give thee not thisto 
fuggeft thee from thy 
fill. 

(to. Lam a woodland fellow, fir, that always loved 
a great fire, and the mafter | {peak of ever keeps a good 
fre, but fure he is the Prince of the world, let his No- 
bility remain in’s Court. [ am for the houfe with the 
narrow gate, which | take to. be too little for pomp to 
enter: fomethat humble themfelves may, but the. ma~ 
ny will be too chill and tender, and they’l be for the 
flowry way that leads tothe broad gate, and the great 
fire. 

La. Gothy ways) I begin to be aweaty of thee, and 
I tell thee fo before, becaviel would not fall eut with thee. 
Go thy ways, let my horfes be well look’s. to, without a- 
ny tricks. 


and do his fer- 


thou art both knave and 


aliasthe prince of darknefs, 


Clo. If 1 put any tricks upon ’em, fir, chey Mall be Jades } 


tricks, which are their own right by the law of Nature 
Exit. 

Laf. A (hrewd knave, and an unbappy- 

Lad. So ais. My Lord that’s gone, made himfelfmuch 
{port ont of him, by his authority he remains here, which 
he thinks is a patent for his faucinefs,and indeed he has no 
pace, but he runs where he will. 

Lef, Like him well, tis not amifs: 
tell you, 
my Lord your fon was upon his return home; I moved 
the King my mafter to fpeak in the behalf of my daugh- 
ter, which in the minority of them both, his Ma- 
jefty, out of a felf gracious remembrance did firft pro- 
pofe 5 his Highnefs hath promis’d metodo it, and to ftop 
up the difpleafure he hath conceived againft your fon, 


there is no fitter matter. How do’s your Ladifhip like 
it? 


and I was about to 


Ta, With very much content, my Lord, and I with it |- 


happily cffcéted, 
Laf. His Highnels eomes poft from Marfelles, of as able 
a body as when he numbred thirty, @ will be here to mor- 


= 


With the young noble foldier. 


Mafter thou talk’ of, ferve him} 


Gnce I heard of the good Ladies death, and that | 


EL os seed ame 
All's well that ends well. 


row, or | am deceiv'd by him that in fuch intelligence | 
hath feldom fail’d. a 

La. It rejoices me that | hope I fhall fee him ere Idie,| 
Lhave letters that my fon will be hete to night : I thall ba} 
feech your Lordfhip to remain with me till they meetto: 
gether. ate 


Lef. Madam', 1 was thinking with what Mannets | 9 


might fafely be admitted. 
but plead your honourable privi-} 


Lad, You need 
ledg. 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter 5 but || 
thank my God it holds yet. 


Enter Clown: 


Clo O Madam, yonders my Lord your fon wieh apatch| 
of velvet.on’s face s whether there bea fear under’t or no,| 
the Velvet knows, but “tis agoodly patch of Velvet, his! 
left cheek is a cheek of twopileanda half, but his right 
cheek is worn bare. 

La. A fear nobly got: 

Or anoble {car, isa good livery of honour. 
So belike is that. 
Clo, But it is your carbinado’d face, 
Laf. Let us go fee 


Your fon! pray you, | long to talk 


Clo, Faith there’s a dozen of ’em, with delicate fine] 
hats, and moft courteous Feathers, which bow the heat, 
and nod at every man. 


Extun, 


Atkus Quintus. 


Enter Helen, Widow, and Diana, with 
two Attendants. 


Hel. But this exceeding pofting day and night, 
Mouft wear your fpiritslow, we cannot help it. 
But fince you have made the days and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 


Behold you do fo grow in my requital. 
As nothing carunroot you. In happy time. 


Enter a Gontleman a franger. 


‘This man may help me to his Majefties ear, 


If he would fpend his power. Ged fave you fir: 
Gent. And you. 
Hel. Sir, 1 have feen youin the Court of Frazee. 
Gent. ‘have-been fometimes there. 

Hel, 1 do prefuwe, fir, that you are not fallen” 

From the report that goes upou your goodnefs, 

And therefore goaded with moft fharp occafions, 

Which lay nice manners by, F put youto 


The ufeof your own vertues, for the which 


Ifhall coftinue thankful. 
Gen. What’s your will ? 
Hel, That it will pleafe you 
To give this poor petition to the King, 


| And aid me with that ftore of power you have 


To come into his prefence. 
Gent, The Kings not here. 
Hel. Not here fir? 
Gent. Not indeed, 
He hence remov’d laft night, and with more haft 
Than is his ufe. 
Wid. Lord, how we lofe our pains, 
Hel. All’s well that ends well yet, 
Tho time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit : 
i do befeech you, whither is he gone ? 


, M 2 S ’ 


All's well that ends well. | ~ 999 


Gent. Marry as J take it to Rofillion, 
‘Whither I am going. 
Hel. | do belecch you fiz, 
Since you are like fo fee the King beforeme, 
Commend the Paper to his gracious hand , 
Which I prefume fhall render you no blame : 
But rather. make you thank your pains for it. 
1 will come after you with what good. fpeed 
Our means will make us means. 
Gent. This I’le do for you. 
Hel, And you fhall find your felf to be well thankt 
what e’re falls more. We muftto horfe again. Go, go, 
provide. Excant. 


Kin, We loft a Jewel, and our efleem 

Was made much poorer by it : but your Son, 

As mad in folly, lack’d the fenfe to know 

Her eftimation home. 

Old La. Tis paft, my Liege, 

And I befeech your Majefty to make it 

Natural Rebellion, donei’th blade ‘of Youth, 

When Oyland Fire, too firong. for reafons force ; 

Ore: bears it and burns on. 

Kin, My honour’d Lady , 

I have forgiven and forgotten all , 

Tho my revenges were high bent upon him, 

And watch’d the time to fhoot. 

Laf. This I muft fay, 

But firftI beg my pardon 3 the young Lord 

Did to his Majefty, his Mother, and his Lady, 

Offence of mighty note ; but to himfelf 

The greateft wrong of all. He loft a Wile, 

Whofe beauty did aftonifh the furvey 

Of richeft eyes : whofe words all ears took captive 

Whoie deep perfeétion, ‘hearts thar feorn’d to ferve, 

‘Humbly call’d ‘Miftris. 

Kin. Praifing what is loft , 

Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him hither; 

We are reconcil’d, and the firft view fhall kill 

All repetition: Let him not ask our pardon, 

The nature of his great offence is dead, 

And deeper than Oblivion, we dobury 

Th’ incenfing relicks of it. Let him approach 

A ftranger, no Offender ; and inform him 

So ’tis our will he fhould. 

Gent. I fhall my Liege. 
Kin. What fays he to your Daughter, 

Have you {poke ? 
Laf. All thathe is, hath reference to your Highnefs. | 
Kin. Then fhall we havea match. Ihave Letters fent } 

me, chat fetshim high in fame. 


Enter Clown avd Parolles. 


Par. Good M. Levatch, give my Lord Lafew this Let- 
ters Ihave erenow, fir, been better known toyou, wheo 
} have held familiarity with frefher Cloaths, but Jam 
now, fir, muddied in fortunes mood, and:imell fomewhat 
ftrong of her ftrong difpleafure. ae 

Clo, Truly, Fortunes difpleafure is but fluttith, # it 
fmell fo ftrongly as thou {peak'ft of : | will henceforth eat 
no Fith of Fortunes butt’ring. -Prethee, allow the Wind. 

Par. Nay, you need not toftop your Nofe, fir: I {peak 
but a Metaphor. 

Glo. Indeed, fir, if your Metaphor ftink, I will ftopmy 
Noft, or againft any mans Metaphor, Prethee get thee fur- 
ther. 

Par. Pray you, fir, deliver me this Paper. 

Clo, Foh, prethee ftand away, a Paper from Fourtunes 
Clofe-ftool, to give to a Nobleman. Look here he comes 
himfelf. 


Enter Lafew. © 


Clo. Here isa pur of Fortunes, fir, or of Fortunes Cat, 
but not a Mufcat 5 that hath faln into the unclean Fifh- 
pond of her difpleafure, and as he fays muddied withall. 
Pray you, fir, ule the Carp as you may, for he looks like 
a poor decayed, Ingenious, Foolifh, Rafcally Knave, 1 
do pity hisdiftrefs in my Smiles of comfort, and leave him 
to your Lordfhip. 

Par. My Lord, I am a man whom Fortune hath cruelly 
feratch’d. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do? *Tis too 
late to pare her Nails now. Whercin have you plaicd the 
Knave with Fortune, that fhe fhould Scratch you, who of 
her felf is a good Lady,and would not have Knaves thrive 
long under her ? There’s a Cardecue for you: Let the Ju- 
ftices make you and Fortune friends; I am for other bufi- 
j nefs. 

Par. I befeech your honour, to hear me one fingle 
4 word. 

Laf. You bega fingle penny more: Come you fhall 
ha’t, fave your word, 

Par. My name,my good Lord, is Parolles. 

« Laf. Youbeg more than-one word then. Cox my paf- 
fion, give me your hand: How does your Drum? 

Par. O my good: Lord, you were the firft that found 


Enter Count Bertram. 


Laf. He looks well on’r. 

Kin. Lam nota day of feafon, 
For thou maiftfee a Sun-fhine, and a Hail 
In me at onces But to the brighteft Beams 
Diftraéted Clouds give way, fo ftand thou forth; 
The time is fair again. 

Ber, My high repented blames , 
Dear Soveraign, pardon me. 

Kin. Allis whole, 
Not one word more of the confumed time, 
Let’s take jthe inftant by the forward top: 
For we are old, and our quick’ft decrees 
Th’ inaudible, and noifelets foot of time 
Steals, ere we can effe&t them, You remember 
The Daughter of this Lord ? 

Ber. Admiringly, my Liege, at firft 
I fuck wy choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durft make too bold a herald of my Tongue : 
Where the Impreffion of mine Eye enfixing, 
Contempt his {cornful Perfpedtive did lend me, 
Which wrapt the line of every other favour, 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or expreftit ftoln, 
Extended or contraéted all proportions 
To a mott hideous Objet. ‘Then it cate, 
That fhe whom all men prais'd, and whom my felf, 
Since I have loft, have lov’d ; was in mine Eye 
The duft that did offend it. 
Kin. Well exeus’d : 
That thoudidft love her, ftrikes fome fcores away 
From the great compt 3, but love thar comes too late; 
Like aremorfeful pardon flowly carried 
To the great fender, turns 2 fowre offence, 
‘} Crying, that’s good that’s gone: our raf faults 
Make trial price of {crious things we have, 


me. 
Laf. Was infooth? And I was the firft that loft thee. 

| Par. it lies in you, my Lord,to bring mein fome grace, 

for you did bring me out. zs 
| Laf. Out upon the Knave, doeft thou put upon me at 
once, both the Office of God and Devil: one brings thee 
in grace, and the other brings thee out, The King’s com- 
ing | know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, enquire further af- 
ter me, had talk of you laft Night, tho you area Fool 
and a Knave, you fhall eat, go to, follow. 

- Par. | praife God for you. 


Flourifh.Enter King, old Lady, Lafew, the two French 
Lords, with Attendants, 
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Not knowing them, until we know their grave. 
Ott our difpleafures to our felves uojut, 
Deftroy our friends,and after weep their dut : 
Our own love waking, cries to fee whet’s done, 
While fhapeful hate fleeps out the afternoon, 
Be this {weet Helens knell, and now forget her. 
S:nd forth yout amorous token for fair Maudlin, 
The main confents are had, and here we'll ftay 
To (ce our widowers fecond marriage day : 
which better than the ficft, O dear heaven blefs, 
Or, ere they meet in me, O Nature ceale, 
Laf. Come on my fon, in whom my houfes name 
Mult be digefted: give a favour from you 
To fparklein the fpirits of my daughter, 
That fhe may quickly come. By my old beard, 
And ev’ry hair that’s on’t, Hellen that’s dead 
Was alweet creature: fuch a Ring asthis, 
The laft tharere I took her leave at Court, 
| 1 faw upon her finger, 
| Ber. Here it was not. 
Kin. Now pray you let me feeit. For mine eye, 
While I was {peaking, oft was faften’d to’t: 
Tavis Ring was mine, and whenT gave it Hellen, 
i bad her, if her fortunes ever ftood 
N:ceffited to help, that by this token 


{ would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 


Of what fhould ftead her moft ? 

Ber: My gracious Soveraign, 
How ere it pieafes you to takeit fo, 
The Ring was never hers. 

Old La. Son, on my life 
[have {een her wear it, and the reckon’dit 
At her lives rate. 

Laf. 1am fure I faw her wear it, 

Bar. You are deceiv’'d my Lord, the never faw it: 
in Florence was it from acafement throwa me, 
Wrap’d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Of her thac threw it: Noble fhe was, and thought 
i ftood ingag’d, but when had fubferib’d 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully, 
{coulJ not anfwer ia that courfe of honour 
As fhe had made the overture, fhe ceaft 
In heavy fatisfaétion, and would never 
Receive the Ring again. 

Kin. Platus bimtelf, , 

That knows the tiné& and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures myftery more fcience, 

Than Ihave in this Ring. "Iwas mine, ‘cwas Helens, 
Who ever gave it you : then if you know 

That you are well acquainted with your felf, 
Confels "twas hers, and by what rough enforeement 


You got it from her.. She call’d the Saints to furevy, 


That the would never put it from her finger, 
Uni<fs the gave it to your felf in bed, 
| White you'have never comes. or fent it us 
Upon her great difafter. 
Ber. She never faw it 
Kin, Thou fpeak’tit falfly: as] love mine honour, 
And mak’ conjeétural fears to come into me, 


.| Which I would fain thut cut ; if it fhould prove 


That thou art fo inhuman, ’twill not prove fo. 

And yer L know not, thou didft haze her deadly, 

And fhe is dead, which nothing but to clofe 

Her eyes my felf, could win me to believe, 

More than to fee this Ring. ‘Take him away, 

My fore-paft proofs, how ere the matter fall 

Shall cax my fears of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear’d too little. Away with him, 

We'll fife this matter further. 

Per. If you thall prove 

This Ring was ever hers, you fhall as eafy 

Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet fhe never was. 


Se ere Se < 
All's well tbat ends well. 


-for this. Ple none of him. 


ee 


: Enter a Gentleman. 

Kio. Lam wrap’d in difmal thinkings. 

Gent. Gracious Soveraign: 
Whether I have been too blame orno, | know not, 
Here’s a petition from a Florentine, 
VVho have for four or five removes come fhort, 
To tender it her felf; | undertook it, 
Vanquifh’d thereto by thie fair grace and fpeech 
Of the poor fuppliant; who by this | know 
Is here attending * Ker bufine(s looks in her 
VVith an importing vifage, and fhe told me 
In a {weet verbal brief, ic did concern 
Your Highnefs with her felf. 


A Letter. 


Upon his many proteftations to marry me, when his wife wast 
dead, I blufht to fay it, he won me. INow 1s) the Copnt |. 
Roffillion Widower, his vows are forfeitedto me, and ny rt 
honours paidto hin, He flole from Florence, taking ng} 
leave, and 1 follow him to this Countrey fir Fuftice : Grant | : 
it me, O King, in you it beft lies, otberwife a feductr flags| 
rifhes,and apoor Maidis undone. 


Diana Capilet,| 


Laf. Twill buy me afoninLaw in a fear, and toule hia | 
Kin. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafew, | y 
To bring forth this difcov’ry, feek the futors : | 


Go {peedily, and bring again the Count... 
Enter Bertram- 


f am afeard the life of Hellen (Lady) 


/'VVazs foully fnatch’d. 


Old La.Nuw juftice on the doers. 
Kin. | wonder fir, wives are fo monftrous to you, 
And that you fly them as you fwear them Lordfhip, 


Yet you defire to marry. VVhat woman’sthat ? 


Entcr VVidow, Diana, avd Parolles. 


Dia Yam, my Lord, a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancient Capilet; 

My fuit, asI underftand you know 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

Wid. lam her Mother, fir, whofe age and honour 

Both fuffer under this complaint we bring, 

And both fhall ceafe, without your remedy. 
Kin. Come hither,Count, do you know thefe VVomen?} 
Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny, 

But that l know them, do they charge me further ? 

Dia. VVhy do you look fo ftrange upon your wife? 
‘Ber, She’s none of mine, my Lord, . 
Dia. If you fhall marry 

You give away this hand, and that is. mine : 

You give away heavens vows, and thofe are mine: 

You give away my felf, which is known mine: 

ag I by on ng fo embodied yours, 
at fhe which marries you, muft mar 

Either both or none. be oe: 
Laf. Your reputation comes too fhort for my daughter 


‘you are no husband for her. 


Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and defperate creatute, _ 
VVhom fometime I have Laugh’d with: Let your Highness 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour. 
Than for to think that I would finkit here. 


Kin, Sir, formy thoughts, you have them ill to friend, 


Till your deeds gain them fairer : pro : 
Then in my ae fg Prove your honour, 


Dian. Good my Lord, 
Ask him upon his oath, if he do’s think 
He had not my virginity. 
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Kin. What fait thou to her ? 
Ber. She’s impudent, my Lord, 
And wasa common gamefter to the Camp. 
Dia. He do’s me wrong, my Lord : If | were fo, 
He might ha ve bought me at a common price. 
Do not believe him. O behold this Ring, 
Whole high refpeé and rich validity 
Did lack a parallel: yet for all that 
He gave it to a Commoner a’th Camp 
If I be one. 
Old La. He blufhes, and ’tis hit: 
Of fix preceding Anceftors, that Jem _ 
Confer’d by teltament to th’ fequent iffue | 
Hath it been owed and worn. This is his wife, 
That Ring’s a thoufand proofs. 
King. Me thought you faid ; : 
You faw one here in Court could witnefs it, 
Dia. 1 did, my Lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an inftrument 5 his name’s Parolles. 
Lof. \ faw the man to day, if man he be, 
Kin. Find him, and bring him hither: 
Rof. What of him? 
He’s quoted for a moft perfidious flave 
With all the {pots a’th world, taxt and deboifh’d, 
Whofe nature fickens : but to fpeak a truth, 
Am I, or that or this, for what he'll utter, 
That will {peak any thing ? 
Kin. She hath that Ring of yours . 
R/f. Ithink fhe has ; certain it is] lik’d her, 
And boorded her i?th wanton way of youth: 
She knew her diftance, and did ang!e of me, 
Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint, 
As all impediments in fancies courfe 
i Are motives of more fancy, and in fine, 
Her infuit coming with her modern grace, 
Subdu’d me to her rate fhe got the Ring, 
And [had that which any inferior might 
Ar Market price have bought. 
Dia. 1 mutt be pa ient: 
You that have turn’d off a fic fo noble wife, 
May juftly diet me. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, | will lofe a husband ) 
Send for your Ring,| will return it home, 
And give me mine egain. 
Bof. Uhave it not. 
King. What Ring was yours, 1 pray you? 
Dian. Sir, much like the fame upon your finger: 
Kin. Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late, 
Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a bed. 
King: The ftory then goes falfe, you threw it him 
Out of a Cafement. i 
Dia \have {poke the truth. Enter Parolles. 
Rof. My Lord, I do confefs the Ring was hers. 
Kin. You boggle threwdly, every feather tarts you : 
Is this the man you {peak of ? 
Dia. 1, my Lord. 
_ Kin, Tell mé, firrah, but tell me true I charge you, 
Not fearing the difpleafure of your Mafter : 
(Which on your juft proceeding, I’'le keep off) 
By him, and by this woman here, what know you? 
Par. So pleafe your Majefty, my Matter hath. been an 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks. he hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen have. 


’ 


Kin. Come, come, to th’ purpofe 5 .Did.he love this | Isc real that I fee 2 


woman ? ; 
Par. Faith fir, he did love her, but how.! 
Kin, Howl pray you? 
Par.( Heidid love her, fir, as aGent. loves a‘ Woman. 
Kin, How is that ? 
Par. He lov’d her, fir, and lov’d her not. ’ 
Kin. As thouart aKnave aud no Knaye, what an 
equivocal Companion is this? 
Par. [am 2 poor man, and at your: Majefties com 
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Leaf. He’t a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty Ora- | 
tour. 
Dia, Do you know ke promi’d me marriage? | 
Par. Faith, [know more than Vle {peak, 
Kin. But wilt thou not {peak all thou know’? ? i 
Par. Yes,fo pleafe your Majefty : I did’ go between | 
them, as I faid; but more® than that, he loved her : for 
indeed he was mad for her,, and talkt of Sathan, and | 
of Limbo; and of Fories, and | know not what: yet 
WaSin thatcredit with them at thattime, that I knew | 
of their going to bed, and of other motions, as p - | 
mifing her marriage, and things that would derive me ill | 
well to {peak of 5 therefore I will not {peak what I 
know. 
Kin, Thou haft fpoken all already , unlefs thou can | 
ifay they are married ;\ but thou art too fine in thy. evi- 
|dence ; Therefore ftand afide. This Ring you fay was 
yours. i 
Dia, 1, my good Lord. 
Kin. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you ? | 
Dia. \t was not given me, nor did not buy it. 
Kin, Who lent it you ? 


| Dia. It was not lent meneither. 
Kin, Where did you find itt 
Dia. 1 foundit not. 
Kin. If it were yours by none of all thefe ways, 
| LJow could you give it him ? 
Dia, I never gave it him. 
Laf. This woman’s an eafy glove, 
énd on at pleafure. 
| Kin. This Ring was mine, I gave it his firft wife, 
| £ Die. It might be yours, or hers, for ought | know. ¢ 
Kin. Take her away, I donot like her now, 
| Zo prifon with her : and away with him, 
| Ualefs thou tell’ft me where thou hadft this Ring, 
| Thou dieft within thishour. 
Dia. Vle never tell you: 
Kins Take her away. 
Diae Vle putin bail my Liege. 
Kin, 1 think thee now fome common Cuftomer, | 


er 
hen? 


my Lord, fhe goes off 
it 


| 
; 


—— 


Dia. By Fove if ever I knew man, ‘twas you. 
Kin. Wherefore haft thou accus’d him all this while? 
» sa. Becaufe he's guilty, and he is not guilty 5 
He knows I am no Maid, and he'll {wear to’r ; 
Vle fwear I am a Maid, and he knows not. 
oreat King, I am no ftrumpet, by my life, 
\.am,either Maid, or elfe this old mans wife. 
Kin. She do’s abufe our ears, to prifon with her. 
Dia. Good mother fetch my bayl. Stay, Royal fir; 
Che Jeweller that owes the Ring istent for, 
And he fhall furety,me. But for this Lord, 
Who hath abus’d me as he knows himfeif, 
Tho yet he never heard me, here! quit him. 
He knows himfelf my bed he hath defil’d, 
And at that time he got his wife with child ; 
Dead tho fhe be, fhe feels her young one kick : 
So there’s my riddle, one that’s dead is quick, 
And now behold the meaning. 


| 
| 


_*ef. 


Exter Hellen and Widow. ‘ 
Kin. Is there no.exorcift 
Beguilrs the true Officer of mine eyes? 


Hel. No, my good Lord, 
Tis but the fhadow of a Wife you fee, 
The name, and not the thing. 
Rof. Both, both, O pardon. 
Hel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
4 found you. wondrous kind, there is your Ring 
And look, you, here’s your Letter * this it fays, 
VVhen from my finger you can get this Ring, 
And is by me with child, ec. This is done, 
VVill you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 
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Rof. If fhe, my Liege, can make me know thisclearly, { Thou keepeft a Wife her felf, thy felf a Maid. . 

Ile love her dearly, ever , ever dearly. Of that and all the progrefs more and lets, 

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, Eefolvedly more leifure (hall exprefs : 

All yet feems well, and if it end fo meet, 


Deadly divorce ftep between me and you. 
O, my dear mother, do I fee you living ? ihe bitter paft, more welcome is the iweet. 
Laf. Mine eyes fmell Onions, fhall weep anon: 
Good Tom Drum, lend mea handkercher. 
Sol thank chee, wait on me home, I’le make fport with |, TT He King’s.a Beggar, now the Play is done. 
|thee: Let thy curtfies alone, they.are fcurvy ones. A Allis well ended, if bis [ust be won , 
King. Let us from point to point this ftory know, That you expre[s content 5 which we will pay, 
To make the even truth in pleafure flow : With firife to pleafe you, day exceeding day ; 
If thou becft yet a frefh uncropped flower, Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Choofe thou thy husband, and I’le pay thy dower. — | Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts. 


For Ican guefs, that by thy honeft aid, . 


Twelf-Night, Or what you will 


Aétus Primi. Scena Prima. 


} 


Enter Orfino Dake of Illyria, Curio, and And water once a day her Chambers round 
ether Lords. With eye-offending brine all this to feafon 
A brothers dead love, which the would keep frefla 
: And lafting in her fad remembrance. “a 
Ra ee E Mufick be the food of Love, play Ds. O the that hatha heart of this fine frame, 7 | 
fi on, To pay this debt of love but toa brviher, oll 
ee Give me excefe of it; that furfeiting, | How will fhe love, when the rich Golden thaf F 
fe The appetite may ficken, and fo die. Hath kil’dthe flock of all affections elle 
je, That ftrain agen, it had a dying fall: Thatlivein her. When Liver, Brain, and Heart, — 
AKO, it comeo’re my car, like the fweet | Thefe foveraign thrones are all fupplird and fili’d ‘ 
found | | Her fweet p etions with one felf-fame king : 
& That breathes upon a bank of Violets ,| Away before me, to fweet beds of Flowers 
Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, | Love thoughts lies rich, when canopy’d with bowers: 
no more, pec 
Tis not fo fweet now, asit was before. ; 
O fpirit of Love, how quick and frefh art thou, 
That notwithftanding thy capacity, 
Receiveth as the Sea. Nought enters there, 
Of what validity, and Pitch {0 e’re, 
But falls into abatemen pee price, ‘ 
Even inaminute; fo full o japes is fancy ‘ ; 
That it atone is high fantattical- Ys Enter Viola a Captain, and Saylors, 


Cur, Will yougo hunt. my Lord ? 
Du. What Curia? Vio. What countrey(Friends) is this ? 


Car. The Hart. Cap. This is Illyria 
Ds. why fo I do, the nobleft that I have : Vis And mate oo in Illryia? 
O when miné eyes. did fee Olivia firft, My Brother he is in Elizinm . 
Me thought the purg’d the air of peftilence 5 Perchance he is not drown’d ” What think you 
That inflant was] turn’d into a Hart, Cap. It is perchance that you your febf were faved: 
And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds, Vio, O my poor brother, and fo perchance may he be. 
JEre fiance purfue me. How now, what news from her ? Cap. ‘True Madam, and to comfort you with chai 
nic Affure your felf after our fhip did {plit, ak 
} Enter Valentine. a you, aa thofe poor number faved with you, 
ung on our droving boat : ~ eed 
Val, So pleafe my Lord,I might not pe admitted; Moff provident in peat Aaa brother } es | 
But from her hand-maid do return this anfwer : (Courage and hope both teaching him the practile) :) 
Tho Efement it felf, till feven years heat, % a ftrong Matt, that lifed upon the Se P fF 
Shall not beheld her face at ample view * Where like Orion on the Dolphins back ee ae | 
But like a Cloyftrefs the will vailed walk, A {faw him hold acquaintance with the Waves: 
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.| So tong as I could fee. 
Vio. For faying fo, there’sGold : 
Mine own efcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy {peech ferves for authority 


The like of him: Know’it thou this Countrey ¢ 

Cap. 1, Madam, well : for I was bred and boro 
Not three hours travel from thisvery place 

Vio» Who governs here ? 

Cap. A Noble Duke in nature, as in name. 

Vio, What is his name? 

Cap. Orfino. 

Vio. Orfino | Yhave heard my Father name him. 

He wasa Batchellor then. 

Cap. And fois now, or wasfo very late: 

_| For but a month ago | went from hence, 

‘} And then’twas frefh in murmur (as you know 
} What great ones do, the’ lefs will prattle of J 
| That he did feek the love of fair Olosa. 
| Vio, What’s fhe ? 

Cap. A virtuous Maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That did fome twelvemonth fince, then leaving her 
in the proteétion of his fon, her brother, 

Who fhortly alfo di’d : for whofe dear love 

1 (They fay) the had abjur’d the fight 

And company of men. 

Vio. O that I ferv’d that Lady, 

And might not be delivered to the world 

Till I had made imine own occafion mellow 

What my eftate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compafs, 
Becaufe fhe will admit no kind of fuit, 

No not the Dukes. 

Vio, There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain 5 
And tho that nature, with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft clof in pollution ; yet of thee, 

Iwill believe, thou haft a mind that fuits 

With this thy fair and outward Charaéter. 

I prethee ( andI'le pay thee bounteoufly ) 
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid. 

For fuch difguife as haply fhall become 

The form of my intent, [le ferve this Duke, 

Thou fhalt prefent me as an Eunuch to him, 

{t may be worth thy pains: for I can fing, 

And {peak to him in many forts of Mufick, 

That will allow me very worth his fervice. 

What elfe may hap, to time I will commit, 

Only fhape thou thy filence to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute I’le be, 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 

Vio. [thank thee: Lead meon 


—_——— ta eenennEEnInE 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 
life. 


to your ill hours. a 
To. VViy let her except, before excepted. 


deft limits of order. 


their own fttaps. 


Exeunt, 


Sir To, What a plague means my Neece to take the 
death of her brother thus ? I amfure care’s an enemy to 


Mar, By my troth, fir Toby, you muft come in earlier 
anights :. your Coufia, my Lady, takes great exceptions 
Mar. 1, but you muft confine your felf within the mo- 
To. Confine? I’le confine my felf no finer than! am: 
thefe clotaes are good enough to drink in, and fo be thefe 


boots too: and they be not, let them hang themfelves in 


Mir. That quaffing and ¢rinkiug wiil undo you: I 
heard my Lady talk of it yefter-day’, and “of a foolith 


i , 
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knightthat you brought in one night here,to be her wooer? 

To. VVho, Sit Andrew v4 gne-cheek ? 

Ma. The, 

To, He’s as tall a man as any’s in /yria. 

Ma. VVhat’s that to th’ purpofe? 

To. VVbwyhe has three thoufand Ducats a year: 

| Ma. I, but he’iP have bor a! year in: all thefe Ducats : 
He’sa very fool, and a prodigal. 

To, Fie, that you'll tay fozwheplays oth Viol-de.gam- 
boys, and fpeaks three-Or four danguages word for word 
without book, and hath all the good gifts of nature, 

Mar. He hath indeed, almoft natural: for befides that 
he’s'a fool,yhe’s a great quarreller: and:but tharvhe, hath 
the gift of a Coward; to-allaythe guft he hath in quarrel- 
ing, sis thought uaong the prudéneyhe would quickly have 
the gift of ‘a pravejom or) teuo! 

Fob, By thishand they are fcoundrels and fubftragtors 
that fay fo of him. VVhoare they # 

Mar. They’ that addmoreover;) he’s drunk nightly in 
your company. hs 

| To, VVithdrinking healths to my Neece: Ile drink to 
her as long as-thereis a’paflage!in my throat, and drinkin 
Thyra: he’s a Cowardiand ay Coyfteil that wili not drink 

| to thy Neecey till his brains turn .o'th’ toe,like.a parith top. 
VVhat wench ? Caftiliano vulgo ; for here comes Sit Andrew 
eA gue face. 


“Or what you will. . 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


And. Sit Toby Belch. How now. Sir Toby Belch? 
To: Sweet Sir Andrew. 
And, Blefs you fair Shrew. 
Mar- And you too fir. 
Tob. Accoft, Sir e4ndrew, accoft. 
And, VVhat’s that? 
To. My NeecesChamber-maid. 
An, Good Miftris accoft; Idefire better acquaintance. 
Ma. My name is Mary fir. 
And, Good Miftrefs AZary, accoft. 
To; You miftake Knight: Accoft is, front her, boord 
her, wooe her; affail her: 
' And, By my zeoths1 would noz undertake her in this 
company. Isthat the meaning of Accoft? 
Mar. Fare you: well Gentlemen. 
To. And thowlet her part fo, Sir Andrew, would thou 
mighth never draw {word agen: 
e4nd. And you part fo Miftrefs,1 would I might never 
draw {word agen. Fair Lady, do you think you have fools 
in hand ? 
Ma. Sir, [have not you by th’ hand. 
And. Marry but youthalh have, and here’s my hand. 
Mar. Now Gir, thougiit is free: 1 pray you bring your 
hand to th’ Buttery bar, and let it drink. 
An, VVherefore (fweet heart? ) what’s your Meta- 
phor ? 
Mar. v's dry fir. 
Yn. Vvby i think fo: Tam notfach anafs, but Ican 
keep my hand dry.’ Bat what's your jeft ¢ 
Ma, & ary jet, fir. 
And, Are you full of them ? 
Ma. \Sirt, | have them atmy finger ends: marry now 
I let go your hand, | am barren. 


Exit Maria. 

Tob. O knight, thou lack’ft a cup of Canary : when did 
I fee thee fo put down ? 

And, Never inyour life, I think, unlels you fee Cana+ 
ry put down: me thinks fometimes Ihave no moas wit 
than a Chriftian, or an ordinary® man “has'y bat 1 am a 
great cater of Beef, andtebelievethat-do’s harm tomy 
wit. \ ba 

To. No queftion. 

An.And ¥ thought that, de forfwear it. I’le ride home 
to morrow, fir Toby: 

To Pur-quoy, my dear knight ? : 

An. 


An. VVhat is pur quoy? Do,-or not cof i would I 
had beftowed that time in the tongues, that I have in fen- 
cing, dancing, and bear-baiting : O had l) but followed 
the Arts. ! 

To. Then hadft thou had an excellent head of hair. 

An. VVhy; would that have mended my hair? 

To. Patt queftion, for thou feeft. it will not cool my 

‘An. But it becomes me well enough,doft noc? (nature. 

To. Excellent, it hangs like flax on a diftaff : and. I 
hope to fee a houlwite take thee between her legs, and 
thin it off. 

"An: Faith Me home tomorrow, fir Toby, your Netce 
willnot be feen, or if the be, it’s four to one, fhe-ll none 
of me ? the Count himfelf here hard by, wooes her. 

To. Shell none o’th Count, fhe’ll not match above her 
degree, neither in eftate, years, nor wit; I haveheard 
l her {wear. Tut, there’s life in’t. man. 

An. Vie ftay a month longer. am a fellow o’th ftrangeft 
mind ’the world: Idelight in Masks and. Revels fome- 
times altogether. 

To. Art thou good at thefe kick-fhaws, Knight? 
| And. As any manin Iyria, whatfoever he be, under 
i the degree of my betters, and yet I willnot compare with 
an old man. 
| To. VVhatisthy excellence in a galliard, knight? 

cud. Faith, | can cut a caper. 

To. And \ can cut the Mutton to’. 

‘And. And 1 think Fhave the back-trick, fimply as 
I trongas ay. man in Illyria. 

Jo, VVherefore are thefe things bid? wherefore have 
thefe gifts a Curtain before "em? are they like to take 
dut,like Miftris A¢als pi€ture ?_ why doft thou not go to 
Church in a Galliard, and come home in a Carranto ?\My 
very walk fhould be a Jig ! I would:not fo much as make 
water but ina Sink-a-pace 3 VVhat doft thou mean‘? Is 
it a world to hide virtues in ? 1 did think by the excelent 
I conftitution of thy leg, it wasform’d under the ftarof a 
’Galliard: 

And.J,tis frong, and it does indifferent well in a dam’d 

F colour’d ftocken. Shall we fit aboutfome Revels ? 

To. What fhall we ‘do elfe: were we not born under 
Tawus? 

And. Taurus ? That’s fides and heart. 


To. No fir, itis legs and thighs + let me fee thee caper. : 


, Ha, higher: ha, ha, excellent. Exeuut. 


Scena Quarta. 


Entey Valentine, and Viola,’ in mans attire. 


| pal. If the Duke continue thefe favours towards you 
Cefario, you ate like to be much advanc’d, he hath known 
you but three days, and already you areno ftranger. 

Vio, You either feat his humour, or my negligence, that 
you callin queftion the continuance of his love: Is he in 
| contant fir,in his favours ¢ : 

Val. No believe me. 


Enter Duke, Curio, and attendants. 


Vie. 1 thank you : herecomes the Count. 
Duke. Whofaw (efario, hoa? 
Vio, On your attendants, my Lord, here. . 
Du, Stand you awhile aloof, Cefario, 
| Thou kaowtt no lefs, butall : I have unclafp’d 
| T’o thee the Book even of my fecret foul. 
| Therefore good youth, addrefs thy gate unto her, - 
| Be not deni’d accefs, ftand at her doors; 
| And cell them, there thy fixed foot fhall grow 
+ Tif] chou have audience. 


Twelf-night, C 


oo 
rpbat you wall. 


————— 


y 


Vie. Sure, my Noble Lord, 
If the be fo abardon’d to her forrow 
Asit is {poke, fhe never will admit me, 
Du. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return, vi 9 
Vio, Say1 do fpeak with her ( my Lord ) what ‘hey? 
Duk. Othen, unfold the paflion of my love, 9% 
Surprize her withditcourfe of my dear faith, 
It fhall becomé thee well ro a&t my woes 5 
She will attend it better in thy youth, , 
Than in .a Nuncio’s of more grave afpedt. 
Vio. I think not fo, my Lord. 
Duk. Dear Lad, believe it 5 
For they fhall yet be-ly thy bappy yearss 
That fay thou art a man: Dianaes lip ; 
Isnot more fmooth, and rubious ; thy fmall pipe 
Is as the Maidens Organ, fhrill, and found,” 
And all isfemblative a womans part. 
I know thy conftellation is right apt 
For this affair: fome four or five attend him, 
Allif you will; forI my felf am belt 
When leaft in company 5 profper well in this, 
And thou fhaltlive as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 
Vio. Viedo my beft 
To woo your Lady 5 yet a barful ftrife, 
Who e’re I woo, my felf would be his wife. 


Scena Quinta: 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou halt been; of 
will not open my lipsfo wide as a brifste may enter in wa} 
of thyexcufe ; my Lady will hang thee for thy abfence, 

Ch. Let her, hang me 3 he that is well hang’d in ti 
world, needs fear no colours. ae | 

Ma. Make’ that good. “All 

Clo. He fhalf fee none to fear. ie 

Mar. A good Lenton anfwer ; | ‘can tell thee whet 
that faying was born, of I fear no colours, a 

(to. Where good Miftrefs AZary >. q ‘' 

Mar, Inthe wars, and.that may you be bold to fay it} 
your foolery. i 

Clo. VVell, God give them wifdom that have it, bil 
thofe that are fools, let them ufe their talents. Be 

Mar: Yet you will be hang’d for being fo long ab et, | | 
or be turn’d away, is not that as good as a hanging t0 
you; 

Clo. Many a good hanging, prevents a bad marriage))) 
and for turning away, let {ummer bear it out. “ae 

Mar You are refolute then 2 4 

Clo. Not fo neither, but] am refoly’d on two pointt: |) 

Mar, That if one break, the other will hold ; or il bot 
break, your gaskings fall. .. 

Clo. Apt in good faith, very apt: well, go thy wayyil 
Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as witty api 
of Eves flefh, as any in Ilyria, ‘i, 

Mar. Peace yourcgue, no more o’that: here comesd) 
Lady: make your excufe wifely, you were belt. 


; 
) 


Enter Lady Oliva, with Malvolio, 


Clo, Wit; and’t be thy will, put me into good fooling i 
thofe wits that think they have thee, do very oft prov 
fools : and I that am fure I lack thee, may pafs for a wile 
man. For what fays Quinapalus, Better awitty fool, ial 
a foolith wit. God bletsthee, Lady. 

Ol. Take the fool away. 


Clo, Do you not heat fellows, take away the Lady 


Tel Nighe, Or what you wil. SSG 


Ol. Gato, yareadry fool: Vieno more of you, b:- 
fides you grow difhonett. 

Clo, Two faults, A¢adona, that drink and good countel 
will amend : for give the dry fool drink, theu is the fool 
not dry : bid the difhoneft man mend himfelf, if hemend, 
heis no longer difhonet , if he cannot, lec the Botcher 
mend him: any thing that’s mended, is but patch’d - vir- 
tue thac tran fgreffes, is but patcht with fin, and fin that 
amends, isbut patcht with virtue. If that this fimple 
Sillogifme will ferve, fo; ifit will nor, what remedy? 
AS there is not true Cuckold but calamity, fo beauty’s a 
flower 5 ‘I'he Lady bad take away the fool, therefore I fay 
again, take her away. 

Ol. Sir, 1 bad them take away you. 

Clo. Misprifion in the higheft degree. Lady, Cucul- 
Ins non facit monschum: that’s as much to fay, as | 
were not moticy inmy brain : good Madona, give me 


3 Icave to prove you a fool. 


Ol. Can you do it ? 

Clo, Dexteroufly, good Madona, 

Ol. Make your proof, 

Clo, I muft catechize you for it, Aadons, Good my 
Moufe of virtue anfwer. 5 

Ol, Well fir, for want of other idlenefs, \’le bid 
your proof, 

Clo, Good Aadona, why mourn’ thou? 

OL Good fool, for my brothers death. 

Clo. I think his foul is in hell, «WMadona. 

Ol. 1 know his foul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo, The more fool you( Afadona ) to mourn for your 
Brothers foul, being in heavens Take away the fool, Gen- 
tlemen. . 

Ol, What think you of this fool, AZalvelio, doth he 
noc mend ? 

Mal. Yes,and fball do, till the pangs of death fhake 
him ; Infirmity that decays the wife, doth ever make the 
better fool, 

Clo. God fend you, fir; a fpeedy Infirmity, for the 
better increafing your folly : Sir Toby will be {worn that 
I amno Fox, but he will not pafs his word for two pence 
that you are no fool. 

Ol. How fay you ro that Adalvelio ? 

Mal, I marvel your Ladithip takes delight in fucha 
barren raical; ifaw him put down the other day, with 
an ordinary fool, that has no more brains than a ftone. 


di] Look you now, he’s out of his guard already : unlefS you 


laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is gap’d. Iproteft 
I take thefe Wile men,thatcrow foat thefe fet kind of 
fools, no better than the fools Zanies. 

Ol. O you are fick of felf-love, Adatvolio, and tafte 


| with a diftemper’d: appeiite. Tobe generous, guiltlefs , 


and of free difpofition, is to. take thofe things for Bird- 

s| bolts, that you deem Cannon bullets: There is no flander 

inan allow’d fool, though he do nothing bur rail ;.nor 

no railing in a known difereet man, though he do no. 

thing but reprove, 

j] Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with leafing, for thou 
fpeak’ft well of fools, 


Enter Adasrria. 


Mar, Madam, there is at the gate a young Gentle- 
man,much defires to {peak with you. 
Ol. From the Count Orfino, is it? 


well attended. 

Ol. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Ma. Sit Toby, Madam, your kinfman. 

O!, Fetch him off | pray you, he {peaks nothing but 
| madman -: Fie on him. Go you, AZalvolio ; if it be a fuit 
from the Count, [ am fick, or not at home. What you 
will, to difmils it. 


Exit Malvo. 


Ma. I know not (Madam) *tisa fair young man, and} 


‘ty, I pray you tell meif this be the Lady of thOl.outfe, 


‘no fcotn; I am very comptible, even tothe leat finifter 


} 


Now vou fee, fir, how your fooling grows old, and peo. 
ple diflike ir. 

Clo, Thou haft {poke for us ( Afadona) as if thy eldet 
fon fhould be a fool: whofe {cull, Fove cram with 
brains, for here he comes. Enter Sir Toby. 
One of thy kin has a moft weak Pia mater. 

Ol, By mine honour half drunk. What is he at the | 
gate, Coufin ? 

To. A Gentleman. 

Ol. A Gentleman? What Gentleman? 

To. *Tis a Gentleman heres A plague o’thefe pickle 
Herring: How now Sot? | 

Clo, Good Sir Toby. 

Ol. Coufin, Coufin, how have you come fo early by 
this Lethargy ? 

Tob. Letchery, I defie Letchery ; there’s one at the 
gate, 

Ol. I marry, what is he ? 

To. Let him be the dévil and he will, I care not : give 
me faith, fay 1, Well, it’s all one. Exit. 

Ol. What’s a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clo. Like a drown’d man, a fool, and amad man: 
One draught above hear makes hima fool, the fecond 
mads him, and a third drowns him. 

Ol. Go thou and feek the Crowner, and fet him fit 0” 
my Coz: for he’s inthe third degtee of drink: he’s | 
drown’d : go look after him. 

Clo, He is butmad yet, Madona, and the fool fhall 
look to the mad man: 


Conse 


Enter Malvelio, 


Mal. Madam, yond young fellow fwears he will 
{peak with you. 1 told him you. were fick, he takes on him 
to underftand fo much, and therefore comes to {peak with 
you. I told fina you were afleep, he feems to have a fore- 
knowledge of that too, and therefore comes tofpeak with 
you. What is <o. be iaid ro him ? Lady, he’s fortified a- 
gainft any denial. 

Ol. Tell him, he fhallnot fpeak with me, 

Mal. Ha’s been told fo: and he fays he’l ftand at 
your door like a Sheriffs poft, and be the fupporter to a 
bench, but he’l fpeake with you, 

Ol, What kind o’man is he ? 

Mal. Why, of man-kind. 

Ol. What manner of man? 

Ma/, Of very ill manners: hel fpeak with you, will 
you or no. 

OL. Of what perfonage and years is he ? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for aman, nor young enough 
for a boy : as a fquafh is before ’tisa pefcod, or a Codling 
when ’tis almoft an Apple: ’Tis with him in ftanding 
water, between boy and man. He is very well-favour’d 
and he fpeaks very’ fhrewifhly: One would think his 
mothers milk were {carce out of him. 

Old, Let him approach : Call in my Gentlewoman. 

Mal. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. Exit. 


Exter Maria: 


Ol. Give we my vail: come throw it o’re my face, 
We'l once more hear Orfino’s EmbeMi>, 


Enter Viola. 
Vio, The honourable Lady of the houfe, which is the > 
Ol. Speak to me, I fhall anfwer for her: your will? |} 
Vir, Moft radient, Exquifice, and ungatchable beau- 
for I never faw her. I would be loath to caft away my 
{peech : for befides thatitis exccllently well penn’d, I have § 
taken great pains to con it. Good Beauties, let me fuftain 


ufage. 


u Ol. 


* 


a 


i 
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Twelf-Night, Or what you will. 
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Ol, Whence came yous fir? 

Vie. \ can fay little more thanI have ftudied, and that 
queftion’s our of my part. Good gentleone,. give me mo- 
cet affirance, if yoube the Lady of the Houle, that I may 
proceed in {peech. 

Ol. Ase you a Comedian ?. 

Vio. No my profound heart; and yet (by the very 
changs of malice, 1 wear) lam not chat! play. Are you 
che Lacy of the houfe ? 

O.. \t-i do not ulurp my felf, 

Vio. Moft certain, if you are 
ielr; for whatis yours to beftow, is not yours to referve. 
But this is from my Commiflion; I will on with my 
Speech in your praife, and then fhew you the heart of my. 
me Tage. 

Qi. Come to what is important in’t: I forgive you the 
praite. 

Vie. 
cal. 

Ol: Ir isthe more like to’be feigned. 1 pray you keep 
itin. | heard you were fawcy at my. gates,and allow’d your 
approach rather to wonder at you, than to hear you. If 
you be not mad, be gone 5 if you have reafon, be brief: 
*is not that time of Moon with me,,to make one in.{o 
saippinga Dialogue. 

Ma Will you hoift Sail, fir, here lies your way. 

Vio. No good Swabber, 1 am to bull here a little longer. 
Some mollification for your Giant, {weet Lady: tell mc 
your mind, | am a meffenger. 

Ol. Sure youhave fome hideous matter to deliver, when 
the curtefie of it is{o fearful. Speak your office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear: I bring no overture 
of War, no Taxations of Homage; I hold the Oliff in my 


J am. 
fhe, you'do ufurp your 


Alas, 1 took great pains to ftudy it; and tis Poeti- 


dhand: my words areas full of peace as matter. 


“Vit. 


Ol. Yet you began rudely. What aré you?” 
What would you? ; 

Vio, The rudenefs that hath appéar’d in me, have I 
learn’d from my entertainment. What | am, and what I 
would, are.<$ lecretas a Maiden-head : to your ears, Die 
vinity 3 ro any others, prophanation, 

Ol. Give us the place alone. 
We will hear this Divinity. Now'fir, what is your Text ? 
Vio. Mott {weet Lady. ' 
Ol. A comfortable Dogtrine, and much may be faid.of 

Where lies your Text ? 

Vio. In Orfino’s bofome. 

Ol. In his bofome? Inwhat Chapter of his Bofome? 
Vio. To antwer by the method, in the firft of his Heart. 
Ol, O, Ihave read it; .it is Herefic. Have you no more 
to lay ? 


Vio, Good Madam, letme fee your face. 


_ O!. Have you any Commiffion from your Lord, tone: |. 


gotiate with my Face ? you are now out of your Text: 
but we will draw the Curtain, and thew you the Picture. 
Look you, fir, {ucha one I was this prefent : Is’r not well 
done? 

. Vio. Excellently done, if God.did all. 

Ol, ’Tis in grain, fir, "twill endure Wind and Wea- 
ther. 

Vie. Tis beauty truly blent, .whofe red and white, : 
Natures own fweet, and.canning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruel’ fhe alive, 
If you willlesd thefe Graces to the Grave 5 
‘And leave the-World no Copy. . 

OL. O fir, Lwill not be fo hard-hearted = I will give out 
divers {cedules of my beauty. It fhall be Inventoried, and 
every particle and utenfil labell’d to my will: As, Item, 
two Lips indifferent red. Item, two gray Eyé¢s, with lids 


‘tothem: Irem, one Neck, one Chin, and fo forth. Were |; 


“you fent hither to praife me? 
Vio, \ fee you what you are, you are too ptoud: 

Bur it you were the Devil, you are fair : 

_My Lord and Mafter loves you: O fuch love 

“Gauid be but recompene’d, tho you were crown'd 

t 


The non-paril of beauty. 

Ol. How does he love me? 

Vio. With Adorations » fertil’ Tears , 
With Groans that thunder Love, with 


Sighs of Fite | 


Ol. Your Lord do’s know my mind, I cannoclove him, ff 


Vet | fuppoft him vertuous, know him noble, 
Of great Eftate, of frefh and ftainlefs Youth; 


In voices well divulg’d, tree, Eearn’d and Valiant, — ke 


And in dimenfion, and fhape of nature’, 
A gracious perfon. But yet 1 cannot love him: 
He might have took his antwer long ago,” 

Vio, If 1 did Jove youin my Matters flame; 
With {uch a foffring, fuch a deadly life: 
in.your denial, 1 would find no fence, 

I would not underftand it. 

Ot. Why, what would you do? 

Vio. Make me a willow Cabin at your gates. 
And callupon my Soul within the hoofe, 

Write loyal Cantons of contemned love, 

And fing them loud even in the dread of nights 
Hollow your name to reverberate Hills, 

And make the babling Goffip of the Air, 

Cry out, Olivia: O yéu fhould not reft 
Between the Elements of Air and Earth, 

But ‘you fhould pity me. 

* Qk You might do much: 
What is your Parentage ? 

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my 
Iam a Gentleman. 

OL. Get you to your Lord : 
Icannot love him: let him fend no more, 

Unlefs (perchance) you come to me again, 

To tell me‘how he takes it ; Fare you well: 

I thank you for you pains: {pend this for me. 

' Vio, Tam no feed-poft, Lady 5 keep you purfe, 
My Matter, not my felf, lacks recompence, 


ftate is well > 


Love make his heart of flint, that you fhall love, ~ i | 


And ler your fervcur like my Mafters be, 
Plac’d in contempt : Farwel fair cruclty. » 
Ol, What is your Parentage ? 
Above my fortunes, yet my fate is well: 
lama Gentleman. le be fworn thou arty 
Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limb, Aétions, and 


Unlefs the Mafter were the man. Hownow?- 
Even fo quickly may one catch the Plague? 
Methinks I feel this Youth’s perfections, 

With an invifible and fubtil fealth 

Tocrecp in at mine Eyes. Well, let it be. 
What ‘hoa, eMalvolio. ' 


Enter: Malvolio. 


Mal. Here Madam, at your fervice. 
Ol. Run after that fame peevith Meffenger,. 


The Counts man; he left this Ring behind him, : 


Would I, ornot: tell him, Ple none ‘of it. 

Defire him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes, I am not for him: 

If that the Youth will come this way to morrow. 
Ple give him reafon for’t by thee, Malvelio. _ 
Mal: Madam , Twill. ’ 
x ol. I do, [know not what, and fear to find ~ 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind : 


Spitit, | 
Do give thee five-fold blazon; not too faft: foft, felt, 


foft,} 
\ 
4 
a 


Fate, fhew thy force, our felves we donotowe; | 


What is decreed, muft be ; and be this fo. 


fs op 
Finis, Altus ™ 
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i welf-Night, Or what you will. 


ing for , there it lies in your Eye; if not, beit his that} 

finds it. Sa i Exit. | 
Pio. 1 left no Ring with hers what means this Lady ? | 

Fortune forbid my out-fide have not charm’d her: | 

She made good view, of me, indeed fo much, 

That fure me thought her Eyes had loft her Tongue, 

For fhe did {peak in ftarts difratedly: 

She loves me fure, the cunning of her paffion 

| Invites me in this churlifh meflenger : 


Scena Prima. 


Aétus Secundus. 


Enter Antonio and Sebaftian. 


An. Will you ftay no longer ? nor will you not that I 
go with you? ! 

Seb. By your patience, no: my Stars fhine darkly over 
me; the malignancy of my fate, might perhaps diftemper 
yours’; therefore I fhall crave of you your leave, that I 
may bear my evils alone. It were a bad reeompence for 
your love, to lay any of them on you. 

An. Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb. No footh, fir , my determinate Voyage is meer 
extravagancy. But I perceive in you fo excellent a touch 
of modefty, that you will not extort from me, what I am 
willing to keepin; therefore it charges me in manners, 
the rather toexprefs my felf: you muft know of me then, 
Antonio, my name is Sebaftian (which I call'd Rodorigo) 
my Father was that Sebajtian of Meffaline, whom I know 
you have heard of. He left behind him, my felf, and a 
Sifter, both born in one hour; if the Heavens had been 
pleas’d, would we had fo ended, But you fir, alter’d 
that, for fome hours before you took me from the breach 
of the Sea, was my Sifter drown’d. 

An, Alas the day ! ' 

Seb. A Lady fir, tho it was faid fhe much refembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but tho [could 
not with fuch eftimable wonder overefar believe that, yet 
thus far 1 will boldly publifh her, fhe bore amind that 
énvy could not. but call fair: She is drown’d already, fir, 
with falt water, tho I feem to drown her remembrance a- 
gain with more. 

An, Pardon me, fir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

An. If you willnot murther me for my love, let mebe 
your Servant. 

Seb. \L you willnot undo what you have done, that is, 
kill him, whom you have recoves’d, defire it not. Fare 
ye well at once, my Bofom is full of kindnefs, and I am 
yet fo near the manners of my Mother, thatupon the leaft 
occafion more, mine Eyes will tell tales of me: Lam bound 
to the Count Orfino’s Court , farwel. Exit. 

eAn. The gentlenefs of the gods go with thee: 
Ihave made Enemies in Orfixo’s Court, 

Elfe would I very fhortiy tee thee there : 
But come what may, }do adore thee fo, 
Thar danger fhrall feem (port, and I will go. 


a a 
Scena Secunda. 


Enter Viola, and Malvolio, at fcveral Doors. 


Mal, Were not youev'n now,with the Countefs Olivia? 

Vio. Even now fir, on a moderate pace, 1 have fince 
arriv’d but hither. . 

Mal. She returns this Ring to you ( fir) you might 
have faved me my pains, to have taken it away your 
felf, She adds moreover, that you fhould put your Lord 
in a defperate aflurance, fhe will none of him. And one 
thing more, that yoube never fo hardy to come again in 
his affairs, unlefs it be to report your Lords taking of 
this: receive it fo. 

Vio, She took the Ring of me, V’le none of it. 

Mal. Come, fir, you peevithly threw it to her, and 
her will is, it fhould be forcrurn’d ; If it be worth ftoop- 


Exit. 


None of my Lords Ring? Why, he fent her none? 
I am the man, if it be fo as "tis, 

Poor Lady, fhe were better love a dream : 
Difguife, I fee thou art a wickedneis, 

Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much. 

How cafie isit, for the proper falfe 

In Womens waxen hearts to fet their forms: 

Alas, our frailty is the caufe, not we, 

For fuch as we aré made, if fuch we be: 

How will this fadg? My Mafter loves her dearly, 


And I (poor monfter) fond as much on him: 
And fhe (mifaken) feems to dote on me: 


What will become of this ? As 1 ama man, 
My ftate is defperate for my mafterslove 5 

As | am Woman (now alas the day) 

What thriftlefs fighs fhall poor Olsvia breathe ? 
O time, thou muft intangle this, not I, 

It is too harda knot for mét’unty. 


ae ane nenk NRL Ne tet 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Siv Andrew. 


To. Approach Sir Andrew: not to bea bed after 
midnight, isto be up betimes, and Diliculo furgere, thou 
know,  . 

cfnd. Nay by my trothI know not: but I know, to 
be up late, isto be up late. 

To. Afalfe conclulfion: I hate it as an unfill’d Can ; to 
be up after midnight, and to goto bed then, is early : fo 
that to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed betimes. 
Does not our lives confit of the four Elements ? 

Mn. Faithfo they fay, but] think it rather confifts of 
eating and drinking. 

To. Th’art a {cholar, let us therefore eat and drink, 
Marian (fay, a Roop of wine. 


Enter Clown. 


An. Here comes the fool, rfaith. “ 

Clo, Hownow my hearts: did you never fee the Pi- 
ure of wethree ? ; 

To. Welcome als, now let’s have a catch: 


had rather than forty fhillings [ had fuch a leg, and fo 

{weét a Breath to Sing, asthe Fool! has. Infooth thou waft 

in very gracious fooling laft Night, when thou {pok’f of 

Pégrogromitus, of the Vapians pafling the Equinoftial of 

Quenbus, cwasvery good faith: L fent thee fix pence for 

thy Lemon, hadf it? 

Clo I did impeticos thy gratillity ; for AZalvolio’s Nofe 

is no Whip-ftock. . My Lady bas a white hand, and the 

Merimidons are no Bottle -Ale-houfes, 

An. Excellent: Why this is the beft fooling, when all 

is done. Now a Song. 

To, Come on, there is fix pence for you. Let’s havea 

Song. Sigs 

An. There’s a feftril of me too; if one Knight give a— 

Seg Would you havea Love-fong, or a Song of good 

Life 

To. A Love-fong, a Love-fong. 
™ U2 


re re 


An. 
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e4nd, By my troth the fool has an excellent breaft. 1} 


J), 
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en. I, 1. I care not for good life. 
Clown /ings. 


O Miftris mine, where are you roming ¢ 
O flay end hear, your true Loves coming, 
Fat can fing both high and low. 
Trip no further pretty fweeting. 
Fourneys end in Lovers meeting. 
Every wife mans fon doth. know. 

An. Excellent good, i’faith. 

To. Good, good. 

Clo. What is love,’tis not hereafter, 

Prefent mirth, bath prefent laughter : 
What's tocome, is [till unfure , 
In delay there lyes no plenty, 
Then come kifs me fweet and twenty: 
Youth’s a ftuff will not endure. 


An. & melhfluous voice, as am true Knight. 

To. A contagious breath. 

An, Very {weet and contagious, faith. 

To. Tohear by the Nofe, it is dulcet in contagion, 
But fhall we make the Welkin dance indeed ? fhall we 
roufe the night-Owl in a Catch, that will draw three fouls 
out of one Weaver ? Shall we do that ? 


Clo. Byrlady fir, and fome dogs will catch well. 
eA4n. Moft certain : Let our Catch be, Thou Knave. 


ftrain’d in’t, to call thee Knave, Knight. 

An, Tis not the firtt time I have conftrained one to call 
me knaves Begin fool: it begins, Hold thy peace. 

Clo. Shall ¥ never beginif I hold my peace. 

eAn, Goodi’faith : Come begin. Catch fing. 
Enter Maria. 


Mar, What acatterwalling doyou keep here? If my 
Lady have not call’d up her Steward, AZalvolio,and bid 
him turn you out of doors, never truft me, 

To. My Lady’s a Catayan, we are politicians, Aalvo 
lio’s a Peg-a-ramfy, and Three merry men be we. Ata not | 


There dwelt a man in Babylon, Lady, Lady. 

Clo, Befhrew me, the knight’s in admirable fooling. 

An. I, he do’s well enough if he be difpos’d, and fo do 
I too: he does it witha better grace, but I do it more 
natural. 

To. O twelf day of December. 

Mar. For the love o’God peace. 


Enter Matvolio:; 


Mal. My Mafters are you mad? Or what are you? 
Have you no wit, manners, nor honefty, but to gabble like 
Tinkers at this time of night ? Do ye make an Alehoufe 
‘of my Ladies houfe, that ye fqueak out your Coziers 

Catches without any mitigation or remorfe of voice? Is 
‘there no refpeé of place, perfons, nor time in you ? 

To. We did keep time fir in our Catches. Sneck up. 

_ Mal, Sir Toby, 1 muft be round with you. My Lady 
bad me tell you, that fhe harbours you as her kinfman, 
{he’s nothing ally’d to your dilorders. If you can feparate 
‘your felfand your mifdemeanours,you ate welcome to the 
‘houfe : iftnot, and it would pleafe you to take leave of her, 
fhe is very willing to bid you farewel. 

| To. Fareweldear heart, fince I muft needs be gone. 
Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes de thew his days are almoft done: 
Mal, \s't even fo? 

To. But I will never dye. 

Cle, Sir Toby, there you lye. 

Mal, This is much credit to you! 


T welf. Night, Or wht youwill 


An.And youlove me, let’s do’t: Il ama dog at a Catch, nough to lye ftraight in my bed ; I know I cando it, 


Clo, Hold thy peace, thou Kuave knight. 1 fhell be con- | 


confanguinious ? Am not I of her blood : tilly vally.Lady/ | !ove, wherein by the colour of his beard, the fhape of hs 


To. Shall I bid him go? 
Clo. What and if you do? 
To. Shall 1 bid hivsgo,and [pare net ? 

Clo, Ono, no, no, you dare not. : 

To, Out o’rune fir, yelie: Art anymore than aSten: 
ard ? Doft chou think becanfe thou art vertuous, there 
fhall be no more Cakes and Ale ? 

Clo. Yes by S. Ana, ana Ginger fhall be hot i’ch mouth 
too. 

To. Th’ art ith right, Go fir, rub your chain with 
erums. A ftope of Wine Adarza 

Mal, Mitris Adary,if you priz’d my Ladies favoury 
any thing more thanicontempt, you would not give means 
for this uncivil rule ; fhe fhall know of it by this hand. 


Exi, 


Mal, Go fhake your ears, 
An, "Twereas good a deed asto drink when ama 
a hungry, tochajlenge him the field, and then to break 
promife with him, and make a fool of him. ‘ 
Te. Do't knight, Ple write thee a Challenge: orl 
deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth, 
Mar. Swect Sir Toby, be patient for to night 3 Sing 
the youth of the Counts was to day with my Lady, fheks 
much out of quiet. For Mounficur AZa/volio, let me alo 
with him: If 1 do net gull him into an ayword, and male 
im acommon reereation, do not think I have wit 


To. poffefs us, poffets us, tell us fomething of him, 
Mar. Matry fir, fometimes heis a kind of a Porita, 
An. O, if [thought that, Pde beat himlikea dog, 
To. What for being a Puritan? thy exquifite reafon, 
| dear knight. | 
An. Uhaveno exquifite reafon for’t, but I have reafon 
good enough. fs 
Mar. The Dev’! a Puritan that he is, or any thing con- 
ftantly but a time-pleafer, an affeétion’d Afs, that Com 
State without book, and uttersit by great {warths. The 
beft perfwaded of himfelf: fo cram’d (as he thinks ) with 
excellencies, that it ishis ground of faith, that all thet 
look on him, love him: and on that vice in him will my 
revenge find notable caufe to work. 
To. Whatwiltthoudo? _ 
Mar. \ will drop inhis way fome obfcure Epiltles 0 


leg, the manner of his gate, the expreflure of his eye; 
forehead, and complexion, he fhall find himfelf moft feel 
ingly perfonated. 1 can write very like my Lady yout 


Neece, on a forgotten matter we can hardly make dif 
&ion of our hands. ae 


To. Excellent, I'fmell a device, 
e4n. | hav’t in my nofe too. . 
Fo. He fhall think by the Letters that thou wilt drop) 
that they come from my Neece, and that fhe is in love 
with him. 
Mar. My purpofe isindeed ahorfe of that colour. - 
<n, And your horfe now would make him an AS. 
Mar. Als, ldoubtnot. ~ ’ 
An, O twill be admirable. : 
Mar, Sport royal k warrant you: I know my Phyfick 
will work with him. I will plant you two, and let tht 
Fool make a third, where he fh ll find the Letter’: obferve 


this conftruétion of it: For this night to bed; and dreatl 
on the event. Farewel. Exit) 


To. Good night Penthifilea, 
An, Before me fhe’s a good wench. 


To. She’s-a beagle, true bred, and one that adores me} 
what o’that 2 } 


An, I was ador’d once too. 

To, Let's tobed knight : Thou hadft need fend for mott 
‘money. 

AnuiKf I cannot recover your Neece,I ama foul way out, | 


To, Send for money knight, i " 
‘end, call me Cut. y Amight, if thou haft her not it 


“in, If I do not,never truft me, take it how youwill, 
, 


ee ee ooo 


rae 

To. Come, come, le go burn tome Sack, ’tis too late 
to go tobednow: Come knight, come knight. 
Exewat. 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 


Du. Give me fome mufick,; Now good morrow friends; 

Now good Ce/ario but that piece of Song, 
That old and Antick Song we heatd laft night ; 
Me thought it did relieve my paffion much, 
More then light airs, and recolleéted terms 
Of thefe mof brisk and giddy-pac_d times. 

Come, but one verfe. 

(«. He isnot here ((o pleafeyour Lordfhip)that fhould 
fing it. 

Du. Who was it ? 

Cur. Feffe the Jefter my Lord, a fool that the Lady 
Olivsa’s Father took much delight in, He is about the 
houfe. 

Du. Seek him out, and play the tune che while. 


Mufick plays. | 
Come hither Boy, if ever thou fhalt love 
In the {weet pangs of it, remember me ; 
Foz {uch as | am, all true lovers are, 
Unftaid and skittifh in all motions elfe, 
Savein the conftant image of the creature 
Thatisbelov’d. How doft thou like this tune ? 
Vio. It givesa very eccho to the feat 


| Where love is thron’d, 
Da. Thou doft {peak matterly, 
My life upon’c, young tho thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaid upon fome favour that it loves: 
Hath itnot boy ? 
Vo. 
Du. 
Vio. 


A little by your favour; 
What kind of woman is’t ? 
Of your complexion. 
Du. She is not worth thee then. 
Vi. About your years my Lord. 
Du. Too old by heaven: Let ftill the woman take 
An elder than her felf, fo wears fhe to him: 
So fways the level in her husbands heart: 
For boy, however we do praifé our felves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn, 
Than womens are. 
Vio. I think it well my Lord. 
Ds. Then let thy love be younger than thy felf, 
Or thy affeétion cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as Rofes, whofe fair flower 
Being once difplaid, doth fall the very hour. 
‘Vio. And fo they are: alas, that they are fo: 
To dye, even when they to perfeétion grow: 


Exter Curio, and Clown. 


What years *ifaith ? 


Du. O fellow come, the fong we had laft night : 

Mark it Ce/ario, it is old and plain 5 

The Spinfters and the Knitters inthe Sun, 

And the free maids that weave their thred with bones, 

Do ufe to chantit : ic is filly footh, 

And dallies with the innocence of love, 

Like the old age. 
Clo. Are you ready Sir 2 
Du. I prethee fing, Mufick, 

~ The Song, 

Come away, come away death, 

And in fad cyprefs let me be laid, 

Fie away, fie away breath, 


Sais eae 


T welfe Night, Or what you 
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J ams flain by a fair cruel maid. ( pare it.} 
My fhrowd of white, fiuck all with Ew, O pre- 
My part of death noone fo true did {hare it, 


Not a flower , not a flower /weet 

On my black coffin, lee there be firewn: 

Not a friend, not afriend greet 

My poor corps, where my bones {hall be thrown : 
Athoufand thoufand fighs to fave, lay me O where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, to weep there. 


Du. There’s for thy pains. 

Clo, No pains fir, I take pleafure in finging fir, 

Du. Vle pay thy pleature then, 

Clo, Truly, fir, and pleature willbe paid one time, or 
another, 

Du, Give me now leave, to leave thee. 

Clo. Nowthemelancholly God protzé& thee, and the 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
mind is a very Opal. | would have men of fuch conftane 
cy put to Sea, that their bufinels might be every thing, 
aod their intent every where, for that’s it that always 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewel. Exit. 

Du. Let all the reft give place : once more Cefario, 
Getthee yond fame foveraign cruelty : 

Tell her my love ( more noble than the world) 
Prifes not quantity of dirty lands, 

The parts that fortune hath beftow’d upon her, 
Tell her I told as giddily as fortune : 

But ’tis that miracle, and Queen of Jems 

That nature pranks her in, attraétsmy foul. 

Vio. But if the cannot love you fir. 

Dz. It cannot be fo anfwer’d, 

Vie. Sooth but you muft, 

Say that fome Lady, as perhaps there is, 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 

As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her : 
You tell her fo : Muft the not then be anfwer’d ? 

Du. There is no womans fides 

Can abide the beating of fo ftrong a paffion, 

As love doth give my heart: no womans heart 

So big. to hold fo much, they lack retention. 

Alas, their love may be call’d appetite : 

No motion of the Liver, but the Pallat, 

That fuffer furfet, cloyment, and revolt : 
But mine is all as hungry as the Sea, 

And can digcft as much, make no compare 

Between that love a woman can bear me, 

And that I owe Olivia, 

Vio. Ybut I know, 

Du. What doft chouknow 2 

Vio, Too wel! what love women to men owe: 

In faith they are as true of hearty as we. 

My Father had a Daughter tov'd aman 
As it might be pechaps, were ba Woman 
Ifhould your Lordfhip. 

Du. And what's her hiftory ? 

Vio. Ablank, my Lord : fhe never told hey love, 
But let conea'ment like a worm ich bud 
Feed on her damask cheek : fhe pind in thought, 
And with agreen and yellow m<lancholly, 

She fate like Patience ona Monumenr, 

Smiling at grief, Was not this love indeed ? 
We men may fay more, {wear more, but indeed 
Our fhews are more than will: for fill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little ip our love. 

Du. But dy’d thy fitter of her love, my boy ? 

Vio. \ am all the daughters of my Fathers hoof, 
And all the brothers too, and yet [know not. 

Sir, hall I to this Lady ? 

Da, Uthat’s the Theam: 
To her in hafte; give her this Jewel: fayy 


My love can give no place, bid no denay. Extunt, 
U2 Scena 
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Twelf-Night, Or what you will. 


Scena Quinta. : oe And do's not 
nen ? 
Mal. Saying, Coufin Toby, my fortunes having caftm:!| § 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and on your Neete, give me this prerogative of ipeceh === {9 | 
Fabian. To. What, what ? eA 
Mal. You mutt amend your drunkennels. 
To, Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. To. Out feab. 
Fab, Nay Piecomes it Mofeaferuple of this {port,let} Fab. Nay patience, or we break the finews of our} 
me be boyl’dto death with Melancholly. ; _ | plot? i . eS 
To, Would’ thou not be gladto have the niggardly | Adal, Befides you waft the treafureof your time, with} 
Ratcally theep-biter, come by fome notable fhame ¢ a foolith Knight. Ri 
Fa. |wouldexultman 5 youknow he brought me Out And. That’sme i warrant you: 
of favour with my Lady, about a’Bear- baiting here. Mal. One Sir Andrew. 
To. To anger him we’il have the Bear again, and we will} And, I knew "twas I,for many do call me fool. 
fool him black and blew, fhill we not, Sir Andrew ? Mal. What employment have we here ? 
An. And we do not, it is pity of our lives. ' Fa. Now is the woodcock near the gin. if 
é To. Oh peace, and the fpirit of humours intimate reade| 
Enter Maria. ing aloud to him. ee 
Mal. By my lite this is my Ladies hand : thefe be her) 
To. Here comesthe little villain : how now my Nettle | very C’s, her U’s,and her 7’s,and thus mahes fhe her great} 
of India? _, | P’s It isin contempt to queftion her hand. ie 
Mar. Get yeall three into the box-tree : Malvolio’s| And. Her C’s, her U's, and her T’s; why that? _ fe 
coming down this walk, he ha’s been yonder i’thSun pra-| = Adal. To the anknown belov'd, this, and my good wifhes 5) 
ctifing behaviour to his own fhadow this half hour: obferve | Her very Phrafes : by your leave wax, Soft, and the im-|_ 
him for thelove of Mockery : for I know this Letter will | preffure her Lucrece, with which fhe ufes to teal: tistmy} 
make a contemplative Ideot of him. Clofe in the name of | Lady : To whom fhould this be? fF 
jefting, lye thou there : for here comes'the Trowt that} Fab, This wins him, Liver and all. ft 
wult be caught with tickling. Exit.| Mal. Jove knows I love, but who, Lips do vot move, mo)” 
man mult knw. No man muft know. What follows ¢ The} 
Entir Malvolio. numbers alter’d: Noman muft know, on 
If this fhould be thee, AZalvolio ? 
Mal. ’Tis bat fortune, all is fortune. AZaréa once told me| To. Marry hang thee brock. 
the did affeét me, and [ have heard her felf come thus near,| Adal. 1 may command where I adore, but filence like a) 
that fhould fhe fancy, it fhould be-cne of my complexion. Lucrefs wife, : tl 
Befides the ufes me with .a more exalted refpeé, | ith boldne/s firoke my heart doth gore, 1.0. A.ladath foray) | 
than any che elfe that followsher.. VVhat fhould I think my life. ae 
ont ? Fa. A Fuftian riddle. 
To. Here’s an over-weening rogue. To. Excellent Wench, fay I. ge 
Fa. Oh peace-: Contemplation mak«s a rare Turkey- Mal, M.O. A. 1. doth {way my life. Nay but firftler} 
Cock of hint, how he j. cs under his advan’d plumes. me fee, let me fee. ect 
Ard, Slight, I could fo beat the Rogue. Fab. What dith of poifon has the dreft him? {! 
To. Peace I fay. To, And with what wing the ftallion checks at it 2" 
Mal. Tobe Count Ma'volio. Mal. I may command, where I adore. Why fhe may} 
To. Ah Rogue. command me: I ferve her, fhe ismy Lady. Why this ish 
ein. Pittol him, piftol him evident to any formal capacity. There is no obftrudion 
To. Peace, peace. 9 _ linthis, and the end 5 what fhould that A[phabetical p 
Mal Thereisexamplefor’t ; The Lady of tlie Strachy, | fition portend, ff I could make that refemble fomething i 
4 married the yeoman of the Wardrobe. \me ? Softly; M.O. eI. . 
edn. Fye on him Ferabel. To. O, I, makeup that, he is now at acold fent. 


ay 


Fa. O peace, now he’sdeeply in: look how imagina-| Fab Sowter will cry upon’t for all this,tho it beas tank} 
tien blows hit. 2 7 as a Fox, : ; ** 
Mal, Having, been three months married to her, fitting} © Adal 4, Malvolio, M. VViy that begins my name. j 
in my ftate. ee es Fab, Did not | fay be would work it out, the Cut is) 
To. O for a ftone-bow to hit him in the eye, cellent at faults. i 
Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch’d Vel-| Adal. Ad. But then there is noconfonancy in the quel 
vet gown: having come from a day-bed, where L have left | that fuffers under probation : 4 fhould follow, but at 
Olivia fieeping. . does. ; ie 
Jo. Fire and Brimfories Fab And O. fhall end, 1 hope. 
Fa, O peace, peace. To. I, or ie cudgel him, and make him cry 0 
Mal. And then to have the humour of ftate:andafter | Adal. Andthen J. comes behind. a 
1a demure travel of regard: telling them’ I know my| Fub. I, and you had eny eye behind you, you might) 
place, as | would they fhould do theirs: to ask for my | fee more detrag&tion at. your heels, than Fortunes before) 
kinfuan Toby. you. “aa 
To. Bolts and fhackles. Mal, 1.0. AI. This fimvlation is not as the former)’ 
Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, Now. and yet to crufh this a tittle, it would bow me, for every), 4 
Mal. Seven ofmy people with an obedient fart, make | one of thefe Letters are in my name. Soft, here follows) 
out for him: 1ftown the while, and perchance wind up |profe : If this fallinto thy hand, revolve, In my Stars]| 
my watch, of play with fore rich Jewel: Te oby approaches; |am above thee, but be not afraid ofgreatnefs ; [ome are become) 
‘curtfies there to me. great, fome atchieve greatnels, and fome,and fome have | 
To. Shall this fellow live ? greattne/s put upon them. Thy fates upon their hands, le) 
Fa. Tho our filence be drawn from us with cares, yet | thy blood and {pirit embrace them, and to inure thy fefl 


peace. . to what thon art like to be, caf? thy bumble flongh, 44 
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appear frelh.. Be oppofite with a kinjman, furly with fer- 
vants; Let thy tongue tang arguments of State ; put thy 
felf into the trick of fingularity. She thus advifes thee, 
tbat fighs for thee. Remember who commended thy 
yellow ftockings, and wift’d to fee thee ever crofs gar- 
ter’d: I fay remember , go to, thou art made, if thou 
defir’ft to be fo: If mot, let me fee thee a fleward frill 
the fellow of fervants, and not worthy to touch For- 
tunes fingers : Farewell. She that would alter fervices 
with thee , the fortunate unhappy daylight and cham- 
pion difcovers not more: This is open , I will be proud, 
I will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir Toby , 
I will w.th off grofs acquaintance, 1 will be point de- 
vife, the very man. Ido now fool my felf, to let 
imagination Jade me; for every reafon excites to this, 
that my Lady loves me. She did commend my yellow 
ftockings of late, the did praife my leg being. crofle- 
garter’d ,and in this fhe manifetis her telf to my love, 
and with a kind of conjunction drives me to thefe habits 
of her liking. I thank my ftars, 1 am happy: I will 


_ | be ftrange, ftour, in yellow ftockings and crofs garter’d 
‘leven with the fwiftnefs of putting on. 


Jove, and my 
ftars be praifed. Here is yet a poftfcripr. Thou canft 


| {#0 choofe to know who I am, if thon entertainef? my love, 
1; Let it appcar in thy fmiling , thy fmiles become thee well. 
. | Therefore in my prefence fill [mile, dear my fyeet, I pre- 
‘| thee, Fovz I thank thee; I will fmile, 1 will do every os 

xit. 


that thou wilt have me. 
Fab. 1 willnot give my patt of this fport for a penfion 


‘lof thoufands to be paid from the Sophy. 


To.1 could marry this wench for this device. 
An, So could too. 


To. And askno other dowry with her, but fuchano-. 


i ther jeft. 
Enter Maria. 


An. Nor 1 neither. | 

Fab. Herecomes my noble gull- catcher. 

To. Wilt thou fet thy foot o’my neck ? 

An. Ox o’mine either? 

To, fhalll play my freedom at a tray-trip » and be- 
come thy bond-flave ? 

An, Vfaith, or either ? 

Tob. Why, thou haft put him in fuch a dream , that 
when the image of it leaves him, he muft run mad. 

Ma. Nay but fay true, do’sit work upon hiw? 

To, Like Aqua-vita with a Midwife. 


i | Adar. If you will then fee the fruits of the fport; mark 
his firft approach before my Lady : he will come coher 

iat Jin yellow ftockings , and *cisa colour fhe abhors 5 and 

Wi} crofs garter’d, a fathion fhe detefts: and he will {mile 
upon her , which will now be {o unfuitable to her difpo- 

ij |fition , being addiéed to melancholly, as fhe is, thatit 

40 | cannot but turn him into a notable contemot : ifyou will 
fee it, follow me. 

| Jo To the gates Tartar, thou moft excellent devil 

ny? of wit. 

) And. Ple make one too. Exeunt. 

Finis Atlus Secundi, 

mY i 

| , 

Y A&lus Tertius. Scena Prima. 

i 

ig! 

ef Enter Viola, and Clown. 

' 

th : 

y ‘Pio. Save thee Friend and thy Mufick: doft thou live 

y by the ‘Tabor ? 


Clo.No fir, 1 live by the Church. 
Vio. Art thou'a Churchman ? 


we 
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fo. No fuch matter, fir, ¥do. live by the Church : for, 
Ido live at my houfe, and my houfe doth ftand by the 
Church, 

Vio, So thou maieft fay the King Ives by a beggar, ifa 
beggar dwell near hia: or the Church ftands by thy Ta- 
bor, if thy Tabor ftand by the Church. 

Clo, You have faid, fir : To fee this age! A fentence is 
but a chev’rill. glove toa good wit ; how quickly ¢ he wrong 
fide may be turn’d outward, 

Vio, Nay that’s cettain: they that dally nicely’ with 
words, may quickly make them wanten. 

Clo. I would therefore my fifter had no name, Sir. 

Vio. Why man ? 

Clo. Why, fir, her name’s a word. yand to: dally with 
that word, might make my fifter wanton : But indeed, 
words are very Rafcals, fince bonds difgrac’d them. 

Vw. Thy reafonman ? 

Clo. Troth, fir, I can yield you none without words, 
and words are grown fo falfe, {am loath to prove reafon 
with them. 

Vee, warrant thou art a merry fellow, and car’ for 
nothing. 

Clo, Not fo, fir,1 do care for fomething : but in my 
con{cience, fir, [do ‘not cere for you: if that beto care 
for nothing, fir, 1 would it would make youinvifible, 

Vio, Artnot thou the Lady Olivia’s fool ? 

Clo. No indeed, fir, the Lady Olivia has no folly, the 
will keepno fool, fir, till fhe be married, and fools aré 
as like husbands, as Pilchers are to Herring:, the husband’s 
the bigger ; Lam indeed not her fool, but her cortupter of 
words, 

Vio. | faw thee late at the Count Orfixo’s. 

Clo. Foolery , firs he does walk about the Orb like the 
Sun, it fhines every wheres I would be forry, fir, but the 
Fool fhould be as oft with your Mafter, as with my Mi- 
ftrefs: I think I faw your wifdom there. 

Vio. Nay, and thou pals upon me, le no more with 
thee. Hold there’s expences for thee. 

Clo, Now Jove in his next commodity of hair, fend 
thee a beard. 

Vio. By my troth, Ile tell thee, Iam almoft fick for 
one, though I would not haveit grow on my chin. Is thy 
Lady within ? 

Clo. Would nota pair of thele have bred, fir ? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to ule. 

Clo. 1 would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, fir, to 
bring a Creffidato this Troylus. 

Vio. 1 underftand you, fir,’tis well bege’d. . 

(%. The matter | hopeisnot great, fir ; begging, buta 
beggar : Creffida wasa, beggar. My Lady is within, fir. I 
will confter to them whence you come , who you are, and 
what you would is out of my 'Welkin, I might fay, Ele- 
ment, but the word is over: worn. Exit. 

Vio. This feilow is wife enough to play the fool, 

And to do that well craves a kind, of wit: 

He muft obferve their mood on whom he jefts, 
The quality of perfons, and the time : 

And like the Haggard, check arevéry Feather 
That comes before hiseye. This is a praétice , 
As full of labour as a Wife-mans Ares «| 

For folly that he wifely fhews, is. fiti: 

But wile mens folly faln, quite taint their wit: 


Or what you will 


Enter Sir Toby and Andrew. 


To. Save you Gentleman. 

Vio. And youfir, 

And, Dieu vou guard Mounfieur. 

Vio. Et vouz.aufie voftre ferusture. 

And.\ hope, fir, you are, and liam yours. 

To. Will you encounter the houfe, my Neece is defi- |. 
rous you.fhiould enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio. 1 atw bound toyour Neece, fir, 1 mean fhe is the | 
lift of my voyage, 

To. 
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To. Tafte your legs, fir, pus them to motion. Ol, © what a deal of fcorn, looks beautiful ? 
Vio. My legs do better underftand me, fir, than I un- } Inthe contempt and anger of his lip : 
derftand what you mean by bidding me taite my legs. A murderous guilt fhews not it felf more foon, 
Jo. I mean to go, fir, to enter. | Than love that would feem hid: Loves night is noon, 
Vio. 1 will aniwer you with gate and entrance, but we Cefario, by the Roles of the Spring, 
are prevented. By maid. hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee fo, that maugre all thy pride, 
Enter Olivia and Gentlewoman. Nor wit, nor reafon, can my paffion hide : 
Do not extort thy reafons from this claufe, 
Mot excellent accomplith’d Lady, the Heavens rain O- | For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe: 
dourson you. But rather reafon thus, with reafon fetter ; 
And. That youth’sa rare Courtier, rain Odours, well. | Love fought, i good ; but given unfought, is better. 
Vio, My matter hathno voice, Lady, but to your own | Vio, By innocence I {wear, and by my youth, 
moft pregnant and vouchfafed ear. | have one heart, one bofome, and one truth, 
And. Odours, pregnant and vouchfafed : le get em | And that no woman has, nor never none 
all three ready. Shall miftris be of it, fave I alone. 
Ol. Letthe garden door be fhut, and leave me to my | And fo adiev, good Madam, never more, 
hearing. Give me your hand, fir. Will 1 my Mafters teats to you deplore, 
Vio, My duty,Madam, and moft humble fervice. Ol. Yet come again: for thou perhaps may’ move 
Ol. What is yourname? That hearr, which now abhors to like bis love. 
Vio. Cefariois your fervantsname, fair Princefs. 
Ol. My fervant, fir ? *"Twasnever merry world , 
Since lowly feigning was call’d complement : 
Y’are fervaut to the Count Orfino( youth. ) 
Vio; And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours : 
Your fervants fervant is your fervant, Madam. 
Olivia. For him I think not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks rather than fill’d with me. 
Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 
Ol. O by your leave I pray you. 
[bad you never fpeak.again of him: 5 
But would you undertake another fuit? 
| hadrather hear you to follicit that, 
Than Mufick from the {phears. 
Vio, Dear Lady. 
Ol, Give me leave,, I befeech you: I did fend, 
After the laft enchantment you did hear, 
A Ringin chafe of you. So didl abufe 
My felf, my fervant, and I fear me, you : 
Under your hard conftruétion muft I fit, 
To force.that on you in a fhameful cunning 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you think? 
Have you not fet mine honour at the flake, 
And baited: it with allth’unmuzled thoughts 
‘That tyrannous heart.can think ? to.one.of your receiving 
Enough is fhewn, a Ciprefs; not abofom, 
‘Hides my poor heart: fo let me hear you: fpeak. 
Vio. pity you. 
Ol. That’s aidegree to, love. 
| Vio, No.nota grice: for’tisa vulgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemies. 
Ol. Why then methinks’cistime to {mile agen 5 
(O world, how.apt the poor are to be proud ? 
‘If one fhould be a prey, how. much better 
‘To fall before the Lion, tham the Wolf ; 


(lock firikes. 


The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time. 

Be not afraid good youth,1 will not have you 5 

And yet when wit and youth is:come to harveft: 

Your wife is like to reapa proper man : 

There lies your way, due Weft, 

, Vio, Then Weltward hoe: 

Grace and good difpofition attend your Ladifhip; 
You'l nothing, Madam, to my Lord, by me: 

Ol, Stay : I prithee tellme what thou think’ft of me ? 
Vio. That you do think you.are not what. you afe.: 
ol. If think fo,1 think the fame of you. 

Vio. Then think you right: :I am not what! am. 
Ol. 1 would you were, as I would have you be. 
Vio. Would it be better , Madam, than lam? 

I with it might, for now I am your fool. 


Exennt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian, 


e4nd. No faith, lenot ftay a jot longer. 
Tob. Thy reafondear venome, give thy reafon, 
Fab. You muft necds yield your reafon, Sir Ae) 
drew. | 
And, Marry I faw your Neece do more favours to the] 
C unts Serving-man, than éver fhe beftow’d upon me. || 
faw’t i’th Orchard. ot 
To. Did the fee thee the while, old boy, tell me that? 
An. As plaimaslice younow. 1. 
Fabi. This was a greatargument of love in her toward] 


ou. 
g And. "Slight 5 will you make an Afs.o’ me ? 
Fabi. \ prove itlegitimate, fir, upon the oaths of judg: 
ment, and reafon. 
To. And they have been grand Jury-men, fince befor 
Noab was a Sailor. 7 
Fabi. She did thew favour'to the youth. in your fight, 
only to exafperate you,to awake your dormoutfe valour!) 
put fire inyour Heart, and brimftone in your Liver: yt 
fhould then have accofted her, and with fome excellent! 
jefts (fire-new from the mint) you fhould have bang’d the 
youth into dumbnefs: this waslook’d for at your hat) 
and this was baulkt: the double gilt’ of this, opportil) 
ty you. Ice time wath off, and you are now fail’d 10t0 
the. North of my Ladies opinion, whcre you will hang 
like an Ifickleon a Dutchmans beard, unlefs. you do tt 
deem it by fome laudable attempt, either of valeus % 
policy. ms 
An. And’t be any way, it muft be with Valour, 
Policy Ihate: I had as lief be a Brownift, as a Polit! 
cian. - 
To, Why then build me thy. fortunes upon the balisal 
valour. Challenge me the Counts youth to fight with iim) 
hurt himin eleven places, my Necce fhall take note ol! 
rand affure thy felt, there is no love-broker in the world) 
can more prevail in mens commendation with women, than) 
report of valour. ae 
Fab. There is no way but this, Sir ndrew. " 
An, Will either‘of you bearme a challenge to hie fh 
To. Go write itin a martial hand, be curit and briel + 
it is no matter how'witty, fo it. be eloquent, and. fu?) 
invention: taunt him with the licenfe of Ink : if tho) 
thow't him fome thrice; it fhall nor be amife, and as Me) 
‘ay Lies, as will lie in thy theet of paper, alchoughi the 


. fheet | 


fet "end own, goaboutit. Let there be gall enough in thy 
ink, tho thou write with a Goofe-pen, no matter: about 
it. 

: And, Where fhall| find you ? 

; To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo : Go. 

Exte Sir Andrew. 


Fab. This is a dear Manakin to you, Sir Toby, 
Tob. Ihave been dear tohim lad, fome two thoufand 
ftrong, or fo. 
Fa. We thall have a rare Letrer from him ; but you'll 
1 | not deliver’r, 
Tob» Never truft me then : and by all means ftir on the 
youth to an anfwer, I think Oxen and wain-ropes cannot 
hale them together. For Andrew, if he were open’d, and 
} you find fo much blood in his Liver, as will clog. the foot 
of ,a flea, I’le eat the reft of th’ anatomy. 
Fab And his oppofite the youth bears in hisvifage no 
great prefage of cruelty. 


Enter Maria. 
Tob. Look where the youngeft Wren of mine comes. 
Mar. lf you defire the fpleen, and will laugh your 
felves into ftitches, follow me ; yond gull Ma/volio is turn- 
ed Heathen, a very Renegatho: for there is no Chriftian 
that means to be faved by believing rightly, can ever be- 
lieve fuch impoffible paffages of grofnefi. He’s in yellow 
ftockings. 
Tob. And crofs garter’d? 
Mar. Moft villanoufly: like a Pedant that keeps a 
School i’th Church : I have dog’d him like his murtherer. 
He does obey every point of the Letter that I dropt, to 
betray him; He does fimile his face into more lines , 
than isin the new Map, with the augmentation of the 
Indies 5 you have not feen fuch a thing as’tis : 1 can hard- 
ly forbear hurling things at him. i know my Lady will 
‘ftrikehim: if fhe do, he'll {mile, and tak’t for a great fa- 
| vour. 
| To. Gome bring us, bring us where heis. 
Exeunt omnes. 
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Scena Tertia, 


Enter Sebaftian, and Anthonio. 


Seb. | would. not by my will have troubled you, 
But fince youmake your pleafure of your pains, 
{ will no further chide you. : 
eAnth. 1 could not ftay behind you: my defire 
(More fharp than filed feel) did fpur me forth, 
And not all love to fee you (tho fo much 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage } 
_| But jealoufy, what might befal your travel, 
Being skillefs in thefe parts : which to a ftranger, 
Unguided, and unfriended, often. prove 
Rough, and unhofpitable. My willing love, 
| The: rather by thefe arguments of fear 
Set forth in your purfuir. 
Seb. My. kind Anthonio, 
{can no other anfwer make, but thanks : 
But were my worth, as is my confcience firm, 
¥ou fhould find better dealing: whai’s todo? 
Shall we go fee the relicks of this Town? 
An. To morrow, fir, bett firttgo fee your Lodging. 
Seb; L amnot weary, and’tis long tonight; 
Ipray,you let us fatisiy our eyes 
With the memorials, and the things of fame 
That do renown this City. 
* 


theet were big enough for the bed of Ware in England, 7 


Ant. Would you’ld pardon me: 
I do not without danger walk thefe ftreets. 
Once in a Sea-Fight ‘gainft the Count his galfies, 
Idid fome fervice, of {ach note indeed, 
That were I tane here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd. 
Seb, Belike you flew great number of his people. 
Ant, Th’ offence is not of fucha bloody nature, 
Albeit the quality of time, and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument, 
It might have fince been anfwer’d in rep aving 
What we took from them, which for Traffick’s fale 
Moft of our City did. Only my felf food out 
For which if Ibe lapfed in this place ; 
I fhall pay dear. 
Seb. Donot then walk too open. 
ent. It doth not fit me : hold fir, here?s my purfe. 
In the South Suburbs at the Elephant : 
Is beft to lodg: I will befpeak our diet, 
Whiles you beguile che time, and feed yourknowleds 
With viewing of the Town, there fhall you have ine. 
Seb, Why I your purfé ? 
Ant. Haply your eye thall light upon fome toy 
You have defire to purchafe: and your ftore 
I think is not for idle Markets, fir. 
Seb. Vle be your purfe-bearer, and leave you 
For an hour. 
cint. To th’ Elephant. 
Seb. I doremember. 


Excunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Olivia, and Matia, 


Ol. Ihave fent after himyhe fays he’l come : 

How fhall I feaft him ?) What beftow of him? 

For youth is bought more oft, than beg’d, or bor 

I {peak tooloud : Where's Malvolio, he is {ad 

And fuits well for a fervant with my fortunes. 

Where is Malvolio? 

Mar. He’s coming, Madam: 

But in very ftrangemanner. He js fire pofleft, Madam. 
Ol, Why, what’s the matter, does he rave 2 
Mar. No, Madam; he does nothing but fmile: 

Ladifhip were beft to have fome guard 

come, for fure the man is tainted in’s wit 
Ol. Go call him hither. 


tow'd. 
» and civil, 


your 
about you, if he 
$. 


Exter Malvolio, 


Tamas mad ashe, 
If fad and merry madnefs 
How now Aatvolio? 
Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha: 
Ol. Smil’ft thou ? I'fent for thee 
Mal. Sad Lady, | could be fad: 
This does make domeobftru€ion in the blood ; 
This crofs gartering, but what of that ? 
If it pleafe the'eye of one, it is with me as the very true 
Sonnet is: Pleafe one, and pleafe all: 
Ol. Why ? How do’ thou man ? 
What is the matter with thee ? 
Mal. Not black in my mind, 
legs: It did come tovhis hands 
be executed. 
hand, 
Ol. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 
Mal. To bed? | {weet heart : 
Ol. God comfort thee : why doft 
thy hand fo oft 2 
Mar. How do you, ALelvelje? 


equal be, 


upon a fad occafion. 


though yelow in my 
s and’ Commands thal! 
I think we do know’ the {weet Roman 


and P’le come to thee. 
thou finde fo, and kifg 


Mal, 


aioe 


per cittaeete t | 


eS 
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Mal. At your rcqueft: 
Y.s, Nightingales anfwer Da 

Mar. Why appear you Wit 
fore my Lady ? 

Atal. Be not. afraid of greatnels : >was well writ. 

OL What meancft thou by that Malvolio ? 

Mai. Somé, are born great. 

Ol. Ra? 

Mai. Some atchi.ve greatnels. 

OL Whetfay't thou! 

Mal, And fome have Greatnels thru 

O:. Heaven reftore thee. 

Mal. Remember who commen 
nes 

O!, Thy yellow Stockings 2 

Mal. with’d to fee thee crols- 

Ol Crots-garter’d ? 

Mal. Goto, thou, art made, 

ol. Ami made? 

Mal Unot, letme fee t 

Ol. Why this isvery M 


wes, 
h this ridiculous boldnefs be- 


ft upon them. 


ded thy yellow Stock- 


gartei’d- 
if thou defu’ht to. be fo- 


hee a Servant ftill. 
idfummer madne(s. 


| 
| 


Ente¥ Servant. 


_| demnit as ari unprofitable fiction. 


Gentleman of the Count Orfi- 


Se?. Madam,. the young 
him back 5 he at- 


nos is retutn’d, I could hardly entreat 
tends your Lad:fhips pleafure. 
| OL. Ve come to him. 
| Good ‘AZaria, let this fellow be look’d to, Where’s my 
‘ Confin Toby, let fome of my people have a fpecial care of 
him,l would nothave him mifcarry for the half of my Dow- 
Exit. 
are now? no worle 


‘Mal. Oh, ho, do you come ne 
This concurs dire&tly 


man than Sir Toby to Took to mes 
with the Letter, fhe fends him on purpofe, that | may ap- 
pear ftubborn to hinms for fhelincites'me to that in the 
Letter. Catt thy humble flough , fays fhe 5 be oppofite 
with a Kinfmen, furly» with Setvants,’ let thy Tobgue 
ltang wih Atgum 
of fingulariy :. and contequently fers down the manner 
how; asa fad face, a reverend carriage, a flow Tongue, in 
\che habit of dome Sir.of note, and fo forth. L have limd 
her, butit is Foves doing, and Jove make me thankful. 
And when fhe went away-now, let this Fellow be look’d 
|to: Fellow # not Malovlio, nor after my degree, but Fel- 
iow. Why every thing adheres together, that no dram 
pee {crupl: 5 nor ferupke of aferuples no’obftacle; ‘no in- | 
{ credulous or umafe cireumftance: What can be faid? No- 
| ching that can, be gan come between me, and the full pro- 
jfocét of my hopes. Well Foue, not J,, isthe docr'of this, ' 
and he is to be toanked. 


i 
| Enter Toby, Fabian, amd Maria. 
a 

i Ts Which way is hein the naine of fan&ity ? IH all the 
| Devils or Hell be drawn in little, and Legion himfelf pot- 
jet him, yer Pie fpeak to him.’ 
Fab. Here he, is, here: he is: 
t How «s’c with you man? 

Mel. Go off, I difcatd you: 
| go off. 
I. Mar. Lo, 
| dic not | tell you? Sir Toby, 
a care of bia. 

Mal. Atha, does the fo? 
Te. Go to, goto: peace, 
with him: Lec me alone. How 
ist with yous Whatman, defic the Devil: 

an enemy to mankind. . 
Nal. Doyou know what you fay? 
Bar. La you, and you {peak ill of the Devil, how he 
takes ir at heart. Pray God he. be not bewitch’d. 
. Fab. Carry nis water to th’ wife Women. 
Mar. Marry and it hal be done to morrow morning 


how is’e with you ‘fr ? 
let me enjoy my private : 
how hollow the fiend fpeaks within him; 


my Lady prays you to have 


peace: we muft deal gently 
do you do, AMalvalso? How 
confider; he’s 


Ri RMS Ti an , 
Twelf-Night, Or what you Wilt. 


trough, and will not be rough 


entsof State, pur thy felf into the trick | 


ne TE 
erm 


a te ‘ 
if Llive. My Lady would not lofe him for more theii 
le fay. : 
Mal, How now 
Mar. Oh Lord. 
To. Prethce hold thy perce, 
-you not {ee you move him ? 
Fa. No my gentlenct:, 


Miftris ? 


\ ve 
that is not the way: oh, 


gently, gently: the Fiend is 
ly us’d. 
> how'dof thou churk? 


ce 
i 
fe 
To. Why how now my havock ae 
Mal. Sir. — 
To. I biddy, come with me, WVv/hat man, “sis not for| 
gravity to playat eherry: pit with Satan. Bang bimfoull 
Collier. By 
Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby, get} ! 
him to pray. it: 
Mal. My prayers Minx, . 
Mar, No 1 warrant you, 
nels, iM 
Mal. Go'hang your felves all: you are idle. thallow 
things, I amnot of your Element, you fhall know more 
‘hereafter. Exit, 
To. Is’tpoffible? K 
Fab. If this were plaid upon a ftage now, I could con- 


er 
he will not hear of godlie 


To. His very genius bath taken t 
vice man... 

Mar. Nay purfue him now, le 
tainty 

Fa. Why we thall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The houfe will be the quieter. al 

To. Come, wll have hima inadatk Room and bound.) 
My Neece is already inthe belief that he’s mad: wemay| 
carry it thus for our pleaftire,’ and his penance, till our: 
ry paftime tired out of breath, prompt us to have mer 
on him : at which time,we will bring the deviee to the bit 
ane crown thee for a finder of Madmen: : but) fee,/But) 
ces : ae 


he infeétion of chedel 


| 


ft the device take airy ria 


a 


Enter Sir Andrew: 


Fa. More matter for a day morning. 
And. Here’s the Challenge, read it: 
Vinegar and Pepper in’s. 
Fab. 1s’t fo fawcy ? 
And. 1, ist? Twarrant him: do but read. 
To. Give me. ‘7 
Youth, whatfoever thow art, thow art but a fourey felon) 
Fa. Good and valiant. tf 
Yo» Wonder not, nor admire in thy mind why 1 do call 
shee fo, for 1 will fhew theeno.reafon for't. (Lat 
Fa. A good note, that keeps you from the blow i 
To. .Fhou com ft to the Lady Olivia, and i my fight 
ufes thee kindly , bue thon licft 1m thy throaty that 1% 
matter I challenge thee for. : ae 
Fa. Very brief, and tocxceeding good fenfe-lefs. | 
To. I will way-lay thee going home, where if # b 
chance to kill me, og 


Fa. Goad. . ‘tol 


I warrant theres 


tsi] 

> on aay 

_ Mar. You may have very fit occafion for’t: he is 00" 

in fon.e commerce with my Lady, and will by and 

‘part. awo.F ae 3 bse 

To. Gofit Andrews feout me for him at thee 

of the Orchard like a bum-Baily: fo foon as ever 

feet him, draw; and as thou draw’ft,{wear horribly? 

it comes to pafs oft, that a terrible Oath, with a fw 

ing accent fharp'y twang’d off,» gives manhood 
approbatle’s) 


| fage for a Challenge. 


‘| but thy intercepter full of defpight, bloody as the Hunter, 


y] be yare in thy preparation, for thy affailant is quick, skil- 


)} from any image of offence done to any man. 


1 welf-Night, Or what you will 


7 


243; 
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approbation. than ever proof ic {elf would have earn’d 

him. Away. 
And, Nay let me alone for fwearing. _ Exit. 
Jo. Now will not Mdeliver this Letter: for the behavi- 

our of the young Gentleman, gives him out to be of good 


‘iT capacity, and breeding : his imployment between his 


Lord and wy Neece, confirms no les. Therefore, this 
Letter being {o excellently ignorant, will breed no ter- 
rour in the youth: he will find that it comes froma 
Clodde-pole. But fir, { will deliver his challenge by 
word of mouth 3 fet upon Ague-check a notable report of 
valour, and drive the Gentleman (as I know his youth will 
aptly receiveit )into a moft hideous opinion ofhis rege , 
skill, fury, and impetuofity. This wil fo fright them both, 
that they will kill one another by the look, like Cockarri- 


tx jf CCS. 


Enier Olivia, and Viola. 


F. Here he comes with your Neece, give them away 
till he take leave, and prefently after him. 

To. 1 will meditate the while upon fowe horrid mef- 
Exeant, 
Ol. I have faid too much unto a heart of ftone, 


‘| And laid mine honour too unchary on’t: 
| There’s fomething in me that reproves my fault 
"I But facha head-ftrong potent fault it is, 


‘That it but mocks reproof. 
Vio. With the fame haviour that your paflion bears, 

| Goes onmy Matter’s griefs, 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my Mafter. 


Ol. Here, wear this Jewel for me, ’tis my pigture : 


| Refufe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you: 
‘| And I befeech you come again to morrow, 
} Woaat fhall you ask of me that Wle deny , 
ll That (honour fav’d ) may upon asking give ? 


Ol. How with minehonour may 1 give him that, 
Which I have given to you ? 

Vio. 1 will acqu.t you. 

Ol. Well, come again to morrow : fare-thee-well 
A Fiend like thee might bear my foul to hell. Exit. 
Enter Toby and Fabian, 


To. Gentleman, God fave thee: 

Vio. And you, fir. 

To. That defence thou halt, betake thee. to’« ; of what 
nature the wrongs are thou haf done him, 1 know not : 


attends thee at the Orchard end: difmount thy Tuck, 


ful, and deadly, 
Vio. You miftake, fir, I ame fure, no man. hath any 
quarrel to me: my remembrance is very free and clear 


To. You'l find it otherwife. { allure you: therefore, if you 
hold your life at any price, betake you to your guard: for 
your oppofite hath in him, what youth, ftrength, skill 
and wrath can furnifh aman withall. 

Vio. I pray you, fir, what is he ? 

To. He is knight dubb’d_ with unhatch’d Rapier, and 
on carpet confideration, but he is a devil in private brawl; 
fouls and bodies hath he divore’d; three and his incenfe- 
ment at this moment isfo implacable, that fatisfa€tion 
can be none, but by pangs of death:and fepulcher: Hob, 
nob, is his word: giv’r or tak’t. 


Vio. \ will return again into the houfe, and defire fome 


condué of the Lady. am no fighter, I have heard of 
fome kind ofmen,that put quarrels purpofely on others 
to tafte their valour ; belike this isa man of that quirk. 
To. Sir, no: his indignation drives it felf out of a 
very compe tent injury , therefore get you on, and give 
his defire, Back you fhall not tothe houfe, unlefs you 
undertake that with me, which with as much fafety you 


To, There’s no remedy; fir, he will fight with you for’s 
oath fake; marry he hath better bethought him of his 


might anfwer him: therefore on, of. ftrip your {word | 
ftark naked: for meddle you muft, that’s certain, or for- 
{wear to wear iron about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil as ftrange. 1 befecch you do 
me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight what 
my offence to him is : it is fomething of my negligence, 
nothing of my purpofe. 

To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, ftay you by this Gen- 
tleman till my return. Exit Toby, 

Vio. Pray you fir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know the Knight is incens’d again you, even 
to a mortal arbitrement, but nothing of the circumftance 
more. 

Vio. \ befeech you, what manner of manis he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promife ro read him 
by his form, as you are like to find him in the proof of 
his valour. He is indeed, fir, the moft skilful, bloody, and 
fatal oppofite that you could poffibly have found inany 
part of Jllirya : will you walk towards him ?J will make 
your peace with him, if I can. 

Vio. 1 fhallbe much bound to you for’r : 1 am one 
that had rather go with fir Prieft, than fir Knight :f care 
not who knows fo much of my mettle. Exeunt. 


Enter Toby .and Andrew. 


Tob, Why man, he’s a very devil, I have not feen fuch 
a firago: Ip had a pafs with him, rapier, {cabbard, and all: 
and he gives me the. ftuck in with fuch a mortal motion, 
that itis invitable : and on the anfwer, he pays you as 
furely, as your feet hits the ground they ftep on. They fay, 
he has been Fencer tothe Sophy. 

And. Pox on’, Pie not meddle with him. 

To. 1, but he will not now be pacified, 
Fabian can fearfe hold him yonder. 

An, Plague on’t and Ithought he had been valiant, 
and fo cunning in Fence, I’de have feen him damn’d ere 
de have challeng’d him, Let him let the matter flig, and 
le give him my horfe, gray Capiler, 

Tob, le make the. motion: ftand here, make a Good 
thew on’¢ this, fhail end without the perdition of fouls; 
marry I’le ride your horfe, as well as I ride you. 


Enter Fabian, and Viola. 


{ have his horfe to take up the quarrel, I have perfwaded 
him the youth’s a-devil. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him: and pants, 
and looks pale, as if a Bear were at his heels, 


quarrel, and he finds thatnow fearce to. be worth talking 
of; therefore draw for the fupportance of his vow , he pro- 
tefts he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me; alittle thing would make 

me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Pab. Give ground if you fee him furious, 

To. Come, Sir e4ndrey, there’s no remedy 5 the Gen- 
tleman will for his honours fake have one bou t with you: 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it: buthe has promifed 
me, as heisa Gentleman and a Souldier; he will not hurt 
you. Come on, to’t. 

e4nd, Pray God he keep his oaths 


Enter Antonio, 


Vio, 1 do affure,you.’tis againft my will. 

Ant. Put vp your {word 3 if this young Gentleman 
Have done offence, | take the fault on me: 
If you offend him, I for him defie you. 

Tob, You fir ? Why, what are you? | 

ent. One fir, that for his love dares yet do moré 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Tob. Nay, if yoube an undertaker,I am fot you. 

& 
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Enter \ 


Twelf- Night, Or what you will, 
a a than a Hare : his difhonefty appears, in leaving hig friend | 
here in neceflity, anddenying him: and for his comapy 


fhip ask Fabian. “ 
Fab. & Coward, a moft devout Coward, religious int 


Enter Officer. 


Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold: here come the Officers. 

Tob, Vle be with you anon, 

Vio. Pray fir, put your word up if you pleafe. . 

And. Marry will | fir ; and for that I promis’d you Vie 
be as good as my word. He will bearyoueafily, and rains 
well, 

1.. Off. This is the man, do thy Office. | 

2. Off. Anthonio, | arreft thee at the fuit of Count Or- 

ent. You do miftake me, fir. 

1. Off. No fir, no jot: 1 know your favour well : 
Tho now you have no fea-cap on your head : 
Take him away, he knows I know him well. 

Ant. \ mutt obey, This comes with feeking you: 
But there’s no remedy, I fhall anfwer it 
What will youdo ? now my neceffity 
Makes meto ask youfor my purfe. It grievesme 
Much more; for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befals my felf: you ftand amaz’4, 
Be of comfort. 

2, Off. Come fir, away. 

Ant. 1 mutt intreat of youfome of that money. 

Vio. What money, fir? 
For the fair kindnefs you have fhew’d me here, 
And part being prompted by your prefent trouble, 
Out of my lean and. low ability 
Vielend youfomething : my having is not much, 
I’le make divifion of my prefent with you : 
Hold, there’s half my Coffer. 

Ant. Will youdeny me now? 
Is’t poffible, that my deferts to you 
Can lack perfwafion ? Do not tempt my mifery, 
Left that’ it make me fo unfound a man, 
Asto upkraid you with thofe kindneffes 
That Ihave done for you. 

Vio.-I-knovrof none. 
Nor know’ you by voice, or any feature. 
[ hate ingratirude more in aman, 
Than lying; vainnefs, babling drunkennels, _ 
Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruprion 
inhabits our frail blood. 

_ Ant. Ohheavens themfelves.! 
2. Of. Come, fir, Ppray you go. 


Anz. Let me {peak-a little. This youth that you fee here, | 


I {natch’d one half out‘of’ the jaws of deaths 
Reliev’d him with fuch fan@ity of love’ , 
And to his image, which me thought did promife 
Moft veneradle worth, did | devotion. 
1. Off. What's that to us, the time goes by: away, 
Ant, But ob, how vild anidol proves this God { 
Thou haft Sebaftian'done good feature fhame, 
In nature there’s no blemifh but the mind: 
‘None can be call’d deform’d but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks,o’te-flourifh’d by the Devil. 
1. Of. The man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come, fir, 
Ant, Lead me on. 
Vio. Methinks his words do from fuch paflion fly, 
That hebelieves himfel/, fo donor T. 
Prove true imagination, oh prove truc, 
That Idear brother, be now tance for you. 
To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian: Well 
whitper ore a couplet or two of mott fage faws. 
Vio. He nam’d Sebaftian : Imy brother know 
Yet living in my glafy: even fuch, and fo 
In favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still in this fathion, colour, ornament,” - 
For him | imitate: Oif itprove, 
Tempefts are kind, and falt waves frefhin love. as 
‘Mit, 
Yob, Avery difhoncft paltry boy, and more a coward 


| it. 


( fino. 


Exit. 


ee 
ee 


And. Slid, Pie after bim again, and beat him, ; 
Jo. Do, cuff him founcly, but never thy fword, ~ 9} 
And, And Ido not. 

Fab. Come ler’sice the event, 

To. | dare lay any moncy, ‘twill be nothing yer, 


Aétus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Sebaftian , and Clown, 


(le. Will you make me believe that Tam not fent for 
you ? | 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolifh fellow, 

Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo. Well held out i’faith : No,I do not krow younot 
Iam not fent to youby my Lady, to bid you come {pe 
with her: nor your name isnot Mafter Cefario, nor this} 
is not my nofe neither: nothing thar is fo, ts fo. , 

Seb. I prethee vent thy folly fomewhere elfe, thot 
know’ft not me. 

Clow. Vent my folly : He has heard that word of for 
great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent my folly {i} 
am afraid this great lubber the world will prove a Cock) 
ney: | prethee now ungird thy ftrangenefs, and tell mewhaly 
I fhall vent to my Lady; fhall I vent ro her that thoualt 
coming ? 

Seb. 1 pretheefoolifh Greek depart from me, thert’ 
money for thee.df you tarry longer, 1 fhall give work 
payment. 

Clo. By my troth thou haftan open hand: thefe Wit 
men that give fools mony, get themfelves a good report, 
after. fourteen years purchafe. 


Enter Andrew , Toby, and Fabian. 


And. Now fir, have I met you again ? there’s for you 

Seb. Why there’s for thee, and there, and theres Aft 
all the people mad ? 

To, Hold fir, or I’le throw your dagger o’re the hou 

Clo. his will I tell my Lady ftraight : I would noth 
infome of your coats for two-pence. 

To. Come on fir, bold. 

And. Nay let him alone, Ple go another way to wotk 
with him; I’le have an aétion of Battery againft his | 
there be any law in Jlyria: tho I ftruck him firft, 
Yet it’s no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand, a 

Tob. Come fir, 1 will not let you go. Come my youth 
fouldier, put up your iron: you are well flefh’d: Comt 


on. 
Seb. I will be free from thee. What would’ thou 00W" 
If thou dar’ft tempt me further, draw thy fword. — 
To. What, what? Nay then I muft have an ounce 0 
twoof this malapert blood from you, : 


Enter Olivia. 


Ol. Hold Toby, on thy lifel charge thee hold. 
To. Madam. 


Ol. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the Mountains, and the barbarous Caves, 
Where manners ne’re were preach’d : outef my fight. 
Be not offended, dear Ce/ario, 
Rudesby be gone, Iprethce gentle friend, 


ft 


Let 


sine enaeneieniiatiieiiieiineinibieenie eee 
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‘Let thy fair wifdome, not thy paflion {way 
“in this uncivil, and unjuft extent 
Againit thy peace. Go with me to my houfe, 
‘and here thou there, how many fruitlefs pranks 
This Ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 
\ Maitt {mile at this: Thou fhalt not chute but go : 
"Do not deny, befhrew his foul for me 
He ftarted one poor heart of mine in thee, 
Seb. What relifhis in this ? How runs the ftream ? 
‘Or am mad, or elfé this isa dreame : 
Let fancy ftill my fenfe in Lethe fteep ,- 
Ifit be thus to dream, ftilllet mefleep. 
Ol. Nay come! prethee, would thoud’ft be rul’d by me. 
Seb. Madam, I will. 
Ol. O fay fo, and fo be. 


ty Exeunt. 


sn TALENT IETS 
ence ne a enc ee a 


ny Scena Secunda. 
y, 

Enter Maria, and Clown. 
ii 


wo Adar: Nay, I prethee put on this: Gown, and this 
dn beard make him believe thou art Sir Topas the Curat 3 
Ji} do it quikly. P'le call Sir Toby the whil’ft. 
wi Clo, Well, P’le put it ony and will deffemble my felf 
in’c ,and I would I were the firft that ever diffembled in 
tm fuch a Gown. Iam nor tall enough to become the fun- 
‘ay Aion well; nor leane enough to be thought a good Stu- 
me dent: but to be faid an honeft man, and a good Houlekee- 
i per goes as faircly, as to fay ,a careful mans and a great 
Schollar. The Competitors enter. 


Enter Toby, 


To. Jove blefs thee M. Parfon. 

Clo, Bonos dies fir Toby : for as the old Hermit of Prange, 
| that never faw Pen and {nk, very wittily faid to a Neece 
lof King Gorbodacke, that is,is: fo I being M. Parfon, 
am M.Parfon ;for whatisthat, bur that ? and is, butis? 

To. To him fir Topas. 

Clo. What hoa, { fay, Peace in thisp. ifon. 

To. The Knave counterfeits well: a good Knave. 


Mil, Who ealls there ? 
Clo. Sit Topas the Curat, who comes t 
"lio the Lunaticke. 

Mal, Sir Topas, fic Topas, good fir Topas goto my 
Lady. ' 

Clo, Out hyperbolicall fiend, how vexeft thou this 


(W} man ? Talkeft thou nothing but of Ladies ? 
gi0l Tob, Well faid M. Parton. ! 
sit) Adal. Sic Topas, never was man thus wronged, good 


here in hideous darknels. 

Clo. Fye, thou difhoneft Sathan : I call thee by the moft 
| modeft termes, forl am one of thofe gentle’ ones, that 
will ufe the Divel bimfelf with curtefie: fayft thou that 
tl houfe is darke ? 

Mal. As hell fir Topas. 

Clo, Why it hath bay Windows tranfparant as Bari- 
cadoes, and the clear ftones toward the South North, are 
as luftrous as Ebony : and yet complaineft thou of obftru- 
tion ? 


darke. + 
Clo. Madman thou erreft : I fay there is no darknefs 


Agyptians in their fogse. 
Mal. \ ay this houfe is as dark as ignorance, though 
Ignorance were as dark ashell ; an I fay there was ne- 
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Twelf: Night, Or what you will. 


Malvolio within. 


vifite ALalvo- 


fir Topasdo not thinki am mad: they have laide me | ‘peaking to you. 


Paper, I tell thee [ am as, weil ia my.wits, as any man in 
| Illyria, 


Mal. 1 am not mad fir Topas, | fay to you this houfe is | 


} 
} 


if 


re re 


ver man thus abus’d, I am no. more mad than you are. | 
make the trial of it in any conftant queftion. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythageras , Concerning 
Wilde-foule ? ; 

Mal. That the foul of our Grandam , might happily 
inhabit a Bird. 

Clo, What think’& thou of his opinion ? 

Mal. 1 think nobly of the foul , and no way approve | 
his opinion. 

Clo, Fare thee well: remain thou fiill in darknefs, | 
thou fhalt hold th’ opinion of Pythagoras, ere I will allo w 
of thy wits, and feare to kill a Woodcock, left thou dj.. 
poffefs the houfe of thy Grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mal. Sic Topas, fir Topas. 

To. My moft exquifire {ir Topas, | 

Clo, Nay,1am for all waters, 

Mar. Thou mightft have done this without thy beard 
and gown, he fees thee not... 

Tob. Tohim in thine own voyce;and bring me word, 
how thou findft him: I would we were all rick of this 
knavery. If hemay be conveniently deliever’d, I would 
he were, for 1 amnow fo far in offence with my Neece, 
tharl cannot purfue with any fafety this fport the up- 
fhot . Come by and by to my Chamber, Exit. 

Clo, Hey Robdia, jolly Robin, cell me how thy Lady 
does. ; 

Mal. Fool. i 

Clo, My Lady is unkind, perdse. 

Mal- Fool, 

Clo. Alafs why is fhe fo. 

Mal, Fool, | fay. 

Glo. She loves another. Who calls, ha ? 

Mal. Good Fool, as ever thon wilt deferve well at 
my hand; help me co a Candle and Pen, Ink, and Papers 
as lam a Gentleman, {. wiil live to bé thankful to. thee 
for’r. ; 

Clo. M. Malvolio ; 

Mal, | good Fool. 

Clo, Alats fir, how fell you befides your five wits? 

Mal. Fool there was never man fo rotorioufly a- 
bus’d : Iam as well in my wits (fool) as chou art. 

(lo. But as well sthen you are madindecd, if you be 
no better in your wits than a fool, 

Mal, They have. here preperti¢d : we: keep me in| 
darknels, fend Minifiers.to, me, Affes, and do all they | 
canto face me ont of my wits. 

Cle. Adcivie you what ‘you fay : the Minifter is here. 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy witsthe heavens reftore : ende- 
vour thy felf'to fleeps and leave thy vaine bibble bab- 
ble 

Adal. Sir Topas. 

Cla. Maintain no words with him good fellow, 

Who I fir, not I fir. God bay you good fir Topas: Mar- 

ry Amen. I willfir, 1 will fir. 
Mal. Eool, fool, fool { tay. 1 
Clo. Alas fic be patient. Waat fay you fir, I am fhent for 


i 
Mal. Good tool help me to fome light , and re 
} 


Clo, Well-a-day that you were fir. / 
Mal. By this hand 1 am+geod fool, fome Ink, Pa- 
per, and Light : and convey waat I will fet dewn to my 
Lady : it fhall advantage thee more, than cver the bearin; 
of Letter did. 
Clo. 1 will help you too’r But-tell me ruc, are yout not 
mad indeed, or do you bur counterfert ? 
Mal. Believe me, Lam nor, I tell chee trae. 
Clo. Nay, Ie ne’re believe a madman till 


I fee his 


but ignorance ; in which thou art more puzell’d than the | : 


I will fetch you light, and paper, and Ink. 
Mal. Fool, iVexequite it inthe highe& degree, 
I prethee be gone, . 
Clo: Lam gone fir,andanon fir, 
We be with youag ia 
x 


ae 
—s Se ee 


| 
| 
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134 Twelf-Night, Or what you will. 


In « trice, like to the old vice, Clo, | fir, we are fome of her trappings, dit 
your need to foftain- Duke.1 know thee well; how do'ft thom my gy al] 

Who with Dagger of lath, in his rage and his wrath,» | Fellow? ia 
cries ah ah, to the Devil « Clo. Truly fir ;the bettes for my foes, and the. wos.) 

Like a mad Lad, pair thy nailes Dad, _ |for my friends. 2 ae 
adieu good man Devil. Exit. Da. Juftthe contrary 5 the better for thy friends, ‘tll 

Clow. No fir, the worle. L jon 


{ 


Du. How can that be? Soni 
Clo. Mary fir, they praife me, and make an Afsof me) 
now my foes tell me plainly, > am an Ats, 2 fo that by my) 
foes fir, 1 profit in the knowledge of my felf, and by ny 
friends lam abufed :. fo-that conclufions to be as killes 
your four negatives make your two affirmatives, wh 
Enter Sebaftian. then the worfe ofmy friends, and the better for mys 
Du. Why this is excellent. ‘A 
Seb. This the ayre, that is the glorious Sun , Clo, By my troth fic, no: though it pleafe you tole 
This Pearl fhe gave me, I do feel’r, and fee’. one of my friends. : 
And though’tis wonder that enwraps me thus, Da. Thou thalt not be the worfe for me, there’s gol 
Ver tis not madnefs. Where’s Anthonto then? Clo. But that it would be double dealing fir, 1 woul 
icould not find himat the Elephant, you could make it another. 
Yet there he was, and there I found this credit, Du. QO you give'me ill counfel. 
That he did range the Town to feek me out, (lo. Put your Grace in your pocket fir, for this on 
His counfell now might do me golden fervice, and let your flefh and blood obey it. 
For though my foul difputes well with my fenfe, Da. Well, Iwill be fo much a finner to bea dou 
That this may be fome error, but no madnefs, dealer : there’s another. | 
Yet doth this accident and floud of Fortune, © Glo. Primo, fecundo, tertio,is a good play, andi me 
So far exceed all inftance, all difcourte, old faying is, the third pays for all: the triplex fit is 
That { am ready to diftruft mine eyes, good tripping meafure, or the bells of S. Branes ly 
And wrangle with my reafon that periwades me put you in mind, one, two, three. a 
To any other truft, but that | am mad, Da: You can fool no more money out of meat thi 
Or elfe the Ladies mad 5 yet if *twere fo, throw : if you will let your Lady know | am haul 
She could not {way her houfe, command her followers, | fpcak with her, and bring her along: with you,it mj 
Take, and give back affairs, and theit difpatch, awake my bounty further. ae 
With fuch a fmooth, difcreet, and ftable-bearing Clo. Marry fir, lullaby to your bounty till I come “Ae 
As ¥ perceive fhe do’s  there’s fomething in't I gofir, but would not have you to think, that m 
Thet isdeceivable. But here the Lady comes.  \fire of having is the fin of covetoufnels: but as you fay 
let your bounty take a nap, I will awake it anon. 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Olivia, and Prieft. 
: Enter Anthonio and Officers. 

Ol. Blame not this hafte of mine: if you mean well, 
Now go with me, and with this holy man Vio. Here comes the man fir, that did refcue me. 
Into the Chantry by : there before him, Du. That face of his 1 do remember well; 

And underneath that confecrated roof, Yer when I faw it laft, ic was befmear’d 

Plight me the full affurance of your faith, As black as Vulcan, in the fmoak of War 

That my moft jealous, and too doubtful foul A bawbling Veffel was the Captain of, 

May live at Peace. He fhall conceal it, For fhallow draught and Bulk unprizable, 

Whiles you are willing it fhall come to note, With which fuch- fcathful grapple did he make, 
What time we will our celebration keep | With the moft noble bottom of our Fleet , 
According to my birth, what do you fay? That very envy, and the tongue of lofs 

Seb le follow this good man, and go with you, Cri’d fame and honour on him : What’s the matter? 
And having fworn truth, ever will be true. 1. Offi. Orfino, this is that Authonio 

Ol. Then lead the way good father, & heaven fo fhine, | That took the Phenix, and her fraught from Candy, y 
That they may fairly note this att of mine. Exenut. | And this is he that did the Tiger boorc, a" 

ae When your young Nephew Titus loft hisleg: 
Finis Aftus Quarti,| Gere in the ftreets, defperate of fhame and {tate 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. — 
Vio. He did me kindnefss fir, drew on my fide, 
But in conclufion put ftrange {peech upon mey 
“ * I know not what’twas, but diftra€tion. 
Aftus Quintus, Scena Prima. Du. Notable Pyrat, thou falt-water Thief,’ 
What foolith boldnefs brought thee to their mercitty _ 
Enter Clown and Fabian. Whom thou in terms fo bloody, and fo dear 
Haft made thine enemies ? 

Fab. Now as thou lov’ft me, let me fee this Letter. Ant» Orfino : Noble fir, 

Clo. Good M. Fabian grant me another requeft. Be pleas’d that J fhake of thefe names you give me: 

Fab. Any thing. Authonio never yet was Thief, or Pyrate, 

Clo. Do not defire to fee this Letter. Though I confefs, on bafe and ground enough 

Fab. This is to give a Dog, and in recompence defire | Orfino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither ¢ 
my dog again. That moft ungrateful Boy there by your fide, 

From the rude fea inrag’d and fomy mouth 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, ana Lovds. Did I redeem: a wrack paft hope he was: 
Hs Life I gave him, and did there to add 
Du. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends ? My loye without retention, or reftrainr, 


ae ea re Tie tas) Ged Iaas | es 
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' alithis is dedication. . For his fake,» 
Did Lexpofe my telf (pure of his love) 
“Into the danger of this adverfe Town, 
. Drew todefend him, when he was befer: . 
“Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
and grew a twenty years removed thing, 
\WVhile one would wink: deni’d be mine own purfe, 
liWhich | had recommended to his ufe, 
Not half an hour before. 
it) Vio. How can this be ? 
th =D. When came he to this Town ? 
Aut. To day my Lord: and for three months before, 
ki\No interim, not a Minutes vacancy, 
Both day and night did we keep company. 
Kh 
ig, Entir Olivia, and Attendants. 
Dis. Here comes the Countefs; now heaven walks.on 
, hearth : 
But forthee, fellow ; fellow, thy wordsare madnefs, 
‘yjLhree months this Youth hath tended upon me, 
But more of that anon. Take him afide, 
1, Ol. What would my Lord, but that he may not have 
Wherein Olsvia may teem ferviceable ? 
Cefario, you do not keep promife with me. 
Vio. Madam, 
Da. Gracious Olivia. 
Ol. What do you fay Ce/ario? Good my Lord. 
Vio. My Lord would fpeak, my duty hufhes me: 
O!.. If it be ought to the old tune my Lord, 
iit is as fat and fullome to mine ear 
las howling after Mufick. 
tht Da. Still fo cruel? ai 
ta) OL. Stili fo conftant my Lord. 
tit Dy. What to perverfnefs ?- you uncivil Lady 
To whofe ingrate, and unaufpicious Altars 
) My Soul the faithtull’ Offerings have breath’d out 
That ere Devotion tender'd. What fhall 1 do? 
ci! QJ, Even what it pleafe my Lord, that fhall become him. 
Wi Du. Why thouldd not, ( had I the heart to do it) 
1 Like to to the Egyptian:Tnief, at point of Death 
: Killwhatl love? (a favage jealoufie , 
That fometime favours nobly) but hear me this: 
, Since you to none regardance caft my faith, 
gt) And that I partly know the inftrument 
t, That fcrews me from my true place in your favour : 
Live you the Marble-breafted Tyrant fill. 
tke But this your Minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by Heaven I fwear, I tender dearly, 
(0 Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye, 
~ Where he fits crowned in his Mafter fpight. 
¢ Come Boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in mifchief: 
ila le facrifice the Lamb that I do love, 
_ To fpight a Ravens heart within a Dove. 
at Vio. And\ moft jocond, apt, and willingly, 
5) 2° do you reft athoufand deaths would die. 
Ol. Where gocs Cefario ? 
ri Vio. After him I love, 
.¢ More than I love thefe eyes, more than my life, 
More by all mores, than ere I fhali love wife. 
® If I do feign, you witneffes above : 
Punith my life, for tainting of my Love. © 
Ol. Ay me detefted, how am I beguil’d ? 
Vio, Who do’s beguile you? who do’s do you wrong? 
Ol. Haft thou forgor thy felf? Is it folong? 
Call forth the holy Father. 
* Da, Come, away. 
ih. OL Whither my Lord? Ce/ario, Husband, ftay. 
h Du. Husband ? 
| Ol. | Husband. _Can he that deny ? 
Da. Her husband firrah ? 
Vio. No my Lord, nor I: 
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tht! 


T welf- Night, Or what you will. 


Ol. Alas, it is the bafenefs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety : 
Fear not Cefario, take thy fortunes up, 
Be that thou know’ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as thou fear’ft. 


Enter Prictt. 


O welcome Father : 

Father I charge thee by thy reverence 

Here to. unfold, tho lately we intended 

To keep in darknels, what occafion now 

Reveals before *tis xipe : what thou do’ft know 

Hath newly paft berween this Youth, and me; 
Prieft. A contraé& of eternal bond of Love, 

Confirm’d by mutual joynder of your hands, 

xttefted by the holy clofe of lips, 

Strengthned by enterchangement of your Rings, 

And all the Ceremony of this compact 

seal’d in my Function, by my Teftimony: 


Since when, my Watch hath told me, toward my Grave | 


{ have travell’d but two hours. 
Dz. O thou diffembling Cub: what wilt thou-be 
When time hath fow’da grizzel on thy cafe ? 


| Or will norelfe thy craftio quickly grow, 


That thine own trip fhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her, but direé thy feet, 
Where thou, and (L henceforth) may never mect, 
Vio. Miv Lord, I do proteft. 
O/. O donot fwear, 
How little Faith, tho thou haft too much fear, 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


4nd, For the Love of God a Surgeon, and one pre- 
fently to Sir Toby: ‘ 

Ol. What’s the matter ? 

And.. H’as broke my head a-crofs, and given Sir Toby a 
bloody Coxcomb too: for the love of God your help, I 
had rather than forty pound I were at home. 

Ol. Who has done this Sir Andrew ? 

e4nd. The Counts Gentleman, one Cefarto: we took 
him for a Coward, but he’s the very Devil incardinate. 

Du. My Gentleman (e/ario ? 

And, Odd’s lifelings here he is: you broke my head for 
nothing, and that that I did, I was fet on to do’t by Sir 
Toby. 

Vio. Why do you {peak to me, I never hurt you; 

You drew your Swordupon me w.thout caufe, 
Butl betpake you fair, and hurt you nor. 


Enter Loby and Clown, 
e4nd. If-a bloody Coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 


me: think youfet nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here 
comes fir Toby halting, you fhall hear more ; but if he had 


notbeen in drink, he would have tickl’d you other gates} 


than he did. 

Du, How now Gentleman? how is’t with you? 

To. That’s all‘one, has hurt me, and there’s an end on’ 
Sor, did’ft thou fee Dick Surgeon, for ? 


Clo. O he's drunk fir, above an hour agone: his eys 


were at eight i’th morning, 
To, Then he’s a Rogue after a paffy meafures Pavin: 
hate a drunken Rogue. 


Ol. Away with him ? Who hath made this havock } 


with them? 


ther, 


To. Will you help an Afs-héad, anda Coxcomb, anda 


Knave , athin-fac’d Krave, a'Gull? 
Ol. Get him to Bed, and let his hurt be look’d to. 


X 2 


And, Viehelp you Sir Toby, becaufe we'll be dreft toge- 


; Enter 


= 


— 


a), 


Enter Sebaftian. 


Seb. 1 am forry Madam I have hort your kinfman : 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
| mutt have done no Iefs with wit and fafety. 
You throw a ftrange regard upon me, and by that 
Ido perceive it hath offended you : 
Pardon me ({weet one) even for the yows 
We made each other, bat folate ago. 
Du One face, one dice, One habit, and two perfons, 
4 natural Perfpeétive, that is, and is not. 
Seb. Anthonio, O my dear Anthonio ! 
How have the hours rack’d, and tortur’d me, 
Since [have loft thee ? 
Ant, Sebaftian are you ? 
Seb, Featit thouthat Authonio ? 
ent. How have you made divifion of your fclf, 
An ample cleft in two, is not more twin 
Then thefe two creatures. Which is Sebaftian ? 
Ol. Moft wonderful. 
Seb. Do I ftand there ? [never hada brother : 
Nor can there be a Deity in my nature 
Of here and cvery where, Lhad a fiter, 
Whom the blind waves and {urges have devour'd : 
Of charity, what kin ate you to me ? 
Woat Count:eyman? what nam: ? what Parentage? 
Vio. Of Meffaline : Sebaftian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaltian was my brother too: 
So went he fuited to his watery tomb ; 
If {pirits can affume both form and (uit, 
You come to fright us. 
Seb. A fpirit | am indeed, 
But am in that dimenfion grofly clad, 
Which from the womb| did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reft go even, 
| fhoul.! my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 
Vio. My Father had 2 Moal upon his brow, 
Seb. And fo had mine. 
Vio. And dvd that day when Viola from her birth 
Had numbred thirteen years. 
Seb. © that record is lively in my foul, 
He finifhed indeed his mortal ac - 
That day that made my fifter thirteen years. 
Vio. \f nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my ma(culine ufurp’d attire: 
Do not embrace me, tilleach circumftance, * 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
That {am Miela, whichto confirm, 
Pletring you toa Captain in this Town, 
Where lye my Maiden weeds: by whofe gentle help, 
| was preterv’d toferve this noble Count: 
All the occurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath been between this Lady, and his Lord, 
Seb. So comes it Lady, you have been wiltook : 
But nature to her bias drew in that- 
You would have been contraéted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein (by my life)deceiv’d, 
You are betroth’d b oth to a Maid and man. 
Du; Be not amaz’d, right noble is his blood : 
If this be fo, as yet che glafs feems true, 
| thall have fhare in this moft happy wrack. 
Boy, thou hatt faid to me a thoufand times, 
Thou never fhould’ft love woman like to me: 
Vio. And all thofe fayings, will I over-fwear 
And all thofe fvearings keep as true infoul, . 
As doth that orbed continent, the fire, 
That fevers day from night. 
Dy. Give me thy hand, 
And Jet me fee thee in thy womans weeds. 
Vie. The Captain that did bring me firft on fhore, 
Hath my Maids garments: he upon fome Action 


1s now indurance, at A4alvolio’s fuir, 
S. * 


a I a 


248 T welf: Niebt, Or what you wil. 


A Gentleman <nd follower of my Ladies. fiat 

Ol. He hall evlarge him! fetch ~M7alvolio hither 
And yet alas, now remember me, "tall 
They fay, poor Gentleman, he’s much ciftrag. 


Enter the Clown with a Letter, and Fabian, ‘ 


A moft exacting frenzie of mine own, | tl 
From my témembrance , clearly banifh his. Lia 
How doeshe firrah ? lH 

Clo, Truly Madam, he holds Belz*bub at the ftavesey 
as well as a man in his cafe may do: bas here writ aleny 
to you, I fhould have given’c you to cay morning. Bity 
a mad mans Epiftles are no Gofpels, foit skills not 
when they are deliver’d. 4am 

Ol. Open’ and read ic. » at 

(lo. Look thento be well edified, when the fooldd 
vers the Madam. By the Lord Madam. 

Ol. How now, art thou mad ? 

Clo, No Madam, 1 do but sead madnefs: and yoy 
Ladifhip will have itas it ought to be, you muft gi 
Vox. a) 

Ol. Prethee read it i’chy right wits. | 

Clo. So 1 do Afadonz: put to read his right With] 


darknels, and given your drunken Ccz nrule over meyd 
have | bencfit of my fenfes as well as your Ladithi 
have your own Letter ; that induced me to the femblanp 
puton; with the which I doubt not, but to do my i 
much right,or you much fhame: Think of me as you f 

I leave my duty a little unthought of, and fpeak outolm) 
injury. The madly usd Malvoli 

Ol. Did he write this ? iy 

Clo. | Madam. By | 

Da. This favours not much of diftraétion. | 

Ol. See him deliver’d Fabian, bring hit hicher : 

My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe things furrher thought or 
To think me as weit fifter, asa wife, 

One day fhall crown th’ailiancs on’t, fo pleafe yous 
Here at my houte, and at my proper coft. 

Da, Madam, { am moft apt Pembrace your offer: 

Your Matter quits you : and for your fervice done hit, 
So much againtt the metal of your fix, 
So fat beneath your {ofc and tender breeding, 
And fince you call?’d me mafter, for fo long : 
Here is my hand, you fhall from this rime be 
Your Mafters, Miftris. 

Ol. A filter, you are the. 


Enter Malvolio. 


Dau. Is this the mad man? 

Ol. Imy Lord this fame: how now Aalvolio? 

Mal, Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 

Ol. Have | Malvolio? No. 

Mal. Lady you have, pray you perufe that letter. 
You muft nor now deny it is your hand, 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phrafe, 
Or fay ’tis not your fea!, nor your invention: 
You canfay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modefty of honour, 
Why you have given me fuch clear lights of favours 
Bad me come f{miling and crofs garter’d to you, 
To put on yellow ftockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people : ¢ 
And ating this in an obedient hope ? 
Why have you foffer’d meto be imptifon’d 
Kept in a dark houfe, vificed by the Prieft : 
And made the moft notorious geck or gull 


‘ 
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qm . Hees) 2a ae ta < 
“hat ere invention plaid on? Tell me why? 
OL. Alas Malvolio, this is not my writing, 


“tho I confefs, much like the Charaéter : 


jsut out of queftion, cis Maria's hand. 
nd now I do bethink me, it was fhe 


‘irft told me thou waft mads then cam’ in fmiling, 
And in fuch forms, which here were prefuppos’d 
‘ Jpon thee in the Letter: prethee be content, 
This praétite hath moft fhrewdly paft upon thee: 
"Sut when we know the Grounds and Authors of it, 


Nv 
th 


“Thou fhalt be both the Plaintiff and the Judg 


"Of thine own caute. 


Hi 


Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak, 


Andlet no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 
[aint the condition of this prefent hour, 


\Which I have wondred at. 


In hope it fhall not, 


linoft freely I confels my felf, and Toby 

Jet this device againft Afalvolso here, 
itiJpon fome ftubborn and uncourteous pats 
se had conceiv'd again him, daria writ 


Twelf Night, Or what you will. 
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He hath not told us of the Captain yet; 

when that is known, and golden time convents, 
A folermn Combination fhall be made 

Of our dear Souls. 
| We will noc part fromhence. Cefario come 
(For fo you fhall be, while youare a man: J 

But when in other habits you are feen. 
Orfino’s Miftris, and his fancies Queen. 


Mean time {weet Sifter, 


Exeunt, 
Clown fings. 


When that Iwas and a little tine Boy, 
with hey, ho, the Wind and the Rain: 
eA foolifh thing was but a tay, 
for the rain it raintth every day, 


But when I came to mans eftate 
with hey, bo, &c- 
"Gainft Knaves and Thieves men faut their gate, 


[he Letter, at Sir Toby’s great importance, for the Rain, &c. 
n recompence whereof, he hath married her : 
itdow with a fportful malice it was follow’d, 
hiuMay rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge » 
f that the injuries be juftly weigh’d, 
That have on both fides paft. 
um OL. Alas poor Fool, how have they baffl’d chee ? 
in, Clo, Why fome are born great, fome atchieve greate | 
nef and fome have greatnefs thrown upon them. I was 
gg\one fir, in this Enterlude, one Sir Topas fic, but that’s 
»gallone: By the Lord Fool, Iam not mad; but do you re. 
, member, Madam, why laugh you at fuch a barren rafcal > 
ygand you {mile not he’s gag’d ; and thus the whirl-gigg of 
time 4 brings in his revenges. 


But when 1 came at laft to Wive, 

with, bey, ho, &c. aah iiss. | 
By fwaggering could I never thrive 

Sor the Kain, &c. 


But when I come unto my Beds, 
with bey, bo, &e. 

With Tofpots ftill had drunken beads 5 
for the Rain, &e. 


cA great while a gothe World be gone, 
with hey, hos &e. 


i‘ eygiy’ > reveng’d on the mat pack of you. But that’s all one, our Play is done, 

"Ol. He hath been moft notorioufly abus’d. and we'll ftrive to pleafe yon every day. 
Dau. Purfue him, and entreat him toa peace: —— ed 
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Adtus Primus. Scena Prime. ‘ 


Enter Camillo, and Archidamus- 


you thall chance(Camsllo) to vifit Bo- 
bemia, on the like occafion whereon 
Sx my fervices are now on foot, you 
t fhall fee (as I have faid ) great dif. 


of fn ray 
de® |e 


ference betwixt our Bobemis,and your 


Sicilia, 
S Cam. 1 think, this common Sum- 
® mer, the King of Sicéia means to 
pay Bobewia the vifitation, which he 
juftly owes him- 
Arch, Wherein ot entertainment fhall fhame ‘us : we 
will be juftified in our Loves: for indeed — ~ ; 
Cam. *Befeech you 
Arch, Verily V {peak it in the freedom of my knowledg : 
}we cannot with fuch magnificence——in fo rare- 
[know not what to fay We will give you fleepy 


Drinks, that your fences (un-intelligent of our infuffici- |: 


ence ) may, tho they cannot praife us, as little accufe 
us, 
_ Caw, You pay a great deal teodear, for what’s given 
freely. 
Arch, Believe me, I {peak asmy underftanding inftru&s 
me, and as mine honefty puts it to utterance, 
Cam. Sicilia cannot thew himfelf over-kind to Bubemia, 
They were train’d together in their Child hoods; and 
there rooted betwixt them-then-fuch an 
‘cannot choofe but braach now. Since theirmore mature 
D gnities, and Royal Neceflities, made fepatation of their 
society, their encounters ( tho not perfonal ) have been 
royally atrornied with enterchange of gifts, Letters,lov- 
ing Embafhies, that they have feem’d to be together, tho 
ableot: fhook hands, as over a Vaft Sea, and embrac’d as 
sit were from theends of oppofed Winds. The Heavens 
continue sheir Loves. 
~ rch> 1 think there is not in tle world, either Malice 
or Matter to alter it, You have an unfpeakable comfort-of 
‘| your young Prince Mamillius 4 it is a Gentleman’of ttie 
great ft promife that ever came intomy Note. _ 
| Cam, Lury well agree with you in the hopes of him: 
'] itis a gallant Child, one that (indeed) Phyficks the Sub: 
i jeét, makes old hearts frefh ; they that went on Cruteties 
| ere he was born, defire yet their life, to fee hima man. 
Jrch, Would they elfe be content to die? 
Cam. Yes, if there were no other exculc, why they 
fhould defire to live. . 
Archi {€ the King had no Son, they would defire to 
‘Hive on Crutches till he had one. Exennt. 


{ 


affe@tion, which 


| Ple no gain-faying. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixeties, 


Pol, Nine changes of the watry Star hath been” 
The Shepherds Nore, fince we have left out Tarone 
Without a Burthen , Time as long again ae 
Would be fill’d up (my Brother) with obr Thanks,” y 
‘And yet we fhould, for perpetuity, Ge pe” 


'Go hence indebt: and therefore, like a Cipher 
(Yet ftanding in rich. place) I multiply : 


With one. we thank you, many 
That go before it. rh 

Leo. Stay your thanks a whi 
And pay them when you part. 4. 

Pel. Sir, that’s tomorrow: — RE, 
Tam queftion’d by my fears of what may chance, Re 
Or breed upon our abfence, that may blow | Sia 
No fheaping Winds at home,to make us fay, 
This is put forth too truly: befides, L have flay’ 
To tire your Royalty. 

Leo, We are tougher(Brother) 
Thap you can put us to’t. 

Pol, No longer fay. 

Eeo. Ohefev’night fonger. 

Pol. Very footh, to morrow. } 

Leo. We'll part the time between’s then: and in m™ 


| 


thoufandsmor, | 


Pol, Prefs me not (“befeech you) fo 5. 
There isno tongue that moves 5 none,none ith’ WO 
So foon as yours, could win me : fo it fhould now, — 
Were there.neceffity in your requeft, altffo 
‘Twere needful | deni’d ir. My affairs 
Do evendrag me homeward 3 which to hinder, 
VVere (inyour Love) awhip tome; my fay, 

To you acharge, and trouble; to fave both, 
Farewel (c ur brother.) a 

Leo. Tongue-ti’d our Queen? {peak you. e al 

Her, Uhad thought (Sir) to have held my peace» a 
You had drawn Oaths from him,’not to flay: you HI 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you arefure =f 
Allin Bobemia’s well : this fatisfetion, ae 
The by-gone-day proclaim’d fay this to him, 
He’s beat from his beft ward. 

Leo, V Vell faid, Hermione. 

Her. To tell, helongs to fee hisSon, w 
‘But let him fay fo then, and let him go ; 
But Jet him fwearfo, and he fhall nor fay, 


VVe'l thwack hii hence whith Diftaff. i 
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Or Imiftake you.:O, would her name were Grace, 
But once before I fpake to th’purpofe ? when ? 
Nay, let me have’t; I long. 

Leo, VVhyythat was whea 
Three crabbed.Months had fowr’d themfelves. to. death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand : 

And clap thy felf, my Love ; ; then did chou utter; 
1 am yours for ever. 

Her. ‘Tis Grace indeed. 
Vvhy lo-you now ; I have {poke to th’purpofe twice 5 
The one for everearn’da Royal Husband. ; 
Th’ other, for fome while a Friend. 

Leo. Toe hot, teo hot : 
To mingle friendfhip far,is mingling bloods, 
| have Tremor Cordis.on me: my heart dances, 
But not for joy ; notjoy. ‘This entertainment 
May a free face put on; derives a Liberty 
From heartine!:, from bounty, fertile bofom, 
And we’l become the Agents *t may, I grants 
But to be padling paims, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are,and making praétis’d {miles 
Asin a Looking-Glais : and then to figh, as *twere 
The Mort o’th’ Deer 5 ob, that is entertainment 
My bofome lixesnot, nor my Brows, AZawilixs, 
Art thou my boy ? 

Mam; \ my good Lord. 

Leo. I fecks : he 
VVhy that’s my Bawcock 5. what ? has’t fmutch’d thy nofe? 
They fay it is a Copy out of mine. Come Captain, 
We-tnut be neat 5, not neat, cleanly Captain 3 
And vet the Steer, the Heifer, and the Calf, 

Are all cal’ Neat. Still Virgins l'ing 
Upon his palm ? How now (you wanton.Calf) 
Art thou my Caif) ? 

Mam. Yesif youwill (my, Lord) 

Leo! Thou want’t a rough path,& the fhoots that I have 
To be full, like me.s yet they fay we are " 
Almoft aslikeas Eggs 5 Women fay fo, 

(That will fay. any thing) but were they falfe 
As.o’re did. Blacks, as, wind, as waters; falfe 

As dice are to be wifh’d, by. one that fixes 

No born ‘twixt’hisand mine 5 yet wereit true, 
To fay this boy wece'likeme., Come ( fir Page) 
Look on me with your welkin- eyes) fweet villain: 
Moft dear’ft, mycollop: Can they dam,may’t-be 
Affeétion ?. thy, tntention fabs the Center. 

Thou do’ft make poflible things not be fo held, 
Communicat’ft with dreams ( how can thisjbe ?) 
With what’s unreal, thou coaétive art, 

And fellow’ft nothiog. Then ’tis very-credent, 
Thou maifco-joyn wich fomething, and thou doft,.. 
(And that beyond commiffién) and. find ir, 

( And that to the infe&tionof my Brains, 

And hardning of my Brows, ) 

Pal. What means) Sicilia ? 

Her. He fomething feems unfetled, 

Pol. How? my bord # 

Leo, What cheer ? how is’t with you, beft Brother ? 

Her.¥ou look as if you held ebrow of much diftraétion, 
Are you mov’d (my Lord? ) 

Leo. No, in good earnelt. 

How fometimes Nature will betray, its folly ? 

{c’s tendernefs ? and make it felf a paftime 

To harder bofoms ?. Looking on theyLines 

Of my Boys tace, methoughts I did recoil 

Twenty three years, anddaw mytfelf unbreach’d, 

in my green Velvet Goat; my Dagger muzzel’d, 

Left it fhould biteit’s Mafter, andi to.prove. , 

(As Ornamentsoftdoes,) too dangerous... ., 

How like(me thought ) Lthen was to,this Kernel) 

This Squafh,»this Gentleman. .. Mine honeft friend... 

Will you take Eggs for'Money? aaits? 
Mam: No (my:Lord), Ile fight: 
Leo. You will: why happy mambe’s dole. My: Brother 

: * Are 


Yet of your Royal prefence, [le adventure 

The borrow of a week. When at Bohema 

You take my Lord, I’le give him my Commiffion, 
To let him there a Month, behind the Gueft 
Prefix’d for’s parting: yet (good heed ) Leontes, 
I love thee nota jar o’th Clock, behind 

What Lady fhe her Lord. You’lftay ¢ 


| Pol. No Madam. ; 
| Her, Nay, but you will ? 


. Pol, 1 may not verily. 
Her, Verily? 
You putme off with limber vows : but], 
Tho you would feek t'unfphere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet fay, Sir, no going : verily 
You thall not go; a Ladies verily is 
As potent as 2 Lords, Will you go yet ? 
Force me to keep you a$ ‘a prifoner, 
, Not like a Gueft: fo you fhall pay your Fees 
| When you depart, and fave your thanks. How fay you ? 
My prifoner ? or my Gueft? by your dread verily, 
One of them you fhall be. 
Pol. Your Gueft then Madam : 
‘To be your Prifoner, fhould import offending ; 
Which is for me lefs ealy to commit, 
Than you to punifh. 
Her, Not your Goaler then, 
But your kind hoftefs, come, le queftion you 
Of my Lords tricks and yours, when you were boys : 
You were pretty Lordings then? 
Pol. We were (fair Queen) 
Two Lads, that thought there wasno more behind, 
| But fuch a day to morrow, as to day, 
And to be boy eternal. 
_ Her, Was not my Lord 
The verier wag 0’ th’ two ? 
Pol. VVe were as twin’d Lambs, that did frisk i’th’Sun, 
And bfeat the one at th’ other: what we chang’d, 
V Vas innocence, for innocence: we knew not 
The Doatrine of il'~doing, no nor dream’d 
That any did: had we purfu’d thatlife, 
And our weak {pirits ne’re been higher reat’d 
With ftronger blood, we fhould have anfwer’d Heaven 
Boldly, not guilty ; the impofition clear’d, 
Hereditary ours. 
Her. By this we gather 
You have tript fince. 
Pol. O my moft facred Lady, 
Temptations have-fince then been born to’s5 for 
In thofe unfledg’d daies, was my wife a Girl ; 
Your precious telf had then not crofs‘d the eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. 
Her. Grace to boot : 
Of this make no conclufion, let you fay 
Your Queen andl are Devils: yet goon; 
Th’ offencesiwe have made you do, we’l anfwer; 
If you firft fingjd with us: and that with us 
You did continue fault : and that you flipt not 
VVith any, but with us. 
Leo, Ishe wonyet ? 
Her. He'll ftay, (my Lord) * 
Leo. Atmy requeft, he weuld not: ; 
Hermione (my deareft) thou never fpok’ft 
To better purpofe. 
Her, Never ? 
Leo, Never, but once, 
Her, VV bat? have I twice faid well? when was’t before? 
I prethee-tell me : cram’s with praife, and make’s | 
As fat\as time things : One goodvdeed, dying tonguelefs, 
Staughters athoufand, waiting upon thar. 
Our -prailes are our wages. You may ride’s 
VVith onedoft kifs athoufand Furlong:, ere 
VVich {pur we heat an Acre. But-to th? Goal: 
My laft good deed was to intreat his ftay. 
VVhat was my firft ? it has-anelder. Sifter, 
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Are you fo fond of your young Prince, as we 
Do teem to be of ours? 

Pol. If at home (Sir) 
Here’s all my Exercife, my Mirth, my Matter 5 
Now my fworn Friend, and then mine Enemy 5 
My Parafite, my Soldier , States-man 3 all 
He makes a Fuly’s day, fhort as December , 
And with his varying Childnefs, cures.in mes 
Thor ghts, that fhould think my Blood. 

Lev. So ftands this Squire 
Offvd with me: Wetwo will walk (my Lord) 
And leave you to your graver fteps. Hermione. 
How thou lov’ft us, thew in our Brothers welcom 3 
Let what is deer in Sitily be cheap: 
Next to thy felf, and my young Rover, he’s 
Apparent to my heart. 

Her. If you would feek us, 


We are yours ?th’Garden : fhall’s attend you there? 


Leo, To! your own bents difpofe you : you'd be found, 


Be you beneath the Sky: Iam angling now, 

(Tho you perceive me not how I give Line) 

Go 10, goto. 

How the holds up the Neb ? the Bill to him? 

And arms her with the boldnefs of a wife 

To her allowing Husband. Gone already, 

Inch thick, Knee deep; ore-head’and ears a fork’d one. 
Go play (Boy) play: thy Mother plays, and I 

Play too; but fo difgrac’d a part, whofe iffue 

Willhifs me tomy Grave: Contempt and Clamor 


Will be my Knell. Go play (Boy) play, there have been 


(Or Lam much deceiv’d) Cuckolds ere now , 
And many aman there is' (even at this prefent, 
Now, while I {peak this) holds bis Wife by th’ Arm. 
That little thinks fhe has been fluic’d'in’s abfenee, 
And his Pond fifh’d by his next Neighbour (by 
Sir Smil, his Neighbour {) nay, there’s comfort in’t, 
Whiles other men have Gates, and thofe Gates open’d 
CAs mine) againft their will. Should all defpair 
That have revolted Wives, the‘tenth’ of Mankind 
Would hang themfelves. 
It is a bawdy Planét that'will ftrike 
Where ’cis predominant 5 and “tis powerful: think it: 
From Eaft, Weft; North and South, be it concluded, 
No Barri¢ado fora Belly -Know’t, 
It will letinand out the Enemy, - 
With bag and baggage: many a thoufand one’s 
Have the difeafe, andfeel’r not.. How now Boy? 
Mam. Lamlike you they fay. 
Leo, Why, that’s fome comfort. 
What? Camillo there? ; 
Cam: I; my good Lord. 


Leo. Go play (Afamillins) thou’rt an honeft man : 


Comillo, this great Sir will yee’ftay longer. 

Cam. Youhad much ado to make his Anchor hold, 
When you caft out, it fill came home. - : 

Leo. Didft nore it? 

Cam. He would not ftay at your 
His bufine(s more material. 

Leo,’ Didft ‘perceive it? 
They’re here with me already 4 
Sicilia is a fo-forth: "tis far gone, 
When I fhalt guft it'fatt, How cam’e: (Camillo ) 
That he did ftay? ~~ ozs 

Cam. At the good Queens entreaty. fe 

Leo. At the Queens be’t: Good fhould be peftinent, 
But fu itis, if is not. Was this.taken 
By any uoderftanding pate but thine Pi, 
For the conceit is foaking, will draw in 
More than the commen Blocks, -not noted, ist, 
| But of the fitter Natures ? by fome Severals 
Of head:piece- extraordinary ? Lower Mefles 
Perchance are to this bufinefs purblind? Say. 

Cam, Bufinels, my Lord ?-1 think moft under fhand 
Bohemia ftays here longer. . | 
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Phyfick for’t, there's none: 


whifp’ring, rounding : 


Leo. Ha? 
Cam, Stays here longer. 
Leo. 1, but why? 
Cam. To fatisfie your Highnefs, 
Of our moft gracious Miftrets. 
Leo. Satisfie ? 
Th’entreaties of your Miftrefs? Satisfie ? 
Let that fuffice. ~ I have trufted thee (Camilh ) 
With all che nearft things to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels wherein (Prieft-like) thou — 
Haft cleans'd my Bolom: J, from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform’d: but we have been 
Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d 
In that which feems fo. 
Cam, Be it forbid (my Lord.) 
Leo. To bide tipon’c: thou art not honeft: or 
If thou inclin?%t that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which hoxes honefty behind, reftraining 
From courfe requir’d: or elfe thou muft be counted © 
AServant, grafted in my ferious Truft, 
And therein negligent: or clfe a Fool, 
That feefta Game plaid home, the rich ftake drawn. 
And tak’ftirall for jef, 
Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, foolifh and fearful, 
In every one of theie no man is free, 
But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Amoneft the infinite doing of the World, 
Sometimes puts forth in your affairs (my Lord.) 
If ever I were willul-negligent, 
It was my folly, if induftrioufly 
i play’d the fool, it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end: if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the iffue doubted, 
Whereof jrhe Execution did cry out 
Againft the non-performance ; *twesafear . . 
Which oft infects the wifeft: thefe «my Lord} 
Are fuch allow’d infirmities that honefty 
isnever free of. But befeech your Grace 
Be plainer with me, let me know my trefpafs 
By it’s own vifages if I then deny it , 
*Tis none of mine. 
Leo, Ha’not you feen Camillo? 


(But that’s paft doubt: you have, or your eye-glafs : 


Is thicker than a Cockolds Horn) or heard ? 
(For to a Vifion fo apparent, Rumour 

Cannot be mute) or thought? (for Cegitation 
Refides not in that man, that do’s not think) 
My Wife is flippery 2 if thou wilt confefs, 

Or clie be impudently negative, 

To have nor Eyes, nor Ears, nor Thought, then fay 


Asrank as any Flax-wench, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight: fay’t and juftifi’s. 
Cam. 1 would not bea fander-by, to hear 
My Soveraign Miftrefs clouded:fo, without 
My prefent vengeance taken; threw my heart, 
You never fpoke what did become you lefs 
Than this; which to reiterate, were fin - 
As deep as that, tho true. 
Leo. Is whifpering nothing? 
Is leaning Cheek to Cheek ? is meeting Nofes ? 
Kiffing with infide Lip? topping the Carier 
Of Laughter, witha Sigh? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honefty) herfing foot.on foot ? 
Skulking in-corners ? wilhing Clocks more {wift? . 


Hours, Minutes ? the Noen, Midnight? and alk Eyes 


Blind with the pin and web, but theirs; theirs only» 
That would unfeen be wicked? Is this nothing? - 
Why then the World, and all that’s in’t is nothings 
The covering Sky isnothing. Bohemia nothing, 
My wife ia nothing, nor nothing have thefe nothings) 


11f this be nothing: 


Cam, Good my Lord be cur’d 
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| My Wife’s a Holy-Horfe, defervesa Name Bei 
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Of this dileas’d opinion, and betities 
For ‘tis moft dangerous. 
Leo, Say it be, tis true. 
Cam. No,no,my Lord, 
Leo. Itis: youlye, you lye: 
Ifay thoulieft Camsilo, and { hate thee, 
Pronounce thee a gro{s Lowt, a mindlefs Slave, 
Or clfe a hovering Temporizer, that 
Canft with thine eyes at once fee good and evil, 
| |Inclining to them both : were my wives Liver 
Infeéted ( as her life) fhe would not live 
The running of one Glafs. 
Cam. Who do’s infeé&t her ? 
Leo. Why he that wears:-her like her Medul,’ hanging 
About his neck( Bobemia) who, if I 
Had fervants true about me, that bear eyes 
. To fee alike mine honour, as their profits, 
( (Their own particular Thrifts ) they would do that 
| Which fhould undo more doing: I, and thou 
His cup- bearer, whom! from meaner form 
Have bench’d, and reat’dto worfhip, who may’ft fee 
Plainly, as heaven fees earth, and earth fees Heaven, 
How | am gall’d, thou mightft be-fpice a Cup, 
_ To give mine enemy a lafting wink : 
Which draught to me, were cordial. - 

Cam. Sir (my Lord ) 

i could do this, and that with no rath Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that fhould not work 
Malicioufly, like a poifon, but I cannot 

Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miftrefs 
(So foveraigaly being hosourable. ) 

I havelov’d thee. 

Leo, Make that thy queftion, and go rot : 
Do’ftthink I am fo muddy, fountetled, 
To appoint my felf in this vexation? 
Sully the purity and witnefs of my. fheets 
( Which to preferve, is fleep ¢ which being {potted, 
Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Wafps) 
Give {candal tothe blood o’th’ Prince, my Sony 
(Whol do think is mine, and love as mine) 
Without ripe moving to’c ? would Ido this ? 
Could man fo blench ? 

Cam. I mult believe you (Sir) 
I do, and will fetch off Bohemia for’t : 
Provided, that when he’s remov’d, your highnefs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firit, 
Even for your Sons fake, and thereby for fealing 
The injury of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms, 
Known and ally’d to yours, 

Leo, Thou doft advife me: 
Even foas I mine own courte have fet down : 
Vle give no blemifh to her hononr, none. 

Cam, My Lord, 
Go then; and with acountenance as clear 
As friendfhip wears at Feafts, kecp with Bohemia 
} And with your Queen : I am his Cup-bearer, 
If from me he have wholfome Beveridg, 
Account me not your fervant. 

Leo. This is all: 

Do’r, and thou haft the one half of my heart ; 
Do’ not, thoufplitt?& thine own. 

Cam. Vle do’t, my Lord. 

Leo. I willfeem friendly, as thou haft advis‘d me. . &xit. 

Cam. O miferable Lady. But for me ¢ 
What cafe ftand I in? I muft be the poyfoner 
Of good Polixenes,and my ground to dot, 

Is the obedience to a Mafter , one, 

Who in Rebellion with himfelf, will have 

All thatare his, fo too. To do this deed, 

Promotion follows: If I could find example 
Of.thoufands that had ftruck anointed Kings, 
And flourifh’d after, Pld not do’t : But fince 
| Nor Brafs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not one, 
Let villiany ic felf forfweart. Tmuft 
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Forfake the Court; to do’t, or no, is certain 
Tome abreak-neck, Happy Star reign now, fs 
Here comes Bohemia, Enter Polixenes. 
Pol. This isftrange : methinks i 
My favour here begins to warp... Not fpeak? 
Good day Camillo. 


Cam. Hail moft royal fir. ' 
Pol. What is the news i’ta’ Court ? 
(an. None tare € my Lord.) 
Pol. The King hath on him fuch a countenance, 
As had he loft fome Provinee, and a Region 
Lov’d, as he loves himfelf: even now £ met him 
With cuftomary complement, when he 
Wafting his eyes to th’contrary, and falling 
A Lip of much contempt, {peeds from me, and 
So leaves me to confider what is breeding, 
That changes thus his Manners. 
Cam. | darenot know ( my bord.) 
Pol. How, dare not? donot? do you know, and dare not? 
Be intelligent tome;. tis thereabouts : 
For to your felf, what.do you know, you muff, 
And cannot fay, youdare not, Good Camillo, 
Your chang’d complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which fhews me mine chang’d too ; for Imuft be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
My felf thus alter’ with’r, 
Cam, Theres adickaels 
Which puts fome of usin diftempers but 
[cannot name the Difeate, andit is caught 
Of you that yet are welk 
Pol. How caught of me ? 
Make me not fighted like the Bafilifgue. 
[have look’d on thoufands, who have {ped the better 
By my regard,but kill’d none fo : Camillo, 
As you are,cerrainly a,Gentleman, thereto 
Clerk-like expedienc’d, which no leis adotns 
Our Gentry, than.our’Parents Noble Names, 
In whofe fuccefs we are gentle : | befeech you, 
if you know ought which do’s behove my knowledg, 
Thereof to be inform’, imprifon's not 
In ignorant concealment. 
Cam, I may not an{wer, 
Pol. A Sicknefs caught of me, and yet I well ? 
Imuft be‘anfwer’d, Doft thou hear Camilo, 
| T conjure thee by allthe parts of man, 
| Which honour do’s acknowledg, whereof the leatt 
| Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
Whatincicency thou dott guelsof harm 
Is creeping toward me; how far off, how near, 
Which way to be prevented, if tobe: 
If not, how beft to-bear it. 
Cam. Sir, | will tell you, 
Since lam charg’d in Honour, and by him 
That I think Honourable5 therefore mark my counfel, 
Which muft be ev’n as fwiftly followed, as 
] mean to utter it; or both your felf,and me, 
Cry loft, and to good night. 
Pol, On, good Camillo, 
Cam. [appointed him to murder you, 
Pol. By whom, Cami ilo. 
Cam. By the King. 
Pol, For what ? 
Cam. He thinks, nay with all confidence he 
As he had feen’r, or been an inftrument 
To vice you to’r, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddenly. 
Pol. Oh then, my beft blood turn 
To an infected Gelly, and my Name 
Be yoak’d with his, that.did betray the bef: 
Turn then my frefheft Reputatian 10 
| A favour, that may ftrike the dullefh Nofril 
Where I arrive, and my approch. be.fhun’d 
> ? 
Nay hated too, worfe rhan the Breas’ infeetion, 
That ere was heard, or read, 
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Cam, Swear his thought over 
By each particular Star in Heaven, and 
By all their influences ; you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moon’, 
As( or by Oath) remove, or ( Counfel ) fhake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whofe foundation 
Is pyl’d upon his Faith, and will continue 
The ftanding of his Body. 

Pol. How fhould this grow ? ’ 

Cam. | know not : but! amfure’tis fafer to 
Avoid what’s grown, than queftion how tis born. 
If therefore you dare truft my honefty, 

That lies inclofed in this Trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawnd, away to Night, 
Your Followers I will whifper to the bufinefs, 
And will by twoes, and threes, at feveral Pofterns, 
Clear them o’th’ City. For my felf, I'le put 
My fortunes to your fervice ( which are here 
By this difcovery loft. ) Be not uncertain, 
For by the honour of my Parents, I 
Have uttred Truth; which if you feek to prove, 
{ dare not ftand by; nor fhall you be fafer, 
Than one condemned by the Kings own mouth: 
Thereon his Execution {worn. 
Pol. 1 do believe thee: 
I faw his heart in’s face. Give'methy hand. 
Se Pilot to me, and thy places fhall 
3tilf neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My people did expeé my hence departure 
Two days ago. This Jealoufie 
Is for a precious Creature : as fhe’s rare, 
Muft it be great 3 and, as his Perfon’smighty, 
Mutt it be violent: and, as he do’s conceive , 
He is difhonour’d by a man, which ever 
Profefs’d to him : Why his Revenges muft 
+ {a that be made more bitter. Fear ore-fhades me ? 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious Queen, part of his Theam’; bur nothing 
Of hisill-tane fulpition. Come Camillo, , 
I will refpeét thee asa Father, if 
Thou bear'ft my life off, hence. Let us avoid. 

Cam. \t is in mine authority to command 
The Keys of all che Pofterns : Pleafe your Highnefs 
To take the urgent hour. Come Sir away. , 


4 


Altus. Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Hermione, Mamillins, Ladies : Leontes, 
Antigonus, Lord. 


Her. Take the boy to you : he fo troubles me 
’ Tis paft enduring. 
Lady. Come ( my gracious Lord ) 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 
Mum. No, Tle none of you. 
Laly. why (my fweet Lord ?) 
Mam. You'lkifsme hard, and fpeak to me, as if 
I werea Baby ftill. 1 love you better. 
2 Lady And why fo (my Lord? ) 
Mam. Not for becaufe 
Your Brows are blacker ( yet black-brows they fay 
Become fome Women beft, fo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but ina Semicircle, 
Or a half-Moon made with a Pen.) 
2 Lady. Who taught this ? 
Mam. Viearn’dit out ef Womens faces : pray now, 
x 


woke 


| The Winters Tale. 


Exenng,| All’s true that is miltrufted , that falfe Villain, 


_|Ha’s made thee {well thus. 


What colour be your eye-brows? | 
Lady. Blew ( my Lerd. ) ie 
Mam. Nay, that’s a mock: Ihave fee a Ladies Nofe) 

That ha’s been blew, but not her eye-brows, rb 
Lady. Heark ye, eee 

The Queen( your Mother j.rounds apace : we fhall | 

Prefent our fervices to a fine new Prince a 

One of thefe daies, and then you’! wanton with us, 


. Ha 
oe | 


ty 
Her. What wifdomftirs amongf you? Come Sit,noy| 
ie | 
| And tell’sa Tale kn 
| Mam. Merry , or fad, fhal’t be ? ae 
Her. As merry as you will. ty 
Mam. A fad Tale’s beft for VVinter : oa 
] have one of Sprights, and Goblins. “ 
Her. Let’s have that ( good Sir. ) oa 
Come.on, fit down. Come-on, and do your beft, 
To fright me with your fprights : you'r powerful atit, 
Mam, ‘There was 2 man, } 
Her. Nay, come fit down : then on. ap 
Mam. Dwelt by aChurch-yard :1 will tell it foftty, ~ 
Yond Crickits fhall not hear it. | 
Her. Come on then, and giv’t mein mine ear. . 
Enter L,| 
= ri VVas he met there ? his Train ? Camilla with — 1 
im ¢ | 
Lord. Behind the tuft of Pines I met them, never 
Saw I men fcowr fo on their way : leyed them 
Even to their Ships. 
Leo, How bleft am I 
In my juft Cenfure ? In my true Opinion ? 
Alack, for leffer knowledge, how accurs‘d, 
In being fo bleft ? There may be in the Cup 
A Spider fteep’d, and one may drink 5 depart, ‘aa 
And yet partake no venom ; ( for his knowledge 
Is not infeéted ) but if one prefent 
Th’ abhor’d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks hisGorge, hisfites 
VVith violent Hefts. I have drunk, and {een the Spider. 
Camsllo was his help in this, his Pander : 
There isa Plot againft my Life, my Crown; 


| 


# 


VVhom I employ’, was pree employ’d by him: 
He ha’s difcovered my D.fign,andI - 
Remain a pinch’d Thing ; yea, a very Trick 
For them 'to play at will ; how came the Pofterns 
So eafily open? 
Lord, By his great uvthority, 
VVhich often have no lefs prevail’d, than fo 
On your command. 
Leo. | know’ too well, ie 
Give me the Boy, Lam glad you did not nurfehim: =| 
Though he do’s bear fome figns of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in hia, 
Her, What is this? {port ? 4 
Leo, Bear the Boy hence, he fhall not come about hit; 
Away with him, and let her fport her felf re 
With that the’s big with, for ’tis Polixenes 


Her, But Vd fay he had not ; 
And I'le be fworn you would believe my faying, 
How e’re you lean'to th’ Nayward, 

Leo. You (my Lords ¥ | 

Look on her, mark her well: be but about 
To fay fhe is a goodly Lady , and 
The Juftice of your hearts will thereto add 
"Tis pity fhe’s not honeft : Honourable - 
Praife her but for this her without-dore-Form an 
( Which on my faith deferves high {peech Yand ftraight 7 
The Shrug, the Hom, or Ha, ( thefe Petty-brands | 
That Calumny doth ufe Oh I am our, 


do’s, for Calumny will fear : 
Senn thefe Shrogs,thefe Hum’s, and Ha’s, 
When you have faid fhe’s goodly, come between 
Ere youcan fay fhe’s honeft : but be’t known 


(From him that ha’s moft caufe to grieve it fhould be y 


She’s an Adultrefs. 

Her. Should a Villain fay fo, 
(The moft replenifhi’d villain ia the world) 
He were as much more villain : you(my Lord) 

but miftake. 

Een You have miftook (my Lady) 
Polixenes for Leontes : O thou thing, 
(Whieh I’le not call a creature of thy place, 
Leaft Barbarifm (making me the precedent) 
Should alike Language ufe to all degrees, 
And mannerly diftinguifhment leave out, 
Betwixc the Prince and B: gear: [have faid 
She’s an Adultre(s, 1 have {aid with whom : 
More ; She’s a T'raytor, and Camillo is 
A Federary with her, afd one that} nows 
What fhe fhould fhame_to know her felf, . 
But with her moft vild Principal 5 that fhe’s 
A bed fwarver, even as bad as thole 
That vulgar give bola’ft Titles, 1, and privy 
To this their late efcape, 

Her. No(by my life ) Seite 
Privy to none of this : how will this grieve you, 
When you fhall come.to clearer knowledg, that 
You thus have publifh’d me? Gentle my Lord, 
You fearce.can right me throughly, then to fay 
You did miftake. 

Leo. No, if I miftake 
In thofe foundations which! build upon, 
The center is not big enough to bear 
A School-boys Tope Away with her, to prifon 
He who fhall {peak for her, is afar off guilty, 
But that he {peaks. : . 

Her. There’s fome ill Planet reigns : 
1 muft be patient, till the heavens look 
With an afpe& more favourable. Good my Lords, 
I am not prone to weeping (as our fex 
Commonly are ) the want of which vain dew 
Perchance fhall dry your pities: but I have 
That honourable Grief lodg’d here, which burns 
Worfe than tears drown : la 
With thoughts fo qualified ss your Charities 
Shall beft inftrn& you, meafure me: and fo 
The Kings Will be perform’d. 

Leo, Shall | be heard ? 


Her,Who is’t that goes with me? befeech your highnefs 


My women may be with me, for you fee 
My plight requiresit. Do not weep (good Fools ) 


Thereis no caufe: when you fhall know your Miftris 


Hasdeferv’d Prifon, then abound in tears, 

As Icome out 3 this aétion I now goon, 

Isformy better grace. Adicu(my Lord ) 

I never wifh’d to fee you forry, now 

I truft I fhall : my womencome, you have leave. 
Leo. Go do our bidding 5 hence, 


Lord. Befeech your highnefs call the Queen again, 


Ant. Be certain what you do (Sir)left your Juftice 
Prove violence, in the which three great ones {uffer, 
Your felf, your Queen, your Son. 

Lord. For her (my Lord) 

I dare my life lay down, and will do’t (Sir) 
Pleafe you t’ accept it, that the Queen is fpotlefs 
Pth’ eyes of heaven, and to you ( I mean. 

In this, which you accufe her.) 

eAntig. If it prove 
She’s otherwife, l'le keep my Stable where 
Llodg my wife, I’le goin couples with her : 

Then when I feel, and fee her, no further trufther : 
For every inch of Woman in the world , 
Tevery dram of womans flethis falfe, 


4 . 
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*befeech you all ( my Lords ) 


If the be. 

Leo. Hold your peaces. 

Lord, Good my Lord, 

eAntig, Itis for you we {peak, not for our felyes : 
You are abus’d, by, fome putter..an, 
That will be damn’d for’ 5 
1 would Land-damn him : be the honour-flaw *d, 
I have'three daughters: the eldeft'is eleven: 
The fecond, and the third, nine: and fons five: 
If this prove’ true, they’l'pay for’t» By mine honovet 
'e gel’d’em all’: fourteen chey hall not fee 
To bring falfe generations: they are co-heirs, 
And J had rather glibmy fetf, tia they 
Should not produce fair iffue, 

Leo. Ceate, no more: 5 
You fmell this bufinefs with'a’ (ee ds'cotd 
As is adead-mans nofe: but Ido fe", and feel’¢, 
As you feel doing thus: and fee witha hey 
The inftruments rhat feel, A 

eAnt. If it be fo, mh 
We need no grave to bury honefty, °° 9 
There's not a grain of it, the face to {we ten. ¥ 
Of the whole dungy-carth. mi 

Leo. What ? lack I credit ? 
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4 would I knew the villain, 


Lord. I had rather you did lack then] (my Lord ) 


Upon this ground : and mote it would content me 
To have her hononr trué, than your fofpition 
Be blam’d for’t how you might. 

Leo. Why what need we 
Commune with you for this ? but father follow 
Our forceful inftigation’? Cur peerogative 
Calls not your countéls,but our natural goodnels 
Imparts this whith, if you, or fupified, 
Or feeming fo, in skill , Cannot, or will not 
Relifh a truth, like ts: inform your felves 
We need no more OF your advice: the Matter, 
The to's, the. gain, the or8’:ing on’t; 
Is all properly ours 

Ant. And | with (my,Liege ) 
You had only in your filent jadgment try’d it, 
Without more ovéttire. 

Leo. How could that’ be ? 
Either thou art moft ignorant by age ; 
Or thou wer"t born a fool: Camillo’s flight . 
Added to theit familtari ry 
(Which was as gtofs, as ever touch’d conjectures 
That lack’d_ fight only, nought for approbation 
But only feeing alfother circu nftances 
Made up to th’ deed) doth pufh on this proceeding 3 
Yet for a greater confrmation 
(For In an act of this importance, *twere 
Molt pitious to be wild ) I have difpatch’d in poft, 
To facred Delphos, to Apollos, Temple, 
Cleomines and Deon, whom you know 
Of ftuf’d fufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all, whofe fpiritual counfel had, 
Shall ftop, or {purme. Have I done well ? 

Lord. Well done (my Lord.) 

Leo. Tho lam fatisfi'd, and need no more 
Than what I know ; yet fhall the Oracle 
Give reft to th’minds of others; fuch as he 
Whofe ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th’ truth. So we have thought it good 
From our free per{on, fhe fhould be confin’d, 
Left that the treachery of the two, fled thence, 
Be left her to perform. Come follow us, 
We are to {peak in publick : for this bufinefs 
Will raife us all, 

e4ntiz. To laughter, as I take it, 
If the good truth, were known. 


Excant. 


2 


54 


i 


f 


Scena Secunda. 


- Enter Paulina, 2 Gentleman, Goaler, Emilia. 


Paul, The keeper of the prifon, call to him : 
Let hin have knowledg whom I am. Good Lady; 
No Court in Enrope ig too good for thee, 

What doft thou then in prifon? Now good Sir, 
You know me, do you not? 
Goa. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much I honour. 
Pau. Pray you then, 
Conduét me to the Queen. 

Goa. I may not (Madam) 

To the contrary I have expre(s commandment: 

Paw, Here’s a-do to lock up honefty and honour from 
Th’ accefs of gentle vifitors. Is’t lawful pray you 
To fee her women ? any of them? Emilia ? 

Goa. So pleafe you (Madam) 

To put apart thele your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Pau. \pray younow call her : 
Withdraw your felves. 

Goa. And Madam, 
| mutt be prefent at your conference. 

Panl. Well: be’t fo: prethee. 

Here’s fuch a-do, to make no ftain, a ftain, 
As paflescolouring. Dear Gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious Lady? - 

Emil. As wellas one fo great, and fo ‘forforn 
May hold together ; On her frights, and griefs 
(Which never tender Lady hath boro greater) 
She is fomething before her time, deliver’d, 

Fau. A boy? 

Emil. A daughter’ and a goodly babe, 
Lufty, and like to live: the Queen receives 
Much comfort in't: Says, my poor prifoner , 
Lam innocent as you: 

Pan. { dare be {worn : 
Thefe dangerous, unfafe Lunes ith’ King, befhrew them, 
Ee mutt be told on’t, and he fhall : the office 
Becoms a woman beft. [’le take it upon me, 

If I prove Honey-mouth’d, let my tongue blifter. 
And never to my red-look’d anger be 

The Trumpet any more: pray you ( Ewilia) 
Commend my beft obedience to the Queen, 

If the dares truft me with her little babe, 

le fhew't the King, and undertake to be 

Her advocate to’th loud’ft. We do not know 
How he may foften at the fight 0” th’ Child ; 
The filence often of pure innocence 

Perfwads, when fpeaking fails. 

Emil Moft worthy Madam, 

Your honour and your goodnefs is fo evident, 
Thatyour free undertaking cannot mits 

A thriving iffue : there isno Lady living 

So meet for this great errand 5 pleafe your Lady thip 
To vifit the next room, I’le prefently 

Acquaint the Queen of your moft noble offer, 

Who, but to day hammered of this defign, 

| put durf not tempt a Minifter of honour 

Leaft fhe fhould be deni’d: 

Paul. Tell ter( Emilia) 
Ple ufe that tongue I have: 
As boldnefs from wy bofom, 
I thall do good. ; 

Emil. Now be you bleft for it. 

Ple to the Queen = pleafe you come fomething nearer. 
Goa. Madam if’t pleafe the Queen to fend the babe, 


Enter. 


If wit flow from’t 
let’t not be doubted 


eee 
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Gs a ne aN eer i 
1 know not whar! fhall incur, to pats 


Emilia. 


it, } 
Having no-warrant. 

Pan. Vou need not fear it (Gr) 
This Child was prifoner to the womb, and is 
By Law and proce(s of great Nature, thence 
Free’d, and enfranchis’d, not a party to Ve 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of di. 
( If any be) the trefpals of the Queen, 

Goa. I do believe it. 

Pau. Do not you fear: upon mine honour, I 
Will ftand betwixt you, and denger. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Leontes, Servants, Pavlina, Antigonus, 
_anda Lords. 


Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reft: it is but weaknefs. 
To bear the matter thus: meat weaknets, if 
The caufe were not in being : part o’th caufe, 
She, th’ Adultrefs 5 for the harlot-king 
Is quite beyond mine arm: out of the blank 
And level of my brain: plot-proof : but fhe, 
I can hook to me: fay that fhe were gone, ‘a 
Given to the fire, a moity of my reft vf 
Might come to me again. Who’s there ? 

Ser. My Lord. 

Leo. How do’s the boy ? 

Ser. He took good reft to night : “tis hop’d 
His ficknefs is difcharg’d. 

Leo. To fee his noblenefs. 
Conceiving the difhonour of his Mother, 
He ftraight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply, 
Faften’d, and fix’d the fhame on’t in himfelf : 
Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep, 
And down-right languifh’d. Leave me folely : go, 
See how he fares: Fie, fie, no thought of him, 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoylupon mic > in himfelf roo mighty- 
Until a time may ferve, for prefent vengeance” 
Takeiton her: Camillo, and Polixenes 
Laughat me, make their paftime at my forrow; 
They fhould not laugh; if I could reach them, nor 
Shall fhe, within my power. 


Enter. 


Enter Paulina. 


Lord. You muft not enter. 
Paul, Nay rather (good my Lords )be fecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous paffion more Calas) 
Then the Queenslife? A gracious innocent Soul, 
More free, than he is jealous. 
Antig. That’s enough. 
Ser. Madambhe hath not flept to nighr,commanded 
None fhould come at him. 
Pau. Not fo hot (good Sir} 
I come to bring him fleep. ’Tis fuch as you 
That creep like fhadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needlefs heavings: fuch as you 
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true s 
(Honeft, aseither 5 ) to purge him of that humour 
Thar preffes him from fleep. 2 
i What noife there, hoe ? 
au. No noife (my Lord) but nee 
About fome Colic as ee Bighnats sight 
Leo, How? 3f 
Away with that audacious Lady. , 
I charg’d theethat fhe fhould ie Bees er me, 


[knew the would. 
* 


ence 


Ant. {told her fo (my Lord) — 
On your difpleafures peril and on mine, 
She fhould not vifit you. 
L:o, What? canftnotruleher? 
Pas. From all difhonefty he can : in this 
(Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done) 
Commit me, for committing honor, truit it, 
Be fhall not rule me : 
Ant. La-younow, you hear, 
When fhe will take the rain; [ter her run, 
But fhe’ not ftnmble. 
Panl. Good my Liege | come: 
And I befeech you hear me : who profeffes 
My felf your loyal fervant, your Phyfitian, 
Your moft obedient Countellor ; yet that dares 
Lels appear fo, in comforting your evils, 
| Then fuch as moftfeem yours. I fay, lcome 
From your good Queen. , 
Leo. Good Queen? 
Paul, Good Queen (my Lord) good Queen, 
I fay good Queen, 
And would by combate, make her good fo, were] 
Aman, the worft about you. : 
Leo. Force her hence. 
Pan. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
Firft hand me: on mine own accord, lle off, 
But firft ; I’fe do my errand... The good Queen 


Here "tis: commends it to your bicfling. 

Leo, Out. : 
A mankind Witch? Hence with her, out o’dore : 
A moft intelligencing bawd. 

Pan!. Notto, 
Im am asignorant in that, as you, 
In fo entit’ling me: and nolets hone. 
Then you are mad: whichis enough, lle warrant 
(Asthis world goes) to pafs for honeft. 

Leo. Traitors; 
Will you not pufh her out? Give her the Baftard; 
Thou dotard, thou arr woman-tir'd : unroofted 
By thy dame Partlerhere. Take up the baftard, 
‘Tak’ up, I fay 5 give’rto the Croan, 
Paul. For ever 
lUnvenerable by the hands, if thou 
Tax’ up the Princefs, by that forced bafcnels 
'}Which he has put upon’, ‘ 
Leo. He dreads his Wife. 


Mt 


Youl'd call your Children, yours. 
Leo. Ancf of Traitors. 
Ant. | amnone, by this good light. 
| Pani, Nor; nor any 
iBut ane that’s here: and that’s himfelf ; for he, 
The facred honor of himlelf, his Queens, 
His hopeful Sons, his babes betrays to flander, 
Whofe fting is tharper than the Swords, and will not 
(For as the cafe now ftands,it is a curfe 
He cannot be compell’d too’t) once remove 
The reot of his opinion, which isrotten, 
As ever Ozk, or tone was found. 
Leo. A Cailat 


Of bouncleis congue, who late hath beat ber husband, 


And now baits me; this brat is none of miné. 
Ktis the Iffye of Polixencs. 

yf | Hence with ir, and together with the Dam, 

Commit them tothe fire. 
Paul. Itis yours ; 

(| And might welay th’ old Proverb to your charge, 
So like you, “tis the worfe. Behold (my Lords) 
Altho the print be little, che whole Matter 
And cepy of the Father , (Eye, Nofe,Lip, 

, fa he trick o!’s Frown, his forehead, nay, the Valley, 


The pretcy cimples of his Chin, and Cheek; his Smiles : 


The very Mold, and frame of hand, nayl, Finger.) 
y, ae 8 5 
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(for the is good ) hath brought you forth a daughter, 


Paul. So | would youdid : then ’twere paft all doubt 


And thou good Goddefs Nature, which haft made it 
So like torhim that got it, if thou haft 
The ordering of the Mind too, *mongft all Colours 
No Yellow in’t, left the fufpeét,as he do’s, 
Her Children, not her Husbands. 
Leo. A grofshag: 
And Lozel, thou art worthy, to be hang’d, 
That wilt not ftay her tongue. 

Antig: Hang all the husbands 
That cannot do that Feat, you’! leave your felf 
Hardly o1 € fubjedts 

Leo, Once more take her hence. 

Paul. A moft unworthy, and unnatural Lord 
Can donomore, ~ 

Leo. Ple ha’ thee burnt. 

Paal. I care.not; 

It is an Heretick that makes the fice, 

Not fhe which burns in’t. .’le not call you Tyrant i 
But this moft cruel.ufage of your Queen 

(Not able.to produce more accufation 

Then your own weak-hing’d fancy Jfomething favours 
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 

Yea, fcandalous to the world. 

Leo. On your allegiances 
Out of the chamber withher, Were Ia tyrant, 
Where were her life ? the doft not ¢all me fo, 
if fhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul, | pray you do not pufhme, I’le be gone. 
Look to your Babe(my Lord) tis yours: ove fend her 
A better guiding fpirit.. What need thefe hands ? 
You that are thus fo tender o’re his Follies, 
Will never do, him good, norone of you. 

So, fo: farewel, we are gone. 


Leo; Thou (Traytor ) haf fet onthy wife to this. 
My Child? ‘away with’t. ? even thou, that haft 
A heart fo tender o’re it, take it hence, 

And fee it inftantly confum’d with fire. 

Even thou, and none butthou. ‘Take it up ftraight : 
Within this hour bring me word ‘tis done. 

(And by good teftimony )-or le feize thy life, 

With what thou elfe call’ft chine : if thou refufe, 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay fo; 

The Baftard-brains with thefe my proper hands 

Shall I dath out : go take it tothe fire, | 

For thou fett’f on thy wife. 

eAntig.. did not, fir: 
Thefe Lords, my noble fellows, if they pleafe, 
Can clear me in’t, 

Lords, Wecans my Royal Liege, 
He isnot guilty of her coming hither. 

Leo. You're liars all. 

Lord, Betecch your highnefs give us better credit : 
We have alwaystruly ferv’d you, and befeech 
So to efteem of us: and on our knees we beg, 

( As recompence of our dear fervices 

Paft, and :o come ) that you do change this purpofe, 
Which being fo horrible ,fo bloody, mutt 

Lead on to fome foul { flue. We_all kneel, 

Leo. 1 am a Father for each wind that blows; ' 
Shall | live on, to fee this baftard kneel, 
And call me Feather ? better burnir now, 
Thencurfeitthen. But be it: let it live, 

It fhall not neither. You fir, come vou hither: 

You that have been {fo tenderly officious 

With Lady Margery, your Mid-wife there, 

To fave this baftards life 5 fortis a baftard, 

So fure as this beard’s gray. What will 
To fave this brats life ? 

Antig. Any thing(my Lord) 
That my ability may undergo, 

And noblenets impofe; at laftthus much; 
le pawn the little blood whichI haveleft, 
A 
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Exit. 
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To favethe innocents any thing poffidle. So forcing faultsupon Hermione, 

Leo. ‘Irfhall be poffible-, Swear by this fword ! [little like, siti 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. Dio. I he violent carriage of it yi 

Antigo ¥ will (my Lora.) Will clear, or end the Bufinefs, when the Oracle 

Leo, Matk and perfotm it% feeft thou? for the fail) ( Thus by 4pollo’s great Divine feal’d up ) 

f any point in’t> thall net only be Shall the Contents difcover : fomething rare 
Death to thy felf, but to thy lewd-tongu’d Wile, Even then will ruth to knowledg. Go: freth Horles 
( Whom for this time we pardon )'We enjoin thee And gracious be the iffue. ae 
As thou art Liege-man to us, that thou cerry c 
This female Baftard hence, and thatthou ‘bear it 
To {ome remote and defart place, quite out 
Of evr Dominions ; and that there thou leave it 
( Without much mercy .) to its own protection, Scena Secunda. 

And favour of the Climate; as by er fortune 

[t came to us, I doin Juftice charge thee, ! 
On thy fouls peril, adhe bodied ruteoted Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers : Hermione (as to ber 
That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place, Triab) Ladies , Cleomines, Dion, | 
Where change may nurfe°or end tt: ‘take it up. : : 5 

Anig. Ufwear to do this: thoa préfent death Leo. This Seflions ( toour great grief we Pronounce )) 
Had been more merciful. Come on (poor Babe ) Evtn puthts gaintt Ont heart. The party try’d, 4) 
Some powerful Spiririnfteua the Kites and Ravens The Daughter of 2 King, our VVife and one ae 
To be thy Nurfes. © Wolvesand Bears, they fay, Of us too much belov’d, Let us be clear’d Mee 
( Cafting their favagenefs afide ) have done Of being tyrannous, fine we to openly 
Like offices of pity. Sir, be profperous Proceed if Juftice, which thall have due courfe, 

{n more than this deed do’s require: and bleffing Even to the Guile, or the Purgation : 
Againft this Cruelty, fight on thy fide Produce the Prifoner. 7 
( Poor thing condemn’d'to lofs:) Exit.| Off. Itis his Highnefs pleafure, that the Queen | 

Leo. No: Vie notreary soe’ - Appear in perfon, herein Courr, Silence, 
Anothers [flues Enter aServant.| Leo. Read the Indi&tment. 

Serv. Pleafe your Highnefs, Pofts | 
From thofe you fent to th’ Oracle, are‘come ° Officer. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, Kim 
An hour firce : Cleomines and Dion, | Sicilia, show art here accufed and arraigned of High Tr 
Being well arsiv’d from Delphos, are both landed, in committing Adultery with Polixenes King of Boh 
Hafting to th’ Court. and con{piring with Camillo to take away the Life o 

Lord. So pleafe you ( Sir) their {peed Soveraign Lord the King, thy royal Husband: the pre 
Hath been beyond account. whereof being by circumftance partly laid open, thon ( Ha 

Leo, Twenty three days mione ) contrary to the Faith and Allegiance of a ra | 

They kave been abfent > "cisgood {peed foretels Subject, didft counfel.and aid them, for their better fafety, ti] 
The great Apolla fuddenly will have flee away by Night, iy 
The truth of this appear: Prepare you Lords, Her. Since what I am to fay, muft be but rhat 
Summena SefMion, that we may arraign Which contradicts my Accufation, and 
Our moft d:floyal Lady < ‘for as fhe hath The teftimony-on my part, ho other os 
Been publickly accus’d, fo fhall fhe have But what comes from my felf, it fhall fearce boot me” 
A juft and open Trial. While the lives, To fay, Not guity : mine integrity va 
My heart will bea burden to me. Leave me, | Being counted Falfhood, thall ( as I exprefs it} an 
And think upon my bidding. Exeunt.| Be fo receiv’d.: But thus, if Powers divine 
Behold our humane Aétions  ( as they do) 
I doubt not then, but innocence fhall make 
Falfe: Accufations blufh, and Tyranny fhe 
Trembie at Patience. You (myLord) beftknow | 
eee ; ( Whom leaft will feem to do {0 ') my pat life 
Actus Tertius... Scena Prima, \Wath been ascontinent, as chatt, as true, 
4slam now unhappy 5 wifichis more i 
Than Hiftofy can pattern, tho devis’d, 
And play’d to takeSpeétators. For behold me, 
Clo. The Climate’s delicate, the Air moft (weet, x re Ge - a gat which ae a 
Fertile the ifle, rhe Temple much furpaflivg The “pth te to a hopeful P a great Kings Daughter, 
The common praife it bears: : peru! Prince, here ftanding 
hoy a o prate and talk for Life, and Honour, fore 
Dione i fhall report, Wh ; age 
bags , : ' 0 pleafetocome and hear. For Life, { priz:i 
For moft it caught me, the Celeftial Habits, As weigh grief ( which I would foar. Priziat 
( Methinks [ fo thould term thear ) and the reverence Tis a derivative from me to ae pte Ls, 


Of the Grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice. And only that I ftand for. ] appeal 


How ceremonious, wey Mt un-earthly To your own Confcience (Sir ) before Polixenes 
tr was ch’ Offering 7 Came to your Court, how I was in your grace. « 
Cleo. But of all the burt . , How merited to be fo : Since he came ede 
And the ear-deafning Voice o’ th Oracle, With what encounter fo uncurrant : | 
Kin to foves Thunder, fo furprizd my Sence Have ftrain’d t’ appear thus 5 if one jot beyond 
That I was nothing. re The bound of honour, ot in a&, or will hes 

Dio. If th? evento ch? Journey That way enclining, hardned be the heart 
Prove as fuccefsful to the Queen €O be’t fo ) | OF all that hear me, and my near’tt of Ki 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleafant, fpeedy, Cry fie upon my Grave. eds 
The time is worth Me ufe on’t. Leo. I ne'r heard yer 
Chee. Great Apollo we That any of thofe bolder Vices wan 
* c - z i 25 i ir 
Turn all co th’bett: thefe Preclamations, | LefS impudeuce to gain-fay what they did, 


Enter Cleomines and Dion. 


| T be W. inters T ale. 


Than to perform it firft. 
Her. That is true enough, 
Tho ’tis a faying (Sir) not due to me, 
Leo You will not own ir. 
Her, More than Mittrefs of, 
Which comes to me in name of fault, I muft not 
At all acknowledg. For Polixenes 
(With whom Lam accus’d ) I do confefs 
J lov’d him, as in honour he requir’d : 
» | With tuch a kind of love, as might become 
A Lady like me: with a loye, even fuch, 
So andno other, as your felf commanded : 
Which rot to have done, | think had been in me 
Bothdifobedience, and in gratitude 


To you, and towards your friends, whofe love had fpoke, 


\ | Even fioce it could fpeak, from an infant, freely, 
| That it was yours. Now for confpiracy, 
1 know not how it tafts, tho it be difh’d 
For me totry how; all I know of it, 
Is, that- Camillo was ao honeft man 5 
And why he left your court, the Gods themfelves 
(Wotting no more than | ) are ignorant. 
Leo, You knew of his departure, as you know 
, | What you have underta’ne to do in’s abfence. 
Her. Sir, 
You fpeak a Language that I underftand not ; 
| My Life ftands in the level of your Dreams, 
Which J’le lay down. 
Leo, You: aétions are my Dreams, 
You hada baftard by Polsxenes, 
| And | but dream’d it: As you were paft all fhame, 
u1 CThofeof your fact are fo ) fo paft all truth ; 
| Which to diny, concerns more than avails: for as 
“| Thy brat hath been catt out, like to it {elf, 
No Fathet owning it ( which is indeed 
More criminal in thee, than it ) fo thou 
"| Shalt feel our juftice ; in whofe eafieft paflage, 
. | Look for no lefs chan death, 
Her, Sir, {pare your threats ; 
The bug which you would fright me with, I feek : 
“1 To me can life be no commodity, 
The Crown and comfort of my Life ( your Favour ) 
I do giveloft, for 1 do feelit gone, 
Nid But know not how it went. My fecond Joy, 
And firft fruitsof my body, trom his prefence 
')| 1am bar’d like one infeétious, My third comfore 
(Star’d mo unluckily) is from my breft 
C The innocent milk in it moft innocent mouth) 
Hal’d out tomurder. My felf on every Poft 
Proclaim’d a Strumpet : withimmodeft hatred 
il! The Child-bed priviledg deny’d which longs 
* To womenof all fafhion: Laftly, hurried 
Here, to this place, i’th’ open air before 
I have got ftrength of limbs. Now (my Liege) 
Tellme wat bleflings | have here alive, 
| That i fhould fear to die? Therefore proceed : 
But yet hear this, miftake me not; no life, 
iit C I prife it not a ftraw ) but for mine honour, 
Which I would free : if { hall be condemn'd 
Upon furm'z:s( all proofs fleeping elfe, 
; But what your Jealoufics awake ) | tell you 
(Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle: 
Apollobe my Judg. 
» Lord. This your requeft, 


| ; Enter Dion and Cleomines. 
Is altogether juft; therefore bring forth 
| ¢ And in Apollo's Name) his oracle. 
Her, The Emperour of Ruffia was my Father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here heholding 
His Daughters tryal: that he did but fee 
The flatnefs of my mifery , yer with eyes 
Of picy, not revenge. °° 


| et Ce 


‘ 


Bt: 


Officer. You here thall fwear bpon the Sword of juftice, 
That you( Cleomines and Dior) have 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This feal’d-ap Oracle; by the hand deliver’d 
Of great Apollo's Prieft ; and that fince then, 
You have not dar’d to break the holy Sea), 
Nor read the Secrets:in’t. 

Cleo, Dio. All this we fwear. 

Lo, Breakup the Seals and fead. 

Officer. Hermione is chaff, Polixenes blamele/s, Camillo 
4 true Subjett, Leontes @ jealous: Tyrant, his innocent é abe 
truly begotten, and the King foalllive without an Heér, tf that 
which is loft, be not found. 

Lords. Now bleffed be the great ef pollo, 

Her. Praifed. , 

Leo, Haft thou read the truth’? 

Ofc. I (my Lord) éven f6 as it is heré fe¢ down. 

40. Thereis no truth at all eh’ orécle : 
‘The Seffions ‘hall: proceed ¢ ‘this is teer falfhood, 

Ser. My Lord the King: the King ? 

Leo. What is the bufinets?? ' 

_Ser. O Sir, T thall be hated to report it, 
The Prince your Son, with meer conceit and fear 
OF the Queen’s fpzed, is gone, 

Leo, ‘How ? Gone? 

Ser, Is dead, 

Leo, Apollo’s angry, and the Heavens themfelves 
Do ftrike atmy injuftice. How now there? 

Paul, This news is mortal'to ‘the Queen: dk doy 
And {ee what death is doing. > i eth ys 

Leo, ‘Take her hence’; 
Her heart is but a’re-charg’dj {he will recover: 
| have too much believ'd mine own fulpition 5 
‘Befeech you tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life.” Apollo pardén 
My great prophanefs”gainft thine oracle. 

[le reconcile me to Polixenes; 

New woo my Queen, recall che g00d Camillo 

( Whom I proclaim aman of’ truth, of mercy ;_) 

For being tranfported by my Jealoufies 

To bloody thoughts and ‘to revenge, I chofe 

Camillo tor the Minifter, to poyfon 

My friend Polixenes: which had been done, 

Bur that the good mind of Camillo tardicd 

My {wift command 3 tho I with death, and with 

Reward did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done ; he, (moft human, 

And fili’d with honour) to my Kingly gueft 

Unclafp’d my praétife; quit his fortunes here 
Which you knew great ) and to the certaia hezird 

Of all uncertainties, himfelf commended, 

No richer than his honour : How he glitters 

Through my dark Ruft ? and how’ his Piety 

Do’s my deeds make the blacker’? ) 

Paul. Wo the while : 

O cut my lace; left my heart (cracking it ) 
Break too, 

Lord, What fitisthis ? Good Lady? 

Paul, What ftudied torments (tyrant) haft forme ? 
What wheels ? racks? fires? what flaying ? boyling ? burns 
In Leads, or Oyls ? what old, or new torture (ing 
Mult I reccive ? whofe very word deferves ; 
To taft of thy moft worft. Thy tyranny 
(Together working with thy Jealoufies, 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and id] 

For Girls of nine) O think what they have done 

And then run mad indeed: ftarkemad : for all ’ 

Thy by-gone fooleries were but {pices for it. 

That thou betrayedft Polixenes, twas nothine 

(That did but thew thee, of a Fool, inconfant. 

And damnable ingrateful : ) Nor was’r much, ; 

Thou would’ft have poyfon’d §00d Camillo’s Honour 

To have him kill a King : poor tre(paffes, : 
Fizik 


More 
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More monftrous ftanding by : wherefore J reckon 
The cafting forth of Crows, the Baby- daughter, 
To be or none, or little 5 tho a Devil 

Would have fhed water out of fire,ere don’t : 

Nor is’t dise€tly laid to thee, the death 

Of the young Prince, whofe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender ) cleft the heart 
That could conceive a grofs and foolith Sire 
-Blemifh’d his gracious Dam: this isnot, no, 

Laid to thy anfwer: but the laft: O Lords, 
When I have faid, cry wo, the Queen, the Queen, 


The {weet’t dear’ft creature’s dead : and. vengeance for’t 


Not drop’d down yet. 
Lord. The higher powers forbid. 
Pan. | fay the’s dead : le f{weat’t. 
Prevail not, go and fee: if youcan bring 
Tinture, or lufre in her lip, her eye 5 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, ['le ferve you 
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 
Doft not repent thefe things, for they areheavier 
‘Than all thy woes can ftir: therefore betake thee 
| To nothing but defpair. A thoufand knees, 
| Ten thoufand years together, naked, fafting, 
Upon a barren Mountain, and ftill winter 
In ftorm perpetual,could not move the Gods 
To look that way thou wer’t. 
Leo. Go on, go on = 
Thou canft not {peak too much, I have defegy’d 
All tongues to talk their bitterelft.. 
Lord, Say no more, 
How ere the bufinefs goes, you have made faule 
Pth boldnefs of yourfpeech. 
Pau. 1 am forry for’t, 
All faults I make, when I fhall come to know them, 
I do repent: alas,I have fhew’d too much 
The rafhnefs of a woman : he is toucht 
To th’ noble heart. What’s.gone, and what’s paft help 
Should be pattgrief; Do not receive. affliction 
At my petition, 1 befeech you, rather 
Let me be punith’d, that have minded you 
Of what you fhould forget. Now (gaod my Liege ) 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a foolifh woman * 
The love I bore your Queen (Lo, fool again ) 
‘le fpeak of her no more,nor of your Children + 
Tle not remember you of my own Lord, 
(Who is loft too : ) take your patience to you, 
And Ple fay nothing. 
Leo. Thou didi fpeak but well, 
| when moft the truth; which Ireceivemuch better, 
\-rhan tobe pitied of thee. Prethee bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queen. and Son, 
One grave fhall be for both. Upon them fhall 
The cautes of their death appear (unto 
Our fhame perpetual )once a day, Vle vifit 
The Chappel where they lie, and tears fhed there 
Shall be my recreation. So. long as.Nature 
Will bear up with this exercife, fo long 
[daily vow to uleit: Come and lead. me 
To thefe forrows, Ex 


sy lg aca 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Antigonusy Mariner, Babe and Shepherd, 
and. Clown. 


Ant. Thouart perfect then, our Ship hath toucht upon 


The Defarts of Bohemia. 

Mar. \(My-Lord ).and fear 
We have Landediin illtime ¢ the skies look grimly,, 
-And threaten prefent plufters, In my confcience 


If word, nor oath 


‘jis here, 


The heavens with that we have in hand, are angry, 
And frown upon’s. 
Ant. Their facred wills be done; get aboard, 
Look to thy bark, I’le not be long before 
[call upon thee. 
Mar. Make your beft haft, and go not 
Too far ’th’ Land: "tis like to be loud weather, — 
Befides this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon t. 
Antig. Go thouaway, 
Ple follow inftantly. 
Mar. Lam gladat heart 
To be fo rid o’th bufinefs. Exit. 
Ant. Come, poor Babe ; 
I have heard (but not believ’d ) the {pirits o’ch’ dead 
May walk again : if fuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear’d to me laft night : for ne’re was dream 
So like a waking. Tome cames a creature, 
Sometimes her head is on one fide, fome anothe?, 
I never faw a veflel of like forrow 
So fill’d, and fo becoming = in pure white Robes 
Like very Sanétity the did approach 
My Cabbin where I lay + thrice bow’d before me, 
And ( gafping to begin fome fpeech ) her eyes 5 
Became two fpouts, the fury {pent, anon 
Did this break fromher. Good Antigonus, 
Since fate (againtt thy better difpofition } 
Hath made thy perfon for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe; according to thine oath, 
Places remote enough arein Bobemia, 
There weep, and leave it crying: and for the babe 
Is counted loft for ever, Perdita 
I prethee call’e: For this ungentle bufinefs 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’re fhalt fee 
Thy Wife Paulina more ? and fo, with fhrikes 
She melted into ayr. Affrighted much, 
I did in time colleét my felf, and thought 
This was fo, and no flumber : Dreams, ate toys \ 
Yet for this once, yea fuperttitioufly, 
I will be fquar’d by this. 1 do believe 
Hermione hath fuffer’d death, and that 
eA pollo would ( this being indeed the iffue 
Of King Polixenes) it fhould here be laid 
(Either for life, or death ) upon the Earth 
Of itsright Father. Bloffom, {peed thee well, 
Therelie, and there thy charaéter there thefe, 
Which may if fortune pleafe, both breed ti ee (Pretty 
And ftillreft thine. The fterm begins poor wretch, 
That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos'd 
To lofs,and what may follow. Weep I cannot, 
But my heart bleeds : and moft accurft aml 
To be by oath enjoyn’d to this. Farewel. 
The day frowns more and more : thou art like to have 
Alullaby too rough: I never faw 
The heavens fo dim, by day, A favage clamour! 
Well may I get a-board : This.is the Chac 
Tam gone for ever. Exit purfned by a Bear. 
Shep. 1 would there were no age between ten att 
and twenty, or that youth would ileep out the felt: 
there is nothirig ( in the between ) but getting W nc 
with child, wronging the ancientry, ftealings sid 
hark you now: would any but thefe boyld brains 0 ni 
teen, and two and tweenty, hunt this wreatlit 
They have fcarr’d away two of my beft SheePs - 
fear the Wolf will fooner find than the Malle j 
ifany where] have them, ’tis by the fea-fide, provzitg! 
Ivy. Good luck (and’t be the will ) what have we! Hl 
Mercy on’s, abarn ! a very, pretty barn; a boy, or a0 
Iwonder? (a pretty one, a very pretty one. are 1 
feape: tho. 1 am not bookifh,. yer I can read waitit 
Gentlewoman im the feape : this has been fomt 
work, fome Trunk-work, fome behind.doot Wh 
they were warmer that got this, than the poor, 
Ple take it up for pity, yet ME My 


till my fon come : 
| hoa. 


Enter Clow. 


Clo, Hilloa, loa: 


what ail’ thou, man ? 


point. 
Shep. Why boy, how is it? 


_,| Ges) how it takes up the fhores: but that’s not to the point 5 


} them. 


Weather. 

Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Clo. Now, now, I have not winked finceI faw thefe 
fights, the men are aot yet cold under water, nor the Bear 
half-dined on the Gentleman, he’s atit now. 

Shep. Would I had been by to have help’d the old 
man. 

Clo. 1 would you had been by the fhip-fide, to have help- 
ed her, there your charity would have lacked footing. 

Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters: but look thee 
here boy. Nowblefsthy felf; thou meet’ft with things 
dying, | with things new bora. Here is a fight for thee 5 
Look thee, a bearing-cloath for a Squires child : look 
thee here, take up, take up, (Boy) open’t, fo let’s fee, 
it was told mel fhould be rich by the Fairies, This 1s 
fome Changeling 5 open’t, what is within boy ? 

(lo, You're a mad old man; If the fins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you are wellto live. Gold, all 
Gold. 

Shep. This is Fairy Gold, boy, and “twill prove fo : up 
with’r, keep it clofe: home, home, the next way. We are 
lucky ( boy ) and to be fo ftil requires nothing but: fe- 
crefy. Let my theep go: Come ( good boy ) the next 
way home. 

Clo. Go youthenext way with your Findings, I’le go 
feeif the Bear be gone from the Gentleman sand how 
‘muchhe hath eaten: they arenever curit, but when they 
are hungry: if there be any of himleft, re bury it. 

Shep. “Ehat’s a good deed, if thou maift cifcern by 
that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th’ fight 
of him. 

Clo. Marty will 1, and you fhall help to put him i’ch’ 
ground, , 

Shep. Tis a lucky day, boy, and we'l do. good deeds 
on’t. Exeunt. 


Adlus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Time, the Chorus, 


Time. | that pleafefome, try all, both joy and terror 
Of good, and bad, that makes and unfolds error. 
Now take upon me (in thr name of Time ) 


The W. inters Tale. 


gern no ene ne 
hehollow’d but even now, Whoa-ho- | Toufemy wings. Impute it not a crime 

To me, or my {wift paflage that | flide, ; 
O’re fixteen years, and leave the growth untri’d 
Of that wide gap, fince it is inmy power 

To orethrow Law, and.in one (elf born hour 


Shp. What ? art fo near ? If thou’lt fe a thing to} The fame Iam, ere ancient’ Order was, 
talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither: | Or what is now receiv’d. I witnels to 
The times that brought them in, fo fhall I do 
Clo. I have feen two fuch fights, by Sea and by Land: | To th’ frefheft things now reigning, and make flale 
but am not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the sky, be- The glittering of thisprefent, asmy Tale 
twixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruft a bodkins | Now feemstoit: your patience this allowing, 


Cle. 1 would you did but fee how it chafes, how it tee) 


Oh the mot piteous cry of the poor fouls, fometimes to |( Gentle Spectators ) that I now may be 
, | fee?em, and not to fee ’em: Now the Ship boaring the | In fair Bohemia, and remember well, 
Moon with her main Maft, and anon fivallowed with yeft | I mention here a fon o’th’ Kings, which Florizel 
and froth. a6 youl’d chruft a Cork into a hogs-head. And | now name to you, and with {pecd fo pace 

then for the Land-fervice, To fee how the Bear tore out | To {peak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

his fhoulder-bone, how he cry’d to me for help, and faid Equal with wondring. What of her entues 

his name was Antigonws a Nobleman, But to make an I hft not prophefie: but let Times news 


But firft, how the poor foulsroar’d, and the Sea mock’d | And what to her adheres, which follows after, 
And how the poor Gentleman roared, and the |Isth’argument of Time: of this allow, 
Bear mocked him, both roaring louder than the Sea, or If ever you have {pent time worfr, ere now : 


2 


To plant, and ore-whelm Cuftom. Let me pafS 


[turn my glals, and give my Scene fuch growing 
As youhad flept between: Leontes leaving 
Th’effeéts of his fond jealoufies, fo grieving 
That he fhuts up himfelf, imagine me 


If never yet thattime himtelf doth fay, 
He withes earneftiy, you never may. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Polixenes and Camillo, 


Pol. Ipray thee ( good Camillo ) be no more imporiu- 
nate, "tis aficknefs denying thee any thing : a death to 
grant this. 

Cam. Itis fifteen years fince lfaw my Country; tho | 
have ( for the moft part ) being aired abroad, I defire to 
lay my bonesthere. Befides, the penitent King ( my Ma- 
tter ) hath fent for mes to whofe fecling forrows | might 
be fome allay ( or | oreween to think fo ) which is ano- 
ther {pur to my departure, 

Pol, Asthou lov’ft me (Camillo) wipenot out the ref 
of thy fervices, by leaving me now 3 the need.1 have of 
thee, thine own goodnefs hath made: better not to have 
had thee,than thus to want thee,thou having made me Buli- [ 
nefs, (which none, (without thee) can fufficiently manage ) 
mutft either ftay to execute them thy felf, or take away 
with thee the very fervices thou haft done 3 which if | 
have not enough confidered (as too much I cannot ) to 
be more thankful to thee, fhall be my ftudy, and my pro- 
fit therein, the heaping friend{hips. Of that fatal Coun- | 
trey Sicilia, prethce {peak no more, whofe very naming, 
punifhes me with the remembrance of that penitent ( as 
thou call’ft him ) and reconciled King my brother, whofe 
lofs of his moft precious Queen and Children, are even 
now to be a-frefh lamented. Say to me, when faw’f 
thou the Prince Florizel my fon? Kings are no’ lefs 
unhappy, their iffue nor being gracious, than they are 
in lofing them, when they have approved their ver- 
tues. 
Cam. Sir it ia three days fince I faw the Prince; what 
his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown : but | have 
( miflingly .) noted, he is of late much retired from Court, 
and is lets frequent to his Princcly exercifes than formerly 
he hath appeared. 

Pol, | have confidered fo much ( Camillo Y and with 
fome care fo fac, that I have eyes onder my fervice, 


which look upon his removednefs 5 from whom I have 
. Y 3 this | 
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dius intelligence, that he is feldom from the houfe of a 
thofthomely Shepherd; aman (they fay) that from very 
sothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, is 
grown into an unfpeakable eftate. 

Cam. | have heard (Sir) of fuch a man, who hatha 
Daughter of moftrarenote; the report of her is extended 
more, than can be thought to begin from fuch a cortage. 
} Pol. That’s hkewife part of my intelligence; but ¢) 

fear ) the Angle that plucks ovr Son thither. Thou 
(balt accompany us ‘to the place, where we will (not ap- 
pearing what we are) have fome queftion with the Shep- 
jherd; from whofe fimplicity, Ithinkit not unealie to get 
the caufe of my Sons refort thither, Prethee be my pre- 
fent partner in this bufinefs, and lay afide the thoughts of 
Sicilia. 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 

Pol. My belt Camillo, we mutt difguife our felves Exit: 


. etme 


hath made me four and twenty Noft-gays for the Sheanml: 
(three-man fong-men, all, and very good ones) but they | 
are moft of them Means and Bales 5 but one Puritan g.) 
mong them, and he fings Pfalms to horn-Pipes, | mul 
have Saffron to colour the Wardin Pies, Mace: Dates) 
none: that’s out of my note: Nutinegs, fevers a Ray 
or twoof Ginger, but that! may beg: Four pound of | 
Prewyns, and as many of Reafons o’ch’ Sun. we 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born. 

Clo. Pech’ name of me. 

Aut. Obhelp me, help me: pluck but off thefe rage: anf 
then, Death, Death. 

Clo. Alack poor Soul, thou haft need of more rags ty 
lay on thee, rather than have thefe off. 

Aut. Ohfir, the loathfomnefs of them offends me, mor 
than the ftripesL have received, which are mighty ong 
and millions. ; 

Cl. Alas poor man, a million of beating may come to; 
great matter. 

Aut. Yam rob’d fir, and beaten: my money and appar. 
rel tane from me, and thefe deteftable things put up 
m 


4 . e. 
Seana Tertia. Clo. What, by aHorfe-man, ora Foot-man? 
Aut, A Footman (iweet fir) a Foot-man. al 
Clo. Indeed, he fhiould bea Footman, by the Garmem) 
he has left with chee; if this be a Horfmans Coat, it hai 
feen very hot fervice. Lead me thy hand, Pte help 
Come lend me thy hand. 

Aut. Oh'good fir, tenderly, oh. 

Ci, ‘Alas poor Soul. Ril | 

Aut. Oh good fir, fofily, good fir: 1 fear (fic) sy) 
Shoulder: blade 4s out. er 

Clo. Hiw tiow? ‘cant ftand ? f 

Aut. Softly, dear fir; good fir, fofily 5 you ha dom} 
me a charitable office, 1 oe 
ae Doft lack any money: [ havea dittle money ti 
thee. 129 
Aut. No, good fweer'fir: no, Lbefeech you fir 51 bik 
a Kirifman not paft three quarters of »a Mile hence, i 
whom Iwas going; Ifhall chere havemoney, or any thi 
l want; Offermeno moncy pray you, that kills my 
heart. ee 
Clo. What manner of Fellow was he that rob 
ou? Na 
Ant. A Fellow (Sir) that I have known to go oboit 


Eater Autolicus finging. 


ttle 


When Daffadils begin to peer , 

With heighthe Doxy over the dale, 

Why then comes in the fweet o’th year. 

For the red blood raigns in the Winters pale. 


Pee, 


The white {heet bleaching on the hedg, 
With hey the fweet Birds, Obow they fing: 
Doth [ct -my pugging toath an edg, 

For a quart of Ale is a difh for a King. 


: 
| 
‘ 


The Lark that'tirra Lycrachaunts, Le 
With beigh, with heigh the Thrufh and the Lay: 
etre Summers fongs for me and my Aunts, 
While we lig tumbling én the bay. 


i| I have ferv’d Prince Flrizel, and in my time wore three 
iipile, bur now 1 am-out of fervice. 


But foal I go mourn for that ( my dear’) 


the pale Moon fhines by night: with Trol-my-dames: 1 knew him once a 

: And when 1 wander bere and there, ofithe Prince: I ‘cannot tell good fir, for whichof Ih 

I then do molt go right. Vertues it was, but/he was certaifly Whip out of tit 
If Tirkers may have leave to live, Court. inst 
/ and bear the Show skin Bowgee, Clo. His vices you would fay ; -there’s no Vertue, whipt 
Tven my account I well may give, out of the Court; they cherih ic to make it ftay thet) 
i and inthe Sticks avouchit. and yetit will no more but-abide, 


| | Aut. Vices 1 would fay (Sic) [know this man welll 
| My Traffick is theets , whes the Kite builds, look tolef-|'hath been fince an Ape-bearer, thea a Procefs-fervaty 
fer Linnen. My Father nam’d me Axtclicus, who being | Bailiff ) then he compaft a.Motion of thesProdigal 9 
(as 1am) licter’d under Mercury, was likewife a fnapper-| and martiéd a Tinkers wife, within a mile where my bam 
up of unconfidered trifles : With Die and Drab, Tpur-| and Living lies; and (having flowa over many kaall 
chas’d Caparifon, and my Revenue is the ‘filly ‘Cheat, profeffions) he fetled onlyin Rogue fome call him 4 
Gallows, and Knock, are too powerful on the High- tolicus. ie | 
way, Beating and Hanging ate Terrorsto me: For the| Clo. Out upon him; Prig, for my life Prig; he! a 
life to come, | fleep our the thought of it. “A prize, a| Wakes, Pairs, and Bear-baitings. a 
prizes ; “Aut. Very true firs he fir he, that’s the Rogue Mm 
put me into this apparel. 

Enter Clown. - Clo. Not amore cowardly Rogue in all Bobemias® 
you had but look’d big, and {pit at him, held hat 

Cl Letmefee, every Leaven-weather todds, every told | run. wy 
‘wields pound and odd fhillings: fifteen hundred “fhorn,| e4u¢.-I.muft confefs.to you (fir) am no fighters la 
what comes the Wool to? falfe of heart that way,’and’ that he knew I-warrant MM 


Aut. If the fprindg’hold, the Cock’s mine. Cle, How do you do now? ; s 


Clo. 1 cannot do it withour Compters. Let me fee,| Aut. Sweet fir,much betrer.than].was ; Ican ftand; 

d what. am 1 to buy for our Sheep-thearing-Feaft? Three walk; I willeven take my leave of you, and pace fo 

pound of Sugar, five pound of Currence, Rice: What| towards my Kinfmans. : te 

T will this Sifter of mine do with Rice ? butmy Father hath) Cio. Shall 1 bring thee-on thy way ? ‘ale 

“| made her Miftrits‘of the Feaft, and fhe fays it on. ‘She| fut. No,‘ good fac’d fir, no {weet fir, a 
* 
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1 Clo. Then farewel, I muft go to buy Spices ce: “4 

i | Sheep-fhearing. wit. 

ord Prowiet you fweet fir. Your Purfeis not hot e- 

‘| nough to purchafe your Spice. I’le be with you at your 

\ | Sheep-fhearing too: If 1 make not this cheat bring out 

1] another,and the Shearers prove Sheep, let me be unrold,and 
my name put in the book of Vertue. 


Song. Fog-on, Fog-on, the foot-path way, 
ead merrily bent the Stile-a. 
A Merry beart goes all the day, 
7 Your fad tires in a Mile-z. 


Exit. 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Floriz:], Perdita, Shepherd, Clown, Polixencs, 
Camille, Mopfa, Dorcas, S:rvants, Autolicus. 


Flo. Thefe-your unufual weeds, to each part of you 
Do’s givea life : no Shepherdefs but Flora ; 
Peeringin e4pril front. This your Sheep-fhearing,. 
[Is asa merry meeting of the petty gods» 

4 And you the Queenon’r. 
Per. Sir: my gracious Lord, 
Tochide at your extreams, it not becomes me: 
1(Oh pardon, that Inamethem:) your high felf 
"1 The gracious mark o’th’ Land, you have obfcur’d 
1 With a’Swains wearing: and me (poorlowly Maid) 
Mott goddets-like prank’d up: ‘But that our Feafts 
In every Mets, have folly; 2nd the Feeders 

| Digeft itwith a Cuftom, I fhould biuth 

it }Po fee you fo attir’ds {worn | think, 

| To thew my felf a glats: 
wi Flo, ¥ blefs the time 
When my good Falcon, made her flight a-crofs 
Thy Fathers ground. 
fi Per. Now Jove afford you caufe : 

To methe difference forges dread (your Greatnefs 
»i | ath not ‘been us’d co fear :) even now | tremble 
Tothink your Father, by fome accident 

Should pals this way, asyoudid: Oh the Fates, 
How would he look tofee his work, fo noble, 
Vildly bound up? ‘Whit would-hefay ? Or how 
Should I (in thefé my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
The fternnefé of his pretence ? 

Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity : the gods themfelves 
(Humbling their Deities to'love) shave taken 
The fhapes of Beafts upon them. © Fapiter 


i Became a Bull; and’ bellow’d: thegreen Weptune 
we {A Rao, and bleated : and the Fire-roab’d-God 
of Golden Apollo, a poor humble S.vain, 

¢ Astfeemnow. ‘Theirtransformations, 

4 _ | Were never fora piece of Beauty, rarer, 


Nor in a way fo chift: fisce-my,defires 
_| | Runnot before mine Honour: normy:Lufts 
| Burn hotter than my Faith. 
Per. O but dear “fir, 

Your refolution cannot hold, when ’tis 
Oppos’d (as it mak be) -by:th’ powerrof the King. 
One‘of thefe two molt be neceffities, 
Which'then will fpeak, that-youw muft change this purpofe, 
, | Or Ienydife. r 
Me Flo. ‘Fhou deareft Perdita , 
With 'thefe fore’d thoughts, I prethee darken not 

| |The Mirth o’ch’ Beaft: Or Vle be thine (my Fair) 
@  VOrnotr my FatherssoFor Icannot be 
i! \ Mine own, norany:thing toany, if 
Ibe not thine. To this! am moft conftant, 


| Tho Deftiny fay no, sBe merry (Gentle) 


261 | 
Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your Guefts are coming: 
Lift up you Countenance, as it were the day 
Of Celebration of that Nuptial, which 
We two have {worn fhall come. 

Per. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you aufpicious. 

Flo, See, your Guefts approach, 

Addrefs your felf to entertain them {prightly 
And let’s be red with mirth. 

Shep. Fie (Daughter) when my old Wife liv’d: upon 
This day, fhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cook, 

Both Dame and Servant: Welcom’d all , ferv’d all, 
Would fing her Song, and dance her cura; now here 
At upper end o’th? Table 5. now ich middle : 

On his fhoulder, and his 5 her face o’fire 
Withlabour, and the things fhe took to quenchit 5 
She would to each one fip. You are retired, 

As if youwere a feafted one; and not 

The Hoftcfs of thee meeting: Pray youbid 

Thefe unknow friends to’s welcome, for it is 

A way to make us better Friends, more known. 
Come, quench your Blufhes, and prefent you felf 
Tibat which you are, Miltris o’th’ Feat. Comeon, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep-fhearing, 

As your good Flock fhall profper. 

Per. Sit, welcome: 4 
Itismy Fathers will, | fhould take onme 
The Hoftelsthip o’th’ day, you’re welcome fir, ; 
Give me thofe Flowers th@re (‘Dorcas.) Reverend Sirs, | 
For you, there’s Rofemary, and Rue, thele keep : 
Seeming, and favour. ail the Winter long : 
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both, 
And welcome to our Shearing. 

Pol, Shepherdefs , 
(A fair one-are you; well you fit our ages | 
With Flowers of Winter. | 

} 
H 
| 


Enter all, 


Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on Summers death, nor on thebirth 
Of trembling Winter, the faireft Flowers o’th’ Seafon 
Are our Carnations , and ftreak’c Gilly-vors, 


| (Which fome call Natures Baftards) of that kind 


Our rufick Garden’s barren, and Icare not 
To get flipsof them. 

Pol. Wherefore (gentle Maiden) 

Do you negleé them? 

Per. For Lhavesheardit faid, 
There is an Art, whichin their,pidenefs fhareés 
With great creating~Nature. 

Pol. Say there be: 

Yet Nature is made better by no mean , 

Buc Wature makes thatmean 3 fooverthat Art - 

(Which: youay adds to: Nature) isan Art 

That Nature makes; youfee ({weet Maid) we Marry 
A gentler Sien, to the wildeft Stock, 

And make conceive a bark of bafer kind 


| By budcof Nobler race, » Thisiis.an Art 


Which do's mend Nature: -change it rather; but 
The Art it telf, is Natures 
Rer. So itis. 
Pol, Then make your Garden richin Gilly’vors, 
And donot call them Baftards. 
Per. Vlenot put 
The Dible in earth, to fet one flip of them: 
No more than were I painted, I would with 
This youth fhould fay’twerewell; and. only therefore 
Defire to breed by me... \Here’sflawers for you: 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savory, Marjorum, 
The Mary-gold, that .goes to bed with’ Sun, 
And with him rifes, weeping: Thefe are Flowers 
Of middle:Summer, and I think they are given 
To men of middle age. Y’are welcome, 
Cam. | fhould leavegrazing, wereLof your Flock 
And only'live by gazing. : 
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(Friends 


Per, Out alas 5 
You'ld be fo lean, that blafts of Fanuary ie 
Would blow you through and through. » Now (my fair’ft 
I would I had fome Flowers o’th Spring, that might 
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours, 


That wear upon your Virgin- branches yet 
Your Maiden-heads growing: O Proferpins, 
For the Flowersnow, that (frightedy thou let’ft fall 
From Diffes Waggon: Deffadils, 
That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The winds of AZarch with beauty: Violets (dim 
But {weeter than the lids of Funos eyes y 
Or Cytherea’s breath ) pale Prim-rofes, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phebus inhis ftrength (a Malady 
Moftincident to Maids:) bold Oxlips, and 
The Grown imperial: Lillies of all kinds, 
(The Flower-dc-Luce being one.) Oy thefe I lack, 
Te make you Garlands of ) and my {weet Friend, ° 
fo ftrew him o’re, and o’re. 

Flo, What? like a Coarfe? 

Per. No, like a bank, for, love tolie and play on: 
Not likea Coarfe; orif: not tobe buried, 


But quick, and in mine arms. Come take your flowers, 


Methinks I play as [have feen them do 
If Whitfon-paftorals: Sure this Robeof mine 
Do’s change my difpofition. 

Flo. What you do, 

Still better what is done. When you fpeak cfweet) 
Vle have you do it ever 5 wheff you fing , 

Ve have you buy, and fell fo, to give Alms, 

Pray fo; and for the ord’ring your Affairs, 

To fing them too, When you do dance, I wifhyyou 
A Wave oth Sea, that you might ever do 

Nothing but that; move fill, ftill fo 5 

And own no other Fun@tion. Each your doing, 
(So fingular in each particular ) 

Crowns what you ate doing, in the prefent deeds, 
That all your A&s, are Queens. 

Per. O Doricles’, 

Your praifes are too large; but that your Youth 
And the true blood which peeps fairly through’t, 
Do plainly give you out an unftain’d Shepherd 
With wifdom, I might fear (my Doricles ) 

You woo’d me the falfe way. 

Flo. {think you have t 
As little skill to fear, as I have purpofe 
‘To put you to’t. But come, ‘our dance I pray 5 
Y.vr hand (mv Perdita: ) fo Turtles pair 
That never mean to part. 

Per, Vie {wear for em. 

Pol, Thisis the-prettieft Low-born Lafs, that ever 
Ran on the green-ford: Nothing the do’s, or feems 
Butlinseks of fomething greater than her felf, 

‘Too Noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her fomething 
Thar makes her blood look on’t: Good footh theis 
The Queen of Curds and Cream. . 

Clo, Come on; ftrike up. 


Dor. Mopfa mutt be your Mittrefs: marry Garlick to’) 


mend her kiffing with, 

Mop. Now in good time. 

Cle. Nota word, aword, we ftand upon our manners, 
Come ftrike up; 


Here a Dance of Shepherds and 
Shepherdeffes, 


Pol. Pray good Shepherd, what fair Swain is’ this 
Which dances with your Daughter? 

Shep. ‘Vhey call him Dovicles, and boafts himfclf 
To have a worthy Feeding , but I haveit: 
Upon his own report, and 1 believe ic: 
He looks like footh ; he fays he lovesmy Daughter, 


* 


Tones, 


| than you’ld think (Sifter ) 


The Winters Tale. 


I think fo'too ; for never gaz’d the Moon 
Upon'the Water, ashe’ll ftand and read 
As°twere my Dagbters Eyes: and to be plain, 
I think there isnot halfakifs to chufe aan 
Who loves another beft. 4 
Pol. She danecs featly. ae 
Shep. So the do’s any thing, thoT report it~ 7] 
That fhould be filent; if young Duracles Bi 
Do light upon her, fhe fhall bring himthat) | 5” 
Which he not dreams of. EnterServag,| 
Ser. O Matter: if you did but hear the Pedler at the! 
door, you would never dance again after ‘a Tabor anil 
Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could not move you 5 he fings fe) 
veral Tunes fafter than you’l tell money : he utters them] | 
as he had eaten Ballads, and all mens Ears grew to hy 
Tunes, ee 
Cl. He could never come better: he fhall come ins]| 
love a Ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matte 
merrily fet down: or avery pleafant thing indeed, aul 
fung lamentably. ‘ity 
Scr. He hath Songs for man, or woman, of all fixes: 
No Milliner can fo fit his cuftomers with Gloves: heh) 
the prettieft Lov-fongs for Maids, fo without bawér) 
(which is (range) with fuch delicate burthens of Dik} 
do’s and Fadings: Jump her and thump:her 5 and wh 
fome ftretchemouth’d Rafcal , would, (as it were) mein) 


i 
et a P 


t mifchief, and break a foul gap into the Matter, he 


the Maid to anfwer , Whoop, do me no harm good 
put’shim off, flightshim, with Whoop, do me no harm goel\ 
mA. ME 
Pol. This is a brave fellow. es 

Clo, Believe me, thou talkeft of an admirablecon 
fellow, has he any unbraided Wares ? 

Ser. He hath Ribbons of all the colours ith’ Rain 
Points, more than all the Lawyers in Bohemia can 
edly handle, tho they come to him by th’ grofs: 
Caddiffes, Cambricks, Lawns; why he fings ’em over, 
they were Gods or Goddeffes; you would think a Smot) 
were a fhe-Angel, he fo chants to the fleeve-hand , an) 
the work a*out the ‘quare on’t. | 

Cle. Prethee bring nim in, and let him approach fing 
ing. gui 
Per. Forewaro him that he ufe no fcurrillous wordsi: 

We 
Clo. Youhave of thefe Pedlers, that have more ae 


Per. 1 good brother, of go about to think. 
Ent:r Autolicus fiaging. 


Lawn as white as driven Snow, 

Cypre/s black, as cre was Crow, 

Gloves as fweet as Damask Rofes, 

(Masks for Faces, and for Nofes: 

Bugle-Bracelets, Neck lice sAmber, * 

Perfume for a Ladies Chamber: 

Golden Quoifs, and Stomacbers 

For my Lads eo give their Dears : 

Pins, and poaking fticks of ftecl. 

What Maids lack from head to heel: | 
Come buy of me, come: come buy, come buy, | 
Buy Lads, or elfe your Laffes ery: Come buy. — 


(lo, If I were not in love with AdZopfa, thov fhould! 
take no money of me, but being enthrall’das I am, it W| 
alfo be the bondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves. | 

Mop. 1 was promis’d them againft the Feaft, but they} 
come not too late now. ott 

Dor. Hehath promis’d you more than that, or there bt) 
liars. it ay Psa 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis’d you: May bt| 
he has paid you more, which will fhame you to give MM) 
again. 1 ret site 
Clo, Is there no manners teft among Maids? willl 


' 


T be Wimers Tale. ete | 263 


were their plackets, where they fhould bear their faces ? Song. 


|Isthere not milking-time ? when you are going to bed? Will you buy any Tape, or Lace for your Cape ? 
'}Orkill-hole? To whiltle of thefe fecrets, but you muft My dainty Duck, my Decr-a? aes 
be tittle-tatling before all our Guelts ? Tis well they are eA ny Silk, any Thred, any T.yes for your bed 
whifpring : clamour your tongues, and not a word more- Of the new’ ft, and fin’ ft. fin'f wear-A. 
| Mop. I havedone; Come you promis ‘dme a tawdry- Come to the Pedler, Monty’s a medler, 
‘|tace, and a pair of fweet Gloves. That doth irter all uns Warr-a. 
Clo. Have [not told thee how I was cozen’d by the 
.| way and loft all my money ? Sir. Mafter, there is three Carters, three Shepherds » 
| “Aut. And indeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad, there-| three Neat-herds , three Swine-herds that have mace- 
"| fore it behooves men to be wary. themfelves allmen of hair, thay call themfelves Saltie’s, 


Clo. Fear not thou man, thou fhalt lofe nothing here.| and they have a Dance, which the wenches fay is a gal- 
Aut. \ hope fo fir, for I have about me many parcels | ly.maufry of Gambols, becaufe they are not in’t: but 
of charge. they themfelves are o’th‘mind ( if it benot too rough 
1 Clo. What haft here? Ballads ? Fr ags| forfome , that know little but bowling ) it will pfeate 
Mop. Pray now buy fome , I love a Ballad in print, a} plentifully. 
life, for then we are fure they are true. Shep. Away: wel none on’c ; here has been too 
iM} @ Aut. Here’s onetoa very doleful tune, how a Ufu-| much homely foolery already. [know (Sir )we weary 
{| rers wife was brought to bed with twenty money-bags at | you. ‘ 
a burthen, and how fhe long’d toeat Addarsheads, and) Pol. You weary thofe that ’refrefh us: Pray let’s fee 
i | Toads Carbonadord. thefe four-threes of Herdfmnen. 
Mop, \s it true, think you ? Ser. One three of them, by their own report ¢ Sit) 
«| Ant, Very true, and but a month old. hath dane’d before the King: and not the worft of the 
iw | Dor. Blefs me from marying a Ufurer. ; three, but jumps twelve foot and half by th ’fquire. 
ci) Aut. Here’s the Midwives name to’t : one MiftrifsZale-| Shep. Leave your prating, fince thefe good men ate 
iw | Porter. and five or fix honeft Wives, that were prefent. pleas’d, let them come in 5 but quickly now. 
i) | Why fhould I carry lyes abroad ? Ser.. Why, they ftay at door Sir. 
m | Mop. Pray you now buy it. 
wv | Clo. Comeon, Lay it by : and let’s firft fee moe Bal- Hevea Dance of tweldc Sativer. 
lads : Wel buy the other things anon. Pol. O Father, you’) know tore of that hereafter. 
Aut. Here’s another Ballad of a fifth, that appeared | [s it not too far gone > "tis time to part them, 
he [upon the coaft, on Wednesday the fourfcore of April, forty He’s fimple, and tells much. How now ¢ fair fhepherd) 
thoufand fadom above water , and fung this Ballad againft | Your heart is fall of fomething, that do’s take 
i) | the hard hearts ‘of Maids : it was thought fhe was a Wo- | Your mind from feafting, Sooth, when 1 was young, 
4), | Toan, and was turn’d into a cold fifh, for fhe would not | And handed love, as you do; I was wont 
exchange ficfh with one that lov’d her : The Ballad is ve- | To load my Shee with knacks: 1 would have ranfackt 
ae | ty pitiful, and as true. The Pedlers filken Treafury, and have pour’dit 
Dor. Is it true too, think you. To her acceptance: you have let him go, 
. Aut. Five Juftices hands at jit: and witaeffes tore] And nothing marted with him. If your Lafs 
than my pack will hold. Interpretation fhould abufe, and call this 
Clo, Lay it by too ; another. Your lack of love, or bounty, you were ftraited 
e4ut. This isamerry Ballad, but a very prettyone. |For a reply at leaft, ifyou make a care 
Mop. Let's have fome merry ones. Of happy holding her. 
ext. Why thisisa paffing merry one, and goestothe | Flo, Old Sir, | know 
tune of two Maids wooing a man: there’s fcarce a Maid | She prizes not fuch triffles as thefe are : 
Weftward but the fingsit: ’tis in requeft, Ican tel] you. | The gifts fhe looks from me, are packt and lockt 
Mop. We can both fingit: if thou’lt bear a part, thov| Up in my heart, which I have given already, 


i ‘| fhalt hear, ‘tis in three parts. But not deliever’d. O hear me breath my life 
Dor. We had the tune on’t a month a go. Before this ancient Sit, who (it fhould feem ) 
eAut. I can bear my part, you muft know ’tis my occu- / Hath fometime lov’d, [take thy hand, this hand 
pation : Have at it with you : As foft as Doves Down, and as white asit, 
Song’ Or Ethiopians tooth, or the fan’d fnow, 
Get you hence, for I muft £ 0 That’s bolted by th’Nothern blaft, twice o’re. 
Aut. Where fits not you to know. Pol. what follows this ? 
Dor. Whither. How prettily th’young Swain feems to wafh 
Mop. O whither ? The hand, was fair before ? | have put you out, 
Dor. Whither ? But to your proteftation ; Let mez hear 
Mop. Jt becomes thy oath full weil, What you profefs. ; 
Thou to me thy fecrets tell. Flo. Do, and be witnefs to’r. 
Dor. Me too, let me go thither : Pol, And thismy neighbour too ? 
: Mop. Or thon goe/t roth’ Grange, or Mil, Flo. And he, and more 
wil Dor. If to either thou: dof ill, Than he, and men : the earth, and heavens, and all 
id Aut. Neither. That were I crown’d the moft Imperial Monarch 
| Dot. what neither 2 Thereof moft worthy: were I the faireft youth 
ra Ant. Neither. That ever made eye {werve, had force and knowleds 
[ds Dor. Thou haft {worn my Love tobe, More than was ever mans, | would not prize them . 
(ae Wea Mop. Thou haft fworn it more to me. VVithout her Love; for her imploy them all 
si Then whither goeft? Say whither ? Commend them, and condemn them to her fervice, 
, Or to their own perdition. 
é Clo. Wel Wave this fong out anon by our felves: My| Pol. Fairly offer’d, 


Father and the Gent, are in fad talk, and we’l not trouble| Cam. Thisthews a found aff ection, 
them : Come bring away thy pack after me, Wenches| She. But my daughter, 

if iPe buy for you both ; Pedler fet’s have the firft choice ; |Say you the Ike to him, 

follow me girls. dar. And you thall pay well for "em. | Per. Icannot fpeak 
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So well, (, nothing fo well) no, nor mean better, 
By the pattern of mine own thoughts, I cut our 
The purity of his 
Shep. Take hands, a bargain; 
And friends unknown, you fhall bear witnefs to’e: 
i give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion equal his. 
Vie. O, that muft be 
['th’ vertue of your daughter ; one being dead, 
i fhall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for you wonder : but come-on : 
Contraé us fore thefe witneffes. 
Shep. Come, your hand : 
And daughter, yours. 
Pel, Saft Swain a-while : befeech you, 
Have youa Father ¢ 
Fle, Ihave ; but what of him? 
Pot. Knows he of this ? 
Flo. He neither do’s, nor fhall. 
Pol, Me-thinks a Father, 
+15 at the nuptial of his fon, a Gueft 
| That beft becomes the Table : pray you once more 
is not your Father grown incapable 
Of reafonable affairs ? is he not ftupid 
With Age, and altring Rheumes ? Can he {peak ? hear ? 
‘Know man from man? Difpute his own eftate ? 
Lies he not bed-rid ? And again, do’snothiag 
But what he did, beingechildifh ? 
Flo, No good Sirs 
He has his health, and ampler ftrength indeed 
Than moft have of his age. 
Pol, By my white Beard, 
You offer him ( if this be fo ) a wrong 
Something unfilial: reafon my fon 
Should choofe himfelfa wife, but as good reafon 
The Father, ¢ all whofe joy is nothing elfe 
Bur fair pofterity ) fhould hold fome covafcl 
In (uch a bufinefs. 
Flo. 1 yield all this 
1 But for fome other reafons ( my grave Sir) 
Which’ cis not fic you know,I not acquaint 
My Father of this bufinefs. 
Pol. Let him know’t. 
Flo. He fhail not. 
Pol. Prethee let him. 
Flo. No: he wull not. 


At knowing of thy choice. 

Fb. Come, come, he muft not: 
Mark ovr Contract. 

Pol. Mark your divorce (young Sir ) 
Whom fen I dare not call: Thou art too bafe 
To be acknowledg’d. Thou a Scepters Heir, 
That thus affc€ts a fheep-hook ? Thou old Traitor, 
Tam forry that by hanging thee, I can . 
ut fhorten thy life one week.* And thou frefh Piece 
‘Of excellent Witchcraft who of force muft know . 
The royal Fool thou coap’t with. 

Shep. Oh my heart. 


Pol, Vic have thy beauty {cratcht with briers, and made 


More homily than thy ftate. For thee (found boy ), 
if 1 may ever know thou doft but figh, 
That thou no more fhalt never fee this knack ) as never 
| mean thou fhale ) we’l bar thee from fucceffion, 

Not hold thee of our blood, no notour Kin, 

Far than Deucalion off: ( mark thou my words ) . 
Follow us to the Court. Thou Churl, for this time 
(Though full of our difpteafure ) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it: And your enchantmenr, 
Worthy enough a Herd{man: yea him too, 

That mzkes hietelf (but for our Honour therein ) 
Unworthy thee. If ever henceforth, thou 

Thefe rural Latches to his entrance open, 

Or hope his body more, with thy imbraces, 


I will devife a death, ascruel for thee 
As thou art tender to’t. 
Perd. Even here undone : 
I was not much afear’d: for once,ortwice 
I was about tofpeak, and tcll him plainly, vidal 
The felf-fame Sun, that fhines upon his Gourt, + ere | 
Hides not his vifage from our Cottage, bute.> hi aap 
Looks on alike.Wilt pleafe you(Sir ) be gone?) 
I told you what would come of this: Befeech you ‘an 
Of your own ftate take care: This dream of mine |) 
Being now awake, I’le Queenit no inchtarther, — 
But milk my Ewes, and weep. |. one 
Cam. Why how now Father, 
Speak ere thou dyeft, 
Shep. Lcanot {peak, nor think, 
Nor dare to know, that which Iknow: O Sir, 
You have undone a man of fourfcore three, 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea, 
To die uponthe bed my tather dy’d, 
To lie clofe by his honeft bones 5 burnow ig 
Some Hangman mutt put on my fhroud, and lay me Ht 
Where no Pricft fhovels-in duft. Ohcurted wretch; | 
That knew’ft this was the Prince, and wouldf advent 
To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone; e 
If I might die within this hour, 1 have liv‘d 
To die when I defire. 
Flo, Way lock you fo upon me? 
Tam but forry , not afear’d; delas’d, 
But nothing alter’d'; What | was, I am.; il 
More ftraining on, for plucking back 5 not following | 
My leath unwillingly a 
Cam, Gracious my Lord, 
You know your Fathers temper :.at this time 
He will allow no {peech , (which Ido ghefs 
¥ou do not purpote to him ;_) and.as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I fears 
Then till the fury of his Highnefs fegtle, 
Come not before him. 
Flo. I not purpote it; 
I think Camillo. 
Cam. Even he, my Lord. 


Exit... 


; 4 
Per, How often have I told you ’rwould be thus? | 
How often faid, my dignity would laf fi 
But till ’cwere known? of ay 
Plo.. It cannot fail, but by 
: The violation of my. faith, and then 
Shep. Let hia (my fon) he fhall not need to grieve} Let Nature cruth the fides o’th’ earth together, 


And mar the feeds within. Lift up thy looks 5 
From my fucceflion wipe me{ Father JA 
Am heir to my affe€tion. 

Cam. Be advis’d. | 

Flo. 1 am; and by my Fancy, if my Reafon 
Will thereto be obedient ; Lhave Reafan ; 
If not my fenfes better( pleas’d with madnefs) 
Do bid it welcome. , 

Cam. This is defperate ( fir. ) 

Flo, So cailit 5 but it do’s fulfil my vow 5<¢ 
Ineeds muft think it honefty.; Camillo, 
Not for Bokemia, nor the. pomp that may. 
Be thereat gleaned 5 for all that che Sun -fees, or 
The clofe earth wombs; or the profound feashide 
in unknown fadomes ; will I break my, Qath «. 
Tothis my fair belov’dy Therefore I pray you, 
As you have ever been my Fathers friend, -- 
When he thall mifs me, - as ( in faith 1 mean not 
To fee him any more») .caft your good countels; 
Upon his paffion, Letmy telf, and. Fortune: 
Tug for the time tocome. This you may know, 
And fo deliver , lam put tofea : 
With her, whom here cannot holdion fhores 
And moft opportune toher nced,Ihave-. 
A Veficl rides fat by, but not prepaid 
For thiscehgn. What courfe I mean, to hold. - 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor: 
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en 


Concern me the reporting. 


Cam, O my Lord, 


I would your {pirit were eafier for advice, 
Orftronger for your need. 


Flo. Heark Perdita, 


Ple hear. you-by and by. 


Cam. He’s irremovable, 


\ ' 
‘Refolv’d for flight : Now were I happy if 
His going, 1 could frame to ferve my turns ; 
“Save him from danger, do himlove and honour, 


ly 
wi 


Ny 


Purchafe the fight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy King, my Mafter whom 
[ fo much thirft to fee. 
Flo. Now good Camillo, 
{ am fo fraught with curious bufinefs, that 
| leave out Ceremony. 
Cam. Sir, I think 
You have heard of my poor fervices, i’th’ love 
That [have born your Father ? 
Flo, Very nobly 


nElave you deferv’d : It is my Fathers Mufick 
utT'o {peak your deeds: not jittle of his care 


ty 


| 
v 


To have them recompenc’d, as thought on. 
Cam. Well(my Lord ) 


if ‘youmay pleafe to think I love the King, 


And through him, what’s neareft co him, which is 
Your gracious felt ; embrace but my direction, 
f your more ponderous and ferled project 


sliMay fuffer alteration : Oo mine honour, 


at 
i 


"le point you where you fhall have fuch receiving 
As fhall become your highnels, where you may 
Enjoy your Miftrefs 5 trom the whom yI fee 
There’s no disjun@ion to be made, but by 
‘As heavens forfend ) your ruin: Marry her, 
And with my beft endeavours,'in your abfence, 
Your difcontenting Father, ftrive to qualify 
And bring him up to liking. 

Flo, How Camillo 
May this (almoft a miracle) be done ? 
That I may call thee fomething more than man, 


rod after that truf tothee? 


eft 


ij 
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, if 


(am, Have you thought on 
A place whereto you’! go ? 

Flo, Not any yet: 
Bur as th’unthought- on accidentis guilty 
To what we wildly do, fo we profefs 
Our felves to be the flaves of chance, and flies 
Cf every wind that blows. 

Cam. Then lift to me: 
This follows, if you will not change your purpole 
But undergo this flight; make for Sicilia, 
And there prefent your felf, and your fair Princefs, 
“For fo I tee fhe mutt be ) "tere Leontes ; 
She fhall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your Bed. Methinks I fee 
Leontes opening his free Arms, and weeping 
His welcomes forth: asks thee the Son forgivencfs, 
As *twere i’th’ Fachers perfon : kiffes the hands 
OF your frefh Princefs 5 ore and ore divides him, 
Twixt his unkindenfs, and his kindnefs :_th’one 


‘tHe chids to Hell, and bids the other grow 


| 
i 


! 
i 


ff 


; 
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fafter than Thought, or. Time, 

Flo. Worthy Camillo, 
What colour for my vifitation, thall I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you (as from your Father ) fhall deliver, 
Things known betwixt usthree, le write you down, 
The which fhall point. you forth at every fitting 
What you mutt fay, thatshe fhall not perceive, 
But that you have your Fathers Bofom there; 
And fpeak his very heart. 


h 
V 


a 


} 


ee 


Flo. fam bound to-you : 
There is fome fap in this. 
Cam. A Courfe more-promifing , 
Thana wild dedication of your felves 
To unpath’d waters, undream’d Shores ; moft.certain, 
To miferies enough: no hope to help you, 
But as you fhake off one, to take another: 
Nothing focertain, as your Anchors, who 
Do their. beft office, if they can but ftay you, 
Where you'l be loath to bes befides you know, 
Pro{perity’s the very bond of love; 
Whofe frefh complexion, and whofe heart together; 
Affligtion alters, 
Per, One of thefe istrue: 
I think Affli€tion may fabdue the cheek, 
But not take in the Mind. 
Cam, Yea, fay you fo? 
There fhallnot a you arFathers houfe, thefe feven years 
Be born another fuch. 
| Flo, My good Camillo, 
| She’s as forward of her breeding, as 
She is i’th? rear ’our birth. 
Cam, I cannot fay, ’tis pity 
She lacks inftru€tions, for fhe feems a Miftrefs 
| To moft that reach. 
| Par. Your pardon Sir, for. this. 
Ple blufh you thanks. 
| Flo. My prettictt Perdsta. 
But O, the Thoras we ftand upon , (Camallo) 
Preferver of my Father,now of me, 
The Medicine of our Houfe: how thallwedo ? 
We are not furnifh’d like Bobéemia’s Son, 
Nor fhall appear in Sicily. 
Cam, My Lord, 
Fear none of this: I think,you know my fortunes 
Do all lie there: {+ fhall be fo my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The Scene you play, were mine. For inftance, Sir, 
That you may know you fhall not want 5 one word. 


ne ae 


Enter Autolichus. 


_ tut, Ha, ha, what a fool Honefty is? and Truft (his 
{worn brother ) a very fimple Gentleman: Ihave fold all 
my trumpery 5 not a counterfeit ftone, not a ribbon, 
glals, pomander, browch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, fhooe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my pack 
fromfaftning : they throng who fhould buy firft, as if my 
Trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a benedition to 
the buyer : by which means, I faw whofe purfe was beft in 
picture: and what I faw, to my good ule, I remember 
My Clown (who wants but fomething tobe areafonable 
Man ) grew foin love with the Wenches fong, that he 
would not ftir his pettytoes till he had both tune and 
words, which fo drew the rcft of the herd to me, that 
all their other fences @uckin cars 3 you might have pinch’d 
a Placket, it was fencelefs, *twas nothing to geld a Cod- 
picce of a purfe ; | would have fil’d Keys off that hung 
iM chains: no hearing, no feeling, but my firs fong, and ad- 
miting the nothing of it- So that in this time of Lethar- 
gy, I pick’t and cut moft of their Feftival purfes: and 
had not the old man come in with a Whoo-bub againft 
his Daughter, and the Kings Son, and fcar’d my chowghes 
from the chaff, I had notleft a purfe alivein the whole 
Agmy. 
Cam. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there 
So foon as you arrive, fhall'clear that doubt. 

Filo. And thofe that you’l procure from King Leontes? 

Cam. Shall fatisfy your Father. 

Perd, Happy be you : 
All that youfpeak, fhews fair, 

Cam. Who have we here? 


We} 
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We’l mak init this § : oh alee | 

ake an initrument of this: omit Clie: She being none of your ficth and blood, yourgay. 


Nothing may give us ayd. : 
Aut. If they have over-heard me now : why hanging: | and blood has not offended the King, and fo your flefij and) 
is not to be punifh’d by him. Shew thofe things yoy 


Cam, How now(Good Fellow) blood et 
Why thak’ft thoufo ? fear not (man) found about her (thofe fecret things , sll but what thei) 


Here’s no harm inrended to thee. with her: ) This being done, let the Law 80 While: 4) 
Aut. Jama poor fellow, Sir. La hel oi age my | 
Cam, Why, be fo ftill - here’s no body will fteal that | Shep. I will tell the King all, every word, ‘yea, ard el 

from thee: yet for the out-fide of thy poverty, we muft | Sons pranks too: who, I may fay, is no honeft map pe, | 

make an exchange: therefore dif-cafe thee infantly ( thou ther to his father, nor to me, to go abeut to make meite 

cpuft think there’s a neceffity in’t ) and change garments Kings brother in Law. ‘ol 

with thigGentleman : tho the peny-worth ( onhis fide ) Clow. Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheft off yoy 

be the worft, yet hold thee, there's fome boot. could have been to him, and then your blood had big 
ext. Tam a poor fellow, Sir, ( 1 know ye well ¢- | the dearer, by i know how much an outice. : 
nough. ) Aut. Very witely ( Puppies ) ‘ 
Cam. Nay prethee difpatch : the Gentleman is half fled | Shep. Well: let us to the King: there is that: inthiy 

already. Farthel, will make him feratch his beard, K 
Aunt, Ate you inearneft, Sir? (I {mell the trick on’t. eAnt. 1 know oot what impediment this complaint iy 
Flo. Difpatch, I prethee. be tothe flight of my matter. 


Aut. Indeed I have had earneft, but I cannot with con- Clo. Pray heartily he be at Pallace, : 
feience take it. Aut. Tho Lam not nacurally honeft, 1 am fo fometin 


(am, Unbuckle, unbuckle. by chance: Let me pocket up my pediers excrement. Hoy) 
Fortunate Miftrifs ( let my prophecy now (Ruftiques ) whither are you bound ? fe 
Come home toye: ) you muft retire your {lf Shep. To th’ Pallace ( and it like your Worthip ). > 
‘| Into fome Covert; take your {weet-hearts hat Aut, Your affairs there ? what ? with whom ? the cor 
And pluck it ore your brows, muffle your face, dition of that Farchef ? the place of your dwelling? ya | 
Difmantle you, and (as you can ) difliken names? your ages? of what having? breeding, andam 
The trath of your own feeming, that you may thing that is fitting to be known, dilcover ? a, 
(For I do fear eyes over ) to Ship-board Clo. We are but plain fellows, Sit. al 
Get undefery’d. e4ut. A Lye: you are rough, and hairy > Lett) 

Per. | fee the Play fo lies, have no lying; it becomesnone but Tradefemen, and 
That { muft bear a part, : often give us (Souldiers’) the tie, but we-pay thes for if 

Cam. No remedy : with ftamped Coine, not ftabbing ftecl; therefore they @) 
Have you done there ? not give us the fye. ii} 

Flo. Should Inow meet my Father. Clo. Your. Worthip had like to have given sone, if fol} 
He would not call me Son. had not taken your fetf with the manner. m7) | 

(am. Nay, you thall have no hat 5 Shep, Are youacourtier, and? like you Sir? 

Come Lady, come 5 farewel (my friend.) Aut. Whether itlikeme, or no,!ama Courtiéf, Set) 
Aut. Adieu, Sir. thou not the air of the Court, in thefeienfoldings? hath ml 
Flo, © Perdita: what have we twain forgot ; my gate in it, the meafure of the Court ? receivesndtin) 

Pray you a word. Nofe Court-Odour from me? reflec | not on thy bafeneiy) 
Cam, WhatIdo next, fhall be to tell the King Court-contempt ? Think’ thou, for that t infi'wate 

Of this efcape, and whither they are bound : toaze from thee thy bufinefs , | am therefore no Courtitt 

Wherein, my hope is,] fhallfo prevail, I am courtier Cap-a-pe 5 and one that will either pothton, 

To force him after: in whofe company or pluck-back, thy bufinefs there: whereupon 1 commatt 

‘ thall review Sicilia : for whofe fight, thee to open thy affair. | 

[ have a womans Longing Shep. My bufinefs, Sir, is to the King. a 
Flo, Fortune {peed us : Aut. What advocate haft thou to him? ‘|| 

Thus we fet on ( Camillo ) to th’ Sea-fide. Shep. I know not, (and’t like you: ) | 
Cam. The {wifter ipeed, the better. Exit.| Clo. Advocate’s the Cotrt-word for a Pheazant: ¥)) 
Aut. Lunderftand the bufinefs,] hear it: to have an} you have none. 4 

open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is neceflary for a| Shep. None, fir:1 have no Pheatant cockynorhet |B 

Cut-purfe, a good note is requifite alfo, to fmell out work ‘Aut, How bleffediare'we, that are not fiple men? | | 

for th’other fences. Ifee thisis the time thar the unjult man Yet nature might have made measthele are, ‘| 

doththrive. What.an exchange had this been, without Therefore will not! difdain. lt 
hoot? What a boot is here, with this exchange 5 fure the}, C/o. This cannot be but'a great’Courtier. oa 

Gods do this year connive at us, and we may do any thing Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wears 

exctempore. The Prince himfelfis about a piece of iniquity handfomly. ) | 

(ftealing away from his Father,with his Clog at his heels. ) Clo, Hefeems to be the morenoble in beidg fantat, 

if! thought it were a piece of honefty to acquaint the King | cal : a great man, Vle warrant 5 I know by the pith 

withal, 1 would ‘not, do‘rs I hold it the more knavery on’s teeth. 

to conceal it ; and therein am I conftant to my Profifi-| ee., The Farthel there? What’si’ch’ Barthel? 

on. wherefore that Box ¢ 

Shep. Sir, there lies fuch fecrets in this Farthel and Bo 
which none muft know but the King, and which’ he 
ted within this hour, if I may come to th? fpecel 

im. 

Aut. Age, thou haft loft thy labour. 

Shep. VVy! Sir ? P| 

Aut: The King isnot at the Pallace, he is gone 2% , 
a new Ship; to purge ’Malencholly, and air himfelf + fot) 
thou bee’t capable of things ferious, thou muft know ™ 


Zs = 


4 


them 10, 


Enter Clown and Shepheard. 


Afide, afide, here’s more matter for a hot brain: Every 
[Lanes end, every Shop, Church, Seffion, Hanging yields a 
careful man work. 

Clown, See, fee: what aman you are now ? there isno 


other way,but to tell the King the’s a Changling, and none 
‘of your flefh and blood: oes 
King is full of ‘grief. 


Shep. Nay, but hear me. ee | 
|. Clow, Nay, but hear me, z Shep. So tis faid (Sir ,) about hiySon that sl 


| 


oft 
al 


ot 


, he’l be made an example, 


jpand the 

Daughter, normy Sifter: 
GIVE YOu asmuch as chis old 
Performed, and remain (as 
brought you, 


() 


“1 do it. 
Clo, 


him, give him Gold 5 and though authority be 
Bear, 


the infide of your Purfe to the outfide of 


“ nets for us, 
% @ore, and leave chis yours man in Pawn till 1 bring it 


Thope I fhalf sot be flay’d our of ir. 


30 on the right hand, I 
' follow you, 


+ 


nn 


Ant, lf chat She 
the Curfes he fhall have, the Tortutes he thall feel, wil 
break the back of Man, the heart of Monfter. 

Clo. Think you fo, Sir? 


Aut. Not he alone thal! fuffer what Wit can make hea- 
Vy, and vengeance bitters but thofe that are Jermain to 


/him (tho remov’d fifty ti me 
Hangman 3 which; tho it be great pity, yetit isneceffary. 
An old Sheep-whittling Rogue, a Ram-tender, to offer 
tohave his Daughter come into grace ? Some fay he fhall 
be fton’d 5 bur that Death is too foft for him ( fay 1:) 
Diaw our Throne into a Sheep-Coat ? all Deaths are too 


few, the fharpeft too eafie;, 

Clo. Ha’s the old man 
like you, Sir. 

Ant, He ha’s.aSon, who fhall be flay'd alive ; 
‘nointed over with hone 
Neft, then ftand 
then recover’d 


cre a Son,Sir (do you hear) and’t 


what talk we of thefe Traitorly-Rafcalsy whofe miferies 
gfocapitrl? Tell me 
ain men) what you have to 
gently confider'd, Ple bring 
» tender your perfons to his pre- 
our behalf; and if it be in Man , 
King, tocfh:a your Suits, here isa mam fhall 


He feems to be of great Authority: clofe with 


a ftubborn 
yet he is oft led by the Nofe with» Gold - thew 
his hand , 

flay’d a- 


the bufi- 
Ple make it as much 


and no mote ado, 
live. a 

Shep. And’t pleafe you (Sir) to undertake 
here is that Gold L-have: 


_ Remember: fton’d and 


you. 
Aut. After Ihave done what I promifed ? 


Shep. I Sir, 
Aut. Well, 
this bufinets, 


Clo. In fome fort, Sir: but tho my cafe bea pitiful one, 
But. Oh that’s the cle of the Shepherds Son ; hang him, 


Cle. Comfort, good comfort: 


We mut to the King, 
w our ftrange fighis; he muft 


know "tis none of your 
we are gone elfe. Sir, I will 
man do’s, whenthe bufine(s is 
he fays) your Pawn till it be 


Aut. | wiiltruft you, walk before toward the 


Sea-fide, 
will bur look upon the He 


| 
Ch. Weare bleis’d, in this man: vas I may fay, 
plefs’d, 
M Shep. Let?s before, vas he bids us: the was Provided to 
lo us good, 


fa 


y 
s 


/ 


lot fuffer me; the. dro 
ourted now with adov 
Po do 
"ow that may turn back to 
ring thefe two Moals, thefe 
ethink it fic to th 
laint they have to 
ifim call me Rogue 
jrool again thar Title, 


oo Exeunt. 
to. be honeft, I fee Fortune would 
Ps Booties in my mouth, 
bie oceafions.. Cpold, and a 
the Princemy Mafter 800d which, who 


Aut. If Thad a mind 


knows 


blind ones, 


aboard, him, 
oar them afain,..and 


that -the-Com- 


» for being {fo far officious, 
and 
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have mutried a Shepherds daughter. jlo |. OP toe Te bam i bee 


Pherd be not. in hand-fatty det him fly ; 


mes) fhall all come under the 


give me the moity.; are you a parting in| Y 
Of his mof Soveraign Ni 
What dangers, 
May drop upon 
Incertain fookerson, 
Than to rejoyce the former Queen js well ? 
What holier, than for 
For prefent comfort, a 
To blefs the Bed of 
With a fweet felow 


(Retpeéting her tha 
Will have fulfll’d ¢ 


dg, and | For has not the Divine eA pollo {aid j 


even | That King Leones 
Till his loft Child 
Is all as monftrous 
As my Antigonns-to break his Gray 
And come again to 
Did perith with the 
Iam | My Lord fhould to 
Means | Oppofe againk their wills, 


The Crown will find an Hei 
my..advancement 2). I will L 


if | Was like to be the beft 


the King. concerns -him nothing, ler] Ww 


for | am} I k 
what fhame elfe belongs | Ha 
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» there may be matter 


tot: To him will I prefent them 
in if, 


] 


Exeunt. | 
te Bee ee ee 
Ackus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, 


Paulina, Servant-, 
Florizel , 


Perdita, 


Cleo, Sir, you have done enough, and have perform'd 
could you make, 
5 indeed pay’d down 
than done trefpafs: at rhe laft 
; forget your evil; 


The wrong I did my felf: which was fo much 
That Heir-lefs it hath made my Kingdom, and 
Deftroy’d the fweer’h companion that ere man 
Bred his hopes out of, true, 
Pau!: Too true (my Lord: 
If one by one, you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All that are, took fomething good, 
To makea perfe& Woman; the you kill’d, 
Would be unparallell’d, 
Leo. I think fo. Kill’ ? 
Shel kil?’d? I didfo, but thou Arik’ me 
Sorely, to fay I did, it is a¢ bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now, 
Say fo but feldom. , 
Cleo. Not at all, good Lad : a 
You might have fyoken a thoufand things, that would’ 


Have done the time more benefi t, and prac’d 
Your kindnefs better, 


Paul. You aré none of thofe j 
Would have him wed again. 

Dio. If you would not fo, 
Ou pity not the Stare;-nor the Remembrance 
me : Confider little, 
by his Highnefs fail of Iffue, 
his Kingdom, and devour 
What were more holy, 


Royalties repair, 

nd for future good, 
Majefty again 

to’e ? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 

t’s gone: ) befides the Gods 
heir feeret_purpofes: 

st not the renor of his Oracle, 

fhall not have aw Heir x 

be found ? Which; » that it fhall, 
to our humane reafon, 

e, 

mes who on my life, 

dofant. °Tis your Councel , 
the Heavens be contrary ’ 
Care not for iffue, 

tr. Great Alexander 
ft: fo his Suceeffor 


eft his to th’ Worthic 


Leo. Good Paulina, 
ho haft the memoryof Hermione 
now in honour : O, that ever I 


d fquat‘d me to thy Counce} : then, even now 
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Leo. The bleffed Gods ; 
Purge all infe€tion from our Air, whilft you 
Do Climate here: you have a holy Father, 
A graceful Gentleman, againft whofe perfon 
(So facred as it is) I have done fin, 
, | For which the Heavens ( taking angry note) ; 
,, | Have leftme Iffue-lefs: and your Father’s blefs’d 
4 ( As he from Heaven meritsit ) with you, 
Worthy his goodnefs. \Vhat might I have been, 
Might I a Son and daughter now have look’d on, 
y) | Such goodly things as you ? 


i Exter a Lord, 


"| Lord, Moft Noble Sir, 

That which I fhall report will bear no credit, 
| Were not the proof fonigh. Pleafe you great Sir ) 
| | Bohemia greets you from himfclf, by me: 

Defires you to attach his Son, who ha’s 

(His Dignity, and Daty both caft off) 

Mal Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 

A Shepherds Daughter. 
to} «= Leo. Where’s Bohemia? {peak. 

Lor, Herein your City: I now came from him. 
TI fpeak amazedly, and it becomes, 

My marvel, and my Meflage, to your Court 
it, | Whiles he was haltning ( in the Chafe, it feems , 

l) | Of this fair Couple ) meets he on the way 
(ig! The Father of this teeming Lady, and 

‘a Brother, having both their Countrey quitted, 

ith this young Prince. 

Fio. Camillo ha’s betray’d me 5 
Whofe honour, and whote honefty till now, 
Endur’d all Weathers. 

Lord. Lay’t fo to his charge : 

He’s with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who ? Camillo ? 

Lord. Camillo > ( Sic: )1 fpake with him: who now 
Ha’s thefe poor men in queftion. Never faw 1 
Wretches fo quake; they kneel, they kils the earth; 
Forfwear theuilelves as often as they {peak : 
| Bohemia ftopshis cars, and threatens them 
‘| With divers deaths, ia death. 

Per. Oh my poor Father 5 

tt) The Heaven fets {pics upon us, will not have 
hi} QuriGontra celebrated. 

th) Lee. You are married > 

Flo. Weare not (Sir ) nor are we like to be 5 
The Stars (1 fee’) will kifS the Valleys firit 5 
The.odds for high and low’s alike. 

Leo. My Lord, 

Is this the Daughter of a King ? 
Hh = Flo, She is, ; 
kl) When once fhe is my Wife. 

Leo. That once (I fee ) by your good Fathers fpeed, 
Will come-on very flowly. 1 amforry 
( Moft forry ) you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were tw’din dury: and as forry, 
Your choice is not to rich in Worth, as beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo, Dear look up : 

ii] Though Fortune, vifible amenemy, 

Should chafe us, with my Father : power no jot 

Hath fhe tochange our Loves. Befeech you (Sir) 
| Remember fince you ow’d no mote. toTime 
jj Than 140. now :.with thoughe of fuch affc&ions, 

Step forth mine Advocate :.at your requelt, 

My Father will grant precious things, as Trifles. 

Leo. Would he do fo, Tid beg yout precious Miftris 
which he counts but a Trifle. 
Paul. Sir ( my Liege ) 

Your eye hath too much youth in’c.:. nota month 

Fore your Queen di’, fh: wasmere worth fuch gaz:s 

Than what you look en now. 
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Leo, | thought of her, 
Even in thefelooks Imade- But your Petition 
Is yet un-anfwer’d : 1 will to your Father: 
Your Honour not 0’re thrown by your defires, 
1 am friend to them, and you : upon which Errand 
I now gotoward him: therefore follow me, 
And mark what way I thake : Come, good my Lord 


Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Antolichas, and a Gentleman: 


Ay. Befeech you (Sir) were you prefent at this Rela- 
tions 

Gent, 1. | was by at the opening of the Fardel, heard 
the old Shepherd deliver the manner how he found it ; 
whereupon (after a little amazednefs ) we were all com- 
manded out of the Chamber : only this (me thought ) I 
heard the Shepherd fay, he found the Child. 

Aut, | would moft gladly know the [fue of it. 

Gen. 1. Imake a broken delivery of the bufinels : But 
the changes I perceived in the King and Camilio, were ve- 
fyNotes of admiration 5 they feem’d almoft, with ftating 
on oneahother, to tear the Cafes of their Eyes, There 
was fpeech in their dambnefs, Language in their very Ge- 
flare : hey look’d asthey had heard ofa World ranfom’d, | 
or one déftroyed ; anotable paffion of Wonder appeared 
in them : but the wifeft beholder, that knew no more 


but feeing, could not fay, if th’ importance were Joy, or 
Sorrow 3 but in the extremity of the onc, it muftneedsbe. 


Enter another Gentleman. 


Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knows more: 
The News, Rogero, 
Gen. 2. Nothing but Bonfires: the Oracle is fulfil’d ; 
the Kings Daughter is found s fuch a deal of wonder is 
} broken out within this hour, that Balladmakers cannot 
| be able toeXprefsit. 


Enter another Gentleman. 


Here comes the Lady Paulina’s Steward, he ¢an deliver 
you more, How goesit now (Sir ? ) This News (which 
is call’d true) is tolike an old Tale, that the verity of it is 
in ftrong {ulpition ; Ha’s the King found his heir ? 

Gen, 3. Molt true, ifever Truth were pregnant by 

Circumftatce; That which you hear, you’l {wear you 
ifee, there is fuch unity in the Proofs. The Mantle 
of Queen Hermiones; her Jewel about the Neck of it; 
the Letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 
to b: his Charaéter ; the Majefty of the Creature, in ree 
femblance of the Mother; the Affetion of Noblenefs, 
which nature fhews above her breeding, and many o- 
other Evid ences, proclaim her with all certainty to bet 
the Kings Daughter: did you fee the meeting of the two 
Kings ? ; | 

Gent. 2. No. 

Gent. 3. Then have you fof a fight which was to be 
leen, cafinot be fpokenof. There might you have be. 
held one Joy crown another, fo andi fuch manner, that 
it feem’d Sorrow wept to take leave of them ; for cheie { 
Joy waded intiare. There was cafting up of Eyes, hol. 

{ 
{ 


ding up of hands, with Countenance of fuch diftraion, |: 
that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favoar, 
Our King being ready to leap out of himtelf, for joy of | 
his found Daughter ; as if that joy were now becomea 
Lofs, cfics, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother 5 them asks | 
gti 2 Bohemia \ 
neni ai a ati iy classe Rama NU ee ss 
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Bokemia torgivencis, then embraces his Son-in-law,: then and already 4 
again worryes he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now tune. a |; 
hethanksthe old Shepherd C which ftands by, like a wea- Shep. Come boy, i am paft more Children: but thy f 
ther-beaten Conduit of many Kings Reigns, ) 1 never Sons and danghters will be all Gentlemen born. cate : 

neard of fuchanother encounter 5 which lames Kkeport to Clo, You are well met ( Sir 3) you denied to fiche) 
‘gliow it, and undo’s defcription to do it. with me this other day; becaufe | wasno Gentleman born,| ‘ 
Gent. 2. What pray you, became of eAntigonus, that See you thee clothes2 fay youfee them nor, and think: me} ; 
carried hence the child ¢ Hill no Gentleman born : You were beft fay thefe Robes! 0 
Gents 3. Like an old Tale Rill, which will have matters | are not Gentlemen born. Give me the Lye: do; and! " 
to rehear{e, tho Credit be afleep, and nor an ear open, he| try whether I-am not now a Gentleman born. 25° Wile f 
mastornto pieces with a Bear: This avouches the Shep- Aut. | know youare now ( Sir ) a Gentleman born’! ; 
| herds fon, who has not onty his innocence ( which feems Clo. 1, and have been fo any time thefe four hours, | 
Hmuch ) to juftific him, but a Handkerchief and Rings of| Shep. Andfo havel, boy. 7 
Clo, So youhave 5 but ) was a Gentleman. born before! | ( 


my Father: forthe Kings Son took me by the hand, and) 
call’?d me brother 5 and then the two Kings call’d my| 
Wrackt the fame inftant of their Matters |ather brother : and then the Prince my brother and the| » 
se view of the ‘Shepherd: fo that allthe |Princefs my Sifter cal?'d my Father, father , and (0 we 
aided to expofe the Child, were even | wept: and there was the firft Genrleman-tike tearsithate} 
ichen loft, when it was found. But oh the Noble consbat, | ver we fhed. aI 
Ithattwixt Joy and S.rrow was fought in Paulina. She} Shep. We may live, Son, tofhed many more. wah 
had one eye declined for the lofsof her Husband, another Clo. 1, or elfe ’cwere hard luck, being in fo prepofte) 
ielevated that the. Oracle was fuifill’d: She lifted the }rous eftate as we are. ved 
| Princefsfrom the Earth, and fo locks her in embracing, Aut. Vhumbly beteech you, fir, to pardon me: all th) 
asif fhe would pin her to her heart, that fhe mighe no | faults 1 have committcd to your Worthip, and to giv@ me) | 
‘core be in danger of lofing. your good report to the Prince my Mafter. <i 
Gent. 1. The Dignity this AQ was worth the an-| Shep. *Pretheefon do: for we muft be gentle, now We | 
dience of Kings and Princes, for by fuch was it aéted. are Gentlethen. LNA 
Gent. 3. One of the prerticft. touches of all, and that Clo, Thou wilt amend thy life ? 
which angled for mine Eyes ( caught the water, though | Aat, J, and it like your good Worfhip. ritiag 
not the Fifh) was, when at the Relationof the Queens Clo. Give me thy hand; I will {wear to the Prin 
death ( with the manner how fhe came to’t, bravely con- thou art_as honeft a true Fellow as any isin Bokemia, 
fefd, and lamented by the King ) how attentivene!s Shep. Youmay fay it, but.not fweat it. ao 
| wounded his Daughter, till ¢ trom one fign of dolour to\ Clow. Not {wear it, now Lam a Gentleman? Let Bort) 
another ) fhe did ( with an “Alas ) \ would fain fay, bleed | and Franklins fay it, Pie {wear it. 
Tears, for Lam fure, my he.rt wept blood. Who was Shep. How it it be falfe fon? nid 
wmoit marble there, changed colour : fome {wounded, all} Cle. If it be nere fo falfe, atrue Gentleman may {weet| 
forrowed: if all the World could’ have feen’s, the Woe it in the behalf of his friend: And Tle {wear to he 
had been univerfal. Prince, thou art atall fellow of thy hands. and that tho| 
Gent. 1. Are they returned ro the Court? wilt not be drunk : but I know thou art no tall fellow 
Gent. 3. No : the princefs hearing of her Mothers of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk, but Itt) 
Statue ( which is in the keeping of Paulina ) a Piece many (wear it, and Fwould thou wouldft bea tall Fellow of thy 
iyears in doings and now. newly perform’d by that, rare hands. + ell 
Italian Matter, Filio Romano, who ( had he himfelf eter- 
into his Work ) would be- 
cuile Nature of her Cuttom, fo perfeftly he is her Ape: 
ite fo near to fermions, hath done Hermione, that they 
| ay one would {peak ro her, and ffand’in hope of anfwer. 
iyhécher (with all greedinets of affection) arethey gone ;! 
jand there they intend to fup. 
Gert. 2. 1 thought fhe hadfome great matter there in 
hand, for fhe hath privately twice or thrice a day, ever 
Grce the death of Hermione, vifited that removed houfe. 


Gent. 1. What beeame of hig Bark, and his Follow- 


ers? 
Gent. 3. 


enftruments which 


es 


pen 


a cnn tl a mC ns te F. 


a} 
BN | 


tent et CIEE 


Aut, 1 will prove fo fir, to my power. ith 

Clo. 1, by any means prove a tall Fellow: if 1 dove, 
wonder how thou dar’ft venturé to be drunk, not bein) 
atall fellow, truft me not. Hark, the Kings and thet ib} 
ces ( our Kindred ) are going to fee the Queens Pi 
Come, follow us: We’ be thy good Matter. Wat 


Shall we thither, aud with our-company piece the rejoy-|’ iat | 
ding? To 
Gent. 1. Who would be thence, that ha’s the benefit * ol ) 


k of an Eye, fome new Grace will be Scena Tertia 


of ecctis? every, win ( 
kes us uathrifty to our Knowledg. 


thorn: ourablence Ma 
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Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, Fa 
Nay Hermione, like a Statue) Lords, OG” a ‘ 
Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great’ comfort” 
That ihave had of Ree? et ae ad Oh 
Paul. What, Sovercign fir, 
I did not well, I meant wells all my fervices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchfafed 
(VVith your Crown’d Brother, and theft your conerant 
Heirs of your Kingdoms ) ‘my poor Houfe to vility 1!" 
It isa furplus of your Grace, which never’ a 
My life may laft to an{wer. 
Leo. O Paulina, ; 
VVe honour you with trouble; but we came 
To feethe Statue of out Queen. Your Gallery” 


ye 
pe 
Exit. 
cut. Now Chad, T not the dath of my former life in 
ine} would Preferment drop on my head., I brought 
he old man and his Sonaboard the Prince ; told him, I 
heard them tatk of a Farthel, and [know not what 3 but 
ne at-that time over-fond of the Shepherds daughter ( fo 
} he then took her ta be) who began to be much Sea-fick, 
and himtetiitele better,extremity of weather continuing, 
i this Myftery.cemained undifcover’d, But "tis all one to 
me: for had Lbeenthe finder-out of, this fecret, it would 
not have relifh’d among my other difcredits. 


- Eater Shepherd and Clown. 


1 Here come thofe IL have cone good to againft my will, se 


tbe Winters Tale. 


| Have we pal,’d through, not withour much content 

In many fingularities : but we faw not 

. Thar which my Daughter came to fook upon, 

i) The Statue of her Mother. 

bs Paul Asthe lived Peerlets; 

» So her dead likeneis {do wcll believe 

\ Excells whatever yet you loo\’d upon, 

»,Or hand of Man hath done: therefore I keep it 

Lovely, apart. Buthere it is: prepare 

Lo fee the life as lively mock’d, as ever 

4 Still Sep mock"d death : behold, and fay tis well. 

“Llike your filence, it the more thews off 

i, Pour wonder 5 but yet {peak, firit. you (my Liege ) 

4, Comes it not fomething near ? 

Leo. Her natural Pofture. 

Chide me (dear Stone ) that | may fay indeed 

Thou art Hermione; or rather, thouart the, 

i'n thy not chiding ; for fhe was as tender 

it As infancy, and grace. But yet (Paulina ) 

Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing 

O So aged as this feems. 

‘Pol, Oh, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 
Which lets go by fome fixteen years, and makes her 
iliAs the liv’d now. 
| Leo. As now fhe might have done, 

Se much to my good comfort,as it is 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus fhe ftood, 

Even with fuch Life of Majefty (warm Life, 
As now it coldly ftands ) when firft 1 woo’d her. 
wi] am afham’d 5 co’snot the ftone rebuke me, 

jwFor being more ftone thanit ? Oh Royal Piece; 
There’s Magick in thy Majefty, which has 

i My evils conjur’d to remembrance ;. and 
From thy admiring Daughter took the Spirit’, 
Standing like Stone with thee. 

gyi Perd. And give me leave. 

,jqg&nd do nor fay cis Superftition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her bleffing.. Lady, 

Leer Queen, that ended when | but began, 

Give methat hand of yours to ki(s. 

| Paul O, patience: 

~ The Statue is but newly fix’d : the Colour’s 

Not dry. 

Cam, My Lord, your forrow was too fore lay’d-on, 

i" MWhichfixteen Winters cannot blow away, 

'Somdany Summers dry, fcarce any Joy 

if" Did ever fo long live , no Sorrow, 

"But kil’dit felf much fooner. } 

~~ Pol. Dear my Brother, 

Let him that was the caufe of this, have power 
To take off fo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himfelf. 

Paul. Indeed my Lord, 

_Aft had thought the fight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wrought you ( for the {tone is mine ) 
I’'ld not have fhew’d youic. 

the Curtain. 
Paul. No longer fhall you gaze on’t , 
May think anon, it moves. 

(f Leo. Let be, letbe, 

i’ Would I were dead, but that methinks already. 
(What was he that did make it ? )See(my Lord) 


mu Would younot deem it breath’d ? and that thofe veins 


Did verily bear blood ? 
Pol. Matterly done. 

The very life feems warm upon her Lip. 
gp Leos The fixture of her Eye h.s motion in’r, 
gi As we are mock’d with Art. 
a? Paul. V'le draw the Curtain 5 
My Lord’s almoft fo far tranfported, that 
He’l think anon it lives. 

Leo. Oh {weet Paulina, 
‘ Make me to think fo twenty years together : 
‘, — 


f 
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No fetled fences of the World can match 
The pleafure of that madnefs. Let’s alone. 
Paul. 1 amforry (Sir)i have thus far ftix’d yous) but 
I could afflict you further. 
Leo, Do Panlina 3) 
For this affli€tion ha’sa'tafte as {weet 
As any cordial comfort. Still methinks 
There isan ayr comes from her. What fine Chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath? «Let no man mock me; 
For i will kifs her. 

Paul. Good my Lord forbear 4 
The rucdinefs upon her lip is wet 5 
You'l marre it, if youkifie 5 fain your own 
With Oyly Painting ; fhall 1 draw the Curtain ? 

Leo, No, not thele twenty years. 

Perd. Solong could 1 
Stand by, a looker on. 

Paul. Kither forbear, 

Quit prefently the Chappel, or refolve you 
Fort more amzz-ment, if you can behold it, 
Ple make the Statue move indeed 3 defcend, 
And take you by the hand; but then you'll think 
(VVhich } proteft againft ) I am affifted 
By wicked Powers. 
Leo. VVhat you can make her do, 
[ am content to look on; what to {peak, 
[am content to hears for ’tis as eafy 
To make her {peak, as move. 

Paul. It is requir'd 
You do awake your Faith, then all fand fill, 
On 5 thote thac think ic is unlawf.l Bufinef 
| am about, let them depart- 

Leo. Proceed; 

No foot fhall ftir, 

Paul. Mufick; awake her: Strike, 
Fis-time; defcend; be Stone no more: approach ¥ 
Strike all that look upon with marvail. Come , 
le fill your Grave up: ftir, nay come away: 
Bequeath to death your numbnets: (for from him 
Dear life redeems you ) you perceive fhe ftirs, 
Start not, her aétions fhall be holy, as 
You hear my {pell islawful, do not fhun her, 
Until you fee her dye again , for then 
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your hand , 
VVhen fhe was young, you woo’d her , now in age, 
Is fhe become the Suitor ? 

Leo, Oh he’s warm, 
if this be Magick, let it be an art 
Lawful as Eating. 

Pol, She embraces him: 

Cam. She hangs about his neck, 

If fhe pertain to life, let her {peak too. 

Pol, 1, and make it manifeft where fhe has lived, 
Or how ftoln from the dead ? 

Paul. That the is living, 
Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at 
Like an old tale; but it appears the lives, 
Tho yet fhe {peak not. Mark alittle while. 
Teale you to enterpofe ( fair Madam ) kneel, 
And pray your Mothers blefling, turn good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found. 

Her, You gods look down, 
And from your facred viols pour your graces 
Upon my Daughters head ; tell me (mine own) 
Where haft thou been preferved ? where lived ? how found 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou fhalt hear that I 
Knowing by Paulina, that the Oracle 
Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferved 
My {felf, to fee the Iffue. 

Paul. There is time enough for that ; 

Left they defire( upon this puth )-to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go together 
You precious winners all , your exultation 
Partake to every one ; [(an old Turtle} 
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Will wing me to fome wither'd bow, and there 


My Mate (that’s never to be found again) 
Lament till 1am loft. ; 

Leo. O peace Paulina: 
Thou fhoulcft a husband take by my confent, 
Aslby thine a Wife. This isa Match, 
And made between’s by Vows. Thou haft found mine, 
But how, isto be queftion’d ; for 1 faw her 
(AsI thought) dead : and have (in vain) faid many 
A parver upon her Grave. I’le not feek tar 


(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable Husband. Come Camillo, 
And take her by thehand ; whofe worth, and honefty 


The Winters Tale. 


Is richly noted : and here juftified 4 
By Us, apairof Kings. Let's from this place. oil 
What ? look upon my Brother : both your pardons, — 
That ere 1 put between your holy looks a 
My ill fufpition : ‘This your Son-in-law, 

And Son unto the King, whom heavens diredting 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence, where we may leifurely 

Each one demand, and anfwer to his part 

Perform’d in this wide gap of Time, fince firft 

Were diffeve:’d. Hiaftily lead away. 
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THE 


Names of the Actors. 


Eontes, King of Sicilia. oa 
Maunilius, young Prince of Sicilia. 
zamillo 


{ntigonus Four 
eomines ¢ Lords of Sicilia. 
Jion 


jermione, Queen to Leontes. 

erdita, Daughter to Leontes and Her- 
mione. 

aulina Wife to Antigonus. 


Emilia, 2 Lady. 

Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 
Florizel, Prince of Bohemia. 
Old Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita: 
Clown bis Son. 

Autolicus, 2 Rogue. 

Archidamus, @ Lord of Bohemia. 
Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Servants. 


Shepherds, and Shepherdeffes. 
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THE 


LIFE and 
KIN 


Aétus Primus, Scana Pruna. 


Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Effex, and Sa- 
lisbury, with the Chattylion of France. 


King Fobn. 
sags? Ow fay, Chattylion, what would France with us? 
Chat. Thus (after greeting) fpeaks the King 
of France. 
In my behaviour to the Majeity, 
WAX The borrowed Majelty of England here. 
Eli, A ftrange beginning * borrowed Majefty / 
K. Fobp. Silence (good Mother). hear’the Embaflic, 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceafed Brother Gefrey’s Son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays mott lawful Claim 
To this fair I fland, and the Territories: 
To Ireland, Poyttiers, Anjowe, Loraine, Maine, 
Defiring thee to lay afide the Sword 
Which fways ufurpingly thefe feveral Titles, 
And Pat the fame into young Arthar’s*hatid, 
Thy Nephew, and right Royal Soveraign. 
K. Fob. Wier follows, if we difallow of this ? 
Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody,,.War, 
To inforce thefe Rights fo forcibly withheld. 
K.John. Here have weWar for W ataind Blood for Blood, 
Controlment for Controlment: fo anfwer France. 
Chat. Then takemy Kings defiance: from my mouth, 
The fartheft limit of my Embailic. 
K. John, Bear mine to him, and fo depart im peace, 
Be thow as lightning in the Eies of France ; 
For e’re thou canft report, L will be there, 
The Thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard. 
So hence : be thowthe Trumpet of:our|wrath, 
And fallen prefage of your own decays 
| An honourable conduct let him have, 
Pembroke look to’t: farewell Chattylron, 
; [Exit Chat. avd Pem. 
“Eli, What now, my Son, have I not éver faid 
How that ambitious 'Conftance would not ceafe 
Till the had kindled France and all the World, 
Upon the Right and Party of her Soni? 
This might have been prevented, and madewhole 
With very eafie Argumients of Love; ‘ 
Which now the mannage of two Kingdoms muft 
With fearful bloody -iflue ‘arbitrate. 
Kohn. Our {trong Pofleflioh, and our Right for us. 
Elz, Your ftrong Pofleflion much more than your Right, 
Or elfe it muft go wrong with youand me, 
So much my Conféience whifpers in-your Ear, 
Which none but Heaven, and you and I fhall hear. 
Enter a Sheriff: 
Effex. My Licge; here is-the ftrangeft controverfie 


DEATH 


Come from the Countrey to be judg?d by you 

That ere I heard, fhall 1 produce the men 
K.Fohn. Let them approach : 

Our Abbies and our Priories fhall pay 

This Expedition’s Charge. What men are you ? 


Enter Robert Faulconbridge and Philip, 


Philip. Your faithful Subject, Ia Gentleman; 
Born in Northampton|bire, and eldeft ‘Son, 
AsI fuppofe, to F. aulconbridce, a 
A Souldier, by the Honour-giving-hand 
Of Cordelion, Knighted in the field, 
K. Fobn. What art thou? 
Robert. The Son and Heir to that fame Fauleonbridge. 
K. ‘Fob. Is that the Elder, and art thou the Heir 
You came not ofone Mother then it feems ? 
Philip. Moft certain of one Mother; mighty King, 
That is. well known, and, asJ think, one Father : 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o’re to Heaven, and to my Mother; 
Of that I doubt, as all mens Children may. 
El. Qut on thee rude man, thou dott titine thy Mother 
And wound her Honour with this diffidence. ‘ 
Phil. 1, Madam.? No? |-have no Reafon. for it, 
That is my: Brother’s Pica, and none of mine, 
The which if he can prove; a pops me out, 
At leaft from fair five hundred pound:a'year : 
Heaven guard my Motheér’s Honour, and my’ Land. 
K. yobn. A good blunt Fellow: why being younger bors 
Doth he lay claim’ to thine’ Inheritance’? boW 
Phil. \ know not why, except'to ger the Land ; 
But once he flandered me with Baftardy : 
But whether I beas true begot or no, 
That ftilll lay upon my Mother?s head, 
But that Iam as well begot, my Liege, 
(Fair fall the bones that took’ the pains forme)’ 
Compare our faces, and be judge’ your felf 
[f old Sir Robert did beget us both, 
Ard were.our Father, and this Son like him ; 
O old Sir Robert ‘Father, onmy knee 
| give-Heaven thanks F wasnot like to thee, 
K. Fohn, Why what a mad-cap hath heaven lent ts here? 
El. He hath a trick of Cordelion’s face, 
The accent of his tongué afiecteth him; 
Do you not read fome tokens of my fon 
In the large compofition of this man? 
K.Fohn. Mine eye hath’ well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Ri¢hard:\firrah fpeak, 
What doth move you to clair your Brothers Land ? 
Phil. Becaufe he hath a half-face, like my )Father; 
With half that face would he have all my Land, 
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A-half-facd groat, five hundred pound a year ? 
* Rob. My gracious Liege, when that my Father liv’d, 
Your Brother did imploy my Father much. 

Phil. Well, Sir, by thisyou cannot get my Land, 
Your tale muft be howhe imploy’d my Mother. 

Rob. And once difpatch’d him in an Embailic 
To Germany, there with the Empcrour 
To treat of high Affairs touching that time: 
Th’advantage ofthis abfence took the King, 

‘And in the mean time fojourn’d at my Fathers, 
‘Where, how he did prevail, I fhame to fpeak : 
‘But truth is truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores 

|Between my Father, and my Mother. lay, 

|As Lhave heard miy Father fpeak himfelf, 

| When this fame lufty Gentleman was got: 
Upon his death-bed he by W ill bequeath’d 

| His Lands to me, and took it on his death 

| That. this my Mother’s Son was none of his; 

| And if he were, he came into the world 

| Full fourteen weeks before the courfe of time: 
Then good my Liege, let me have what is mine, 
My Father’s Land, as wasmy Father’s Will. 

“K. Fohn. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitimate, 
Your Father’s Wife did after Wedlock bear him: 
And if fhe did play falfe, the fault was hers, 

Which fault lies on the hazzards of all Husbands 
That marry Wives: tell me, how if my Brother, 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this Son, 

Had of your Father claim’d this Son for his, 

In footh, good Friend, your Father might have kept 
This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the world; 
In footh he might : then ifhe were my Brother’s, 
My Brother might not clam him: nor your Father, 
Being none of his, refufe him: this concludes, 

My Mother’s Son did get your Father’s Heir, 

Your Father’s Heir muftihave your. Father’s Land. 

Rob. Shall then my Father’s Will be of no force. 

To difpoffefs that Child which is not his? 

Phil. Of no more force to difpoflefs me, Sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as | think. 

Eli, Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulcoubridge , 

And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land : 
Or the reputed. Son of Cordelion, 
Lord of thy Prefence, and no Land befide ? 
Baft. Madam, and if my Brother had my fhape 
And | had his, Sir Robert?s his like him, 
Andif my Legs were two fuch riding Rods, 
My Arms fuch Eel-skins ftuft, my Face fo thin, 
That in mine Earl durft not ftick a Rofe, 
Left meh fhould fay, look where three farthings goes, 
And to his fhape'were Heir to all this Land, 
Would I might never ftir from off this place, 
| L would give'it every Foot to have this Face 
I would not be Sir Nobbe in any cafe. 
El. Vike thee well: wilt thou forfake thy Fortune, 
Bequeath thy Land to him, and follow me? 
Lam a Souldier, and now bound to France, 

Baft. Brother, take you my Land, le take my chance; 
Your Face hath got five hundred pound a year, 

Yet fell your Face for five-pence, and tis dear. 
Madam, Ile follow you unto the-death. 

Eli, Nay, | would have you go before: me. thither. 

Baft. Our Country manners give our betters way. 

K. John.’ What is thy Name? 

Baft. Philip, my Liege, fois, my name begun, » 
Philip, good old Sir. Roberts Wives eldeft Son. 

K. Fobn, Fromhenceforth.bear his name 
Whofe form thou beareft : > 
Kneel thou down Philip, but rifemore great, 

Arife Sir Richard and Plantagenet. 

Baft. Brother by th? Mother’s fide, give me your hand, 
My Father gave me Honour, yours, gave Land, 
Now blefled be the hour, by night or day, 

When I was got, Sit Robert was away. 


Eli. The very Spirit of Plantagenet: a 

I am thy Grandam, Richard, call me fo. 7 
Bat. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what thos | 

Something about, a little from the right, q 

In at the Window, or elf o’re the Hatch - 

Who dares not ftir by day, muft walk by night, © 

And have is have, however men do catch ; % 

Near or far off, well won is ftill well fhot, 

And I am I, how e’re I was begot. ; ‘ 
K. Fohn, Go, F aulconbride, now haft thou thy defire } 

A‘Landlefs Knight, makes thee a Landed Squire ; ’ 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we mutt fpeed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. . 

Baff. Brother, adieu, good Fortune-come to thee, 
For thoy waft got ith? way of honefty>, | 
[ Exeunt all but Bafa 
Baff. AK Foot of Honour better than Ewas, “a 

But many a many Foot of Land the worfe. 

Well, now can Il make any Joane a Lady ; 

Good denne, Sit Richard, Godamercy Fellow, 

And if his Name be George, le call him Peter; 

For new made Honour doth forget mens Names+ 

’Tis too refpective, and too fociable 

For your converfion, now your Traveller, 

He and his Tooth-pick, at my Worfhips. Mefs, 

And when my Knightly ftomach is fufhis’d, 

Why then I fuck my teeth and Catechize 
| My picked man of Countrys : my dear, Sir, 

Thus leaning on mine.elbow I begin, 

I fhall befeech you; that is Queftion now, 

And then comes Anfwer likean Abfey-book : 

O Sir, fays Anfwer, at your beft Command, 

At your Employment, at your Service, Sir : 

No Sir, fays Queftion, I fweet, Sir, at yours, 

And fo e’re Anfwer knows what Queftion would, —— |} 
Saving in Dialogue of Complement, lal 
And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, aa 
The Pyrennean and the River Poe, 

It draws towards fupper in conclufion fo. 

But this is worfhipful Society, 

And fits the mounting Spirit like my felf 

For he is but a Baftard to the time 

That doth not fmoak of Obfervation, 

And fo am | whether I fmack or nos 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior Form, outward Accoutrement, 

But from the inward Motion to deliver 

Sweet, fweet, fweet poyfon for the Ages Tooth, 

Which though I will not Practife'to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it fhall ftrew the footfteps of my rifing - 

But who comes in fuch hafte in riding Robes? 

What Woman-poft is this ? hath fhe no Husband | 

That will take pains to blow a hora before her ~~ 7} 

O me, *tis my Mother : how now, good Lady, 

What brings you here to Court fo haftily. ? ibaa 

mee: | 

Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney: ) 


* : } 
Lady. Whereis that Slave, thy Brother ? where is) 
That holds-in chafe mine Honour up and dow. © dit 
Baft. My Brother Robert, old Six Robert’s Son: 7) 
Colbrand the Gyant, that fame mighty man, "ch 
Is it Sir*Robert?s Son that you feck fo. ? ily 
_ Lady. Sir Robert’s Son; I, thouunreverend Boys, |} 
Sir Roberts Son, why fcorneft thou at.Sir Robert # Aida 
He is Sir Robert’s Son,.and-fo art thou.. mes: 
Baft. Fames Gurney, wilt thou give ys leavea while? lI 
Gur. Good leave, good Philp. i ola 
Baft. Philip, Sparrows Famesy oo... eel sia 
There’s toys abroad,anon Pie tell thee:more, . mt | 
: bE bas: 5 Exit. Ja 
Madam, I was not old:Sit Robert?s Son, Li 
Sir Robert might have eat his. part in, me 


ns 


What, I am dub’d, I have it on my ‘fhoulder : 
. But Mother, 1 am not Sir Robert?s Son), 
\ | have difclaim’d Sir Robert and my Land, 


— 


Upon good Fryday, and ne?re broke his Faft : 
Sir Riker could do well, marry, to confef! 
Could get me, Sir Robert could not do it 5 
We know his handy-work, therefore good Mother 


| To whomam | beholding for thefe Limbs ? 


Sir Robert never holp to-make this Leg. 
. Lady, Haft thou confpired with thy Brother too 
That-for thine own gain fhould’ft defend mine Honour ? 


| What.means this fcorn, thou moft untoward Knave ? 


Baft. Knight, Knight, good Mother, Bafilifco-like, 


Legitimation, Name, and all is gone; 


i, Lhen, good my Mother; let me know my Father, 


Some proper man | hope, who was. it, Mother ? 


Lady. Haft thowdeny’dithy felf a F. aulconbridge ? 
Baft.> As faithfully as It deny the Devil. 


" Eady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father, 
» By long and vehement fuit I was feduc’d ‘ 
\y Lo make room for him.in my Husbands Bed» 


Heaven lay not my tranfgreflion to my charge, — 
Thou art the Iflue of my dear Offence 


mn Which was fo ftrongly urg?d paft my defence, 


Baft. Now, by this light, were to get again, | 


’ Madam,I would not with a better Father : 


i 


Some fins.do bear their priviledgé on'Earth; 

' And fo doth yours: your fault was not your folly, 
Needs muft you-lay your) heart at his difpofe, 

,, Subjected tribute to commanding love, 

Againft whofe fury,and) unmatched force; 


| The awlefs Lyon could not wage the fight, ‘ 
" Nor keep his.Princly-heart from Richard?s hands: 

He that per force robs Lyons of their Hearts, 

May eafily win a Womans: aye, my Mother, 


With all my heart I-thank thee for my Father: 
‘Who livesand dares but fay, thou didft not well 
When I was got, Ile fend his Soul to Hell: a 
Come, Lady, 1 will thew the to my Kin; 

And they fhallfay, when-Archard me begot, 


i) Iftlou hadft faid him nay, it had been fins 


Tot 


Who fays it was, he lyes, I fay twas:noti 
Excunt, 


Scana Secunda. 


it, Enter before Angiers, Philip King of France, Lewis, Daul- 


C ; 
3 Lewis. Before Angiers well met brave Au/tria, 


phin, Auftria, Conftance, Arthur, 


i Archur, that great fore-runner of thy Blood, 
iit Richard that-rob’d the Lyon of his heart, 
ig And fought the Holy Wars in Paleftine, 
) Bythis brave Duke came early to his Grave : 


y 


} 
/ 


4 


if 


yy Welcome before the Gates of Angiers, Duke. 
"Lewis. ANoble Boy, who would not do thee right ? 


1 


And for amends to his Pofterity, 


,(g At our importance hither is he come, 


To fpread his Colours Boy, in thy behalf, 


@ And torebuke the Ufurpation 
id6 Of thy unnatural Uncle Exglih Fobn, 


\ 


Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
Arth. God thall forgive you Cordelion’s death 
The rather that you give his Off-{pring life, 


vi 


i Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War: 


I give you welcome with a Powerlefs Hand, 
But witha Heart full of unftained Love, 


Aut. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kifs, 
As Seal to this Indenture of my love: 


“| That to.my homel will nomore return 


| Till Angiers, and the Right thou haft in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac’d fhore, 
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Whofe foot fpurns back the Oceans roaring Tides ; 

And coops from other Lands her Iflanders, 

Even till that England, hedg?din with the Main, 

That water-walled Bulwark, {till fecure 

And confident from Foreign purpofes, 

Even till that outmoft Corner of the West 

Salute thee for her King, till then fair Boy 

Will I not think of home, but follow Arms. 
Conft. O take his Mothers thanks, a Widows thanks; | 

Till your ftrong hand fhall help to give him ftrength, 


To make a more requital to, your love. 


Aut. The peace of Heaven is theirs who lift their Swords 


+| In fuch a juft and charitable War. 


King. Well, «then to work, our Cannon fhall:be bent 
Againtt the Brows of this refitting Town, 
Call for our chiefeft men of Difcipline, 
To cull the Plots of beft Advantages ; 
We'll lay before this Town our Royal Bones, « 
Wade tothe Market-place in Freach-mens Blood; 
But we willamake. it fubject to this Boy. ) 
Conff. Stay for an anfwer to your Embaflie, 
Left unadvis’d you ftain your’Swords with Blood: 
My Lord Chattilionmay from England bring 
That Right in Peace which here we urge in War, 
And then ‘we fhall repent each drop of Blood, 
That hot rafh'hafte fo inditectly fhed. 


Enter: Chattiljon. 


King. A wonder, Lady; lo upon thy with 
Our Meflenger Chattillon is arriv’d, 
What England fays, fay bricily gentle Lord, 
We coldly paufe for thee, Chattillion {peak. ; : 
Chat. Then turn your Forces from this paultry Siege, }| 
And ftir them up againft 4 mightier Task, 
England, impatient of your juft Demands, 
Hath put himfelf in Arms, the adverfe winds, 
Whofe leifnte [have ftaid, have given him time 
To Land his Legions all as foon as}: 
His Marches are expedient to this Town, 
His Forces ftrong, his Souldiers confident : 
With him along is come the Mother-Queer, 
An Ace ftirring him to bloud and ftrife, 
With her her Neete; the Lady Blanch of Spain, 
With them a Baftard of the King deceas*d, 
And all the unfettled humors of the Land, 
Rath, inconfiderate,. fiery Volunteers, 
With Ladies Faces, and fierce Dragons Spleens, 


‘Have fold their Fortunes at their Native Homes, 
‘Bearing their Birth-right proudly on their Backs, 


To make a hazzard of new Fortunes hete.; 
In brief, a braver Choice of dauntlefs Spirits 
Than now the Exglifh. Bottoms have. waft o’re, 
Did never float upon the fwelling Tide, 
To do offence and {cathe in Chriftendom : 
The interruption of their churlifh Drums 
Cuts off more Circumftance, they are at hand ; 
[ Drums beat, 
To parly: or to fight, therefore prepare. 
King. How much unlook’d for, is this Expedition! 
Aunft, By how much unexpected, by fo much 
We muft awake, endeavour for defence, 
For Courage mounteth with occafion, 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar’d. 


Enter King of England, Baftard, Queen, Blanch, Peinbrook., 
and otpers, 


K. Sohn. Peate be to France: if France in peace permit | 
Our juft and lineal Entrance to our own 5 
If not, bleed France, and peace afcend to Heaven. 
Whiles we:Gods wrathful Agent do correct 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to Heaven. 

Fran. Peace be to Exgland, if that War return 
From France to England, there to live in peace : 

B 2 England 
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England we love, and for that Englands fake,. 
With burthen of our Armour here we fweat: 
This tey] of ours fhould bea work of thine, 

But thou from loving England art fo far 

That thou haft under-wrought his lawful King, 
Cut off the fequence af Pofterity, 

| Out-faced Infant State, and done a Rape 
Upon the Maiden-Vertue of the Crown: 

4 Look here upon thy Brother Geffreys Face, : 

1 Thefe eyes, thef brows, were moulded out of his; 
This little Abftraét doth contain that large, 
Which died in Geffrey: and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a Volume: 
That Geffrey wasthy Elder Brother born, .;; 
Aid this his Son, Exgland was Geffreys Right, 

And this is Geffreys, in the Name of God, 
How comes it then that thou .art call’d a King, 
When living blood doth in thefe Temples beat 
Which owe the Crown that. thou o’re-maitereft ? 
K.Fobn. From whom haft thou this great Commiflion, 
To draw my Anfwer from thy Articles 2 [france, 
Fra, From that fupernal Judge that ftirs good thoughts 
In any Breaft of ftrong Authority, 
‘To look into the Blots and Stains of Right, 
That Judge hath made'me Guardian to this Boy, 
‘Under whofe’“Warrant I impeach thy Wrong, 
‘And by whofe help I mean to chaftife it. 
K. fobn. Alack thou doft, ufurp Authority. 
Fran. Excufe itis to beat Ufurping down. 
| Quen, Who is.itthou doft call Ufurper, France ? 
| Conft, Let me make anfwer: thy Ufurping Son. 
| Queen, Out infolent, thy Baftard fhall. be King, 
‘That thou may{t be a Queen, and check the World. 
| Cont.’ My Bed was ever to thy Son’ as truc;. — 

‘As thine was to thy Husband, and this Boy, 

iLiker in feature:to his Father Geffrey, 

‘Than thou and Yoh, in manners being as like, 

‘As Rain to Water, or Devil to his Dam, 

My Boy a Baftard ? by my Soul I think 

His Father never was fo true begot, 

It cannot be, and if thou wert his Mother. 

Qu. There’sa good Mother,Boy, that blots thy Father: 
Conft. There’sa good Grandain, Boy, 
That would blot thee. 
Auf, Peace, 
Baft. Hear the Cryer. 
Axft. What the Devil art thou ? 
Baff. One that will play the Devil, Sir, with you. 

And a may catch your hide and you alone : 

You are the Hare, of whom the Proverb goes, 

Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard ; 

Ple fmoak your Skin-coat, and I catch you right, 

Sirra, look to’t, faith f will, i’faith. 

_ Blan. O well did he become that Lyons Robe, 

That did difrobe the Lyon of that. Robe. 

_ Baft. It lyes as fightly on the back of him, 

‘As great Alcides fhoos upon an Afs: 

Bat, AfS, Ple take that burthen from your back, 

Or lay.on that fhall make your fhoulders crack. 

Auft, What cracker is this fame that deafs our ears 

With this abundance of fuperfluous breath ? 

King Lewis determine what we fhall do ftreight. 

Lewis. Women and Fools break _off your Conference. 

King Fobx, this is the very fum of all : 

England, and Ireland, Angiers, Torain, Main, 

In Right of 4rthur dol claim of thee: 

Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy Arms ? 

john. My life asfoon, I do defie thee, Frauce, 

Arthur of Brittain, yicld thee tomy hand ; 

And out of my dear love I’le give thee more; 

Than e’re the Coward-hand of France can win ; 

Submit thee, Boy. 

Queen, Come to thy Grandam, Child, 
Conft. Do, Child, go to it Grandam, Child, 


a 


Give Grandam” Kingdom, and: it 'Grandam wil] 7 
Give it a Plunt,a Cherry, and a Pig; >) 99 ae 
There’sa good Grandam. sor * 
Arthur. Goodmy Mother ‘peace, . 
I would that I were. low ‘laid ‘in my: 'Grave,'s 
[ am not worth this. coyl that’s made for me" © 9) 
Qu.Mo.. His Mother fhames him’fo, poor Boy h 
Conft. Now fhame upon yon'whe?re fhe does 


His Grandam’s wrong 5 and not his Mothers fh 


Draws thoie Heaveri-moving Pearls from his poor 
hich Heaven’ fhall take in nature ofa Fees) | 
{, with thefe fad Gryftal:Beads Heaven thal] be bribyd | 
To dohim. Juitices. and Revenge on you. ao | 
Qu. Thou monftrous flanderer of Heaven and Rant 
Conft.. Thou monftrous injurer of Heaven and 
Cali me not flanderer, thou and thine ufurp 
The Domination, Royalties and Rights ‘a 
Of this opprefled Boy ; this is thy Eldeft Son’s Son) 
infortunate in nothing but in thee 5 OR 
Thy fins are vifited:in this poor Child, 
The Canon of the Law is laid’ on him, 
Being but the fecond generation 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving Womb, 
Fobn, Bedlam have done. 
Conft. 1 have butthis to fay, 
That he is not onlyiplagued for her fin, ars: 
But God hath made her fin and her, the plague ~~ 
On this removed iffue, plagued for her, 2 
And with her plague her fin: his iajury 
Her injury the Beadle to her fin, 
All punith’d in the perfon of this Child, 
And all for her, a plague upon her. 
Qu. Thou unadvifed fcold, I can produce 
A Will that bars the Title of thy Son. 
Conjt. 1, who doubts, a will: a wicked will, 
A womans will, a cankered Grandams will. Hi | 
Fran, Peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate, il 
It ill befeems this prefence 'to.cry ay me hes 
To thefe ill tuned repetitions: ~ 
Some Trumpet fummon hither to the walls 
Thefe men of Aagiers, let us hear them fpeak, 
Whofe Title they admit, Arthurs or Fohus. 


a a ee re i a eee Cee Pa. ST le 


Trumpet founds. . oil 
Enter a Citizen upon the Walls. , 


Citi, Who is it that hath warn’d us to the Walls? | 
Fran, ?Tis France, for England. | 
John. England for it felf : 


| You men of -Avgiers, and my loving Subjects. 


Fran, You loving men of Axgiers, Arthurs Sibjets, 
Our Trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle. 
John, For our advantage, therefore hear us firk: 
Thefe Flags of France that are advanced here 
Before the eye and profpect of your Town; 
Have hither march’d to your endamagement. 
The Canons have their bowels full o wrath, 
And ready mounted are they to {pit forth 
Their Iron indignation gainft your walls ; 
All preparation for a bloody Siege 
And mercilefs proceeding, by thefe French. 
Comfort your Cities eyes, your winking gates: 
And but for our approach, thofe fleeping ftones, 
Thatasa waifte doth girdle you about, 
By the compulfion of their Ordinance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been difhabited, and wide havock made 
For bloody power to ruth upon your peace, 
But on the fight of us your lawful King, 
Who painfully with much expedient march 
Have brought a counter-check before your Gates, 
To fave unfcratch’d your Cities threatned Cheekst 


Behold the French amaz?d. vouchfafe a parle, 


And now in ftead of Bullets wrapt in fire, 
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To make a fhaking Feaver in your Walls, 
They hoot but calm words, folded up in finoak, 
To make a faithlefs error in your ears, 
i Which truft accordingly kind Citizens, 
‘And let us in. Your King, whofe labour’d fpirits 
‘Pore-wearied in this action of fwift fpeed, 
craves harbourage within your City walls. 
| Fran, When I have faid, make anfwer to us both. 
‘Loe in this right hand, whofe protection 
{5 moft divinely vow7d upon the right 
WOF him it holds, ftands young Plaatagener, 
.3on to the elder. Brother of this man, 
mAnd King o’re him, and all that he enjoys - 
nor this down-trodden equity, we tread 
jn warlick march, thefe greens before your Town, 
3eing no further Enemy to you 
(whan the conftraint of Hofpitable zeal, 
n the relief of this opprefled Child, 
Religionfly provokes. Be pleafed then 
To pay that duty which you truly owe, 
To him that owes it, namely, this young Prince, 
ind then our Arms, like to a muzled Bear, 
iave in afpect, hath all offence feal’d up : 
Jur Canons malice, vainly fhall be fpent 
. Againft th? invulnerable Clouds of Heaven, 
And with a bleffed, and un-vext retire, 
‘AVith unhack’d {words, and Helmets all unbruis’d, 
Ne will bear home that Infty blood again, 
Which here we came to fpout againft your Town, 
And leave your Children, Wives, and you in pace. 
) 3ut if you fondly pafs our proffer’d offer, 
Tis not the rounder of your old fac’d Walls, 
titan hide you from our Meflengers of War, 
® Though all thefe Englifly, and their Difcipline, 
ti4Were harbour’d in their rude Circumference : 
il Then tell us, fhall your City call us Lord, 
tn that behalf which we have challengd it ? 
Or hall we give the fignal to our rage, 
And ftalk in blood to our pofleffion ¢ 
ih Citi. In brief, we are the King of Englands Subjects, 
For him, and in his right, we hold this Town. 
y,  obx. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 
Citi. That can we not, but he that proves the King 
To him will we prove loyal, till that time 
d, Have we ramm?d up our Gates againft the world. 
Sohn. Doth not the Crown of Exgland, prove the King ? 
yifAnd if not that, I bring you Witnefles 
Twice fifteen thoufand hearts of Englands breed. 
Baft. Baftards, and elfe. 
Fohn. To verifie our Title with their Lives. 
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js Fran, As many, and as well born Bloods as thofe. 
j, Daft. Some Baftards too. 
Fran, Stand imhis face to contradict his Claim. 


af I ee cen ‘ : c 
, Citi. Till you compound whofe right is worthieft, 


is We for the worthieft hold the right from both. 
a Sol. Then God forgive the fin of allthofe fouls, 
i That to their everlafting refidence, 
iM Before the dew of evening fall, fhall fleet 
In dreadful trial of our Kingdoms King. 
3 Fran. Amen, Amen, mount Chevaliers to Arms. 
Baft. Saint George that fwindg’d the Dragon, 


And ere fince fits on’s horfeback at mine Hoftefs door, 


i Teach us fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
® At your den, Sirrah, with your Lyonnefs, 
{ would fet an Ox-head to your Lyons hide : 
And make a Moniter of you. 
‘ Aut, Peace, no more. 
us  Baft. O tremble : for you hear the Lyon roar. 
4, | oba, Up higher to the plain, where we'll fet forth, 
i In beft appotntment, all our Regiments. 
4 Baft. Speed then to take advantage of the Ficld. 
(0 Fran. Xt thal be fo, and at the other hill 
cy?) Command the reft to ftand. God and our right. 
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Here after exctrfions, enter the Herald of France 
with Trumpets tothe Gates, 
F. Her, You men of ‘Axgiers open wide your Gates, 
And let young Arthur Duke of Britain in, 
Who by the hand of Frazee, this: day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Exgls(h Mother, 
Whofe Sons lye feattered on the bleeding ground : 
Many a Widows Husband groveling lyes, 
Coldly embracing the difcoloured Earth, 
And Victory with little lofs doth play 
Upon the dancing Banners of the French, 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed 
To enter Conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Britam, Englana’s King, and yours. 


Enter Englifh Herald with Trumpet. 


E. Her. Rejoyce you men of -Avgiers, ring your Bells, 
King Yohn, your King and Englands, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day, 

Their Armours that march’d hence fo filver bright, 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmens Blood : 
There ftuck no Plume in any Exglifh Creft, 

That is removed hy a Staff of France. 

Our Colours do return in thofe fame hands 

That did difplay them when we firft marcht forth, 
And Like a jollyTroop of Huntfmen come 

Our lufty Englifh, all with purpled hands, 

Dy’d in the dying flaughter of their foes. 

Open your Gates, and give the Victors way. 

Hub. Heralds, from off our Towers we might behold 

From firft to laft, the on-fet and retire, 

Of both your Armies, whofe equality 

By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured : 

Blood hath bought Blood and blows have anfwered blows: 
Strength matcht with ftrength, and power confronted 
Both are alike, and both alike we like: [ power. 
One mutt prove greateft. While they weigh fo even 
We hold our Town for neither; yet for both. : 


Enter the two Kings with their Powers 
at feveral doors. 


Fohn. France, haft thou yet more Blood to caft away? 
Say fhall the currant of our Right run on, 
Whofe paflage vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native Channel, and o?re-fwel 
With courfe difturb’d even thy confining shores, 
Unlefs thou let his filver Water keep 
A peaceful progref$ to the Ocean. 
Fran, England thou haft not fav’d one drop of Blood 
In this hot Tryal more than we of France. 
Rather loft more. And by this hand I fwear 
That fways the Earth this Climat over-looks, 
Before we will lay down our juft-born Arms, 
We'll put thee down, gainft whom thefe Arms we bear. 
Oradd a Royal Number to the dead : ; 
Gracing the Scroul that tells of this Wars lof, 
With flaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 
Baft. Ha! Majefty : how high thy glory towers, 
When the rich blood of Kings is fet on fire : 
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with fteel, 
The Swords of Souldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs, 
And now he feafts, moufing the flefh of men 
In undetermin’d differences of Kings. 
Why ftand thefe Royal Fronts amazed thus ? 
Cry havock Kings, back to the ftained field 
You equal Potents, fiery kindled Spirits, 
Then let confufion of one part confirm 
The others peace : till then, blows, blood, and death. 
Fohn. Whofe Party do the Townfmen yet admit? 
Fran. Speak Citizens, for England, who’s your King? 
Hub. The King of England, when we know the King - 
BB 3 Fran, 
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Fran. Know him in us, that here hold up his right. 

Fobn. Inus, that are our own great Deputy, 

And bear pofleflion of our Perfon here, 

Lord of our prefence, Azgiers, and of you. 

Fran. A greater power than We denies all this, 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former feruple in our {trong barr’d Gates : 
Kings of our fear, until our fears refolv’d 
Be by fome certain King purg’d and depos’d, 

Baft. By Heaven, thele Scroyles of «agiers flout you 
And ftand fecurely on their Battlements, 

As in a Theater, whence. they, gape and point 
At your induftrious Scenes and acts of death, 
Your Royal Prefences. be rul’d by me, 

Do like the Mutines of Jerufalem, 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
‘Your fharpeft deeds of malice on this Town. 
By Eaft and Weft let France and England mount 
Their battering Canon charged tothe mouths, 
Till their foul-fearing clamours have’braul’d down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous City, 

Ide play inceflantly: upon thefe Jades, 

Even till unfenced defolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar Ait: 

Thatdone, diflever your united Strengths, 

And part your:mingled Colovrs ance, again, 

Turn face to facesand bloody point to point , 

Then in a moment Fortune fhall cull forth, 

Out of one fide, her happy Minion. . 

To whom in favour fhe fhall give the day, 

‘And kifs him with a glorious Victory : 
‘Haw. like you this: wild. Counfel mighty States, 
‘Smacks it not fomething of the policy ? 

abn. Now by the Sky. that hangs above our heads, 
I like it well. France; fhall we. knit our Powers, 
Andday’ this Azgiers even with the ground, 
‘Them after fight who fhall be King of it:? 

Buf. And if thowhaft the mettle of aKing, 
Being, wrong’d as we are by this peevifh Town : 

Turn thou the mouth of thy Artillery, 

As we will ours, again{t thefe faucy Walls, 

And when that we have dafh’d tham ‘tothe ground, . 
| Why then defie each other, and: peli-mell, 
‘Make work upon our felves for Heaven or Hell. 

Fran. Let it be fo: fay,,wherecwill you_aflault ? 

‘¥ohn, We from the Weft wilh fend: deftruction 
Into this ‘Cities bofom. iw. 33 

Auft. 1 from theo Worth. 

Fran, Our Thunder» from: the! South, 

Shall rain their drift.of Bullets:on this Town. 

Baft. O prudent Difcipline ! From North to South : 
Auftria and France fhoot in each others mouth, 

Ple ftir them to it - come away, away. 

Hub, Hear us gteat Kings, vouchfafe a while to flay 
And I fhall fhew you peace, and fair-fac’d League : 
Win you this City without ftroak, or wound, 

Refcue thofe Breathing lives to dye in Beds, 

That here come Sacrifices for the Field. 

Perfevere not, but. hear me mighty Kings. 

Sohn, Speak on. with favour, we are bent to hear. 


Hub, That Daughter there of Spaiz, the Lady Blanch 


Is neer to England, look upon the years 

Of Lewis the Dolphin, and that lovely Maid. 
If lufty love fhould go in queft of Beauty, 
Where fhould he find it fairer, than in Blanch : 
If-zealous Love go in fearchof Vertue, 

Where fhould he find it purer than iu Blanch ? 
if Love ambitious, fought a Match of Birth, 
Whole Veins bound richer Blood, than Lady Blanch ? 
Such as.fhe is, in Beauty, Vertue, Birth, 

Is the young Dolphin every way compleat, 

If not compleat of, fay he is not fhe, 

And fhe again wants nothing, to name want, 
If want it be not, that. fhe is not he: 


(Kings, 
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He is the half part ofa blefled man, 

Left to be finifhed by fuch.as fhe, 

And fhe a’fair divided Excellence, 

Whofe fulnefs of perfection lies in him. 

O two fuch filver Currents when they joyn, 

Do glorifie the Banks that bound them in; 

And two fuch Shores, to two fuch Streams made one,” 

Two fachcontrolling {Bounds fhall you be, Kings 

To thefe two Princes, ifyou marry them: 

This Union fhall do more than Battery can, 

To our faft clofed Gates: for at this Match, 

With fwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce, 

The mouth of paflage fhall we fling wide ope,” 

And give you entrance ; but without this Match, 

The Sea enraged is not half fo deaf, . . 

Lyons more confident, Mountains and Rocks 

More free from Motion, no not death himfelf 

In mortal fury half fo peremptory , 

As we to keep this City. 

Baft. Heres a flay, 

That fhakes the rotten, Carkafs of old death =) 

Out of his rags. Here’salarge mouth indeed, — 

That {pits forch death, and Mountains, Rocks, and Sezs | 

Tatks as familiarly of roaring Lyons, es 

As Maids of thirteen do of Puppi-dogs. 5 

What Cannoneer begot this Infty Blood, = 7 

He fpeaks plain Cannon fire, and fmoak, and bounce, _ 

He gives the Baftinado with his Tongue : 7“ 

Our ears are cudgel’d, not a Word of his 

But buffets better than a Fift of France ; “nt 

Zounds I was never fo bethumpt with words, 

Since I firft call’d) my Brother’s Father Dad. 
Old Qu. Son, lift to this conjunction, make this Match 

Give with our Neece a Dowry large enough, 9 

For by this Knot, thou fhalt fo furely tye, 

Thy now unfur’d Affurance to the Crown, 

That yon green Boy fhall have no Sun to ripe, 

The bloom that promifeth a mighty fruit, 

I fee a yielding in the looks of Framee: 1 

Mark how they whifper, urge them while their fouls”) 

Are capable of this ambition, ae 

Left zeal now melted by the windy breath ‘| 

Of foft petitions, pity and remorfe, i 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

Hub. Why anfwer not the double Majefties, 

This friendly Treaty of our threatned Town? 
Fra. Speak England firft, that hath been forward it 

To {peak unto this City : What fay you? ay 
ohn. 1f that the Dolphin there, thy Princely Son, 9) 

Can in this Book of Beauty read I love: a 

Her Dowry fhall weigh equal with the Queen, 

For Angiers, and fair Torain, Main, Poytters, 4 

And all that we upon this fide the Sea, 

(Except this City now by us. befieg’d) 

Find liable to our Crown and dignity, 

Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich 

In Titles, Honours, and Promotions, 

As fhe in Beauty, Education, Blood, 

Holds hands with any Princefs of the World. a 
Fra. What fay?it thou, Boy ? look in the Ladies ath | 
Dol. Ido, my Lord, and in her eye 1 find a 

A wonder, or a wondrous Miracle, al 

The fhadow of my felf form’d in her eye, i 

Which being but the fhadow of your Son, 

Becomes a Son, and makes your Sona fhadow : 

I do proteft I never low’d my felf 

Till now, infixed I beheld my felf, . 

Drawn in the flattering Table of her eye. ae | 

CWhifpers wich Bla 
Baft. Drawn in the flattering Table of her ey » 

Hang?d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow, a 

And quartet’d in her heart, he doth efpie - 

Himfelf Loves Traitor; this is pity now, fa 

That hang?d, and drawn, and quartei’d there fhould be} | 
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‘In fuch a Love, fo vilea Lout as he. 
Blan. My Uncles Wiil in this refpect is mine. 
If he fee ought in you that makes him like, 
That any thing he fees which moves his liking 
[can with cafe tranflate it to my will : 
’ Orif you will, to {peak more properly, 
\ 1 will enforce it eafily to my love. 
Farchet f will not flatter you my Lord, 
| That all I fee in you is worthy Love, 
| Than this, that nothing do I {ee.in you, 
t Though churlifh thoughts themfelves fhoyld be you rJudge, 
That 1 can find, fhould merit any hate. 
a Fobn. What fay thefe young-ones? What fay you myNeece? 
Blan. That the isbound in honour {till to do 
ij What yottin wifdom {till vouchfafe to fay. 
i Fobn.Speak then, Prince Dolphiz, can you love this Lad y? 
Dol. Nay, ask me if | can refrain from love, 
For I do love her moft unfeignedly. 
‘Fohn.. Then dol give Volquclin, Torain, Main, 
i) Poyttiers, aud Anjou, thefe five Provinces 
{With her to thee, and this addition more, 
\gfull thirty thoufand Marks of Englith Coyn ; 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withall, 
command thy Son and Daughter to joyn hands. 
{ Fran. It likes us well: young Princes, clofe your Hands. 
ij. ft. And your Lips too, for Lain. well aflur’d, 
. That I did fo, when I was firft aflur?d, 
; _ Fran. Now Citizons of Avgiers ope your Gates, 
_Letin that amity which you have made, 
oF at Saint Adaric’s Chappel prefently, 
y Lhe Rites of Marriage thall be folemniz’d, 
4,8 not the Lady Con/tance in this Troop ? 
© know fhe is not, for.this Match made up, 
der prefence would have interrupted much, 
' Where is fhe and her Son, tell me, who knows ? 
 - Dol. Sheis fad and paffionate at your Highnefs Tent. 
th} “Fran, And by my faith, this League that we have made, 
Will give her fadnefs very little cure: 
_ stother of England, how may we content 
tPhis Widow Lady? in her Right we came, 
_ Which we, God knows, have turned another way, 
i To our own vantage. 
John, We will heal up all, 
or we'lhcreate young Arthur Duke of Britain 
ind Earl of Richmond and this rich fair Town 
{Ve make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conjtance, 
aiome fpeedy Meflenger bid her repair 
iy’ Lo our Solemnity : 1 truft we hall, 

i Tf not fill up the meafure of her will ) 
Yet in Some meafure fatisfie her fo, 
wil hat we fhall ftop her Exclamation. 

ins, 20 We as well as hafte will fufter us, 
To this unlook’d for unptepared pomp. LExeuat. 
Baft, Mad world, mad Kings, mad Compofition ; 
foln, toftop Arthurs Title in the whole, 
if Hath willingly departed with a part, 
nd France, whofe Armour Confcience buckled on, 
WVhom Zeal and Charity brought to the Field, 
id As Gods own Souldier, rounded in the car 
yy Vith that fame Purpofe-changer, that flye Devil 
, Lhat Broker, that {till breaks the pate of Faith, 
" That daily Break-Vow, he that. wins of all, 
Of Kings, of Beggars, old men, young men, maids, 
1 Who having no external thing to lofe, 
if But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of that. 
" That fmooth-fac’d Gentleman, tickling Commodity, 
Commodity, the byas of the W orld, 
The World, who of it felf is poyfed well, 
» ,Made to run even, upon even ground : 
jr’ Vill this advantage, this vile drawing byas, 
"This fway of motion, this Commodity, 
t; Makes it take head from all indifferency, 
From all direction, purpofe, courfe, intent; 
, And this fame Byas, this Commodity, 
‘ld 
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This Bawd, this Broker, that all: changing-world, 
Clapton the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawa him from his own determin?d aid, 
From a refoly’d and honourable War, 

To a moft bafe and vile concluded Peace, 

And why rail 1 on this Commodity ? 

But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my Hand, 
When his fair Angels would falute my Palm, 
But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor Beggar, railethon the Rich. 

Well, whilesI am a Beggar, 1 will. rail; 

And fay there is no fin but. to bewich, 

And being Rich my Vertue then: fhall: be, 

To fay there is no Vice, but Beggary; 

Since Kings break Faith upon Gommadity, 


Gain be my Lord, for Iwill worthip thee: L Exe. 


Attés Secundus. 


Enter Conftance, Arthur, and Salisbury: 
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Conft. Gone to be matried ?) gorie to fwear a peace ? 
Falfe blood to falfe blood joyn’d. Gone to be Friends? 
Shall- Lewis have Blanch, and Blavch thote Provinces ? 
It is not fo, thou haft mifpoke, mifheard 
Be well adyis?d, tell ore thy tale again; 
{t cannot be, thou doft but fay *tis fo, 
I truftl may not truft thee, for thy word 
Is but the vain breath ef a common man 
Believe me, I do not believe thee nan, 

I have a: Kings Oath tg the contrary, 
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Thou fhalt be punith’d for thus frighting mey 


For I am fick, and capable of fears, 
Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of fear¢, 
A Widow, Husbandlefs, fubject to fears, 
A Womanmaturally born to fears ; 
And though thou now confefs thou didft but jeft 
With my vext Spirits, 1 cannot take a Truce 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
What doft thou mean by fhaking of thy head ? 
Why doft thou loek fo fadly on my Son? 
W hat means that hand upon that-breaft of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheume, 
Like a proud river peering o’re his bounds ? 
Be thefe fad figns confirmers of thy words? 
Then {peak again, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
Sal. As true, asl believe you think them fal 
That give-you caafe to prove my faying true, 
Conft. Oh if thou teach me to believe this forrow, 
Teach thou this forrow how to make me dye, : 
And let belief, and lifeencounter’ fo; 
As doth the fury of two defperate men; 
Which in the very megting fall and dye. 
Lemis marry Blanch? O Boy, then where art thoir? 
France friend with England, what becomes of ine? 
Fellow be gone : I cannot brook thy fight; 
This news hath made thee a moft ugly man. 
Sal. What other harm have 1, good Lady, done; 
But {poke the harm, that is by others done. 

Conft, Which harm within it felf fo | 
As it makes harmful all that fpeak of it. 
Arthur. do befeech you, Madam, be content, 

Cont. 1f thou that bidft me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, apd flandrous to thy Mothers Womb, 
Full of unpleafing blots, and fightlefs tains, 
Lame, foolilh, crooked, fwart, predigious, 
Patch’d with foul Moles, and eye-offending matks, 
[ would not care, I then would be content, 
For then I fhould not love thee: no, not thoa 
Become thy great Birth, nor deferve a Crown. 


? 


lainous is, 
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But thou art fair, and at thy birth (dear Boy ) 
Nature and Fortune joyn’d to make thee great. 
Of Natures Gifts thou may’it with Lillies boaft, 
And with the half blown Rofe. But Fortune, oh, 
She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee, 
Sh’ adulterates hourly with thy Uncle febz, 

And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread down fair refpect of Soveraignty, 

And made his Majefty the Bawd to theirs. 

France isa Bawd toFortune, and King Fohn, 


That ftrumpet Fortune, 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not 


that ufurping fobz : 
France for{worn ? 


Envenom him with words, or get thee gone, 
} And leave thefe woes alone, which alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 


I may not go without you to the 


Sal. Pardon me, Madam, 
Kings. 
Conft. Thou mayeft, thou fhalt, I will not go with thee. 


I will inftruct my forrows to be proud, 

For grief is proud, and makes his owner {toop 3 
Tomeand to the {tate of my great grief, 

Let Kings aflemble : for my grief’s fo great, 
That no Supporter but the huge firm Earth 

Can hold it up: here I and forrows fit, 

Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 


—— 


Aétus Tertius, Scena. prima, 


Enter King John, France, Dolphin, Blanch, Elianor, Philip, 


Anftria, Conftance, 


Fran. *Yis true ( fair Daughter ) and this bleffed day, 


Ever in France fhall be kept Feftival : 

To folemnize this day the glorious Sun 
Stays in his courfe, and playsthe Alchymift, 
Turning with fplendour of his precious eye 


The meager cloddy 


Earth to glittering Gold: 


The yearly courfe that brings this day about, 
Shall never fee it, but a Holy-day. 


Conf. A wicked day, and nota Holy-day. 


What hath this day deferv’d ? what hath it done, 
That it in golden Letters fhould be fet 


Among the high 


Tides in the Kalendar ? 


Nay, rather turn this day out of the Week, 
This day of Shame, Oppreffion, Perjury. 

Or if it mutt ftand ftill, let Wives with Child 
Pray that their Burthens may not fall this day, 
Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft : 
But (on this day) let Sea-men fear no wrack, 
No bargains break that are not this day made; 
This day all things begun, come to ill end, 

Yea, faith it felf, to hollow falfhood change. 


Fran. By Heaven, Lady you fhall have no caufe 


To curfe the fair Proceedings of this day : 
Have I not pawn’dto, you my Majefty? 


Conft. You have beguil’d me with a Counterfeit 


Refembling Majefty, which being touch’d and try’d, 


Proves valuelefs : you are forfworn, 


forfworn, 


You came in Arms to fpill my Enemies Blood, 
But now in Arms, you ftrengthen 1t with yours. 
The grapling vigor, and rough frown of War 


Is cold in amity, 
And our Oppreffion 
Arm, arm, you Heavens, 


and painted peace, 
hath made up this League : 
againft thefe perjur’d Kings, 


A Widow cryes, be Husband to me (Heavens) 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day : 
Wrear out the days in peace: but e’re Sun-fet, 

Set armed difcord ?cwixt thefe perjur’d Kings, 

4 Hear me, Oh, hear me. 


Auft. Lady Conjtance, peace. 


Conft. War, war, no peace, Peace isto mea War: 


O Lymozes, O Axfria, thou doft fhame 
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That bloudy fpoil : thou Slave,thou Wretch,thou Cova 
Thou Lite Valiant, Great in Villany : es 
Thou ever ftrong upon the ftronger fide; Z| 
Thou Fortunes Champion, that doft never fight 77) 
But when her humorous Ladyfhip is by | 
To teach thee fafety : thou art perjur’d too. a 
And foothft up greatnefs. What a Fool art thon, 7 | 
A ramping Fool, to brag, to ftamp, and fwear, = 
Upon my Party: thou cold-blouded Slave, 
Haft thou not {poke like Thunder on my fide? 
Been fworn my Souldier, bidding me depend I 
Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, and thy Strength, i 
And doft thou now fall over to my Foes? rs 
Thou wearsa Lyons hide? doff it for thame, — eB 
And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs, ‘a 
Auft, O that aman fhould fpeak thofe words to te 
Piul, And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Linky 
Auft, Thou darft not fay fo, Villain, for thy lif 
Phil. And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant 
Sohn, We like not this, thou doft forget thy felk 


Enter Pandulph. 


Fran. Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope. 

Pan. Hail you anointed Deputies of Heaven; : 
To thee King ohn my holy errand is ¢ 
I Pandulph of fair Millane Eardinal, 

And from Pope Jnnocent the Legate here, 

Do in his Name religioufly demand ve 
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wilfully doft fpurn, and force perforce % 
Keep Stephen Langton, chofen Archbifhop ® 
Of Canterbury, from that holy See: q 
This in our forefaid holy Fathers Name, 
Pope Innocent, 1 do demand of thee. 

Sohn. What earthy name to Interrogarories 
Can tafte the free-breath of a facred King ? 
Thou canft not (Cardinal) devife a name 
So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous | 
To charge me to an anfwer, as the Pope: 

Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England, 
Add thus much more, that no Jtalian Prieft . 
Shall tythe or toll in our Dominions: 

But as we, under Heaven, are fupream head, 

So under him that great Supremacy x 
Where we do Reign, we will alone uphold 4 
Without th’ afliftance of a mortal hand: ‘a 
So tell the Pope, all Reverence fet apart | 
To him and his ufurp’d Authority. x 

Fran, Brother of England, you blafpheme in this 

Sohn, Though you, and all the Kings of Criftentas} 

Are led fo grofly by this medling Prielt, z | 
Dreading the Curfe that Money may buy out, 7} 
And, by the merit of vile Gold, drofs, duit, | 
Purchafe corrupted Pardon ofa man, 
Who in that fale fells Pardon from himfelf : 
Though you, and all the reft fo grofly led, 4 
This jugling witch-craft with Revenue cherifh, | 
Yet Talone, alone, do me oppofe ; 
Againft the Pope, and count his Friends my Foes. 

Pand. Then by the lawful power that J have, 
Thou fhalt ftand curft, and excommunicate, 

And bleffed fhall he be that doth revolt 
From his Allegiance to an Heretique, 
And meritorious hall that hand be cali’d, 
Canonized and wofhipp’d as a Saint, 

That takes away by any fecret courfe 
Thy hateful life. 

Pree bs: lawful fet it be 

at | have room with Rome to c ile 
Good Father Cardinal, cry thou uiegee < | 
To my keen Curfes 5 for without my Wrong F 
There isno Tongue hath power to curfe him right 

Pan, There’s Law and Warrant (Lady) for BY @%) 
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Conft. And for mine too, when Law can do no right. 
"Let it be lawful, that Law bar no wrong - 
Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here, 
. For he that holds his Kingdom, holds.the Law ; 
* Therefore fince Law ft felf is perfect wrong, 
How can the Law forbid: my Tongue to curfe ? 
| Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curfe, 
“Let go the hand of that Arch-heretique, 
“and raife the Power of France upon his head, 
\ Unlefs he do fubmichimfelf to Rome. 
< Elea, Look’ft thou pale, France ? donot let go thy hand. 
is Conft. . Look ‘to that Devil, left that France repent, 
“and by disjoyning hands Hell lofea Soul. 
\  Anft. King, Philip, liften to the Cardinal. 
in Baft. And hang a. Calves-skin’ on his recreant Limbs. 
th Auft. Well, Ruffian, | muft pocket up thefe wrongs, 
‘tBecaufe, 
tt Bajt. Your Breeches beft may carry them. 
ltt Sjobn. Philip, what fay'ft thou to the Cardinal ? 
“Conf, What fhould he fay, but as the Cardinal ? 
Dolph. Bethink you Father, for the difference 
's purchafe of a heavie Curfe from Rome, 
Or the light lofs of Eagland for a Friend : 
Forgo the eafier. 
{th © Bla. That ‘is the Curfe of Rome, — 
ike Con. O Lewis, ftand faft, the Devil tempts thee here 
In likenefs of a new wntrimmed Bride. 
Bla. The Lady Coaftance {peaks not from her Faith : 
t, But from her Need, 
Conft.’Oh, if thou grant my Need, 
iV hich onely lives but. by the death of Faith, 
e That Need, muft needs infer this Principle, 
7 That.Faith would live again by death of Need: 
9 then tread down my Need, and Faith mounts up : 
% Keep my Need up, and Faith is trodden down, : 
Fobn. ‘The King is moved, and anfwers not to this. 
Conft. O be remov’d from him, and anfwer well : 
Auft. Do fo, King Philip, hang no- more in doubt. 
Bat. Hang nothing.but a Caives-skin, moft fweet lout. 
Fran. 1am perplext, and know not what to fay. 
_ Pan. What canit thou fay, but will perplex thee more ¢ 
wu thou ftand excommunicate, and curft? 
it” Fran, Good reverend Father, make my perfon yours, 
And tell me how you would beftow your felf? 
., Lhis Royal hand, and mine ate newly knit, 
™ And the conjunction of our inward fouls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
i! With all Religious. ftrength of facred Vows: 
' The late(t breath, that gave the found of words, 
| Was deep fworn Faith, Peace, Amity, true Love 
Between our Kingdoms and our Royal felves, 
And even before this Truce, but new before, 
6"'No longer than we well could wafh our hands, 
!, To clap this Royal Bargain up in Peace, 
"Heaven knows they were befinear?d and over ftain’d 
(¢ With Slaughter’s Pencil; where Revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incenfed Kings : 
if! And fhall thefe hands fo lately purg?’d of Blood ? 
{i So newly joyn’d in love? fo ftrong in both, 
:wUnyoke this feifure, and this kind regreet ? 
Play faftand loofe with Faith? fo jeft with Heaven, 
aj Make fach unconftant Children of our felves, 
ii As now again to fnatch our Palm from Palm ? 
, Un-fwear Faith fworn, and on the Marriage-bed 
, Of fmiling Peace to march a bloody Hoaft, 
And make a riot on the gentle brow 
4, Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir, 
My reverend Father, let it not be fo 
Out of your grace, devife, ordain, impote 
Some gentle Order, and then we fhall be bleft 
To do your pleafire, and continue Friends. 
i; Pand. All Form is formiefs, Order orderlefs, 
Save what is oppofite’ to England’s love. 
if Therefore to Arms, be Champion of our Churchy 
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Or let the Church our Mother breathe her cure, 

A Mothers curfe, on. her revolting Son. 

France, thou. may’ft hold a Serpent by the Tongue, 

A cafed Lyon by the mortal Paw, , 

A fafting Tyger fafer by the Tooth, 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou doft hold. 
Fran, | may dis-joyn my Hand, but not my Faith. 
Pand. So mak?it thou Faith an Enemy to Faith, 

And Jike a Civil War fev’ft Oath to Oath, 

Thy Tongue againft thy Tongue. O let thy Vow 

Firit made to Heaven, firlt be to Heaven perform’d, 

That is, to be the Champion of our Church, 

What fince thou fwor'it, is fworn againit thy felf, 

And may not be performed by thy. felf, 

For that which thou haft fworn to do amifs, 

Is not. amif$ when it is truly done : 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 

The truth is then moft done, not doing it : 

The better Act of Purpofes miftook, 

is to miftake again, though indirect, 

Yet inditection thereby grows direct, 

And falfehood, falfehood cures, as fire cools fite 

Within the feorching veins of one new burn’d. 

it is Religion that doth make Vows kept, 

But thou haft fworn againft Religion : 

By what. thou fwearrft, againft the thing thou fweaift ; 

And mak’ftan Oath the furety for thy Truth : 

Againit an Oath the Truth,. thou art unfure 

To fwear, fweats, only not to be forfworn, 

Elfe what.a mockery fhould it be to {wear ? 

But thou doft fwear, only to be forfworn, 

And moft forfworn, to keep what thou. doft fwedr, 

Therefore thy latter Vows, againft thy firft, 

Is inthy felf Rebellion to thy felf: 

And better Conqueft never canft thou make; 

Than atmthy conftant and thy nobler parts 

Againit thefe giddy loofe fuggeftions : 

Upon which better part, our Pray’rs come in 

If thou vouchfafe them. But if not; then know 

The peril of our Curfes light on thee 

So heavy, asthon fhalt not fhake them off, 

But in defpait, dye under their black weight, 

Auft. Rebellion, flat Rebellion. 
Baft. Will’t not be ? 

Will not a Calves-skin ftop that mouth of thine? 
Daul. Father, to, Arms. 

Blanch. Upon thy- Wedding: day ? 

Againit the blood that thou haft married ? 

What fhall our Feaft be kept with flanghtered men ? 

Shall braying Trumpets, and loud churlith Drums, 

Clamours of Hell, be meafures to our Pomp? 

O Hushand, hear me ; ay, alack, how new 

{s Husband ‘in my Mouth? even for that Namé 

Which till this time my Tongue did ne’re pronounce ; 

Upon my knee I beg, gonotto Arms 

Againft mine Uncle. 

Conft. O, upon my knee, made hard with kneeling, 

I do pray to thee, thou vertuous Daulphin, 

Alter not the Doom fore-thought by Heaven. 

Blan. Now. fhall I fee thy love, what motive ma 

Be ftronger with thee than the Name of Wife ? 

Cot, That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, 

His Honour. Oh thine Honour, Lewis, thine Honour. 
Dolph. 1 mufe your Majefty doth feem fo cold, 

When fuch profound Refpects do pull you on? 

Pand. | will denounce a Curfe upon his head, 

Fran, Thou halt not need. Exgland, | will fall from thee. 

Conft. O fair return of banifh’d Majefty. 

Elea, O foul revolt of French Inconftancy. 

Eng. France, thou fhalt rue this hour within this hoar. 
Baft, Old Time the Clock-Setter,that bald Sexton, Time, 

Is it as he will? well then, France thall rie. . 

Blan. The Sun’s o’recaft with Blood: fair pay adieu. 

Which is the fide that I muft go withall ? 


I am 
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I am with both, each Army hath a hand, To fay what Sg apes bbe pre 
And in their rage, | having hold of both, Fuh. Yaw NEG ers ahi P i ay 4 ee 
They whurle affunder, and difmember me. john. Good ast d " 9 . ti “oa fay fo yet, 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may7ft win : But thou fhalt hay : : an cee nes ne an flow, , y 7 
Uncie,I needs muft pray that thou may’ft lofe : Yet it fhall come “ re ietit £6 000. aa 
Father, | may not wilh the fortune thine: I had a thing to fay, but le ee , q 
Grandam, I will not wifh thy withes thrive ¢ The Sun is in the Heaven, “te the proud day, 
Who ever wins, on that fide fhall I lofe : Attended with the pleafure fe ae world, 
Aflured lofs, before the match be plaid. _. | Is all too wanton, ste ie as Bands, 
Delph. Lady, with me, with me thy Fortune lies. To give me audience, 1 the ar night Bell 
Biz. There where my Fortune lives, there my life dies.| Did with his lron ‘Tongue, an Brazen Mouth 
|| John. Cofer, go draw our Puillance togethers Sound on into the drowfie race of night : a 
France, Lam burn’d up with inflaming wrath, If this fame were a Church-yard where we ftand, a 
A rage, whofe heat hath this condition 3 And thou pofleffed with a thoufand Wrongs; I 
That nothing can allay, nothing but Blood, Or if that furly Spitit, Melancholy, ih 
The Blood and deareft valued Blood of France. Had bak’d thy Blood, and made it heavy, thick, Vie : 
Fran. Thy rage fhall burn thee up, and thou fhall turn | Which elfe runstickling up and down the Veins, 
To afhes, ere our blood fhall.quench that fire ; Making that idiot Laughter keep mens Bies, © 7) 
Look to thy felf, thou art in jeopardy. _ | And ftrain theit Cheeks to idle Merriment, 
ohn, No more than he that threats. To Arms let’s hie. A paflion hateful to my Purpofes : 
= [Exexnt,| Or if that thou couldit fee me without Eies, ~ 
Hear me without thine Ears, and ‘make reply 
Without a Tongue, ufing conceit alone, 
VVithout Eies, Ears, and harmful found of VVotts. 
Sana Secu nda. Then, in defpight of brooded watchful day, vee 
I would into thy bofom pour my thoughts : 
Allivnts,. Execurlions + Enter Baftard with Aufiria’s head. But (ah) Iwill not, yet 1 love thee well, 
3 bi And by my trothI think thou lov’ft me well. "7 
B.[t. Now by my life, this day grows wondrous hot, Hub, So well, that what you bid me, undertake, 
Some ayery Devil hovers in the skie, Though that my death were adjunct to my Act, 
And pours down mifchief. ujfria’s head lye there, By Heaven I would do it. | 
: Fohn. Do not 1 know thou wouldft ? 77 
Enter Fohn, Arthur, Hubert. Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thineeye | 
On yon young Boy : le tell thee what, my Fri¢ 1d, 
While Philip. breathes. He is a very Serpent in my way, a 
soln, Hubert, keep this Boy : Philip make up, And whérefoe’re this Foot of mine doth tread; 7) 
My Mother is aflailed in our Tent, He lyes before me : doft thou underftand me? 5 
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And tane, I fear. Thou art his Keeper. ee 


i} Baj?. My Lord I refcued her. Hub, And le keep him fo, 
|| Her Highnefs is in fafety, fear you not: That he fhall not offend your Majefty. 
Bot on, my Liege, for very little Pains ohn, Death. 
Will bring this labour to an happy ead. [Exit Hub, My Lord. 
ee Foln, A Grave. 
\| Alarms, Excurfions, Retreat. Enter John Eleanor, Arthur, Hub, He fhall not live. 
Baftard, tlubert, Lords. 0 John. Enough. 
I could bé merry now, Hubert, I love thee. 
Soha. So fhall it be :: your grace fhall ftay. behind Well, I’le not fay what I intend for thee : 
So ftrongly guarded : Cofen, look not fad, Remember : Madam, fare you well. 
Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will I’le fend thofe Powers o’re to your Majefty. 
As dear be to-ti Ele. My blefling go with thee. 
i John. For England Cofen, go. 
Hubert fhall be your man, to attend on you 
With all true duty : on toward Caillice, hoa. 
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Scana Tertia. rs 
Baj?. Bell, Book, and Candle, fhalt not drive me back, “) 
| When Gold and Silver becks me to come on, Enter France, Dolphin, Pandupho, Attendants. |) 
I leave your Highnefs : Grandam,I will pray : fe 
(If ever 1 remember to be holy ) Fran. So by a roaring Tempeft on the Flood, 9] 
For your fair fafety , fo I kifs your hand. A whole Armado of conyicted Sail _. Lo 
Ele. Farewell, gentle Cofen, Is fcattered and disjoyned from fellowship, a 
Sohn. Coz, farewell. . ~~ Pand. Courage and comfort, all fhall yet go ™ 
Ele, Come hither little Kinfman, hark, a word. | Fran. What can go well, when we haverull 
_Ffohn, Come hither, Aubert. O my gentle /ubert, Are we not beaten ? Is not “Angicrs loft ? ; 
' \Ve owe thee much : within this wall of flefh Arthur tane Prifoner ? divers dear Friends flain?- 
, There isa Soul counts thee her Creditor, And bloody Exglatd into England gone. 
| And with advantage means to pay thy love: O’re-bearing Interruption {pight of France? > hs 
_ And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath Dol. What he hath won, that hath he fortified: | 
Liyes inthis bofom, dearly cherithed. So hot a fpeed, with fuch Advice difpos’d,. 5 i 
Give i» thy hand, I had athing to fay, Such temperate Order in fo fierce a Caufe i 
But I will fitit with fome better tune. ‘ Doth want Example; who hath read, or heard | 
By Heaven, Hubert,1.am almoft afham’d Of any kindred-aétion like to this ?- a 
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| Fran. Well could I bear that England had this Praile, 
" So we could find fome Pattern of our Shame. 
i Enter Confpance. 
Look, who comes here ?. a Grave unto a Soul, 
Holding th’eternal Spirit againft her Will, 
“In the vile Prifon of afflicted Breath : 

I Prethee, Lady, go away with me. 
| Cont. Lo, now: now fee the iflue of your Peace. 
| Fran. Patience, good Lady, comfort gentle Con/tance. 
Conft. No, I defie all Counfel, all Redrefs, 

' But that which ends all Counfel, true Redrefs, 
Death, Death, O amiable, lovely Death, 

Thou odoriferous ftench : found rottennefs, 
Arife forth from the Couch of lafting Night, 
\(Thou hate and terror to Profperity, 

tiAnd I will kifs thy deteftable Bones. 
yAnd put my eye-balls in thy vaulty Brows, 

“ And ring thefe Fingers with thy houfhold Worms, 
And ftop this gap of breath with fulfom duft, 

ix And be a Carrion Montfter like thy felf : 

tnoome, grin on me, and I will think thou fimil’ft, 

#, And bufs thee as thy Wife: Miferies Love, 

(2 come to me. 

ly, Fran. O fair Affliction, Peace. 

,, Conf, No, no, 1 will not, having breath to cry : 
| ) that my Tongue were inthe Thunders Mouth, 
2g hen with a Paffion I would thake the World, 
»yAnd rowze from fleep that fell Anatomy 
on’ Which cannot hear a Ladys feeble Voice, 

’ Vhich fcorns.a modern Invocation. 
, Pand, Lady, you utter madnefs, and not forrow. 
iis, COM. Thou.art not holy to belye me fo, 

am not mad : this hair 1 tear is mine, 
ity nameis Conftance,1 was Geffrey’s Wife, 

.oung Arthur ismy Son, and he is loft : 

‘tam not mad, I would to Heaven I were, 
itt or then’ tis like I fhould forget my felf: 
), if could, what grief fhould I forget 
reach fome Philofophy to make me mad, 
) And thou halt be Canoniz’d (Cardinal) 
‘or, being not mad, but fenfible of grief, 
Ay reafonable part produces Reafon 
low I may be deliver’d of thefe Woes, 
nd teaches me to kill or hang my felf: 
f I were mad, I fhould forget my Son, 
tr madly think a Babe of Clouts were he ; 
mt) am not mad : too well, tdo well I feel 
“he different Plague of each Calamity. 
iy Fran, Bind up thofe Trefles : O what love I note 
nthe fair multitude of thofe her Hairs ; 
Vhere but by chance a filver drop hath faln, 
yu iven tothat drop ten thoufand wiery Fiends 

iu 20 glew themfelves imfociable grief, 
| ike true, infeparable, faithful Loves, 
ticking together in Calamity. 

Conft. To England, if you will. 
Fran. Bind up your Hairs. 
Conft, Yes, that Iwill: and wherefore will I do it ? 
, tore them from their Bonds, and cry’d aloud, 
Bry that thefe hands could fo redeem my Son, 
As they have given thefe: Hairs theit liberty : 
i”’But now envy attheir Liberty ; 

_ And will again commit them to their Bonds, 
fb} Becaufe:my poor Child is a Prifoner. 
| And Father Cardinal, I:have heard. you fay 
ww’ That we fhall fee and:know our Friends in Heaven é 
| If that be true; [ thal fee my Boy again: 

For fince the birthof Cain, the firft. Male-child 
,, To him that did but yefterday fufpire, 

g, There was not fuch a gracious Creature born : 
y “But, now will’ Cankerforrow cat my Bud, 

ji, And chafe the native:Beauty from his Check, 
j, And he will look as‘hollow asa: Ghofl, 

A As dim and meager asi an. Agnesifitgo” 
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And. fo he’ dye: and rifing fo again, 

When I fhall meet him in the Court of Heaven 

I fhall not know him: therefore never, never. 

Muft I behold my Pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too hainous a refpe.t of grief. 
Conf. He talks to. me that never had a Son. 

Fran, You areas fond of Grief, as of your Child. 
Conft. Grief fills the room up of my abfent Child: 

Lies in his Bed, walks up and down with me, 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 

Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his Form, 

Then have! reafon to be fond of grief ? 

Fare you well: had you fuch a lofs asI, 

I could give better comfort than you do. 

I will not keep this Form upon my head, 

VVhen there is fuch diforder in my Wit: 

O Lord, my Boy, my Arthur, my fair Son, 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world. 

My Widow-comfort, and my Sorrows cure. [Exit 
Fran, \ fear fome outrage, and I’le follow her. [E-xir. 
Dol, There’s nothing in this world can make me joy. 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull ear ofa drowfie man; 

And bitter fhame hath fpoil’d the fweet words tafte, 

That it yields nought but fhame and bitternefs. 

Pand. Before the curing of a {trong difeafe, 

Even in the inftant of repair and health, 

The fit is ftrongeft : evils that take leave, 

On their departure, moft of all fhew evil : 

What have you loft by lofing of this day ? 

Dol. All days of glory, joy, and happinefs. 
Pand. If you had won it, certainly you had. 

No, no: when Fortune means to men moft good, 

She looks upon them with a threatning Eye : 

Tis ftrange to think how much King Fobz hath loft 

In this which he accounts fo clearly won: 

Are not you griev’d that Arthur is his Prifoner ? 

Dot. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
Pand. Your Mind is all as youthful as your Blood. 

Now hear me {peak with a Prophetick Spirit : 

For even the breath of what I mean to fpeak, 

Shall blow each duft, each ftraw, each little rub 

Out of the Path which fhall direétly lead 

Thy foot to Exgland’s Throne. And therefore niark : 

Fohn hath feiz’d Arthur, and it cannot be, 

That whiles warm life plays in that Infants veins, 

The mifplac’d-Fobe fhould entertain an hour, 

One minute, nay one quiet breath of reft. 

A Scepter fnatch’d with an unruly hand, 

Mutt be as boyfteroufly maintain’d as gain’d, 

And he that {tands upon a flipp’ry place, 

Makes nice of no vile hold to ftay him up: 

That Yohn may ftand, then Arthur needs muft fall; 

So be it, for it cannot be but fo. 

Dol. But what fhall I gain by young Arthnr’s fall ? 
Pand. You, in the right of Lacy Blanch your Wife; 
May then make all the Claim that, Arthur did. 
Dol, And lofe it, life and’all, as Arthur did. 
and. How green you are; and frefh in this old world? 

John lays you Plots: the Times confpire with you, 

For he that fteeps his fafety in true Blood, 

Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue: 

This Act foevilly born fhall coolthe hearts 

Ofall his people, and freeze up their zeal, 

That none fo fmall advantage fhall ftep forth 

To check his Reign, but they will cherih ir, 

No natural exhalation in the Skie, 

No fcope of Natute, no diftemper’d Day, 

No comition Wind, no:cuftomed Event, 

But they will pluck away his Natural Caufe, 

And call them Meteors, ‘Prodigies, and Sigiis; 

Abortives; Prefages, and Tongues of Heaven; 

Plainly denouncing Vengeance upon Foba, 
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Dol, May be he will not touch young, Arthur’s life, Ar, And will yout ae 
But hold himfelf fafe in his Prifonment. Hub, And \ will. héearee wVHE h d oa 
Pand, O Sir, when he fhall hear of your approach, Ar, Have you the! spe 5 a digs did but al 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, I knit my Hand-kercher f nies vitik tows: 
Even at this news he dies: and then the hearts (The beft I had, a Princefs wrought it Mie)s 
Of all his People fhall.revolt from him, And I did never ask it hii ad id ‘i 
And kifs the lips of unacquainted Change, And with my Hand, ea nignt _ your Head; 
And pick ftrong matter of Revolt, and Wrath And like the watchful ery to the Hour,. | 
Ont of the Bloody Fingers ends of Yohn. Still and anon cheat d > the heavy time 5 9) 
Methinks I fee this Hurley’ all on foot ; Saying, what lack you $ and where lies your 
And O, what better matter breeds for you, Or what good love may I perform for you? 
Than I have nam’d. The Baftard Faulconbridge Many a poor mans Son would have lain till, 
Is now in Exgland ranfacking the Church, And ne’re have fpoke a loving word to you: | 
Offending Charity : If but a dozen French But you, at your fick fervice had°a Prince: | 
Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call Nay, you may think my love was crafty love; 
To train ten thoufand Englifh to their fide ; And call it cunning. Do, and if you will, a 
Or, asa little fnow, tumbled about,  , If Heaven be pleas’d, that you muft ufe me ili 
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dolphin, Vhy_ thea you matt. Will you put out mine Bigs) 
Go with me to the King, ’tis wonderful, Thefe Eies, that never did, nor never hall 9) 
What may be wrought out of their Difcontent, So much as frown on you. — but 
Now that their Souls are top full of Offence, Hub. | have {worn to do it, 4 
For England go; 1 will whet on the King. And with hot Irons mutt I burn them out. a 
Dol. Strong Reafons makes ftrong Actions: let us go, 4r, Ah, none but in this Iron age, would doit: | 
If you fay I, the King will not fay no. (Exeunt | The Iron of it felf, though heat red hot, wal 
Approaching near thefe Eies, would drink my teat} 
And quench this fiery Indignation, 
bd ui ga Even in the matter of mine Innocence : 
Altus Quintus. Scena p 1M, | Nay, after that, confume away in Ruft, 
But for containing Fire to harm mine Eye: 7) 
Enter Hubert and Executioners. Are you more ftubborn hard, than hammer’d Tron?) 
And ifan Angel fhould have come to me, ae 
Hub. Heat me thefe Irons hot, and look thou ftand | And told me Alubert fhould put out mine Eyes, 9) 

Within the Arras: when I ftrike my foot { would not have believ’d him : no Tongue but Aaa) 

Upon the bofom of the ground, ruth forth Hub. Come forth: Doas I bid you do. ca 

And bind the Boy, which you fhall find with me, Ar, O fave me, Hubert, fave me: my Eies areal 

Faft to the Chair: be heedful: hence, and watch. Even with the fierce looks of thefe bloody men.) 9} 
Exec. 1 hope your Warrant will bear out the Deed!| Aub. Give me the Iron, I fay, and bind him ‘heres’ | 
Hub. Uncleanly Scruples, fear not you: look to’t. Ar, Alas, what need you be fo boifterous rough? 

1 Young Lad come forth; 1 have to fay with you. I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone ftill: 9 
Enter Arthur. For Heaven fake, Hubert, let me not be bound: 
Ar. Good motrow, Hubert. Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive thefe menaway, 
Hub. Good morrow, little Prince. And I will fit as quiet as a Lamb. um 
Ar, As little Prince, having fo great a Title I will not ftir, nor wince, ner fpeak a word, 

To be more Prince, as may be: you are. fad. Nor look upon the Iron angerly: vet 
Hb. Indeed 1 have been merrier. Thruft but thefe men away, and le forgive yous) 
‘Ar, Mercy on; me: What ever torment you do put me-to. (hae 

Methinks no body fhould -be fad but I : ‘ Hub. Go, ftand within: let me alone with him) 

Vet L remember when [ was in Frazce Exec. 1 am beft pleas’d to be from fuch adeed.. © 

Young Gentlemen would be as fad as night Art, Alas, 1 then have chid away my Friend, 

Only for wantonnefs: by my Chriftendom, He hath a {tern Look, but a gentle Heart: 

So I were out of Prifon, and kept Sheep, Let him come back, that his compaflion may 

[ thould be as merry as the day is long: Give life to yours. ; 

And fo I would be here, but that 1 doubt Hub, Come (Boy) prepare your felf. 

My Uncle practifes more harm to me; dr. Is there no remedy ? 

He is afraid of me, and 1 of him: Hub, None, but to lofe your Eyes. 

Is it my fault that I was Gefrey’s Son? Art, O Heaven: that there were but a Moth im} 

No indeed is’t not, and 1 would to Heaven A Grain, a Duft, a Gnat, a wandring Hair, ote 

I were your Son, fo you would love me, Aubert. | Any Annoyance in that precious fenfe =) 

Fiub, VE 1 talk to him, with his innocent prate’ || Then feeling what fmall things are boifterous 

He will awake my Mercy, which lyes dead : | Your vile intent muit needs feem horrible: 

Therefore I will be fudden, and difpatch. Hub. 1s this your Promife ? Go too, hold yout 
Ar, Are you fick, Hubert? you look pale to days) -4r. Aubert, the utterance of a brace of, Longue A 

Infooth I would you were. a little fick, Muft needs want pleading fora pair of Eyes: !iinom 

That I might. fit all.night; and, watch with you. _| Let me not hold my. Tongue, let me not, fi#berty | 

11 warrant } love you more.than you do me. '| Or, Aubert, if yow will, cut out! my Tongues: 61 

Hub. His words do take pofleflion of my Bofom. | Sok may'keep mine Eies, O {pare mine Eies, aall 
| Read here, young -4rthwr. How’ now foolith rheume ? | Though to no ule, but ftill to look on you. ) od aia 
| Turning difpitious Torture; out of door? '| Lo, by my troth, the inftrument iscold,! . 72) | 

1 muft be brief, deft Refolution drop '| And would not harm me, at | 

| Out at mine Eyes, in tender, Womanith Tears. (| xb. 1 cam heat it, Boy. ) : to a 
| Can you not-read it? Is it not fair writ? | 4r. No, in goed-footh, the fire is dead with gu | 
| Ar. Too fairly, Hubert, for fo foul Effect, Being create for comfort, to be usd 
| Muft you with hot Irons burn ous both mine Eyes ?| In undeferved Extreams: fee elfe your felfy.: oi 9% 
| Hub. Young Boy, 1,muft. . _| There is no malicg in this burning coal, 9° 9% 


~ 


et 
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Deere eae en a meee — 
| The breath of Heaven hath blown his Spirit out, I have pofleft you with, and think them firong. 
| And ftrew’d repentant afhes on his head. And more, more ftrong, then lef is my fear 
| Amb, But with my breath I can revive it, Boy. _|I fhall endue you with: Mean time, but ask 
‘| Art. And if you do, you will’ bat ‘make ic bluth, What you'would have Reform’d, that is not well, 
,| And glow with fhame of your proceedings, Hubert : And well shall you perceive, how willingly 
.| Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your Eyes: I will both hear and grant you your requetts. 
. And, like a Dog that is compell’d to fight, Pem. Then I, as one that am the Tongue of thefe 
Snatch at his Mafter that doth tarre him on. To found the Purpofes of all their Hearts, 
A things that you fhould ufe to do me wrong Both for my felf, and them: but chicf of all 
i Deny their Office: only you do lack Your fafety: for the which, my icif and them 
That. Mercy which fierce Fire, and Iron extends, Bend theit beft ftudies, heartily requeft 
’ Creatures of note for Mercy, lacking ufes. The Infranchifement of Arthur, whofe reftraint 
° Hub, Well, fee to live: 1 will not touch thine Eye | Doth move the murmuring lips of Difcontent 


To break into this dangerous Argument, 


"For all-the Treafure that thine Uncle owes, ous / 
If what in Reft you have, in Right you hold, 


Yet am I fworn, and I did purpoft, Boy, 


“< With this fame very Iron, to burn them out. Why then your Fears (which-as they fay) attend _ 

i Arr, @ now you look like Hubert. All this while The fteps of Wrong, fhould move you to mew up 

"2 You were difguis’d. Your tender Kinfiman, and to choke his days 
Hub, Peace: no more. Adieu, * With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 

Your Uncle muft not know but you are dead. The rich advantage of good Excercife, _ 

 }Je fill thefe dogged Spies with falfe Reports : That the Times Enemies may not have this 

i" And, pretty Child, fleep doubtlefs, and fecure, To grace Occafions: let it be our fuit, 

* That Aubert, for.the Wealth of all the World, That you have bid us ‘ask his liberty, 

tit: Will not offend thee. Which for our goods we do no further ask, 
Art. O heaven! I thank you, Hubert. - | Than, whereupon our weal on you depending, 

i: Hub. Silence, no more: go clofely in with me. | Counts it your weal; he have his Liberty. 

i, Much. danger do I undergo for thee. [Exewnt. Enter Wubert. 


John. Let it be fo: 1. do commit his Youth 
To your direction: Hubert, what News, with you ? 
a Pem. This is the man Should do the Bloody deed: 
oh Scana Secunda. He fhew’d his Warrant.to a, Friend of mine, 
The Image of'a wicked sheynous' faye 
Enter John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords. || Lives in his Eye: ‘that clofe afpect of his, 
. Does fhew the mood. of:@ much’ troubled: Breaft, 
 . Fobn. Here once again we fit, once again crownd, || And I do fearfully’ believe *tis :done, 
ij; And look?d ‘upon, ‘I hope, with chearful Eyes, What we fo fear’d she shad a! charge to do. 
wy). Pe. This once again (but that your Highnefs pleas’d)| Sal. The colour’ of the King doth come and go, 


0, 


» Was once fuperfluous: you were Crown’d before, Between his Purpofe and his: Gopfcience,., - 
ig And that high Royalty was n’ ere pluck’d off: Like Heralds *twixtowo dreadful, Bartels fet: ) 
ne The Faiths of-men, ne’re ftained with Revolt’ His Paflion!is:fo ripe, (it needs» muft break. ! 
” Frefh Expectation troubled not the Land Pem. And’ when atibreakss:Tifear.will tTue thence | 
, With any long’d-for change, or better State. | The foul corruption Gf>a fweet Child’s Death. 
™ Sal. Therefore to be poflefs’d with double Pomp, Fohy. We.cannotshald Mortalities -ftrong -hand. 
To guard‘a Title that was rich before; Good Lords,’ although my will to give, is; living, 
To gild refined Gold, to paint the Lilly; The fuit ‘which yousdemand; is gone; aad dead: 
To throw a perfume on the Violet, . | He tells: ms Lrther sisudeceas’d. to-night. 
‘To fmooth the Ice, or add another hew Sal. Indeed’ wefeard thisificknefsowaspaft cure: 
‘Unto the Rainbow ; or with Taper-light Pem, Indeed we heard! how: near) his death he was, 
"To feek the beauteous Eye of Heaven to garnifh, Before the'@Ohild himfelf felt che was: fick ; 
ft Is wafteful and ridiculous eéxcefs. This muft be anfwer’dierher: here of chenee: 
| = Pem, But that your Royal Pleafure muft be done, Fokn. Why do youl bend fuch folemn Brows.,on me ? 
This Act is as-an ancient Tale new told, Think you Itbear:the Shedrsof Deftiny ? 
i And in the laft repeating troublefom, Have I Commandment»on the Pulfe of Life? 
Being urged at a time unfeafonable. ) Sal, Ivis‘appardnt-foulsplay; and ’tis fhame 
Sal. In this the Antick, and wel! noted face | That greatnefs fhould:foigrofly:offer it: 
i Of plain-old form, is much disfigured, | So thrive %it™'in your Gaine;and fo farewell: 
i, And dike a fhifted Wind unto a Sail, (bo Pemi Stay'yet (Lord! Sed: sbury) Plego with thees 
¢: It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about, |} And find \th’inheritance ofthis poor: Child, 
yi Startles and frights Confideration : His little Kingdom ofa forced Grave. . 
it Makes found Opinion fick, and Truth fufpected, That Blood: which ow?d the:breadthof all this Ifle; .. | 
if For putting on fo new a fafhion’d Robe. |] Three foot of it doth hold ; bad: world-the while: 
i) em. When Workmen ftrive to do better than Well} | This muft not be thus born, this will break out 
(jf They do confound. their ‘Skill in Covetoufnels, | To all our *forrows, and ere long I doubt, [Exeunt} 
«i, And oftentimes excufing of a Fault, Fohn. They burn inindignation: 1 repent :[Eer Asef, 
@ Doth make the Fault the worfe by th’excufe : || There is no {ure Foundation fet on Blood : 
mi As Patches fet upon a little Breach, | | No certain Life atchiev’diby others Death: 
f Difcredit more in hiding of the Fault, || A fearful Eye thou haft. Where is that Blood 
j Than did the Fault before it was fo patch’d. That I-havé feen inhabit in thofe Cheeks ? ) 


" Sal. To this Effeét, before you were new crown’d, | So foul a. Skie, ¢lears: not ‘without i: ‘Storm; 


We breath’d our Counfel: but it pleas’d your Highnefs | Pout down ‘thy Weather : how goes all in Fraixce ? 


j@ Yo over-bear it, and. we are all well pleas’d, ||  Mef. From France to’England; never: foch a Power; 

" Since all, and every part of what we would ‘| | For any Foreign: Preparation; 

B Doth make a ftand,,at what your Highnefs. will. Was levied in the Body of a Land. | _ 

5 Sohn, Some Reafons of this double ‘Coronation _| The Copy of your fpeed: is‘learn’d by them < 
. C¢ Fr 


a, 
The Life and Death of King 


sfobn. My Mother dead ? ei) 
Enter Hubert. Rh 

Hub. My Lord, they fay five Moons were feen to nights 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirle about, = 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

gfobn. Five Moons ? z 

Jub. Old men and Beldams, in the Sreets 
Do prophefie upon it dangeroutly : oe 
Young -Arthur?s death is common i their Mouths, 
And when they talk of him, they fhake their Heal 
And whifper one another in the Ear. ey 
And he that fpeaks, doth gripe the hearer’s Writ, — 
Whilft he that hears makes fearful Action 
With wrinkled Brows, with Nods, with rolling Byes 
I faw a Smith ftand with his Hammer (thus) — | 
The whilft his Irondid on the Anvil cool, 
With open mouth {wallowing a Taylor’s News, 
Who with his Sheers, and Meafure in his-hand 
Standing" Slippers, which his nimble hafte 
Had falily thruft upon contrary feet, 

Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 
That were embatteled, and rank’d in Kear, 
Another lean, unwath’d Artificer, 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthmr’s death. 

SFobn. Why feek’ft thou to poffefs me with thefe Fean) 
Why urgeft thou fo oft young Arthur's death ? 
Thy hand hath murdered him: Thad a mighty Cah 
To with him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him, 

H. No had (my Lord ?) why-did you not provoke me! 

Sohn. It is the Curfe of Kings, to be attended — 
By Slaves that .take their Humours for a Warralt, 
To break the bloody houfe of life, ce 
And on the Winking of Authority 
To underftand a Law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Majefty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon Humour, than advis’d Refpect. 

Hub. Here is your Hand and Seal for whatIdit 
Fobn. Oh, when the laft account ’twixt Heaven and Batt 
Is to be made, then fhall this Hand and Seal 
Witnefs againft us to Damnation. 

How oft the fight of means to do ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done? hadft not thou been by, 
A Fellow by the hand of Nature mark’d, 
Quoted, and fign’d to do a deed of fhame, 
This Murther had not come into my mind. 
But taking note of thy abhor’d ‘Afpect, 
Finding thee fit for Bloody V illany : 

Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death: 
And thou to be endeared to a King, 

Made it no confcience to deftroy a Prince. 

Hub, My Lord. 

Sohn, Had’ thou but fhook thy head, ot madea pil 
When I fpake darkly, what I purpofed : vil 
Or turn’d anEye of doubt upon my Faces 
As bid me tell my tale in exprefs words: |B 
Deep fhame had ftruck me dumb, made me br of 
And thofe thy Fears, might have wrought Fears in 
But thou didft underftand me by my Signs, 
And didft in Signs again parley with fin, 

Yea, without ftop didft let thy Heart confent. 
| And confequently thy rude Hand to act . 

The deed, which both our Tongues held vile toa 
Out of my fight, and never fee me more: 
My Nobles leave me, and my State is brav’d, 
Even at my Gates, with ranks of foreign Powers: — 
Nay, in the Body of this flefhly. Land, said 
This Kingdom, this Confine of Blood, and Breath 
Hoftility and Civil Tumult reigns thi | 
Between my Confcience, and my Coufins death. 

; Hub, Arm you againft your other Enemies, 

Ple make a peace between your Soul, and you. =|. 
Young 4rthur is alive: this hand of * mine “ine 
Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent hand) va 
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For when you fhould be told they do prepare, 
The tydings come, that they are all arriv’d. 

soba. On where hath our Intelligence been drunk ? 
Where hath it flept? Where is my Mothers care? 
That fuch an Army fhould be drawn in France, 
And fhe not hear of it ? 

Mf. My Liege, her ear 
Is ftopt with duft: the firft of April dy’d 
Your noble Mother , and, as! hear, my Lord, 
The Lady Conftance in a frenzie dy’d 
Three days before: but this fron: rumours Tongue 
I idelyheard : if true, or falfe,1 know not. 

Sohn. With-hold thy fpeed, dreadful Occafion 5 
O make a League with me, ’till I have pleas’d 
My difcontented Peers. What? Mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my Eftate in France 
Under whofe Conduct came thofe Powers of France ? 
That thou for truth giv’ft out are landed here ? 


Mef. Under the Dolphin. 


Enter Bafard and Peter of Pomfret. 


ohn, Thou haft made me giddy 

With thefe ill tydings: Now? What fays the World 

To your proceedings? Do not feck to ftuff 

My head with more ill News: for it is full. 

Bast, But if yoube afraid to hear ther worft, 

Then let the worft unheard, fall on your head. 
ohn, Bear with me, Coufin; for! was amaz’d 

Under the tide, but now I breath again 

Aloft the flood, and can give Audience 

To any Tongue, fpeak it of what it will. 

Baft. How I have fped among the Clergy-men, 

The Sums I have collected thall exprefs : 

| ButasI travel’d hither through the Land, 

I find the People ftrangely fantafied, 

Pofleft with Rumours, full of idle Dreams, 

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 

And here’s a Prophet that I brought with me 

From forth the Streets of Pomfret, whom 1 found 

With many hundreds treading on his heels : 

To whom he fung in rude harfh founding Rimes, 

That e’re the next Afcenfion day at noon, 

Your Highnefs fhould deliver up your Crown. 
yobn. Thou idle Dreamer, w erefore didft thou fo? 
Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo. 

Sohn. Hubert, away with him: imprifon him, 

And on that day at noon, whereon he fays 

[ fhall yield up my Crown, let him be hang’d. 

Deliver him to fafety, and return, 

For I mutt ufe thee. O my gentle Coufin, 

Hear{t thou the News abroad, who are arriv’d ? 

Bat. The French (my Lord) mens mouths are full of it: 

BefidesI met Lord Bigot, and Lord Salisbury 

With Eyes as red as new enkindled fire, 

And others more, going to feek the Grave 

OF Arthur, whom they fay is killd to night, on your 
Fobn, Gentle Kinfman, go (fuggeftion. 

And thruft thy felf into their Companies, 

I have a way to win their loves again ; 

Bring them before me. E 
Baft. } will feek them out. 

- Foln. Nay, but make hafte: the better foot before. 

O, let me have no Subjects Enemies, 

When adverfe Foreigners affright my Towns 

With dreadful Pomp of {tout Invafion. 

1 Be Mercury, fet Feathers to thy heels, 
| And flye (like thought) from them to me again. 
Baf. The Spirit of the Time fhall teach me fpeed. LExit, 
john, Spoke like a fprightful Noble Gentleman, 

Go after him: for he perhaps fhall need 

Some Meflenger betwixt me.and the. Peers, 

And be thou he. ~ 

Mef. With all my heart, my Liege. 


~ 
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Not painted wita the Crimfon fpots of Blood : 
Within this Bofom, never entred yet 
" The dreadful motion of a murderous thought, 
And you have flander’d Nature in my Form, 
Which howfoever rude exteriorly, 
., Is yet the cover ofa fairer Mind, 
“Than to be Butcher of an innocent Child. 
.. _ Fohn, Doth Arthur live? O hatte thee to the Peers, 
" Throw this Report on their incenfed rage, 
'* And make them tame to their Obedience. 
_ Forgive the Comment that my Paflion made 
"Upon thy Feature, for my Rage was blind, 
“t And foul imaginary Eyes of Blood 
'Prefented thee more*hideous than thou art. 
8) Oh, anfwer not ; but to my Clofet bring 
The angry Lords, with all expedient halte, 
hI conjure thee but flowly: run more faft. 


[E-eunt. 


rm 

" Scana Tertia. 

Ker b 
Enter Arthur on the Walls, 

AG 


wii rt. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 
s Good ground be pitiful, and hurt me not: 
iT here’s few or none do know me, if they did, 
nti L his Ship-boys femblance hath difguis’d me quite. 
gl am afraid, and yet le venture it. 
kelf I get down, and do not break my Limbs, 
fy (le find a thoufand fhifts to get away 5 
As good to dye, and go; “as dye, and ftay. 
Oh me, my Uncles fpirit'is in thefe itones, 
Heaven take my Soul, and Exgland keep my Bones. [ Dzes. 


‘i Enter Pembroke, and Salisbury, ad Bigot. 
hI Sat. Lords, 1 will meet him at St. Edmondsbury, 


‘It is our fafety, and we muft embrace : 
tT his gentle Offer ofthe perillous time. 

ag oe Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal ? 
m Sal, The Count A4eloone, a Noble Lord ot France, 
1M WW hofé private with me of the Dolphins love. 

i Is mueh more general than thefe lines import. 


ff, Bigot, To morrow morning let us meet him then. 
jh Sal. Or rather then fet forward, for twill be 


t, Two long days journey (Lords) or re we meet. 
Enter B, uftard, 

¢,  Baff. Once more to day well met, diftemper’d Lords, 
:@ The King by me requefts your Prefence ftraight, 
| Sal. The King hath difpofleft himfelf of us, 
ot; We will not line his thin-beftained clake 

With our pure Honours: nor attend the Foot 
4, (@ That leaves the print of Blood where e’re it walks. 
(i; Return, and tell him fo: we know the worft. —(beft. 


fa;  Baff, What ere you think, good words I think were 
nt:| Sal. Our Griefs, and not our Manners reafon now. 
no)  Baff. But there is little Reafon in your Grief. 

tl) Therefore *twere Reafon you had Manners now. 

‘ Pem, Sir, Sit, impatience hath his Priviledge. 

i, | Baft. "Vis true, to hurt his Mafter,’no man elfe. 
,@) Sal. This is the Prifon: what is he lyes here? 

it P, Ohdeath made proud with pure and Princely Beauty, 


ét The Earth had not .a.hole te hide this deed. 

Sal, Murthcr, as hating what himfelf hath done, 
Doth Jay it open to urge on Revenge. 

Big Or when he doom’d this Beauty to a Grave, 
Found it: too precious Princely, for a Grave. 

Sal, Sir Richard, what think you? have you beheld, 
Or have: you read, or heard, or could you think? 
Or do you almoft think, althongh’ yon. fee, 
That you do fee? could Thought,’ without this’ Objed 
¢ | Form fuch another? this is the very top, 
The heighth, the Creft,: or Creft unto the Creft 


Death of King John: 


Of Murthers Arms: this is the bioodiett. fhame, 
The wilde! Savagery, the vileft ftroke 
That evertwail-ey’d Wrath, or ftaring Rage 
Prefented to the Tears of tof: Remorfe. 
Pem. Al} Murthers palt, do ftand excus’d in this: 
And this fo fole, and fo. unmatchable, 
Shall give-aholinels, a purity, 
To the yet unbegotten fin of times ; 
And prove/a- deadly blood-fhed, but a Jeait, 
Exampled by this heinous Spectacle. 
Bajt. It isa damned, and abloody Work, 
The gracelefs action of a heavy hand, 
if that it be ‘the work of any hand. 
Sal, lf that it bé the-work of any hand ? 
We hada’ kind of light, what would cnfue: 
it is the. fhameful work of Alwbert?s hand, 
The practife, and the purpofe of ‘the King: 
From whoie Obedience .L-torbid: my Soul, 
Kneeling before this Ruine of {weet Life, 
And breathing to bis breathlefs Excellence , 
The Incenie of a Vow, a holy Vow: 
Never to tafte the Pleafures of the World, 
Never to be infected with Delight, 
Nor converfant with Eafe, and idlenefs, 
(ill have jet a glory to this Hand, 
By giving it the Worfhip of Revenge. 
Fem, Big. Our fouls*Religioully confirm thy words. 
Enter Hubert. 
Hub, Lords, lam hot with hafte, in feeking you, 
Arthur doth live, the King hath fent for you. 
Sal;-Olr he ‘is bold, and: blufhes not at death : 
Avant thou hateful Villain, get thee gone. 
Hub, \am-no V iljain. 
Sal. Mufe T rob the Law 2 
Baft. Your Sword is bright, Sit, put it up again. 
Sal. Not tilld ficath it ina Murtherer’s skin. 
Hub, Stand ‘back, Lord Salisbury, ftand back, I fay, 
By Heaven, | think my Sword’s as {harp as yours. 
| would not have you’ (Lord ) forget your felf, 
Nor tempt the Danger of my true Defence ; 
Left 1, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your Worth, your Greatnefs; and Nobility. 
Big. Out Dunghil,  dar’{t thou brave a Nobleman? 
hub, Not for my life: but yet I dare: defend 
My innocent life againit’ an Emperor. 
Sal. Thouart a Murtherer. 
Hub, Do not prove me io: 
Yetfam none. Whole tongue fo ere {peaks falfe, 
Not truly. {peaks ;. who ipeaks not truly, Lies: 
Pem. Cut him to pieces. 
Buff. Keep the peace, I fay. 
Sal. Stand, by, or I fhall gaul you Faulconbridge. 
Baft, Thou wert better gaul the Devil Salisbury, 
If thou bue frown on me, or ftir thy foot, 
Or teach thy hafty Spleen to do me fhame, 
Ple ftrike thee dead. Put up thy Sword betime. 
Or Pie fo maul you,and. your toiting-Iron, 
That you fhali think the Devil is come’ from Hell. 
Big, What wiit thou do, renowned Faulconbridge ? 
Second a Villain, and a Murtherer ? 
Hub. Lord Bigot, 1am none. 
Big. Who killd this Prince? 
Hnxb. Vis not an hour fince I left him: well : 
1 honour’d him, llov’d him, and. will weep 
My date of life out, for his {weet lives lois, 
Sal. Truft not thofe cunning Waters of his Eyes, 
For Villany is not without fuch Rheume, 
And he long traded in it, makes ict feem 
Like Rivers of Remorfe and Innocency, 
Away with me, all you whofe fouls abhor 
Th’uncleanly favour of a flaughter-houfe, 
For 1 am {tifled: with the fmell of ‘fin. 
Big. Away toward Bury, to the Dolphin there. 
P. There tell the King he may enquire us out.[ Ex.Lords, 
Cc 2 Baft. 
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Mi Sais >| And make fair Weather in your bluftring Land: 
Pe SO ee ee piety feds WW.oRT On this Afcenfion day, remember well, ¢ ae 


Beyond the infinite and boundlefs reach of shel ger es pon your Oath of fevice to the Bagee 


(if thou did’ft this deed of death) thou art damn’d, 
Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. 
Baft, Ha? Ple tell thee what. 
Thow’rt damin’d as black, nay nothing is fo black, 
Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet fo ugly a Fiend of Hell’ 
As.thou fhalt be, ifthou did?it kill this Child. 
Hub, Upon my Soul. 
Baft. tf thou did’ft but confent 
To this moft cruel Act : do but defpair, 
And if thon want a Cord, the finalleft threed 
That ever Spider twifted from her Womb 
‘| Will ferve to ftrangle thee : A rufh will bea Beam 
To hang thee on. Or would’ft thou drown thy felf, 
Put but a little Water in a Spoon, 
And it fhall be as all the Ocean, 
Enough‘to ftifle fuch a Villain up. 
1 do fufpect thee very grievoutly. 
Hub. \f1 inaét, confent, or fin of thought, 
Be guilty of the ftealing that {weet Breath 
Which was embounded in this Beauteous Clay, 
Let Hell want pains enough to torture me > 
L left him well. 
Bajt. Go, bear him in thine Arms: 
Tam_amaz’d methinks, and lofe my way 
Among the Thorns, and Dangers of this World. 
How eafie doft thou take all England up, 
From forth this Morfel of dead Royalty ?. 
The Life, the Right, and Truth of all this Realm 
Is fled to Heaven : and England now is left 
To tug and fcamble, and to part by th’Teeth 
The unowed intereft of proud fwelling State ; 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majefty, 
Doth dogged War briftle his angry Crett, 
And fnarleth in the gentle Eyes of Peace : 
Now Powers from home, and Difcontents at home 
Meet in one Line : and vaft Confufion waits 
As doth a Raven on a fick-fallen Beaft, 
The imminent decay of wrefted Pomp. 
Now happy he, whofe Cloak and Center can 
Hold out this tempeft. Bear away that Child, 
And follow me with fpeed ; ’leto the King 
A thoufand bufinefles are brief in hand, 
And Heaven it felf doth frown upon the Land. 


Adus Quartus, Scena Prima. 


Enter King John and Pandulph, Attendants. 


K. John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The Circle of my Glory. 

Pand, Take again eT) ia 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your Soveraign Greatnefs and Authority. 


Sohn, Now keep your holy word, go meet the French, 


And from his Holinefs ufe all your Power 
To ftop their Marches *fore we are enflam’d ; 
Our difcontented Counties do revolt : 
Our people quarrel with Obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of Soul 
To ftranger-blood, to foreign Royalty 5 
This inundation of miftempered humour, 
Refts by you only to be qualified. 
Then paufe not ; for the prefent time’s fo fick, 
That prefent Med’cine muft be miniftred, 
Or overthrow incurably enfues. 
Pand. Itwas my breath that blew this Tempeft up, 
Upon your ftubborn ufage of the Pope: 
But fince you are a gentle Convertite. 
My Tongue fhall hujh again this Storm of War, 


(Exit. 


Go I to make the Frevch lay down their Arms, — E 
Sfohn. 1s this Afcenfion day ? did not the Prophet 
Say, that before Afcenfion day at noon, ah 
My Crown I should give off? even fo I have: a 

{ did fuppofe it fhould be on conftraint, 
But(Heav’n be thank’d) it is but Voluntary. 
Enter Baftard. ie 

Baft. Al\l Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 
But Dover CajHe : London hath receiv’d, ies 
Likeakind Hoft, the Dolphin and his Powers. oa 
Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer fervice to your Enemy : 

And wild Amazement hurries up and down 
The litcle number of doubtful Friends. ar 

John. Would not my Lords return to me again a 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? 

Baft, ‘Vhey found him dead, and caft into the ftreets, 
An empty Casket, where the Jewel of life aa 
by fome damn’d haad was rob’d and tane away, 5 | 

gobn, That Villain Hubert told me he did live, 

Baft. So on my Soul he did, for. ought he knew; 7 
But wherefore do you droop ?.why look you fad? > 
Be great in Act,as you have been in Thought: ‘ 
Let not the world fee Fear and fad Diltruit 
Govern the motion ofa Kingly Eye: 

Be ftirring as the time, be fire with fire, 

Threaten the threatner, and out-face the Brow 

Of bragging Horror : So fhall inferior Eyes ill 
That borrow their Behaviours from the Great,” 
Grow great by your Example, and puton og 
The dauntlefs Spirit of Refolution. 

Away, and glifter like the God of War 

When he intendeth to become the Field : 

Shew boldnefs and afpiring Confidence: ; 

What, fhall they feck the Lyon in his Den, ‘ida 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 
Oh let it not be faid: forrage, and run if 
To meet difpleafure farther from the doors, 

And grapple with him e’re he come fo nigh. 

John. Vhe Legat of the Pope hath been with me, © 
And I have made a happy Peace with him, gu 
Aud he hath promis’d to difimifs the Powers . 
Led by the Dolphin. 

Baft. Oh inglorious League: 

Shall we upon the footing ‘of our Land, 

Send fair-play-orders, and make comprimife. 
Infinuation, parley, and bafe truce 

To Arms Invafive ? Shall a beardlefs Boy, 

A cockred-filken Wanton brave our Fields, 
And flefh his Spirit ina Wat-like Soil, 
Mocking the air with Colours idely fpread, 
And find no check? Let us my Liege to Arms: 
Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your Peace; 
Or ifhedo, let it at leaft be faid 

They faw we had a purpofe of defence. \ 

Gohn, Have thou the ordering of this prefent time: ” 

Raft. Away then with good Courage : yet 1 know 
Our Party may well meet a prouder Foe. [Exe 
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Scana Secunda. 


Enter (in Arms) Dolphin, Salisbury, Melloon, Pembroky 
Bigot, Souldiers. wh: 


Dol. My Lord Aéelloon, let thisbe copied out, 
And keep it fafe for our remembrance : iH 
Return the Prefident to thefe Lords again, 

That having our fair Order written down, 
Boththey and we, perufing o’re thefe Notes 
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May know wherefore we took the Sacrament, 
And keep our Faiths firm and inviolable. 
Sal. Upon our fides it never fhall be broken. 
‘And, noble Dolphin, albeit we fwear 

A voluntary Zeal, and an un-urg’d Faith 

‘To your Proceedings: yet believe me, Prince, 

[am not glad that fach a Sore of Time 

\Should feck a Plaifter by contemn’d Revolt, 

And heal the inveterate Canker of one wound, 

“By making many: Oh it grieves my Soul, 

That I muft draw this Mettle from my fide 
\To be a Widow-maker : Oh, and there 
® Where honourable Refcue, and Defence 

Cries out upon the Name of Salisbury. 
mBut fuch is the Infection of the time, 

That for the Health and Phyfick of our Right, 
We cannot: deal but with the very Hand 
! OF ftern Injuftice, and confufed Wrong : 

And ist not pity, (oh my grieved Friends) 

i; That we, the Sons and Children of this J/le, 

w: Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this, 

») Wherein we ftep after a Stranger, march 

‘Upon her gentle Bofom, and fill up 

aiHer Enemies Ranks ? I muft withdraw and weep 

yUpon the {pot of this enforced Caufe, 

) Do Grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 

And follow unacquainted Colours here: 

What here? O nation that thou could{t remove, 
That Weptunes Arms who clippeth thee about, 
igi 
“Would bear the from thee knowledge of thy felf, 
syAnd cripple thee unto a Pagan fhore, ; 

“Where thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine 

" The blood of malice, in a vein of league, 

And not to fpend it fo un-neighbourly. 

' Dol. A noble Temper doft thou fhew in this, 

’ And great Affections wreftling ‘in thy Bofom 

Doth make an Earthquake of Nobility 

bi Oh what a Noble combate haft thou fought 

it Between compulfion, and a brave refpect : 

1 Let me wipe off this Honourable Dew, 

lif That filverly doth progrefs on thy cheeks : 

i My heart hath melted at a Ladies tears, 

wil Being an ordinary inundation : 

i) But this Effufion of fuch Manly Drops, 

i This fhowr blown up by tempeft of the Soul, 
Startles mine Eyes, and maks me more amaz’d 
Than had I feen the vaulty top of Heaven 

, Figur’d quite o’re with burning Meteors, 

‘t Lift up thy brow (renowned Salisbury, ) 

And witha great Heart heave away this ftorm+ 
y, Commend thefe Wars to thofe Baby-eyes 
fi, That never faw the Gyant-world enrag’d, 

Nor met with Fortune, other than at Feaits, 
'y, Full warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goflipping. 
40 Come, come, for thou fhall thruft thy hand as deep 
yj {tO the Purfe of rich Profperity 

\As Lewis himfelf: fo (Nobles) fhall you all, 

That Knit your Sinews to the ftrength of mine. 


) 
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ri = 
ty Enter Pandulpho. 


"And even there, methinks an Angel fpake, 
— Look where the Holy Legate comes apace, 
To give us Warrant from the hand of Heaven, 
And on our Actions fet the Name of Right 
With holy Breath. 

Pan. Hail, Noble Prince of France, 
The next is this: King ‘obn hath réconcil’d 
Himfelf to Rome, his Spirit is come in, 
jj That fo ftood out againft the Holy Church, 
" The great Metropolis and See of Rome : 
, Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up, 
” And tame the ii Spirit of Wild War, 
: ‘That like a Lyon foftered up at hand, 


J 
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It may lie gently at the foot of Peace, : 
And be no further harmful than in thew. 
Dolph. Your Grace fhali pardon me, I will not back : 
I am too high-born to be Propertied, 
To be a fecondary at controll, 
Or ufeful Serving-man, and Inftrument 
To any Soveraign State throughout the World: 
Your breath firft kindled the dead Coal of Wars, 
Between this chaftis’d Kingdom and my felf, 
And brought in Matter that fhould feed this Fire ; 
And now tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that fame weak wind which enkindled it : 
You taught me how to know the face, of Right, 
Acquainted me with Intereft to this Land, 
Yea thruft this Enterprize: into my heart, 
And come ye now to tell me Yohw hath made 
His Peace with Rome? what is that Peace to me? 
I (by the Honour of my Marriage-bed ) 
After young Arthur, Claim this Land for mine, 
And now it is half conquer’d, muft I back, 
Becaufe that Fobn hath made his Peace with Rome ? 
Am | Romes Slave? what Penny hath Rome born ? 
Vhat Men provided ? what munition fent 
To under-prop this Action? 1s’t not™l 
That under-go this Charge? who elfe but J, 
And fuch as to my Claim are liable, 
Sweat in this Bufinefs, and maintain this War ? 
Have I not heard thefe //landers fhout out 
Vive le Roy, as 1 have bank’d their Towns ? 
Have I not here the beft Cards for the Game 
To win this eafie Match, play’d for a Crown? © 
And fhall. I now give o’re the yielded Set? 
No, no, on my Soul it fhall never be faid. 
Pan, You look but on the out-fide of this Work. 
Dolp. Out-fide or in-fide, I will not return | 
Till my Attempt fo much be glorified, 
As to my ample Hope was promifed, 


‘| Before I drew this gallant head of War, 


And cull’d thefe fiery Spirits from the world 
To out-look Conqueft, and to win Renown 
Even in the jaws of danger, and of death: 
What lufty Trumpet thus doth fummon us? 


Enter Buftard. 


Baft. According to the fair-play of the World, 
Let me have Audience: 1 am fent to fpeak: 
My holy Lord of A@Hane; from the King 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him + 
And as you anfwer, I do know the icope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand, The Dolphit {s too wilful, oppofite, 
And will not temporize with my. Entreacies : 

He flatly fays. he?] not lay down ‘his Arms. 

Baft. By all the blood that ever fury breath’d, 
The youth fays well. Now hear our Evxglifh King; 
For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me: 

He is prepar’d, and Reafon too he fhould, 

This apifh and unmannerly approach, 

This harnefs’d Mask, and unadvifed Revel, 

This unheard fawcinefs and Boyifh Troops, 
The King doth finile at, and is well prepar’d 
‘To whip this dwarfifh War, this Pigmy Arms 
From out the Circle of his Territories. 

That Hand which had the ftrength, even at your door, | 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch; 

To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells, 

To crouch in Litter of your Siable Planks, 

To lye like Pawns, lock’d up in Chefts and Trunks, 


In Vaults asd Prifons, and to thrill and fhake, 

Even at the crying of your Nation’s Crow, 

Thinking this Voice an armed Enghifh man. 

Shall that victofious Hand be feebled here, 
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To hug with Swine, to feek fweet fafety out | 
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That in your Chambers gave you Chaftifement ? 
No, know the gallant Monarch is in Arms, 
And like an Eagle, o’re his ayery Tower, 
To foufe Annoyauce that comes near his Net 5 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Revolts, 
You bloody Nero’s ripping up the Womb 
Of your dear) Mother-England : blufh for fhame: 
For yourewn Ladies, and Pale-vifag’d Maids 
Like Am<zons; come tripping after Drums : 
Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
| Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle Hearts 
+ To fierce and bloody inclination. 
Dol, There end thy Brave, and turn thy Face in Peace, 
We grant thou canf out-fcold us : fare thee well, 
We hold our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a Brabler. 
Pan, Give me leave to fpeak. 
Baft. No, 1 will fpeak. 
Dol. We will attend to neither: 
Strike up the Drums, and let the Tongue of VVar 
Plead for our Intereft, and our being here. 
Baft, Indeed your Drums being beaten, will cry out? 
And fo fhall you, being beaten : do but ftart 
An eccho with theClamour of thy Drum, 
And even at hand, a Drum is ready brac’d, 
That fhall reverberate all, as loud as thine. 
Sound but another, and another fhall 
(As loud as thine) rattle the Welkin’s Ear, 
Aend mock the deep-mouth’d Thunder : for at hand 
(Not trufting to this halting Legat here 
Whom,he hath us’d rather for {port than need) 
Is warlike Fobx: and in his forelead fits 
A bare-rib’d death, whofe Office is this day 
To feaft upon whole thoufands of the French, 
Dol. Strike up our Drums, to find this danger out. 
Bat. And thou fhalt find it ( Dolphin) do not doubt. 
] LExeunt. 


Scana Tertia. 


Alarms. Enter John, and Hubert. 


fob, How goes the day with us? oh tell me, Hubert. 

Hub, Badly, 1 fear; how fares your Majefty ? 

John, This Feaver that hath troubled me fo long, 

Lyes heavy on me: oh, my heart is fick. 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Meff. My Lord : your Valiant Kinfinan , Faulconbridge, 
Defires yout Majefty to leave the Field, “ 
And fend him word by me, which way you go. 

Foon, Tell him, toward Swinfted, to the Abby there. 

Afe]. Be of good comfort: for the great Supply, 

That was expected by the Dolphiz here, 
Are wrack’d three nights ago.on Goodwin Sands, 
This News was brought to Xichard but even now, 
The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves, 

Sfohn. Aye me, this Tyrant Feaver burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good News, 
Set on toward Swnfted:to my Litter ftreight, 


Weaknefs poflefleth me, and I am faint. [Exenar, 


Scana Quarta. 
Enter Sailisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot.. 


Sal. 1 did not think the King fo ftor?d with Friends. 
Pem, Up once again : put Spirit in the French, 
ifthey mifcarry, we mifcarry too. 
Sal. That misbegotten Devil Faulconbridge, 
In fpight of fpight, alone upholds the day. * 
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In faint retire 


Pem. They fay King Johx, fore fick, hath left theranl 
pee ioe Emer Meloon wounded. the Field 
Mel. Lead me to the Revolts of England here, 
Sal,. When we were happy, we had other Names, — 
Pem. It is the Count Adeloone, Bh, | 
Sal. Wounded to death. he 
Mel. Fly, Noble Englifh, you are bought and fold, 
Unthreed the rude Eye. of Rebellion, ‘4 
‘And welcom bone again difcarded Faith, ni 
Seek out King ohn, and fall before his feet : y 
For if the French be Lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompence the Pains youtake, — 
By cutting off your Heads : thus hath he fworn, ° 
And I with him, and many more with me, 
Upon the Altar at St. Edmondsbury, 
Even on that Altar, where we fwore to you 
Dear Amity, and everlafting Love. 
Sal. May this be poflible ? May this be true? | 
Mel. Havel not hideous death within my view, 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds away, even asa Form of Wax 
Refolveth from his Figure ’gainft the Fire? 
W hat in the world fhould make me now deceive, 
Since I muft lofe the ufe of all deceit ? 
Why fhould I then be falfe, fince it is true 
That I muft die here, and live hence, by truth ? 
I fay again, if Lewis do win the day, 
He is forfworn, if e’re thofe Eyes of yours 
Behold another Day break in the Eaft: 
But even this Night, whofe black contagious breath 
Already fmoaks about the burning Creft 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sun, wie 
Even thisill night, your breathing fhall expire, 
Paying the Fine of rated Treachery, » an 
Even with a treacherous Fine ofall your lives; 
If Lewis, by your affiftance win the day. i 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; | 
The love of him, and this refpect befides el 
(For that iny Grandfire was an Engl:[hmaa) 
Awakes my Confcience to confefs all this. 
‘In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace: and part this Body and my Soul, 
With Contemplation, and devout Defires. 
Sal. We do believe thee, and befhrew my Soul, 
But I do love the favour, and the form o 
Of this moft fair occafion, by the which 
We will untread the fteps of damned flight, 
And like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our ranknefs, and irregular courfe, 254 
Stoop low within thofe Bounds we have o’re-look’d, 
And calmly run on in Obedience, me 
Even to our Ocean, to our great King Yohn, 
My Arm hall give thee help to bear thee hence,.. |} 
For I do fee the cruel Pangs of death t om 
Right in thine Eye. Away, my Friends, new flighb. — 
And happy newnefg that intends old right. . [Bd 
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“aS CANA Quinta. | 


i Enter Dolphin and his Train. all 
: } ; 1 9d | 
| Pol. The Sun of Heaven(methonght) was loth to et} 
But ftaid, and made.the Weftern Welkin bluth, 59th a | 
When Evglifh meafire backward. their own ground, uid} 
tire: Oh bravely came we off, 4 gt wv) 
\VVhen with a Volley of our needlefs fhot,. + <coru al 
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‘After fich bloody toyle, we bid good night, 
And woon’d our tott’ring Colours clearly up, _ 
Laft in the Field, and almoft Lords of it, 
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Enter a Me enger. 


A#f. Where is my Prince, the Dolphin? 
Dol, Here, what News ? 
il Asef. The Count AzeMoone is flain: The Exglifh Lords 
By his per{wafion are at length faln off, 
And your Supply, which you have wih’d fo long, 
Are caft away, and funk on Gooaiwin Sands. 
Dol. Ah foul threw’d News. Befhrew thy very heart : 
I did not think to be fo fad to Night 
mt As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 
King ‘ohn did fly an hour or two before 
The ftumbling Night did part our weary Powers ? 
Me. Who ever {poke it, it is true, my Lord. 
Dol. Well: keep good Quarter, and good care to Night, 
‘ty! The Day fhall not be up fo foon as I, 


»| Lo try the fair Adventure of to Morrow. [Exeunt, 


Scena Sexta, 


Exter Baftard and Hubert feverally, 


w 


I Hub. WWho?s there ? Speak, hoa, fpeak quickly, or I fhoot. 
Bafi, A Friend. What art thou ? 
IN. Hub, Of the’ part of England, 
. Bajt. Whither doit thou go ? 
Hub, What’s that tothee? 
Why may not I demand of thine Affairs, 
l, As. well as thou of mine’? 
im, Baft, Hubert, 1 think. 
Aub, Thou haft a perfect thought; 
tit. I will upon all hazzards well believe 
Thou art my Friend, that know’ft my Tongue fo well ; 
Ki, Who art thou ? 
. _ Baft. Who thou wilt : and if thou pleafe 
wi) Thou mailt be-friend me fo much, as to think ; 
j, I come one way of the Plantagenets. 
» Hub: Unkind Remembrance: thou, and endlefs night, 
fil, Have done me fhame : brave Souldier, pardon me, 
ts J hat any accent breaking from thy Tongue, 
4, Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 
«, Paft. Come,come : fans complement, What News abroad ? 
42. Why here walk I, in the black Brow of. Night, 
To find you out. 
Bat. Brief then: and what?s the News? 
r Fiub. O my {weet Sir, news fitting to the Night, ~ 
*" Black, fearful, comfertlefs, and horrible. 
Baft. Shew me the very wound of this ill N ews, 


pm am no Woman,-I’le not fwoon-at it. 


pk 


Hub, The King I fear is poyfon’d by a Monk, 
,, Lleft him almoft fpeechlefs, and broke out 
® To acquaint you with this Evil, that you might 
cl The better Arm you to the fudden time, 
, Phan if you had at leifure known of this. 
' Baft. How did-he take it? Who did tafte to him? 
i Hub. A Monk, ¥ tell you, a refolved Villain, 
W hofe Bowels fnddenly burit oyt: The King 
“Yet fpeaks, and peradventure may recover. 
Baft. Who didft thou leave to tend his Majefty ? 
Hub.Why, know you not ? the Lords are all come back, 
And brought Prince Flenry in their company, 
At whofe requeft the King hath pardon’d’ them 
, And they are all about his Majeft : 
__ Baft. With-hold thine Indignation, mighty, Heaven, 
siiAnd tempt us not to beat above our Power. 
jj Ple tell thée, Amber, half my Power this Night 
qfPafling thefe Flats, ‘are taken by the Tide, ~~ 
Thefe LincolmWathes have devoured them 
My felf, well moutited; have efcap’d. . 
Away before: Condaé& me to the Ki 
I doubt he will:be dead, or ere I 
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Scena Septima. 
Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot 


Hen, It- is too late, the life of all his Blood 
Is touch’d corruptibly: and his pure Brain 
(Which fome fuppofe the Soul’s frail dwelling houfe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes 
Foretell the ending of Mortality. 
Enter. Pembroke. 
Pem. His Highnefs yet doth fpeak, and holds belief, 
That being brought into the open air, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell Poyfon which ailaileth him. 
Hen, Let him be brought into the Orchard here ; 
Doth he ftill rage ? 
Pem, He is more patient 
Than when you left him; even now he fing. 
Hen, Oh vanity of Sicknefs, fierce. Extreams 
In their continuance will not feel themfelves. 
Death having prey’d upon. the outward. parts 
Leaves them invifible; and. her fiege is. now 
Again{t the Wind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many Legions of ftrange Fantafies, 
Which in their throng and prefs to that: laft hold, 
Confound themfelves. ”Tis ftrange that death fhould fing: 
I am the Symet to, this pale faint Swan. 
Who chaunts a doleful Hymn to his own death, 
And from the Organ-pipe of frailty fings 
His Soul. and Body their ‘Jafting reft, 
Sal, Be: of good comfort (Prince) for you are born 
To fet a form upon that indigeft 
Which he hath left fo fhapelefS and fo rude, 
John brought in, 
Foehn. 1 marry now my Soul kath elbow-room 
‘Tt would not out at windows, nor at doors, 
There is fo hot a Summer in my Bofom, 
That‘ all my Bowels crumble yp’ to Dutt ; 
Tam‘a fcribled Form drawn with a Pen, 
Upon a Parchment, and againft this fire do] fhrink up. 
fen, How fares your Majefty ? 
John. Poyfon'd, ill fair: dead, forfook, caft off; 
And none of you will bid the Winter come 
To _thruft his Icie Fingers in my Maw; 
Nor let my Kingdoms Rivers take their éourf 
Through my burn’d»Bofom: ner intreat the North 
To make his bleak winds kifs my parched “lips; 
And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort: and you are fo ftraight 
And fo.ungrateful, you deny me that. 
Hen, Oh, that there were fome Virtue in my Tears, 
That might ‘relieve you. 
John, Vhe Salt of them is hot. 
Within me is a Hell, and there the Poyfon 
Is, as a Fiend, confind toftyrannize, 
On unrepreeveable condemned Blood. 


Enter Bastard, 


Baft. Oh, 1 am fcalded with my violent Motion 
And Spleem of Speed to fee your Majefty. 

Foln, Oh Coufin, thou are come to fet mine Eye : 
The Yackle of my Heart is ‘crackt and burnt, 
And all the fhrowds wherewith my life fhould “fail, 
Are turned to one .threed, one little hair: 

My Heart hath one poor ftring to ftay it by, 
Which holds but till thy News be uttered, 
And then all this thoy feeft, is but a Clod, 
And module of confounded Royalty, 

Baft. The Dolphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where Heaven he knows how we fhall anfwer him. 
For in a night the beft part of my Power, 
remove, 


-) 
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Were in the Wafhes all, unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected: Flood. 
Sal, Youbreath thefe dead News in as dead an Ear ; 
My Liege, my Lord: but now a King, now thus. 
Hen. Even fomuft { run on, and even fo ftop. 
What furety of the World, what hope, what itays 
When this was nowaKing, and now is Clay ¢ 
Baft. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ftay behind 
To do the Office for thee, of Revenge, 
And then my Soul fhall wait on thee to Heaven, 
As iton Earth hath been thy Servant ftill. 
Now, now you Stars, that move in yout right Spheres, 
Where be yout Powers ? Shew now your mended Faiths, 
And inftantly return with me again, 
To puhh Deftruction, and perpetual Shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting Land : 
Streight let us feek, or ftreight we fhall be fought, 
The Dolphin rages at our very heels. 
Sal. It feems you know not then fo much as we, 
The Cardinal Pandalph is within at reft, 
Who half an hour fince came from the Dolphin, 
And brings from him fuch Offers of our Peace, 
As we with Honour and Refpect may take, 
With purpofe prefently to leave this War. 
Baft. He will the rather do it, when he fees 
Our felves well finew’d to our Defence. 
Sal, Nay, tis in amanner done already, 
For many Carriages he hath difpatch’d 
To the Sea-fide, and put his Caufe and Quarre) 


spc ddectte tc s sea 
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| To the difpofing of the Cardinal, 

| With whom your felf, my felf, and other Lords, 
If you think meet, this Afternoon will poft 
To confummate this bufinefs happily. . 
Baft. Let it be fo, and you, my Noble Prince, 
(With other Princes that may beft be fpar’d, 
‘Shall wait upon your Father’s F uneral. 
| Hen. At Worcefter mutt his Body be interr’d, 

For fo he will’d it. ; 

Baft. Thither fhall it then, 

And happily may your fweet felf put on 

The lineal itate, and glory of the Land, 

To whom with all fubmiffion on my Knee, 

I do bequeath my faithful Services 

And true Subjection everlaftingly- 

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make 
To reft without a fpot for evermore. 

Hen. \ have akind Soul that would give thanks, 
And knows not how todo it but with Tears. 

Baft. Oh let-us pay the time: but needful Wo, 
Since it hath been before hand with our griefs, 
This England never did, nor never fhall 
Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 

But when it firft did help to wound it felf. ° 
Now, thefe her Princes are come home again, 
Come the three Corners of the world in Arms, 
And we fhall fhock them: Nought fhall make us 


If England to it felf, do reft but trae. Cee 
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Aétus Primus, Scana Pruna. 


Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other Nobles 


On fome apparent Da feen in hi 
and Attendants. PP Cart nee alts 


Aim’d at your Highnefs, no inveterate Malice. . 
King. Then call them to our Prefence face to fact, 

And frowning brow to brow, our felves will hear 

Th’Accufer, and the Accufed freely fpeak , 

High ftomack’d are they both, and full of ire. 

In rage, deaf as the Sea; hafty as Fire. 


King Richard. 


Ne, Ld Foln of Gaunt, time-honoured Lancafter, 
Hait thou according to thy Oath and Band, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold Son : 
Here to make good the boifterous late Appeal, 
Which then our leifure would not let us hear, 
-Againft the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Gaunt, \ have, my Liege. 
King. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him, 
Lf he Appeal the Duke on ancient Malice, 
Or worthily, as good Subject fhould, 
O. fome known ground of Treachery in him ? 
Gaunt. As near as 1 could fift him on that Argument, 


Enter Bullingbrook and Mowbray. 


Bull. Many years of happy daies befall 
My gracious Soveraign, my moft loving Isiege- 

Mow. Each day {till better others happinels, 
Until the Heavens envying Earths eos ap, 
Add an immortal ‘Title to your Crown... 

King, We thank you both, yet one but 


iG 
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As well appeareth by the Caufe you come, 


vi | 
flatters US, | 
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Namiely to Appeal each other of high Treafon, 
4| Coufin of Hereford what doft thou object 
| Again the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 
| Bull, Firft Heaven be the record to my f{peech, 
» Inthe devotions of a Subjects love, 
i Tendring the precious fafety of. my Prince, 
And free from other mif-begotten hate, 
4 Come Appealant to this Princely Prefence. 
“Now Thomas Mowbray do I turn to thee, 
And mark my greeting well: for what I fpeak, 
My Body fhall make good upon this Earth, 
‘Or my Divine Soulanfwer it in Heaven. 
_ | Thou art a Traitor and a Mifcreant , 
" ‘Too good to-be fo, and too bad to live ; 
Since the more fair and Cryftal is the Skie, 
The uglier feem the Clouds that init flye: 
Once nore, the more to aggravate the note, 
, Witha foul Traitors Name ftuff I thy throat, 


Rt And with (fo pleafe my Soveraign )e’re 1 move, (prove, 


la What my Tongue fpeaks, my right drawn Sword may 
atl «= Aw. Let not my cool Words here accufe my Zeal: 
tm’ Tis not the Tryalofa Woman’s War; 
The bitter Clamonr of two eager Tongues, 
Can arbitrate this Caufe betwixt us.twain - 
ii The Blood is hot that muft be cool’d for this. 
mi, Yet. can I not of fuch tame patience boat, 
jms to be hufht, and nought at all to fay. 
upFirit the fair reverence of your Highnefs curbs me, 
From giving réins and {purs to my -free fpeech, 
Which elfe wonid poftjuntil it had return’d 
Thefe terms of Treafon, doubly down his throat, 
setting afide his high Bloods Royalty, 
ees let him be no Kinfman to my Licge, 
wa do defie him, and I {pit at him, 
Call hima flanderous Coward and a Villain: 
Which to maintain] would allow hitn odds, 
And meet him, were | tide to run a foot, 
Evento the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Or any other ground inhabitable, 
fie ever Exglifhman durit fet his foot, 


Mean time, let this defend my Loyalty, 
3y.all my hopes moft falfly doth he lie, 
Bull, Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my Gage, 

Qifclaiming here the Kindred of a King, 

And lay afide my high Blood’s Royalty, 

Which Fear, not Reverence makes thee to except, 

£ guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength, 

As to take up mine Honour’s Pawn, then ftoop. 

3y that, and all the Rights of Knighthood elie, 

Will | make good againft thee arm to arm, 

What Ihave fpoken, or thou canft devife, 

Mow. \ take itup, andby that Sword I fwear, 

Which gently laid my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
— le anfwer thee in any fair degree, ‘ 

Jr Chivalrous defign of Knightly tryal : 

And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
A be Traitor, or unjuftly fight. 
t muit be great that can inherit us, 
144° much as ofa thought of ill in him. 
Mo? Bull. Look-what | faid, my life fhall Prove it true, 
el That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thoufand Nobles, 
sf’ n name of lendings for your Highnefs Souldiers, 
ai The which he hath detain’d for lewd Imployments, 
fit Like a falfe Traitor and injurious Villain, 

3efides, I fay, and will in Battel prove, 

dr here, or elfewhere, to the furtheft Verge 
ii Chat ever was furvey’d by Englifh eye, 

Chat all the Treafons for thefe cighteen years 
_ Zomplotted and contrived in this Land, 
yeetcht from falfe Afembray their Firft Head and Spring. 
y@*"urther I fay, and farther will maintain 
i 2pon his bad life, to make all this good, 
Phat he did plot the Duke of Glofter’s death, 
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King. What doth our Coufin lay to Azowbray’s Charge ? 


Suggelt his foon belicving Adverfaries, 

And confequently like a Traitor Coward, 

Slue?d out his innocent Soul through ftreams of Blood : 
Which Blood, like facrificing Abel’s cries, 

(Even from the tonguelefs Caverns of the Earth) 

To me for Juftice, and rough Chaftifement: 

And by the glorious worth of my defcent, * 

This arm fhall do it, or this life be fpent, 

King. How high a pitch his Refolution foars : 
Thomas of Norfolk, what fay’ft thou to this ? 

Mow. Oh let my Soveraign turn away his Face, 
And bid his Ears a little while be deaf, 

Tilll have told this flander of his Blood, 
How God and good men hate fo foul a Lyer. 

King. Mowbray, impattial are our Eyes and Ears, 
Were he my Brother, nay, our Kingdoim’s Heir, 

As he is but my Father’s Brother’s Son; 

Now by my Scepters awe, | make a Vow, 

Such neighbour-nearnefs to our facred Blood, 
Should nothing priviledge him, mor partialize 
The unftooping firmnefs of my upright Soul, 
He is our Subject (Adowbray ) fo art thou, 

Free fpeech and fearlefs, 1 to thee allow. 

Mow, Then, Bullingbrotk , as low as to thy heart, 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thou lieft ; 
Three parts of that Receipt I had for Callice, 
Disburit I to his Highnefs Souldiers ; 

The other part referv’d I by confent, 

For that my Soveraign Liege was in my debt, 
Upon remainder of a dear Account, 

Since laft I went to Fraace to fetch his Queen : 
Now {wallow down that lye. For Gloffer’s death, 
I flew him not ; but (to mine own difgrace) 
Neglected my fworn Duty in that cafe; 

For you,my noble Lord of Lancafter, e 
The Honourable Father to my Foe, 

Once I did Jay an ambufh for your Life, 

A trefpafs that doth vex my grieved Soul; 

But e’re I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confefs it, and exactly bege’d 

Your Graces Pardon, and I hope I had it, 

This is my fault : as for the reft appeal’d, 

It iffues from the rancor ofa Villain, 

A Recreant and moft degenerate Traitor, 
Which in my felf 1 boldly will defend, 

And interchangeably hurle down my Gage, 
Upon this overweening Traitors foot, 

To prove my felf'a Loyal Gentleman, 

Even in the beft Blood chamber’d in his bofom, 
In hafte whereof moft heartily 1 pray 

Your Highnefs to aflign our Tryal-day. 

King. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be rul’d by me; 
Let’s purge this Choller without letting Blood ; 
This we preferibe, thowgh no Phyfitian. 

Deep Malice makes'too-deep Incifion. 

Forget; forgive, conclude and be agreed, 

Our Doétors fay, this is no time to bleed. 
Good Uncle, let this end where it begun, 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your Son. 

Gaunt, Tobe.a Make-peace fhall become my age, 
Throw down (my Son )the Duke of Worfolk’s Gage, 

King. And Norfolk. throw down his. 

Gaunt, When Harry, when ? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids, 1 fhould not bid agen. 

King. Norfolk, throw down, we bid ; there is no boot. 

Mow. My felf I throw (dread Soveraign) at thy foot, 
My Life thou fhalt command, but not my Shame, 
The one my Duty owes, but my fair Name, 
Defpight of death that lives upon my Grave, 

To dark difhonours ufe, thou fhalt not have. 

lam difgrac’d, impeach’d, and bafli’d here, 
Pierc’d to the Sou), with flanders venom’d Spear . 
The which no Blame can cure, but his heart Blood 
Which breath’d this Poyfon, 


K ing. 
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King. Rage mutt be withftood : 
Give me his Gage: Lyons make Leopards tame. 
Mow. Yea, but not change his Spots :take'but my fhame, 
And I refign my Gage. My dear, dear Lord, 
The pureft Treafure mortal times afford, 
Is fpotlefs Reputation : that away, 
Men are but gilded Loam, or painted Clay. 
A Jewel ina ten-times barr’d u Cheit, 
Is a bold Spirit in a Loyal Brealt. 
Mine Honour is my life; both grow in one: 
Take Honour from me, and my life is done. 
‘Then (dear my Liege) mine Honour let metry, 
‘In that I live; and for that willl dye. 
King. Coufin, throw down your Gage, Do you begin. 
_ Bul, Oh Heaven defend my Soul from fuch foul fin. 
Shall I feem Creft-faln in my Fathers fight, 
Or with pale beggar’d Fear impeach my hight 
Before this out-dar’d Daftard ? E’re my Tongue 
‘Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble Wrong 5 
Or found fo bafe a parle: my Teeth fhall tear 
The flavith Motive of recanting Fear, 
And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace, 
Where fhame doth harbour, even in AZowbray’s Face. 
[ Exit Gaunt. 
We were not born tofue, but to Command, 
Which fince we cannot do to make you Friends, 
Be ready, (as your lives fhall anfwer it) 
At Coventrey, upon, Saint Lambert’s day : 
There fhall your Swords and Lances arbitrate 
The fwelling Differerice of your fetled Hate: 
Since we calinot. attone you, you fhall fee 
Juftice defign the Victor’s Chivalry. 
Lord Marfhal command out Officers at Arms, 
Be ready to direct thefe home Alarms. 


ne 
King. 


[ Exeunt. 


Ae cea oes, Remap ary ak wa 
Scana Secunda. 


Enter Gaunt, and Durchefs of Glofter. 


Gaunt, Alas, the part 1 had in Glofter’s blood, 
Hoth more folicite me than your Exclaims, 

To ftir againit the Butchers of his life. 

But fince Correction lyeth in. thofe Hands 
Which made the Fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our Quarrel tothe Will of Heaven, 
Who when they fee the Hours ripe on Earth, 
Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders heads, 

Hur, Finds’ Brotherhood in thee no fharper {pur ? 
Kath love in thy-old Blood no living fire ? 
Edwards Seven Sons (whereof thy felf art one ) 
Were as feven Vials of his facred Blood. 

Or feven fair Branches fpringing from, one Root: 
Some of thofe feven are dri?d by Natures Courfe, 

Some of thofe. Branches by the Deftinies, cut: 

But Thomas, my.deat Lord, my life, my Glofer ; 

| One Vial full of Edwards Sacred Blood, 

One flourifing Branch, of his molt Royal Root, .. 

(s crack?d, and all the precious Liquor fpilt, 

is hackt down,-and his Summet Leaves all faded 

By Envie’s hand, and Murder’s Bloody Axe. 

Ah Gaunt ? His Blood, was. thive, that Bed, that Womb, 
| Phat Mettle, that Self-mould that fafhion’d thee, 

Vade hima Man 7 And though thou liv’ft and breath’ft 5 
Vet art thou flaisvin him: thou doft confent..., 

in fome Jarge meafure to thy Father's death, 

in that thou feeft thy wretched. Brother dic, 

Who was the Model of thy Father’s life, 

Call it not Patience (Gauar,) it is Defpair, 

n fuffering thus thy Brother to be flaughter’d, 

Thou fhew’ft the naked Pathway.to thy life, 

Teaching ftern Murther how to butcher thee: 
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Tiat which in mean. mens we intitle: Patience 4 
Is pale cold Cowardice in-noble Breafts: . 
What hall I fay, to fafegard thine own life, 

The beft. way is to venge my Glofter’s death. 

Gaunt. Ucavens is the Quarrel : for Heaven’s Subfiityte; 
His Deputy anointed in his fight, all 
Hath caus’d his death, the which if wrongfully al 
Let Heaven Revenge: for I may never lift . 
An angry Arm against his Minifter. aa 

Dut. Where then (alas) may 1 complain my nity | 

Gann. To Heaven, the V Vidows Champion to defence} 

Dut, Why then 1 will: farewel old Gaunt, a 
Thou gorit to Coventrey, there to behold | 
Our Coufin Hereford, and fell AZombray fight: 

O fit my Husbands Wrongs on Hereford’s Spear, 
That it may enter Butcher Mowbray’s break : 
Or if Misfortune mifs the firft Carreer, rs 
Be Mowbray’s fins fo heavy in his Bofom, a 
That they may break his foaming Courfers back, } 
And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, , 
A Caytiff recreant to my Coufin Hereford. ry 
Farewel old Gaunt , thy fomtimes Brothers Wife) 
With her Companion Grief muft end her life. 
Ganat. Sifter farewel: 1 muft to Coventrey, 
As much good ftay with thee, as go with me. 

Dut. Yet one word more, Grief boundeth whereit falk 
Not with the empty hollownefs but weight : P| 
I take my leave, before I have begun, 

For Sorrow ends not’: when it feemeth done. ~ 
Commend me to my Brother, Edward: York, 

Lo, this is all: nay yet depart not fo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly go, . 

| fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what? 
With all good fpeed at Plafhe vifit me. a 
Alack, and what fhall good old York, there fee ys 
But empty Lodgings, and unfurnift’d Walls, i 
Un-peopl’d Offices, untrodden Stones ? ee. 
And what hear there for Welcome, but my Groailst us 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there By,'\ 
To feek out Sorrow’ that cwells every where; aly 
Defolate, defolate will 1 hence, and dye, gi ea 
The laft leave of thee, takes my weeping Eye. [Exh 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Marfhal and Aumerle. 


Mar. My L. Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm’d? 

‘Aum, Yea, at all points, and longs to enter iM, of 

Mar, The Duke of Norfolk, fprightful and bold, | 
Stays but the Summons of the Appealants Trumpet 

Au, Why then the Champions are prepar’d and | 
For nothing but his Majefties approach. ; 


' Enter King, Gaunt, Bufhy, Bagot, Green, and ht | 
Then Mowbray ix Armour, and Harrold, 


Rich. Marhal, demand of yonder Champion om 
The Caufe of his arrival here in Arms, 
Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed Fe 
To {wear him in the Juftice of his Caufe. call 

Mar \n Gods Name,and the Kings. fay who thot 
And why thou com’{t, thus Knightly clad in Arms? ial 
Againft what man thou comft,and what’s thy Quatte | 
Speak truly onthy Kinghthood, ‘and thine Oath, | 
As fo defend thee Heaven, and thy Valour. 3c 

Mow, My Name is Tho, Mowbray, Duke of Norfiks ry 


| Who hither come engaged by my Oath, — 
| (Which Heaven defend a Koieht fhould violate 


Both to defend my Loyalty and Truth, 
To God, my King, and his fucceeding Iifhe, ge’ 
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Againit the Duke of Hereford, that Appeals me: This feaft Bit I CO jeaft, Years, 


)And by the Grace of God and this mine Arm, 
fo prove him (in defending of my felf) 

“\ Traitor to my God, my King, and me; 
»And as I truly fight, defend me Heaven. 


‘ Tucket. Enter Hereford, and Harold, 
| Rich, Marfhal : Ask yonder Knight in Arms, 
Moth who he is, and why he cometh hither, ° 
“hus placed in Habiliments of War : 
nd formally according to our Law 
epofe him in the Juftice of his Caufe. 
"S Mar. What is thyName,and wherefore com’ft thou hither 
“efore King Richard, in his Royal Lifts ? 

' \gainft whom.com*%t thou ? and what’s thy Quarrel ? 

| peak like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heaven. 

MN” Bull, Harry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Darby, 

‘iim I, who ready here do ftand in Arms, 

™~o prove by Heaven’s grace, my Body’s Valour, 

ti) Lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 

l@hat he’s a Traitor foul and dangerous, 

amo God of Heaven, King Richard, and to me, 

litind asi truly fight, defend me Heaven. 

tei AZar. On pain of Death, no perfon be fo bold, 

ie daring hardy, as to touch the Lifts, 

xcept the Marfhal, and fuch Officers 

he ppointed to direct thefe fair Defigns. 

ij Bull. Lord Marfhal, let me kifs my Soveraign’s Hand, 
_ nd bow my Knee before his Majetfty : 

i or AZowbray and my felf are like two men, 

‘jy hat vow a long and weary Pilgrimage, 

“ “hen let us take a ceremonious Leave 


jaan loving Farewel of our feveral Friends. 


end cravesto kifs your hand, and take his leave. 
'. Rich, We will defcend and fold him in our arms, 
HEoufin of Hereford, as thy Caufe is juft, 
oo be thy Fortune in this Royal Fight : 
™arewel, my Blood, which if to day thou fhed, 
js sament me may,,but not Revenge thee dead. 
i Bull, Oh let no noble Eye prophane a Tear 

‘or me, if Ibe gor’d with AZowbray’s Spear : 
—‘\s confident, as is the Faulcon’s flight 

Againft a Bird, do I- with Afowbray fight. 

Vy loving Lord, I take my leave of you, 
' Df you (my noble Coufin) Lord Aumerle : 

Not fick, although I have to do with death, 
it 3ut Iufty, young, and chearly drawing breath. 

0, as at Englifh Feafts, fol regreet 
ji he daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweet. 
ra). thou the Earthy Author of my Blood, 
Luo hofe youthful Spirit in me regenerate, 
oth with a two-fold vigour lift me up 
) gb reach at Victory above my Head, 
Add proof unto mine Armour with thy Prayers, 
' And with thy Bleflings fteel my Lances Point, 
«jt hatit may enter Aowbray’s Waxen Coat, 
"And futnifh new the Name of Fob aGaunt 
“Even in the lufty *haviour of his Son. 


ht 
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Gaunt. Heaven in thy good Canfe make thee profp’rous, 


i? Be fwift like Lightning in the Execution, 

And let thy Blows doubly redoubled; 
¢ Fall like amazing thunder on the Cask 
is , Of thy amaz’d petnicious Enemy. 
i", Rouze up thy youthful Blood, be Valiant, and liye. 
i Bull, Mine Innocence, and St. George to thrive. 
it! __ Mow. How ever Heaven or Fortune caft my Lot, 


ed 


ial 
ie” There lives, or dies, true to King Richard’s Thro 
é,, A Loyal, Juft, and Upright Gentleman : ” 
yW’ Never did Captain with a freer heart 
, ,, Catt off his Chains of Bondage, and embrace 
| His golden uncontroul’d Enfranchifement, 

More than my dancing Sonl doth celebrate 


po 


Attending but the Signal to begin. 


Mar, The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnefs, 


Moft mighty . 
Take from my . 
As gentle, and as jx 


1 4 quiet breaft 
x scurely lef ig 
“d in thine Eye: 


Gol to fight : Truth ¢ “gin. 

Rich, Farewel, my Lor, “ler an ‘ 
Vertue with Valour, couch, rai by, 
Order the Trial Marfhal, ana V Apes she. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lane... “ikke SD. - ba 
Receive thy Launce,and Heaven de. © OF Norfon 

Bull, Strong asa Tower, inhope, Ic. 7 

Mar. Go bear this Launce to Thomas. Dy. '€ 


1. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Darby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraign, and Himfe, 
On pain to be found falfe and recreant 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, . 
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him, 

And dares him to fet forward to the fight. 

2. Har Here {tandeth Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 

On pain to be found falfe and recreanr, 

Both to defend himfelf, and to approve 

Henry of Hereford, Lancajfter, and Darby, 
To God, his Soveraign, and to him difloy ; 
Couragioufly, and witha free defire, 

A charge. founded. 
Mar. Sound Trumpets, and fet Gace Caen : 
Stay, the King hath thrown his Warder down. 

Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets, and their Spears 
And both return back to their Chairs again: ; 
Withdraw with us, and let the Trumpets found 
While we return thefe Dukes what we decree. * 

Along Flouri 
Draw near, and lift Eee 
What with our Council we have done. 
For that our Kingdoms Earth fhould not be foild 
With that dear Blood which it hath foftered, 
And for our eyes do hate the dire afpect 
Of Civil Wounds plough’d up with N eighbours Swords, 
Which fo rouz’d up with boifterous untun’d Drams, 
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadful bray 

And grating fhock of wrathful Iron Arms, . s 
Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace, 
And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blood 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories; 
You Coufin Hereford, upon pain of death, ; 
Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our F 
Shall not regreet our fair Dominions; 
But tread the ftranger -Paths of Banifhment. 

Bull, Your will be done : This muft my Cofnfort be 
That Sun that warms you here, fhall thine on mé: ; 
And thofe his golden Beams to you here lent, 

Shall point on me, and gild my Banifhment. 

Rich, Norfolk; for thee remains a heavier Doom, 
Which I with fome unwillingnefs pronounce, 

The flye flow Hours fhall not determinate 
The datelefs limit of thy dear Exile ; 
The hopelefs word, of never to return, 
Breathe I againft thee, upon pain of life. 

Mow. A heavy Sentence, my moft Soveraign Liege, 
And all unlook’d for from your Highnef§ mouth’: 
A dearer Merit, not fodeep a Maim, . 

As to be caft forth in the common air 

Havel deferved at your Highnefs hands. 

The Language I have learn?d thefe forty years 
(My native Exglijh) now | muft forgo, 

And now my Vongues ufe is to me no more, 
Than an unftringed Viol, or a Harp, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up, 

Or being open; put into his-hands..... 

That knows no touch to tune the harmony, 
Within my Mouth yowhave engoal’d my ‘Tonge, 
Doubly percullis’d with my Teeth and Lips ’ 
And dull, unfeeling; barren Ignorance, ; 

Is made my Goaler to attend on me: 
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I am too old to fawn wport a-Nurle, 
Too far in ‘years to. be a Pupil tow: 
What is thy Sentence then,}bat fpeechle{s death, 


Which robs my “Dongue from breathing native breath ? 


Rich. It boots-thee not to be compdiliosate, 
After. oursSéntence,; plaining comes too late. 


Mow, Then thus | turn me from my Country's light, 


To dwell in -folemn Shades of endlefs night. 

Rich, Returw again, and take an Oath with thee, 
Lay on your’Royal Sword, your banifh’d hands ; 
Swear bythe Duty that you owe to Heaven 
(Our part therein we banifh with your {elves ) 
To keep the Oath that we adminifter : 

You never fhall (fo help you Truth, and Heaven) 
Embrace each-ethers Love in Banifhment, 
Nor ever look upon each others Face, 
Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 
This lowring Tempelt of your home-bred Hate, 
Nor ever by advifed purpofe meet, 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 
>Gaintt Us, our State, our Subjects, or our Land. 
Bul. 1 fwear. 
Adow. And I, to keep all this. 
Bul. Norfolk, fo far, as to mine Enemy. 
By this time (had the King permitted us) 
One of our Souls had wandred in the air, 
Banifn’d this frail Sepulchre of our ficth, 
As now our fiefh is banifh’d from this Land. 
Confefs thy ‘Treafons, e’re thou fly this Realm, 
Since thou has far _to go, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty Soul. 

Mow. No Bullngbrock: if ever lwere Traitor, 
My Namé be bloited from the book of Life, 
And | from Heaven banifh’d, as from hence: 
But what thou art, Heaven, thon and1I do know, » 
And all too foon (I fear) the King ‘fhall rue. 
Farewell (my Liege) iow no way can 1 ftray, 

Save back to England, all the ‘world’s my way. 
Rich: Uncle, even in the Glaflés of thine Eyes 

I fee thy grieved Heart: thy fad Afpec, 

Hath from the number of his banifh’d years 

Pluck?d four away : Six frozen Winters fpent, 

Return with welcome honie from Banifhment. 
Bul. How longa time lies in one little word - 

Four lagging Winters, and four wanton Springs 

End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 
Gaunt. {thank my Liege, that in regard of me 

He fhortens four years of my Sons Exile : 

But little vantage hall 1 reap thereby. 

For ¢’re the fix years that he hath to fpend, 


‘Can change the Moons, and bring their times about ; 


My oyl-dry’d Lamp, and time-bewafted Light, 
Shall be extinct with Age, and endlefs Night - 
My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done, 
And blindfold death, not Jet me fee my Son. 
Rich, Why Uncle? thou haft many years to live. 


Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou canft give ; 


Shorten my days thon cant with fudden Sorrow, 


And pluck Nights from me, but not lend me a Morrow 


Thou canft help time to furrow me with Age, 

But ftop no Wrinckle in his Pilgrimage: 

Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 

But dead, thy Kingdom cannot buy my breath. 
Rich. Thy Son is banifh’d upon good advice, 

Whereto thy Tongue: a party-verdict gave, 

Why at our Juftice: feem’ft thou then to lowre ? 


Gaunt, Things fweet to'tafte, prove in digeftion fowr : 


You urg’d me as a Judge, bat I ‘had rather 

You would have bid'me ‘argue like'a Father. 

Alas, I look’d: whenifome:of you fhould fay, 

I was too {trict to‘make mine‘own away : 

But you gave leave to my unwilling Tongue, 

Againft my will, todo my felf this wrong. 
Rich, Coufin farewell: and Uncle ‘bid him fo: 
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and he fhall go. 
Flourifh. Bi ; 
An. Conlin, farewel, what prefence muft not know} 
From where you do remain, let Paper thow. bs 
Mar. My Lord, no leave take 1, for I will ride 
As far as Land will let me, by your fide. a 
Gaunt. Ohto what pur pofe doft thou hoard thy words) 


Six years we banilh him, 


That thou return’{t no greeting to thy Friends ¢ 
Bul. | have too few to take my leave of you, 

When the Tongue’s Office fhould. be prodigal, 7%] 

To breathe th’abundant dolour of the Heart. 
Gaunt. Thy Grief is but thy Abfence for a time, 
Bul, Joy abfent, Grief is prefent for that time, 
Gaunt. What is fix Winters, they are quickly gone 
Bul. To men in Joy, but Grief makes one hourtg: 
Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou tak’ft for pleafures 
Bul. My heart will figh, when I mifcall it fo, ~ 

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage. 
Gaunt, The fallen paflage of thy weary fteps] 

Efteem ‘a Soil, wherein thou art to fet i 

The precious Jewel of thy home return. 
Bul. Ol: who can hold a Fire in his hand 

By thinking on the Frofty Cancafus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of Appetite, 

By bare imagination of a Fealt ? 

Or wallow naked in December Snow 

By thinking on fantaftick Summers Heat ? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 

Gives but the greater, feeling to the worfe: | © 

Fell Sorrow’s* Tooth, doth never ranckle more | 

Than when it bites, but Janceth not the fore. > 
Gaunt. Come, come (my Son_) Ple bring thee on thy 

Had I thy Youth, and Caufe, 1 wonld not ftay. 1 
Bul. Then’ England's ground farewel: {weet foil adit 

My Mother and my Nurfe, which bears me yets) 

Where-e’re I wander, boalt of this Ican, 

Though ‘banifh’d, yet a true-born Englh{h-mam, 


Scana Quarta. 


? ‘ 
Enter King, Aumerle, Green, Bagot, 


Rich, We did obferve. Coufin Aumerle, 
How far brought you High Hereford on his way?! 

Aum, \ brought High Hereford (if you call him {0) | 
But to the next high way, and there I left him 

Rich, And fay, what ftore of parting tears. wet 


¢ 
Aum, Faith none by me: except the North-Eap wi ; 
Which then grew bitterly againit our face, 


| 
| 


| Awak?d the fleepy rheunie, and fo by chance 


Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 
Rich. What faid our Coufin when you parted ¥ i 
Au, Farewcl:and for my heart difdained thatmy 2 


| Should fo prophane the word, that taught me 


i 
} 
{ 
| 


Yo counterfeit opprellion of fuch Grief, ‘a 
That word ‘feem’d buried, in. my Sorrows. Grave Al 
Marry, would the word -farewel, had Jengthw’'d Hout 
And added Years to -his-fhort Banifhment, | 
He thould have had a Volume of Farewels, 
But fince it would. not, he had mone.of me. at 
Ric, He is our Coufin (Coufin) but.’tis:doubt, 1) 
When time fhall ‘call him home from Banihment 
Whether our Kinfman-come to fee his Friends, ! 
Our Self, and Bufhy: Tere Bagot and Green | 
Obferv’d his Courtthip to. the Common Peoples) 
How ‘he did fem to dive into their Hearts, 
With humble, ‘and’ familiar Courtefie, © | 
What Reverence he did throw away. on Slavess) 
Wooing poor Crafts-men with the craft of Sows, 
And patient-under-beating of his Fortune, 
As ’twere to banith their Affects with him. 
Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter 
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‘ 
A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well, 

And had the Tribute of his fupple Knee, 

With thanks, my Countrymen, my loving Friends, 

wAs were our England in Revertion his, 

And he our Subjects next Degree in hope. 

Gr, Well, he is gone, and with him go thefe thoughts : 
eNow for the Rebels, which ftand out in Jreland, 
expedient manhage mult be made, my Liege 
re further leifure; yield the further means 
yor their advantage, and your Highnefs lofs. 

» Rich, We will our Self in Perfon to this V Var, 
snd for our Cofferss with; too great a Court, 
And liberal Largefs,-are grown fomewhat light, 
.,/ Ve.are infore’d to farm our Royal Realm, 
, he Revenue whereof fhall furnith ‘us 
or our Affairs in hand : if they. come fhort, 
‘Dur Subftitutes at home fhall have Blank Charters : 
. ‘Whereto, when they ‘hall know what then .are rich, 
' Chey fhall Subfcribe them for large Sums of Gold, 
“nd fend them after tofupply our Wants: 

‘or we will make for Jreland prefently. 
mn Enter Buthy. 
% Bufhy, what News? 

Bu. Old Fohn of Gaunt is very fick, my Lord, 

» uddenly taken, and hath fent poft hafte 

“o intreat your Mojeity to vifit him. 

_ Ric. Where. lies he ¢ 
i Bu, At Ely-houfe. ! 
| Ric. Now put it (Heaven) in his Phyfitian’s mind, 
Wi°o help him to his Grave immediately : 
the lining of his Coffers fhall make Coats 
trio deck our Souldiers for. thefe Jrifh Wars. 
yhZome Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him: 
tray Heaven we may make hafte, and come too late. LExit. 
i 


For violent Fires foon burn out themfelves ; 
Small Showers lat long, but fudden Storms are fhort, 
He tires betimes, that {purs too faft betimes ; 
With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder ; 
Light Vanity, infatiate Cormorant, 

Confuming means, foon preys upon it felf, 

This Royal Throne of Kings, this Sceptered Ifle, 
This Earth of Majefty, this Seat of AZars, 

This other Eden, demy Paradiie, 

This Fortrefs built by Nature ‘for her felf, 

Againit infection, and the hand of War: 

his happy Breed of men, this little World, 

This precious Stone fet in the Silver Sea, 

W hich ferves it in the Office of a Wall, 

Or asa Moat defenfive to a Houfe, 

Againit the envy of lefs happier Lands, 

This blefled Plot, this Earth, this Realm, this England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming womb of Royal Kings, 
Fear’d by their Breed, and famous for their birth, 
Renowned for their Deeds, as far from home, 

For Chriftian Service, and true Chivalrie, 

As is the Sepulchre in ftubborn Fury 

Of the World’s Ranfom, bleflud Adary’s Son. 

This Land of fuch dear Souls, this dear-dear Land, 
Dear for her Reputation through the World, 

Is now Leas’d out (1 dye pronouncing it) 

Like toa Tenement or pelting Farm ; 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 
Whofe rocky fhore beats back the envious Siege 
Of watry JVeptune, is now bound in with fhame, 
With Inky Blots, and rotten Parchment Bonds. 
That England that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a fhameful Conqueft of it felf. 

Ah! would the Scandal vanifh with my life, 

How happy then were my enfuing death ! 


\ 
a) 


Ce : o's 

‘ z Enter King, Queen, Aumerle, Bufhy,; Green 
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— Enter fick,Gaunt, with York. Yor. The King is come, deal mildly with ‘his youth, 


For young hot Colts, being rag’d, do rage the more. 
u. How fares our Noble Uncle, Lancafter ? 

Ric, What comfort, man ? How is’t with aged Gauar ? 
Ga. Oh how that Name befits my Compofition ; 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in. being old: 

Within me Grief hath kept:a tedious Faft, 

And who abitains from Meat, that is not gaunt : 

For fleeping England long time have I watcht, 

Whatching breeds leannefs, leannefs is alegaunt : 

The Pleafure that fome Fathers feed upon, 

Is my ftrict Fait, | mean my Childrens looks, 

And therein Fafting haft thoumade me gaunt; 

Gaunt am I for the Grave, gaunt as a Grave, 

Whofe hollow Womb inherits nought but Bones. 
Ric. Can fick men play fo nicely with their Names? 
Gau. No, Mifery makes {port to mock it felf : 

Since thou doft feek to kill my Name in me, 

I mock my Name (great King) to flatter thee. 
Ric. Should dying men flatter thofe that live ? 
Gan. No, no; men living flatter thofe that dye. 
Ric. Thou now a dying, fay’ft thou flatter*ft me. 
Gau, Oh no, thou dy’it, though I the ficker be. 
Ric. 1 amin health, I breathe, I fee thee ill. 
Gan, Now he-that made me, knows! fee thee ill ; 

Ill in my felf to fee, and in thee feeing ‘ill, 

Thy Death-bed is no lefler than the Land, 

Wherein thou lieftin Reputation fick, 

And thou, too carelefs Patient as thou arr, 

Committ’ft thy anointed Body to the cure 

Of thofe Phylitians that firft wounded thee : 


{, Gan, Will the King come, that I may breathe my laft 
in wholefom counfel to his unftaid youth ? 
,, Yor. Vex not your felf, nor ftrive not with your breath, 
‘For all in vain comes counfel to his ear. 
, Gan, Oh but (they fay) the Tongues of dying men 
' Inforce attention like deep harmony : 
hE Where words are fcarce, they are feldom {pent in vain, 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in pain. 
1 He that no more mult fay, is liften’d more, 
i Than they. whom youth and eafe have taught to glofe, 
¢’ More are mens ends markt than their lives before, 
‘fii The fetting Sun, and Mufick is the clofe, 
# As the laft tafte of fweets, is {wectelt laft, 
a) SWrit in remembrance, more than things long paft ; 
is" Though Richard my lifes counfel would not hear, 
ji’ My deaths fad tale may yet undeaf his Ear. 
yi Yor, No, it is ftopt with other flatt’ring Sounds, 
d, | As praifes of his State : then there are found 
30] Lafcivious Meeters, to whofe venom found 
gb) The open Ears of youth doth always liften. 
i | Report of Fafhions in proud Jtaly, 
| \Vhofe Manners {till our tardie apifh Nation 
‘¢ | Limps after in bafe imitation, 
| Where doth the World thruft forth a Vanity, 
ng | SO it be new, there's no refpect how vile, 
tg | Thats not quickly buz’d into their Ears ? 
tip That all too late comes counfel to be heard, 
ii | Where Will doth mutiny with Wits regard : 
Direct not him, whofe way himfelf will choofe, 


?Tis breath thou lack*ft, and that breath wilt thouloofe, | A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crown, 
af Gaunt. Methinks | am a Prophet new infpir’d, Whofe compafs isno bigger than thy hand, 
ial And thus expiring, do foretell of him, » And yet ingaged in fo {mall a Verge, 

in His rafh fierce Blaze of Ryot cannot lait, The wafte isno whit lefler than thy Land, 

ee re ee Dd 
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Oh had thy Grandfier with a Prophets Eye Than was that young and Princely:Gentleman ; ap 
Seen how i Son’s Son fhould deftroy his Sons, His Face thou haft, for wi fo look’d he, f 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy fhame, Accomplifh’d with the number of he Hours: 
Depofing thee before thou wert pofleft, But when he frown’d, it was again the French, 
Which art pofleft now to depofe thy felf, And not againft his Friends: his Noble Hand 
Why (Coufin) wert thou Regent of the world, Did win what he did fpend: and fpent not that 
It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe : . Which his triumphant Father’s Hand had won; 
But for thy world enjoying but this Land, His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood, 
Is it not more than fhame, to fhame it fo? But bloody with the Enemies of his Kin : 
Landlord of England art thou, and not King ¢ Oh Richard, Yorkis too far gone with Grief, 


f Law, is bondflave to the Law,’ Or elfe he never would compare between, y 
Se <item Rich, Why Uncle, What’s the matte ? 


Yor Oh, myLiege, pardon me if you pleafe, if ( 


And 
Rich, And thou, a Iunatick lean-witted Fool, 
Prefuming on an Agues priviledge, 
Dar’ft with thy frozen Admonition 
Make pale our cheek, chafing the Royal Blood 
With fury, from his Native Refidence ; 
Now by my Seats right Royal Majetfty, 
Wert thou not Brother to great Edward’s Son, 
This Tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders. 
Gau, Oh fpare me not, my Brother Edward’s Son, 
For that I was his Father Edward’s Son: 
That Blood already (like the Pelican) 
Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows’d. 
My Brother Glocefter, plain well meaning Soul 
(Whom fair befallin Heaven ’mongft happy Souls) 
May be a Prefident and Witnefs good, 
That thou refpe't not fpilling Edmard’s Blood : 
Joyn with the prefeut ficknefs that I have, 
And thy unkindnefs be like crooked age, 
‘To crop at once a too long wither’d Flower. 
‘Live in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, 
Thefe words hereafter thy 'tormentors be, 
‘Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave. ; 
Love they to live, that Love and Honour have. (Exit. 
Rich. And tet them dye, that Age and Sullens have, 
For both haft thou, andiboth become the Grave. 
Yor. 1 do befeech your Majefty impute his words 
‘To wayward ficklinefs, andage in him : 
‘He loves you'on my life, ‘and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 


© mine : and all be as it is. 
Enter Northumberland. ; 
Nor. My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to yourMajelty. 
Rich, What fay’s he? 
Nor. Nay nothing, all is faid: 
His Tongue is now a ftringlefs Inftrument, 
Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath {pent. 
Yor. Be York the next, thatmuft be Bankrupt fo. 
Though Death be poor, it ends a mortal wo. 
Rich. The ripeft Fruit firft falls, and fo doth he, 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage mutt be : 
So much for that. Now for our J/rifh Wars, 
We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kerns, 
Which live like Venom, where no Venom elfe 
But only they,: have priviledge to live. 
And for thefe great Affairs do ask fome charge, 
Towards our Afliftance , we dofeize: to us 
The Plate, Coyn, and! Revenues, and Moveables, 
Whereof our Uncle Gaunt did ftand pofleft. 
Yor. How long fhall 1 be: patient ? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me ‘fuffer wrong? 
Not Glofter’s death, nor Hereford’s Banifhment. 
Nor Gaum?s Rebukes, nor Englands private Wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bulhagbrook, 
About his Marriage, nor my own. Difgrace, 
Have ever made me fower my patient Cheek, 
Or bend one: wrinkle on:my Soveraign’s Face ; 
Iam the laft of noble Edwara’s Sons, 
Of whom thy Fathar Princeiof Wales was firft 5 
In Wars was never Lyon’ rag’d more fierce : 
In Peace, was never gentle Lamb’ more mild, 


'As theirs, 


, pleas’d not to be pardon’d, am content with all; ” 
Seek you to feize, and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of banifh’d Hereford > , 
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live?) 
Was not Gaunt jult, and is not Harry true? | 


Rich. vg! you fay true: as Hereford’s love, fo his ; 


Did not the one deferve to have an Heir? 
Is not his Heir a well-deferving Son ? 
Take Hereford’s Rights away, and take from time 
His Charters ; and his cuftomary Rights: 
Let not to morrow then enfue to day, rh 
Be not thy felf. For how art thou a King a 
But by fair Sequence and Succeflion ? We 
Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, . 
If you do wrongfully feize Hereford’s right, 
Callin his Letters Patents that he hath . 
By his Attorneys General, to fue | 
His Livery, and deny his offer’d Homage, any 
You pluck a thoufand Dangers on your head, 
You lofe a thoufand well difpofed Hearts, N 
And prick my tender Patience to thofe thoughts | 
Which Honour and Allegiance cannot think. my 
Rich, Think what you will: we feize into our hank) 
His Plate, his Goods, his Money, and his Lands, 
Yor. Ple not be by the while: my Leige, farewell; 
What will enfue ‘hereof, there’s none can tell, | 
But by bad Courfes may be underftood, . 
That their Events can never fall out good. [Est 
Rich, Go Bufbie to the Earl of Wiltfhire freight, ” 
Bid him repair to.us to Ely-houfe, 
To fee this bufinefs: to morrow next ; 
We will for Ireland, and tis time I trow: Bis 
And we create in abfence of our felf 
Our Uncle York, Lord Governour of England ¢ 
For he is juft, and always lov’d us well. 
Come on our Queen, to morrow muft we part, 
Be merry, for our time of ftay is fhort. [Flo 
Manet North, Willoughby, and Rofs. 
North, Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaffer is dead: | 
Roff, And living too, for now his-Son is’ Duke ~ 
Wil. Barely in Title, not in’ Revenue. 
Nor. Richly-in both, if Juftice-had her Right. 
Roff. My Heart is great : but it muft break with filet 
Er’t be disburthened w ith a liberal ‘Tongue. 
Ner, Nay fpeak thy mind: and let himnever fpeaki™ 
That. fpeaks thy words-again to do. thee-harm. 
Will. Tends that thowdit {peak to the Duke of Herta 
If it be fo, out with it boldly, man: 
Quick is mine Ear to: hear of good towards’ hit. 
Roff. No good at all that'I can do ‘for him, 
Unlefs you call it good to pity him, 
Bereft and gelded of his Patrimony. P| 
Wor. Now:afore heaven, it’s fhame fuch wrongs-arebat 
In him a Royal Prince, and. many moe, 
Of Noble Blood in this declining Land ; . 
The King is not himfelf, but bafely led 
By Flatterers, and what they will inform 
Meerly in hategainft- any of us. all, 
That will the King feverely profecute 
Gainft us, our: Lives, our ‘Children, -and-our Heits: 
Roff: ‘The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous Tare 
And quite loft. their Hearts: the Nobles hath he iad 
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For ancient Quarrels, and quite loft their Hearts. 
Will. And daily new Exactions are devis’d 
, | As Blanks, Benevolences, and I. wot not what : 
*} But what o?Gods name doth become of this ? 
"| Nor. Wars hath not waited it, for war’d he hath not, 
} But bafely yielded upon Comprimife, 
“1 That which his Anceftors atchiew’d with blows : 
| More hath he fpent in Peace, than they in Wars. 
| of. The Earl of Wilé(bre hath the Realm in Farm. 
Wil, The King’s grown Bankrupt, like a broken man. 
Nor. Reproach and Diffolution hangeth over him. 
Rof. He-hath not Money for thefe J7i/h Wars: 
ti) (His burthenous. Taxations notwithftanding ) 
ti] But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke. 
ti! — Nor. His Noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King : 
dit But Lords, we hear this fearful Tempeft fing, 
itil Yet feek no fhelter to avoid the Storm : 
i'| We fee the Wind fit fore upon our Sails, 
And yet we ftrike not,-but fecurely perifh. 
thy  Rof. We feethe very Wrack that we muft faffer, 
is} And unavoided isthe Danger now 
For fuffering fo the Caufes of our }=Wrack. 
Nor. Not fo: even through the hollow Eies of death, 
I fpie life peering : but 1 dare not fay 
How near the Tidings of our Comfort is. 
Wil. Nay let us fharethy Thoughts, as thou doft ours. 
Rof. Be confident to fpcak, Northumberland, 
We three, are but thy felf, and fpeaking fo, 
Thy Words are but as Thoughts, ‘therefore be bold. 
Nor. Then thus’? 1 have from:Port le Blan, 
A Bay in Britain, receiv’d intelligence, 
,| That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 
‘| That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
.| His Brother Archbilhop, late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Six Fohn Rainfton, 
| Sir Fobn Norberze, Sir. Robert Waterton, and Francis Quoint, 
“ All thefe well furnifh’d by the. Duke of Britain,, 
With eight tall Ships, three thoufandmen of War, 
Are making hither with all: due Expedience, 
Ey oad fhortly mean to touch our ‘4 orthern Shore : 
" Perhaps they had e’re this, but that-they- ftay 
The firft sdeparting of the King for #é/and. 
| If then we fhall. fhake off our flavifh Yoke, 
i | Imp out our drooping Countries broken Wing, 
| Redeem from broaking Pawn the’ blemiih’d Crown, 
8 Wipe off the Duft that hides our Scepters gilt, 
d | And make high Majefty look like it felf, 
‘ef A way with me in hafte to Ravenfpurg, 
But if you faint, asfearing to.do fo, 
gil! Stay, and be fecret; and my felf will-go. 


Me, 


at fa 


m 


wit} ‘Rof. To Horfe, to Horfe, urge Doubts'to them that fear. 
yi) WolHold out my Horfe, and] will firft:be there. [ Exeuar, 
iN 

yt! 

a Scana. Secunda. 

ot Enter Queen, Buthy, and. Bagot. 

Dit! 


Bufh. Madam, your Majefty is too much fad, 
4 You promis’d when you-parted with the ‘King, 
y| Lo lay afide felf-harming  heavinels, +: 
And entertain a chearful Difpofition. 
Qu. To pleafe the King ,1 did ::to ipleafe my: felf 

yj {cannot do it: yet 1 know no Canfe 
fm) VV hy I fhould welcome fuch a Gueft as Grief, 

Save bidding farewel.to fo fweet:a Gueft 

Asmmy fweet Richard, yet again methinks ’ 
Some unborn'Sorrow, ripe in Fortune’s V Vomb 

Is coming towards me, and.my inward Soul 

VVhich nothing trembles,.at fomething itigrieves, 
Morethan with parting from my Lord:the King. 
| Bufh. Each Subftance of a Grief hathtwenty Shadows 
| VVhich fhews like Grief it felf, but isnot fo: 


bs a 


. piles 


For Sorrows eye, glazed with blinding Tears, 
Divides one thing intire, to many Objects, 
Like Perfpectives, which rightly gaz’d upon 
Shew nothing but Confufion ey’d awry, 
Dittinguifh Form: fo your fweet Majefty 
Looking awry upon your Lord’s departure, 
Find fhapes of Grief, more.than himfelf to wail, 
VVhich look’d on as it is, is nought but Shadows 
Of what it is not: then thrice gracious Queen, 
More than your Lords departure weep not, mote’s not 
Or if it be, ’tis with falfe Sorrow’s eye, (feen ; 
VVhich for things true, weep things imaginary. 

Qu, It may be fo, but yet my inward foul 
Peri{wades me it is otherwife : how-e’re it be, 

i cannot but be fad: fo heavy fad, 
As though one thinking on no thought I think, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrink. 

Buh, ?Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady. ) 

Qu. Tis nothing lefs : conceit is {till deriv’d 
From fome fore-father Grief, mine is not fo, 

For Nothing hath begot my Something. Grief, 
Or Something, bath the nothing that { grieve, 
"Tis in reverfion that I do poflefs, 
But what it is, that isnot yet known, what 
I cannot name, ’tis namelefs woe I wot. 

Enter Green. 

Gree. Heaven fave your Majefty, and well met Gen- 
I hope the King is not yet fhipt for Jreland. (tlemen, 

Qu: VVhy hop’it thou fo ? ’Tis better hope he is : 
For his Defigns crave hafte, good hope, 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not. fhipt ? 

Gree. That he, our hope, might have retir’d his Power, 

And driven into defpairan Enemies Hope, 
VVho ftrongly hath. fet footing in this Land, 
The banifh’d Bullingbrook.repeals himfelf, 

And with up-lifted Arms. ts fafe arriy’d 
At Ravenfpurg. 

Qu. Now God in Heaven forbid. 

Gree. O, Madam, ’tis.too. true : and that is wortfe, 
The ‘L: Northumberland, his young, Son Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Roffe, Beaimond, and Willoughby, — 

With all their powerful, Fricnds are fled to him. 

EBufh, Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland, 
And the reft of that revolted Faction, Traitors? 

Gree. We have:whereupon the Earl of Worcefter 
Hath broke his Staff, refign’d his Stewardfhip, 

And all the Houfhold Servants fied with him to Ballingbrook, 

Qu. So Green, thou art, the Midwife of my woe, 

And Bullingbrooksmy., Sorrows difinal Heir : 

Now hath my Soul brought forth her Prodigie, 
And 1a gafping new delivered Mother, 

Have Woe to Woe,Sorrow to Sorrow. joyn’d. 

Bufh. Defpair not, Madam. 

Qu. Who thall hinder me? 

I will, defpair and be atjenmity 

With ¢ozening Hope she isa Flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper, back of Death, 

Who gently would, dillolve the bands of Life, 

Which falfe Hopes linger in, Extremity, 
Enter York, 

Gree. Here comes the Duke of Yark, 

Qu. With Signs of War about his aged neck, 
Oh full-of careful-bufinefs-are-his looks-: 

Uncle, for Heaven fake fpeak comfortable words. 

York, Comfort’s isi, Heaven, and\wecare on the Earth, 
Where nothing lives but Crofles, Care. and Grief: 
Your Husband.-he is gone to fave far off, 

Whilft others come to make his lofe ‘at home: 
Here ain bleft ito underprop his Land, 
Who weak with Age, cannot’ fupport my felf : 
Now comes his fick hour that his furfeit made, 
Now fhall-he try his Friends that flattered him. 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, your Son, was gone before I catne. 
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Yor. He was : why fo, go all which way it will Making ve mg ntl fact an : 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, | But I bethin me, a feld wll be found 
And will 1 feat revolt on Hereford’s fide. From Raven{purg to arse ? 
tah Ge Vs ies In Rofé and Wiallonghby, wanting, your company, 

Sirrah, get thee to Plafhie, to my Sifter Glofter, nk Tee rery tmich begniled 
Bid her fend me prefently a Thoufand Pound, NWhichE proved nate Very en ray crave 

ld; take my Rin The tedioufnefs and procefs of my travel: 
ae My Lord Phad forgot But theirs 1s fweetned with ais hope to have 
To tell your Lordthip, to day {carne by, and call’d there, The prefent benefit as ae Se 
But | fhall grieve youto report the reft. And hope to Ya “ hi Poy ee am 

Yor. What is’t, Knave ? Than hope enjoy’¢ + PY oa ry : 3. ae 

Ser. An Hour before Icame, the Dutchefs dy’d. Shall make their way feem gt * pop: ath done, 

Yor. Heav’n for his mercy, what a Tide of Woes By fight of what 1 have, your no ¢ Company. 
Come ruthing on this woful Land at once? _ Bull. Of much lefs ae is ay om ; 
1 know not what to do: I would to Heaven ) Than your good mea a H a pt: ereé 
truth had not provok’d him to it é ; ; ; 

he Rice had cut rid hex with my Brother’s. North. It ismy Son, foley Hat Par De 
What, are there Pofts difpatch’d for Ireland? Sent from my Brother Worce/ fr whencefoever. 
How fhall we do for Money for thefe Wars? Harry, how fares your Uncle é Pe 
Come Sifter, (Coufin, 1 would fay) pray pardon me. = I oe thought, my Lord, to have learmdhis 
30 follow, get thee home rovide fome Carts, ealt a a 
nd bring away the peer that is there. North. Why, is he not with the Queen ? 
Gentlemen, will you Mufter men ? Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forfook the Coutt, 
if | know how, or which way to order thefe Affairs Broken his Staff of Office, and difperft 
Thus diforderly thruft into my Hands, The Houfhold of the King. ‘ : 
Never believe me. Both are my Kinfmen, North. What was his Reafon ! i 
Tiy one is my: Soveraign, whom both my Oath He was not fo refolv’d, when we laft fpake together. 
And Duty bids defend : th’ other again Percy. Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traitor 
Is my Kinfman, whom the King hath wrong’d, | But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurg, 
Whom Confcience, and my Kindred bids to right. To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 
Well, fomewhat we muft do : Come, Confin, And fent me over by Barkley, to difcover 
le difpofe of you. Gentlemen, go mufter up your men, What Power the Duke of 1 ork had levied there, | |) 
And meet me prefently at Barkly Caftle ; Then with direction to repair to Leni | 
{ fhould to Plafhy too : but time will not permit, : North, Have you forgot the Duke of 4 Lereford ( Boy) 
Allis uneven, and every thing is left at fix and feven. [E+#. Percy. N o, my good Lord : for that is not forgot || 

Bufh. The wind fits fair for News to go to Jreland, Which ne’re I did remember : to my knowledge, 
Bot none returns : for us to levy Power I never in my life did look on him. 1 
Proportionable to th? Enemy, is all impoflible. North, Then learn to know him now : this is the Dult 

Gree. Befides.our neagnefs to the King in love, Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Isnear the hate of thofe love not the King. Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

Bag. And that’s the wavering Commons, for their love | Which elder days fhall ripen, and confirm 
Lies in their Purfes, and who fo empties them, To more approved fervice and defert. 
By fo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. Buk, 1 thank thee, gentle Percy, and be fure 

Bufh. Wherein the King ftands generally condemn’d. | I count my felf in nothing elie fo happy, 

Bag. Uf judgment lie in them, then fo do we, Asin a Soul remembring my good Friends 
Becaufe we have been ever near the King. And as my Fortune ripens with thy Love, 

Gree. Well : I will for refuge ftreight to Briftol Caftle, | It fhall be {till thy true Love’s Recompence, i 
The Earl of Wilt(bire is already there. My Heart this Covenant makes} my Hand thus fealsit 

Bufh. Thither will I with you, for little Office North. How far is it to Barkley ? and what ftir 
Will the hateful Commons perform for us, Keeps good old Yorkthere with his Men of Wat? 
Except like Curs, to tear us all in pieces : - Percy, There ftands the Caftle by yond Tuft of Tres 
Will you go along with us ? Mann’d with three hundred men, as I have heard. 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Majefty And in it are the Lords of York, Barkley, and Sey7m"s 
Farewell, if Hearts prefages be not vain, : None elfe of Name, and Noble Eftimate. ~ 
We three here part, that never fhall meet again. Enter Rofle and Me es 


Bu. That?s as York thrives to beat back Bullingbrook. North, Here comes the Lords of Rofe and Willonglly, 
Gree. Alas poor Duke, the Task he undertakes Bloody with fpurring, fiery red with hatte. ; 
Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, Bull, Welcome, my Lords, I wot your love purl 
Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flye. A banifht Traitor ; all my Treafury 

Bufo. Farewell at once, for once, for all, andever, | Is yet but unfelt Thanks, which more enrich’d, 
Well, we may meet again. Shall be your love and labours Recompence. | 

Bag. 1 fear me never. [Ex.|  Rofé. Your Prefericemakes us rich, molt Noble Latt 

Willo. Aud far farmounts our Jabour to attain it 
Bull, Evermore ‘Chanks, th? Exchequer of the poots 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to years, 
Stand for my Bounty : but who comes here ? 
== ae Onee Enter Barkley. 

North, It ismy Lordof Barkley,’ as 1 guefs. 

Bark, My Lord of Hereford, my Mellage is to y™ 

Bull, My Lord, ‘my: anfwer is to Lancafter, 
And 1 am come to feek that Name in England; 
And I muft find that Title in your Town, 
Before I make reply to ought you fay. , 

Bark, Miftake me not, my Lord, *tis not MY means 
To raze one Title of your Honour out. 1 
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Scana Tertia. 


Enter the Duke of Hereford, and Northumberland, 


Bul, How far is it, my Lord, to Barkley now ? 
Nor. Believe me, Noble Lord, 

Lam a ftranger here in Gloufterfhire, 

Thefe high wild Hills, and rough uneven Ways, 
Draws out our Miles, and makes them wearifome « 
And yet our fair difcourfe hath been as Sugar, 


To you, my Lord,! come (hak kira Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 

To take Advantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our Native Peace, with felf-b 

Enter York. 

Bull, 1 fhall not need tranfport ny words by you 

Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Uncle. 


orn Arms. 
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Whofe Duty is deceivable, and fal fe. 
‘ Bull. My gtacious Uncle. 


[am no Traitors Uncle ; and that w ord Grace, 
{nan ungracious Mouth, is but prophane. 
Why have thefe banifh’d, and forbidden Legs, 
Dar’d once to touch a duft of Englana’s Ground ? 
But more then, why, why have they car’d to march 
So many Miles upon her peaceful Bofom, 
Frighting her pale-fac’d Villages with War, 
And oitentation of defpifed Arms ? 
Com’{t thou becaufe th’ anointed King ‘is hence ? 
Why, foolith Boy, the King is left beh rind, 
And in my loyal Bofom lies his Power. 
Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth, 
_| As when brave Gwunr, thy Father, and thy felf 
.| Refcued the Bf ack Prince, that young Mars of mens 
| From forth the Ranks of m: any thoufand French : 
| Oh then, how quickly fhould this arm of mine, 
Now Prifoner to the Palfie, chaftife thee, 
And minifter Correction to thy Fault, 
Bull. My gracious Uncle, let me know my Fault, 
On what condition ftands it, and wherein ? 
Yor. Even in condition of the worft degree, 
bi} In grofs Rebellion, and detefted Treafon : 
4 Thou art a banifh’d man, and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time, 
i In braving Artis againft thy Soveraign. 
Bull, Asi was banish’d, I was banifhed Hereford, 
But as I come, | come for Laacajter. 
And, noble Uncle, I befeech your Grace 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent Eye: 
4) You are my Father, for methinks in you 
I fee old Gaunt Slit: Oh then, my Father, 
Will you permit that I fhall ftand cordemnh *d 
A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my “ATMS perforce, and given away 
To upftart Unthrifts ¢ wherefore was I born ? 
If that my, Coufin King, be King of Exeland, 
it mult be granted | am Dake of La 
You have a Son, Aumerle, my Noble Kinfman, 
Had you firlt dy’d, and ie been thus trod down, 
He fhould have found his Uncle Gaunt a Father, 
Torowze his Wrongs, and chafe theth to the bay. 
I amedeny’d to fue my Livery here, 
And yet my. Letters Patents give me leave: 
My Father’s Goods areal! diftrain’d and fold, 
And thefe attd all, are all amifs imploy es 
What would you have ine do?.I ama$ ubject, 
And challenge Law: Attorfieys are a ny “d me, 
And therefore Perfonally I lay my Claim 
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+ | To mine Inheritance of free Defcent: 
of North. The Noble Duke hath been too much abus'd. 
pi? Roff. It ftands yout Grace upon to do him fight. 
ni Villo. Bafe men by his Endowments:are made great. 
cs Yor, My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
wt) | Lhave had feeling of my Coufins W rong: 

Aid labout’d all I could to do him Rigl 
ys | But in this kind, to come im braving Ari iTib, 
gi! | Be his own Carver, and. cat out his Way, 
j, | To find out Right with Wrongs it may not be; 
jv 4 And you that do abet him‘in this kind, 
4, Cherifh Rebellion, and are Rebels alll 

North, The Noble Dake hath fworn his coming is 

jf 4 But for his own; and for the Right of that, 
7 


Yor. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 


Unlefs you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 
Yor. Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle me, 


| We all bane ftrongly fwork to give him < aid, 

And let him ne’er fee joy that breaks that Oath. 
Yor. Well, well, I {ee the iffue of thefe Arms, 

I cannot mend it, [ must needs confefs, 

Becaufe my Power is weak, and all ill left : 

But if Icould, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, and make you fEoop 

Unto the Soveraign Mercy of the King, 

But fince I cannot, be it known to you, 

{ do remain as Neuter. So fare you well, 


And there repofe you for this Night. 
Bull. An offer, Uncle, that we will accept ; 
But we muft win your Grace to go with us 
To B iffoww-C ‘aftle, which they fay is held 
By Sufhy, Bagot, and their Complices, 
The C aterpillars of the Common-wealth, 
Which1 have {worn to weed, and pluck away. 
Yor. {t may be I will go with you, but yet le paufe, 
For I am loth to break our Country's Laws : 
For Friends, nor Foes, tome welcome you are, 
Things paft redrefs, are now with me palt care. "CExeunt. 


Seana Quarta. 
Enter Salisbury, and a Captain. 


Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have ftaid ten days, 
And hardly kept your Countrey-men together, 
And yet we hear no tidings from the King ; 
Therefore we will difperfe our felves ; farewell. 
Sal. Stay ‘yet another mt thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his Confidence in thee. 
Cap. Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ftay, 
The Bay-tres in our Country are all wither’, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heaven ; 
The. pale-fac’d Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 
And lean look Prophets wifper fearful Change; 
Rich men Jook fad, and Rufhans dance and leap, 
The one if fear to lofe what they enjoy, 
The other to enjoy by Rage and War : 
Thefe figns forerun the death of Kings. 
Farewell, our Countrymen ate gone and fled, 
As well aflur’d Richard their King is dead. Ex, 
Sal. Ah Richard; with Eies of ‘heavy mind, 
I fee thy Glory lil kea footing § star, 
Fall to the bafe Earth from the Firmanient ; 
Thy Sun fets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witnefling Storiis to come, Woe, and Unreft: 
Thy Frie sat are fled to wait upon thy Foes, 
And crofly to thy good, all Fortune goes.. (Exit. 


Aélus Tertius. Scana Prima 


Enter Bullinbrook, York, Northumberland, Rofle, Percy, 
Willou; ghby, with Bufhy and Green, Prsfoners. 


Bull, Bring forth thefe men : 
Bufby arid Green, 1 will not vex your Souls, 
(Since ptefently your Souls muft part your Bodies) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives, 
For ’twere no Charity : yet to wafh your Blood 
From off my Hands, here in the view of men, 
{ will unfold fome Caufes of your Deaths. 
You have mis-led a Prince, a Royal King, 
A happy Gentleman in Blood and Lineaments, 
By you unhappied, and disfigur’d clean : 
You have in manner with your finful Hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him, 
Broke the poffeflion of a Royal Bed, 
D3 And 
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Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unfeen, 
In Murthers, and in out-rage bloody here : 
But when from under this Terreftrial Ball 
He firés the proud tops of the Eajtern Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev’ ry guilty hole, 
Then Murthers, Treafons, and detefted fins 

(The Cloak of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves, 

So when this Thief, this Traitor Bullingbrook, 

Who all this while hath revell’d in the Night, 

Shall fee us rifing inour Throne, the Eaft, 

His Treafons will fet blufhing in his Face, 

Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 

But felf-affrighted, tremble at his fin. 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 

Can wath the Balm from an anointed King 5 

The breath of worldly men cannot depofe 

The Deputy elected by the Lord: | 

For every man that Bullingbrook hath preft, 

To lift fhrewd Steel again{t our Golden Crown, 

Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 

A glorious Angel: then if Angels fight, 

Weak Men mutt fall, for Heaven ftill guards the Right, 

Enter Salisbury. . 

Welcome, my Lord, how far off lies your Power ? 

Sali{. Nor near,nor farther off, my gracious Lord) 

Than this weak arm ; Difcomfort guides my Tongue, 

And bids me fpeak of nothing but Defpair : 

One day too late, I fear (my Noble Lord) 

Hath clouded all my happy daies on Earth: 

Oh call back yefterday, bid time return, 

And thou fhalt have twelve thoufand fighting men; — 

To day, to day, unhappy day too late “ 

O’rethrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and thy State 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullimgbrook, difperft, and fled. : 
4um.Comfort, my Liege,why looksyour Grace fopale! 

Rich. But now the Blood of twenty thoufand mea” 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled, 

And till fo much Blood thither come again, 

Have I not reafon to look pale, and dead ? 

All Souls that will be fafe, fly from my fide, 

For Time hath fet a blot upon my Pride. 
4um. Comfort, my Liege, remember who youare, 

Rich. l had forgot my felf. Am I not King? ~ 

Awake thou fluggard Majefty, thou fleepeft : 

Is not the Kings Name, forty thoufand Names ? 

Arm, arm my Name: a puny Subject ftrikes 

At thy great Glory. Look not to the ground, 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high? 

High be our thoughts : [know my Uncle York, 

Hath Power enough to ferve our turn, 

But who comes here ? [Enter Sceoop, 
Scroop. More health and happinefs betide my Liege — 

Than can my care-tun’d Tongue deliver him. 
Rich, Mine Ear is open, and my Heart prepar’d: 

The worft is worldly lofs, thou canft unfold : 

Say, Is my Kingdom loft ? why ?twas my Care: 

And what lofsis it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrook.to be as great as we? 

Greater he fhall not be: if he ferve God, 

We'll ferve him too, and be his Fellow fo. 

Revolt our Subjects ? That we cannot mend, 

They break their Faith to God as well as us : 

Cry Woe, Deitruction, Ruine, Lofs, Decay, 

The worft is Death, and death will have his day- 
Scroop. Glad am I, that your Highnefs is fo arm’d 

To bear the Tidings of Calamity. . 

Like an unfeafonable ftormy day, ; 

Which make the Silver Rivers drown their Shores 

As if the world were all diflolv’d to Tears: 

So high above his Limits, fwells the Rage 

Of Bullingbrook, covering your fearful Land 

With hard bright Steel, and hearts harder than Sted! ie . 
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And ftain’d the Beauty of a fair Queens Cheeks 
With Tears drawn from her Eies, with your foul Wrongs. 
My felf'a Prince, by Fortune of my Birth, 
Near to the King in Blood, and near in love, 
Till you did make him mif-interpret me, 
Have ftoopt my’ neck under your Injuries, 
And figh’d my Exglifh breath in foreign Clouds, 
Eating the bitter Bread of Banifhment 4 
While you have;fed upon my Seignories, 
Dif-park’d my Barks, and fell’d my Forreft Waods ; 
From mine own Windows torn my Houfhold Coat, 
Raz’d out my Imprefs, leaving me no fign, 
Save mens Opinions, and my living Blood, 
To fhew the world 1am a Gentleman. 7 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death: fee them delivered over 
To Execution, and the hand of Death. 
Buthie. More welcome is the ftroak of death to me, 
Than Bullingbrook,to England. 
Gree. My comfort is that Heaven will take our Souls, 
And plague Injuftice with the Pains of Heil. : 
Bull. My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatch’d : 
Uncle, you fay the Queen is at your Houfe, 
For Heavens fake, fairly let her be entreated, 
Tell her I fend to her my kind Commends ; 
Take fpecial care my Greetings be deliver’d. 
Yor. A Gentleman of mine I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your love to her at large. 
Bull. Thanks, gentle Uncle: come Lords away, 
To fight with Glendoure, and his Complices 5 
A while to work, and after Holliday. [Exeunt, 


LEA a ee ae 


Scana Secunda. 
Drums : Flouri(h, and Colours. 
Enter Richard, Aumerle, Carlile, azd Souldsers, 


Rich. Barkloughly-Caftle call you this at hand ? 
Au, Yea, my Lord, How brooks your Grace the air, 
After your late tofling on the breaking Seas ? 
Rich, Needs muft I like it well: 1 weep for joy 
To ftand upon my Kingdom once asain. 
Dear arth, Ido falute thee with my Hand, 
Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes Hoofs : 
As a long Parted Mother with her Child, 
Plays fondly with her Tears, ard fmiles-in meeting 5 
So weeping, finiling, greet thee the Earth, 
And do thee favour with my Royal Hands. 
Feed not thy Soveraigns Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Sweets, comfort his ravenous Senfe ¢ 
But let thy Spiders that fuck up thy Venom, 
And heavy-gated Toads lie in their way, 
Doing Annoyance to the treacherous feet, 
Which with ufurping fteps do trample thee. 
Yield ftinging Nettles to mine Enemies, 
And when they fromthy Bofom pluck a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, 
Whofe double Tongue may witha mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraign’s Enemics. 
Mock not my fenfelefs Conjuration : Lords ; 
This Earth hall havea feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers e’re her Native King 
Shall falter under foul Rebellious Arms. 
Car. Fear not, my Lord, that Power that made you King 
Hath Power to keep you King, in fpight of all. 
Aum, He means, my Lord, that we are too remifs 
Whilft Bullingbrook, through their fecurity, 
Grows {trong and great, in Subftance and in Friends. 
Rich, Difcomfortable Coufin, knoweft thou not, 
That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe that lights the lower World, 
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White Bears have arm’d their thin and hairJefs Scalps 
Againft thy Majefty, and Boys with Womens voices, 
Strive to fpeak big, and clap their female joints 

In ftiffunwieldy Arms: againft thy Crown 

Thy very Bead{-men learn to bend their Bows 

Of double fatal Ewe: againft thy State 

Yea diftaff-womel manage rufty Bills : 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell, 

And all goes worfe than | have power to tell. 

Rich. Too well, too well thou telP{t a tale fo ill. 

Where is the Earl of Wiltfhire ? where is Bigot ? 

What is become of Bufhy? where is Green ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 

Meafure our Confines with fuch peaceful fteps ? 

If we prevail, their Hands fhall pay for it. 

I warrant they have made peace with Bullingbrook, 

Seroop. Peace have they made with him indeed (myLord.) 
Rich, Oh Villains, Vipers, damn’d without redemption, 

Dogs, eafily won tofawn on any man, __ 

Snakes in my heart-blood warm’d, that {ting my heart, 

Three Fudaffes, each one thrice worfe than Fudas, 

Would they'make Peace ? terrible Hell make War 

Upon their fported Souls for this Offence. 

Scroop. Sweet Love (I fee) changing his Property, 

Turns to the fowreft, and moft deadly Hite: 

Again uncurfe their Souls; their Peace is made 

With Heads, and not with Hands : thofe whom you curfe 

Have felt the worft of Death’s deftroying Hand. 

And lie full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. i 
Aum, \s Bufhy, Green, and the Earl of Wiltfhire dead ? 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Bri/tow loft their Heads. 
Aum, Where is the Duke, my Father, with his Power ? 
Rich, No matter where, of comfort no man fpeak: 

Let’s talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphs, 

Make Duft our Paper, and with Rainy Eies 

Write Sorrow in the Bofom of the Earth. 

Let’s chufe Executors, and talk of Wills: 

And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Save our depofed Bodies to the Ground ? 

Our Lands, our Lives, and all are Bullingbrock’s, 

And nothing can we call our own, but Death, 

And that fmall Model of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as Pafte, and Cover to our Bones : 

For Heavens fake let us fic upon the ground, 

And tell fad Stories of the death of Kings : 

Eow fome have been depos’d, fome flain in War, 

Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos’d, 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d, 

All murther’d.: For within the hollow Crown 

That rounds the mortal Temples of a King, 

Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 

Scofling his State, and grinning at his Pomp, 

Allowing him a breath, a little fcene, 

To Monarchize, be fear’d, and kill with looks, 

Infafing him with felf and vain Conceit, 

As if this Flefh, which walls about our Life, 

Were Brafs impregnable : and humour’d thus, 

Comes at the laft, and with a little Pin 

Boars through his Caftle Walls, and farewell King. 

Cover your heads, and mock not flefh and blood 

With folemn Reverence: throw away Refpect, 

Tradition, Form, and Ceremonious Duty, 

For you have but miftook me all this while : 

i live with Bread like you, feel Want, 

Tafte Grief, need Friends : fubjeéted thus, 

“ow can you fay to me, | am a King ? 

Carl. My Lord,wife men ne’re wail their prefént Woes 

But prefently prevent the ways to wail : 

To fear the Foe, fince fear opprefleth Strength, 

Gives in your weaknefs, Strength unto your Foe ; 

Fear, and be flain, no worfe can come to fight : 

And fight and die, is death deftroying death. 

Where fearing, dying, pays death fervile breath. 
4Anm. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 
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And Jearn to make a Body of a Limb. 

Rich. Thou chid?{t me well : proud Bullingbrook 1 come 
To change Blows with thee, for our day of Doom: 
This Ague-fit of Fear is over-blown, 

An eafie task it is to win our own. 
Say Scroop where lies our Uncle with his Power ? 
Speak fweetly man, although thy looks be fowre. 

Scroop. Men judge by the Complexion of the Skie 

The ftate and inclination of the day, 

So may you by my dull and: heavie Eye: 

My Tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay: 

I play the Torturer, by fmall and {mall 

To lengthen out the worlt, that muft be fpoken, 
Your Uncle York is joyn’d to Bullingbrook, 

And all your Northern Caftles yielded up, 
And all your Southern Gentlemen in Arms 
Upon his Fa¢tion. 

Rich. Vhou halt faid enough. 

Befhrew thee, Coufin, which didft lead me forth * 
Of that fweet way I was in to Defpair ; 

What fay you now ? what Comfort have we now ? 
By Heaven Ple hate him everlaftingly 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Go to Flint-Caftle, there Ple pine away, 

A King, Woes Slave, fhall Kingly Wo obey : 

That Power I have, difcharge, and let em go 

To ear the Land, that hath fome hope to grow, 
For | have none. Let no man {peak again 

To alter this, for Coynfel is but vain. 

Aum. My Liege, one word. 

Rich, He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his Tongue. 
Difcharge my Followers: let them hence away, 
From Richard's Night, to Bullingbrook’s fair day.[ Exeunt. 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Bullingbrook, York, 
Northumberland, Attendants. 
Bul. So that by this Intelligence we learn 
The Welchmen are difpers’d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 


| With fome few private Friends upon this Coaft. 


North, The News is very tair and good, my Lord, 

Richard not far from hence, hath hid his head. 

Yor. 1t would befeem the Lord Wort hun berlund, 

To fay King Richard: alack the heavy day, 

When fucha facred King fhould hide his head, 
North. Your Grace miftakes, onely to be brief, 

Left I his Title out. 

Yor, The time hath been, 

Would you have been fo brief with him, he would 

Have been fo brief with you, to fhorten you, 

For taking fo the head, your whole heads length. 
Bull. Miftake not (Uncle) farther than you fhould. 
Yor, Take not (good Coufin) farther than you fhould, 

Left you miftake, the Heavens are o’re your head, 
Bull. | know it (Uncle) and oppofe not my felf 

Againft their will. But who comes here ? 

Enter Percie. 

Welcom Harry: what, will not this Caftle yield ? 
Per, The Caftle royally is mann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 
ull. Royally ? Why, it contains no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containa King: King Richard lies 

Within the Limits of yond Lime aid Stone 

And with him, the Lord Aumerle, Lord Sakshi Vo 


Sir Stephen Scroop, befides a Clergy-man 
Of holy Reverence; who, ! cannot Jearn. 


Worth. Oh, belike it is the Bilhop of Carlile. 
Bul. Noble Lord, 


Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 


Through] 


SS 


Rich. Down, down I come like gliftring Phaeton, 
| Wanting the manage of unruly Jades. | 
, | In the bafe Court ? bafe Court where Kings grow bafe, 
ing] TO come at Traitors Calls, and do them Grace. 
;, | In the bafe Court come down: down Court,down King, 
For night-Owls fhreek, where mounting Larks fhould fing. 

Bull. What fays his Majefty ? 

North, Sorrow, and grief of heart 
Makes him fpeak fondly like a frantick man : 
. | Yet he is come. 
“ Bull, Stand all apart, 
ht And fhew fair duty to his Majefty. 
a, My gracious Lord. 
i Rich, Fair Coufin, 

You debafe your Princely knee, 

To make the bafe Earth proud with kiffing it. 
ie Me rather had, my Heart might feel your Love, 
‘M’ Than my un-pleas’d Eye fee your Courtefie. 
*) Up Coufin, up, your heart is up, I know, 
\. Thus high at leaft, although -your Knee be low. 
“tit; Bull, My gracious Lord, I come but for mine own. 
i, Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 
iis Bull, So far be mine, (my moft redoubted Lord, ) 
io, As my true Service hall deferve your love. 
{ Rich, Well you deferv’d : 
fal They well deferve to have, 
That know the ftrong’ft and fureft way to get. 

iti Uncle give me your hand: nay, dry your Eies, 
irl Tears fhew their love, but want their Remedies. 
istu9 Coufin, I am too young to be your Father, 
met Though you are old enough to be my Heir. 
f agi What you will have, Ple give, and willing too, 
egg For do we muft, what Force will have us do. 
, Seton towards London: 


, 
, 


3 Coufins is it fo? 

a Bull, Yea, my good Lord. 

igi Rich, Then I mutt not fay no. [Flourifh. [Exeunt. 
mo 
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Scana Quinta. 


Enter Queen, and two Ladues. 


" Qu. What {port fhall we devife here in this Garden, 


- To drive away the heavy thought of Care ? 
ar La. Madam, we'll play at Bowls. 
’ 


Qu, ?Twill make me think the world is full of Rubs, 
And that my Fortune runs againft the Byas. 

La. Madam, we’ll dance. { 

Qu. My Legs can keep no Meafure in Delight, 

© When my poor Heart no Meafure keeps in Grief. 

,, Therefore no dancing (Girl) fome other {port. 


je La. Madam, we’ll tell Tales. 

' i Qu. Of Sorrow, or of Grief? 

i La, Of either, Madam. 

al) Qu. OF neither, Girl. 

el! For if of Joy, being altogether wanting, 
Jets | It doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 
g”’"| Or if of Grief, being altogether had, . 


It adds more Sorrow to my want of Joy: 

| For what I have, I need not to repeat: 

, | And what I want, it boots net to complain. 
ath La, Madam, Vle Sing: 

Qu. ?Tis well that thou haft Caufe : 

8, | But thou fhouldf{it pleafe me better, would’ft thou weep: 
i” La. 1 could Weep, Madam, would it do you good ? 
Qu, AndI could Sing, would weeping do me good, 

And never borrow any tear of thee. 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants, 
But flay here comes the Gardiners; 
Let’s ftep into the fhadow of thefe Trees. 
My wretchednefS, unto a row of Pines, 
They’l talk of State; for every one doth fo, 
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Againft a Change; woe is fore-run with woe. 

Gard. Go bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which like unruly Children, make their Syre 
Stoop with oppreilion of their prodigal weight : 
Give fome fupportance’ to the bending twigs. 
Go thou, and like an Executioner 
Cut off the heads of too faft growing fprays, 
That look too lofty in our Common-wealth: 
All muft be even in our Government. 
You thus imploy’d, I will go root away 
The noifom Weeds that without profit fuck 
The Soils fertility from wholfom Flowers. 

Ser, Why fhould we in the compaf$ of a Pale, 
Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion, 
Shewing, as in a Model, our firm flate ? 
When our Sea-walled Garden, (the whole Land; ) 
Is full of Weeds, her faireft Flowers choakt up, 
Her Fruit trees all upruin’d, her Hedges ruin’d, 
Her Knots diforder’d, and her wholfom Hearbs 
Swarming with Caterpillers: 

Gard. Hold thy peace, 
He that hath fuffer’d this diforder’d Spring, 
Hath now himfelf met with the fall of Leaf, 
The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaves did fhelter, 
That feem’d in eating him, to hold him up, 
Are pull’d up, root and all, by Bullingbrook ; 
I mean the Earl of Wiltfhire, Bufhy, Green. 

Ser. What, are they dead? 

Gard. They are, 
And Bullingbrook hath feiz?d the wafteful King, 
What pity is it, that he had not trimm’d 
Aud dreft his Land, as we this Garden at time of year ; 
And wound the Bark, the skin of our Fruit-trees, 
Left being over proud with Sap and Blood, 
With too much Riches it confound ict felf ? 
Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 
They might have liv’d to bear, and he to tafte 
Their Fruits of Duty. All fuperfluous Branches 
We lop away, that bearing Boughs may live - 

Had he done fo, himfelf had born the Grown, 
Which wafte and idle hours hath quite thrown. down. 
Ser. What think you the King fhall be depos’d ¢ 

Gar. Depreft he is already, and depos’d 
*Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
Toa dear Friend of the Duke of York, 
That tell black tidings. 5 
a. Oh I am preft to death through want of {peaking : 
Thou old Adam’s likenefs, fet to drefsthis Garden, _ 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unplealing News £ 
What Eve? what Serpent hath fuggeited thee, 
To make a fecond fall of curfed man? , 
Why.doft thou fay, King Richard is depos’d ? , 
Dar’{t thou (thou little better thing than Earth ) 
Divine his downfall? fay, where, when, and how 
Cam’{t thou by this il] tydings? {peak thou Wretch. 
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have | 
To breath thefe News ; yet what I fay is true ; 
King Richard, he is inthe mighty hold 
Of Bullngbrook, their Fortunes both are weigh’d: 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelf, 
And fome few Vanities that make him light - 
But in the Ballance of great Buliagbrook., 
Befides himfelf;. are all the Evglj{h Peers, 
And with that odds he weighs King Richard down, 
Poft you to London, and you'l find it fo, 
I fpeak no more, than every one doth know. 
Qu, Nimble Mifchance, that art fo light of Foot, 
Doth not thy Embaflage belong to me ? 
And am I laft that knows it? Oh thou think’ft 
To ferve me laft, that I may longeft keep 
Thy Sorrow in my breaft. Come Ladies, go, 
To meet at London Londons King in woe. 
What was] born to this! that my fad look, 
Should grace the Tryumph of great se Lk z: 
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Surrey. As falfe, by Heaven, 
As Heaven it felf is true. 

Fitz. Surrey, thou lyeft. 

Surrey. Dithonourable Boy, 
That lye, fhall lie fo heavie on my Sword, 
That it fhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 
Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, doilic By | 


Gard’ner, for telling me thefe News of woe, 
1 would the Plants thou graftft may never grow. [E-xvr, 
Gar. Poor Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, 
iI would my skill were fubjeét to thy Curie: 
Here did fhe drop a tear, here in this place 
le feta bank of Rew, (fowre Herb of Grace :) 
Rew evn for Ruth, here fhortly fhall be feen, 


M4 . . x ‘ > | 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. fExir.| Inearth as quict, as thy Father s Scull. a 
In proof whereof, there is mine Honours Pawn, + 

Engage it to the Tryal, if thou dar’ft, 4 il 


If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live, ash 
I dare meet Surrey ina Wildernefs, 4 
And fpit upon him, whilft I fay he Lyes, oy | 
And Lyes, and Lyes: there is my Bond of Faith; © by 
To tye thee to my ftrong Correction. ot | 
As I intended to thrive in this new world, or | 
Aumerle is guilty of my true Appeal. ‘a 
Befides, I heard the banifht Norfolk fay, 
That thou Avmerle didft fend two of thy men, | 
To Execute the Nobl¢é Duke at Calice. a 
Aum. Some honeft Chriftian truft me with aGa 
That Worfolk lies: here dol throw down this, 
If he may be repeal’d, to try his Honour. ee 
Bul, Vhefe Differences fhall all reft under Gage, | 
Till Norfolk. be repeal’d : repeal’d he fhallbe,; 9) 
(And though mine Enemy)-reftor’d again e 
To all his Lands and Seigniories: when he’s returt’ 
Againft Aumerle we will enforce his Tryal. 
Carl, That honourable day fhall ne’er be feen: 
Many a time hath banifht Norfolk fought 
For Jefus Chrift, in glorious Chriftian Field” 
Streaming the Enfign of the Chriftian Crofs 
Againft black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens: 
And toy?d with works of War, retir’d himfelf 
To Italy, and there at Venice gave ; 
His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 
And his purée Soul unto his Captain Chrift, 


Adus Quartus. Scana Prima. 


Enter as to the Parliament, Bullingbrook, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percie, Fitz- Water, Surrey, Carlile, Abbot 
of Weftmintfter, Herald, Officers, and Bagot. 


Bullingbrook, Call forth Bagot. 

Now Bagot, freely {peak thy mind, | 

What thou doft know of Noble Glofter’s death ; 

Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’d 

The bloody Office of his timelefs end. 
Bag. Then fet before my face the Lord Anmerle. 
Bull, Coufin, ftand forth, and look upon that man. 
Bag. My Lord Aumerle, 1 know your daring Tongue 

Scorns to unfay, what it hath once deliver’d. 

In that dead time when Glofter’s death was plotted, 

I heard you fay, Is not my Arm of length, 

That reacheth from the reftful Exglifh Court 

As far as Callis to my Uncles tead ? 

Amongft much other talk, that very time, 

L heard you fay that you had rather refufe 

The offer of an hundred thoufand Crowns, 

Than Bullingbrook return to England; adding withall, 

How bleft this Land would be in this your Coufins death. 
Anum. Princes, and Noble Lords: 

What anfwer fhall | make to this bafe man ? 

Shall i fo much difhonour my fair Stars, 


On equal terms to give him chaftifement ? Under whofe Colours he had fought fo long. i” | 
Either I muft, or have mine Honour fpoil’d Bull. Why, Bifhop; is Worfolk, dead? p | 
With the Attainder of his fland’rous lips. Carl, As fure as 1 live, my Lord. | 
There is my Gage, the manual Sealof death, Bull, Sweet. peace conduct his fweet Soul | 


That marks thee out for Hell. Thou lieft, 
And will maintain what thou haft faid, is falfe, 
In thy heart Blood, though being all too bafe, 
To ftain the temper of my Knightly Sword. - 
Bull. Bagot forbear, thou fhalt not take it up. 
Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the beft 
In all this Prefence that, hath moved me fo. 
Fitz. If that thy Valour ftand on fympathies : 
There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage to thine: 
By that fair Sun, that fhews me where thou ftand"{t, 
\1 heard the fay (and vauntingly thou fpak?it it) 
\ That thou wert caufe of Noble Gloffer’s death. 
If thou deny’ft it, twenty times thou lieft, 
And I will turn thy falfhood to thy Heart, 
Where it was forged, with my Rapiers point. 
Aum, Thou dar’ft not (Coward) live to fee the day. 
Fitz. Now, by my Soul, I would it were this Hour. 
Aum, Fitzwater thou art damn’d to Hell for this. 
Per, Aumerle, thon lieft : his Honour is as true 
In this Appeal, as thou art all unjuft : 
And that thou art fo, there 1 throw my Gage 
To prove it on thee, to th’extreamelt point 
Of mortal breathing. Seize it, if thou dar’ft. 
Aum, And if1do not may my Hands rot off, 
And never brandifh more revengeful Stecl, 
Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 
Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater + 
I do remember well, the very time 
Aamerle and you did:talk. ~ 
Fitz. My Lord, ea ; 
Tis very true: You were in Prefence then ; 
And you can witnefS$ with me, this is true. 
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To the Bofom of good old Abraham: \@ 

Lords Appealants, your Differences fhall all reft under 

Till we aflign you to your days of Tryal. 3 | 
Enter York: 

York, Great Duke of Lancafter, I come to thee ~ | 
From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soh} 
Adopts thee Heir; and his high Scepter yields: 7 | 
To the poffeflion of thy Royal hand. = 
Afcend his. Throne, defcending now from him, ~~ 
And Jong live Henry, of that Name the Fourth” © 

Bull. 1n Gods Name, Ple afcend the Regal Thtole) 

Carl. Marry, Heaven forbid. o 
Worft in this Royal Prefence may I fpeak, 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeak the truth. 

Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence 

Were enough Noble tobe upright Judge . 

Of Noble Richard, then true Noblenefs would ” 

Learn him forbearance: from fo foul a Wrong. 

What Subject can give Sentenceon his King ? 

And who fits here that is not Richard?s Subject? 
Thieves are not judg?d, ‘but they are. by to heary 
Although apparent guilt be feen in-them 

And fhail the Figure of Gods Majefty, 

His Captain, Steward, Deputy elect, 

Anointed, Crown’d and planted many years, 

Be judg?d by fubject and inferiour breath, 

And he himfelf not prefent ? Oh, forbid it, God, 

That in a*Ghriftian Climate, Souls’ refin’d 

Should few fo heinous, black, obfteneadeed. © 

I {peak to Subjects, and a Subject fpeaks, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven, thus boldly for his King. | vy 
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, | 
‘ . Pe {| 


we 
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| Isa foul Traytor to proud Herefora’s King. 

| And if you Crown him, let me prophefie, 

4 The Blood of Engé:fh fhall manure the ground; 

} And future Ages groan for his foul Act. 

| Peace fhall. go fleep with Turks and Infidels, 

| And inthis Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wars 
Shall Kin with Kin, and. Kind with Kind confound. 
Diforder, Horrour, Fear and Mutiny 

] Shall here inhabit, and this Land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens Sculls. 

| Oh, ifyou rear this Houfe, againft this Houfe 

| It will.the wofulleft Divifion prove, 

That ever fell upon. this curfed Earth. 

Prevent it, refift it, let.it not be fo, 

Left:Child, Childs Children cry againft you, wo. 


| Of Capital Treafon we arreft you here. 


‘| My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your charge, 
To keep him fafely, till his day of Tryal. 


He may furrender : So.we fhall proceed 


|S) Without fafpition. 

oS} Yor. I will be his Conduct. [Exit 
lt &uil., Lords,. you that are here under our Arreft, 

itt’, Procure your Sureties for your’ Days of An{wer : 

lili, Little are webeholding to your Love, 

gti | And little look’d for at your helping Hands. 

0 bt Enter Richard and-York. 

Ind} Rich, Alack, why.amI fent for to aKing, 


Before: have fhook off the Regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have learn’d 
To infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my Knee. 
Give Sorrow leave a while, to return me 

To this Submiffion. Yet willremember _ 

\| The favours.of thefe men: Were they not mine? 
Did they not fometime cry, All hail to me? 

So Fudas did to Chrift :. But he in twelve, 


God fave the King : Will no man fay, Amen. 
| Am] both Prieft and Clark ? well then, Amen. 
| Godfavethe King, although I be not he: 
‘ y| And yet Amen, if Heaven do think him me. 
"| To dowhat fervice, am Ifent for hither ?. 
| Yor. Todo that Office of thine own good will, 
la") Which tyred Majefty did make thee offer : 


The Life and Death of King Richard the fecond. 35 


North. Well have youargu’d, Sir: and for your pains, 


May it pleafe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit ? 
. Bull. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 


Found truthin all, but one; 1, in twelve thoufand, none. 


With mine own Hands give away my Crown, 
With mine own Tongue deny my Sacred State, 
With mine own Breath releafe all dutious Oaths: 
All Pomp and Majefty I do forfwear : 
My Mannors, Rents, Révenues, I forgo ; 
My Acts, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 
God pardon all Oatlis that are broke to me; 
God keep all Vows uabroke are thade to thee: 
Make me, that nothing have; with nothing griev’d, 
And thou with all pleas’d, that haft.all atchiev’d; 
Long maift thou live in Richard's Seat to fit, 
And foon lie Richard in an Eatth y pit. 
| God fave King Henry, wi-King’d Richard fays, 

And fend him many yeats of Sun-fhine days. 
What more remains ? 

Worth. No more: But that you read 

Thefe Accufations, and thefe grievous Crimes; 
Committed by your Perfon, and your Followers; 
Againft the State and Profit of this Land : 
That by confefling then, the Souls of men 


| May deem that you are worthily depos’d. 


Rich, MuftI do fo? and muft I ravelout 
My weav’d-up Follies? Gentle Northumberland; 
If thy O flences were upon Record; 


| Wotild it not fhame thee, in fo faira Troop, 


To read a Lectute of them ? if thou would’ft; 


|| There fhould’ft thou find one hainous Article, 


Containing the depofing of a King, 
And cracking the ftrong Warrant ofan Oath, 
Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the Book of Heaven: 
Nay, allof you, that ftand and look upon me, 
Whil’ft that my wretchednef$ doth bait mny felf, 
Though fome of you, with Pilate wath your Hands, 
Shewing an outward Pity: Yet you Pilates 
Have here delivered me to my fower Crofs, 
And water cannot wafh away your fin. 

North, My Lord, difpatch, read ore thefe Articles. 

Rich. Mine eyes are full of Tears, I cannot fee: 
And yet falt-water blinds them not {fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of Traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine Eies upon my felf, 

I find my felfa Traytor with the reft: 

For I have given here my Souls confent, 
T’undeck the pompous Body of a King ; * 
Made Glory bafe; a Soveraign, a Slave ; 
Proud Majelty, a Subject, State, a Peafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich, No Lord of thine, thot haught-infulting man ; 
No, nor no mans Lord: I have no Name, no Title 5 
No, not that name was given me at the Fonr; 

But ’tis ufurpt : alack the heavy day, 

That I have worn fo many Winters out, 

And know not now, what name to call my felf. 
Oh, that I werea Mockerie; King of Snow; 
Standing before the Sun of Bullingbrock, 

To melt my felf away in Water-Drops. 

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, 
And if my-word be Sterling yet in England 

Let it command a Mirror hither ftreight, 

That it may fhew me what.a Face ] have, 


Since it is Bankrupt of his Majefty. 
Bull. Go fome of you, and fetch a Looking Glafs. 
North. Read o’re this Paper, while the Glafs doth come. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me, ere] come to Hell. 
Bull, Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 
North. The Commmoiis will not then be fatisfyd. 
Rich, They fhall be fatisfy’d : Vle read enough, 

When I do fee the very Book indeed, Ne 

Where all my Sins are writ; and that’s my elf: 

Enter one with a Glafs. 

Give me that Glafs; and therein will I read. 

Nodeeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow ftruck 

So many blows upon this Face of mine, 

And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt’ring Gla; 

Like. 


hes" 


1 - Rich, Ino; nol, for I mutt nothing be: 


i) 
i " With mine own Tears I wath away my blame, 


by a 
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Like tomy Followers in Profperity, 

Thou doft beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
‘That every day under his Houfhold-roof, 

Did keep ten thoufand men ? Was this the Face, 
That like the Sun did make Beholders wink ? 

Is this the Face, which fac’d fo many Follies, 
That was at laft out-faca by Bullingbrook? 

A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face, 

As brittle as the Glory, is the Face, 

For theréit is, crackt in an hundred fhivets. 
Mark filent King, the Moral of this fport, 


a} 


| ow foon my Sorrow hath deftroy’d my. Face. 


Bull. The thadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your Face. 
Rich. Say that again. 
The fhadow of my Sorrow : ha, let’s fre, 
Tis very true, my Grief lies all within, 
And thefe external Manners of Laments, 
Are meerly fhadows to the unfeen Grief, 


‘| That fwells with filer ce inthe tortur’d Soul. 


There lies the Subftance: And I thank thee, King» 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv7it 
Me Caule to wail, but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the Caufe. le beg one boon, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no mores 
Shall I obtain it ? 

Bull, Name it, fair Coufin. 

Rich. Fair Coufin! Lam greater than a King’: 
For when 1 was a King, my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjects being now aSubject, 
I have a King here to my Flatterer : 
Being fo great, | have no need to beg. 

Bull. Yet ask. 

Rich. And fhall I have? 

Bull, You fall. 

Rich. Then give me leave to 0. 

Bull, Whither ? ; 

Rich. Whither you will, fo t were from your fight. 

Bull. Go fome of you, convey him to the Tower, 

Rich. Oh good: convey + Conveyers are you all; 

That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 
Full. ‘(On Wednefday next we folemnly fet down 
Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your felves. 

Abbot. A woful Pageant have we here beheld. 

Carl. The woe’s to come, the Children yet unborn, 
| Shall feel this day as fharp to them as thorn. 
| Aum, You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot ? 

To rid the Realm of this pernicious Blot? 

Abbot. Before | freely {peak my mind herein, 

You thal] not only take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but alfo to effect 
What ever | fhall happen to devile. 
I fee your Brows are fall of difcontent, 
Your Hearts of Sorrow, 
Come home with me to Supper, 
Shall fhew us all a merry day. 


[Exeunt. 


and your Eies of Tears, 
Pe lay a Plot 
[ Exeunt. 
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Adus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


Enter Quecn, avd Ladies. 


Qu. This way the King will come 
| To julins Cafar’s ill-erected Tow.t, 
| Yo whofe Hint Bofom, my condemned Lord 

is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Bullingbrook. 

Here letus reft, if this Rebellious Earth 

Have any reiting for ber true Kings Queen. 
Enter Richatd,- avd Guard. 

But foft, but fee, or rather do not fee, 

My fair Rofe wither > Yei look up; behold, 

‘That you in pity may ditlolve todew, 

And wafh him frefh again.with true-love Tears. 


This is the way 


where old Troy did ftand, ~~ a 
Thou Map of Honout, thou King Richards Tomb, | 
And not King Richara thou moft beauteous Inn, 
Why fhould hard-favour’d grief be lodg’d in thee, 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houte Gueft? a 
Rich. Joyn not with: Grief, fair Woman donotifo, | 
To make my fad too fadden : Leara,,good Soul) a 
To think our former tate 4 nappy Dream, ‘i 
From which awak’d, the truth of what we are ‘ll 
Shews us but this. Tam {worn Brother (Sweet) > 7 
To grim ne effity 3 and heand I. _ 
Wii keepa League till death. High thee to France, 
And Cloyster thee in fome Religious Houfe : i 
Our holy lives muft wina new World’s Crown, 
Which our Prophane Houts here have ftricken down, ~ 
Ou, What, is my Richard both in shape and mind © 
Transform’d and weaken’d ? Hath Bullingbrook, 
Depos’d thine Intelleét ? hath he been in thy Heart 2m 
The Lyon dying thruiteth forth his Paw, a 
And wounds the Earth, if nothing elfe, withrage —} 
To be orre-powr’d: And wilt thou, Pupil-like, 
Take thy Correétion mildly, kifs the Rod, 
And fawn on Rage with bafe Humility, 
Whichart a Lyon and a King of Beafts? . 


Ah thou, the Model, 


Rich: A King of Beafts indeed : If ought but Bealls, | 
| had been ftilla happy King of men. Be 
Good (fomerime) Queen prepare thee hence for Franty 
Think Lam dead, and that even here thou tak’ft, > 
As from my Death-bed, my laft-living leave. H 
[a Winters tedious Nights fit by the Fire pe 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee Tales 
Of woful Ages, longago betide : ie 
And e’re thou bid good-night, to quit their Grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, By: 
And fend the hearers weeping to their Beds: 
For why ? the fenfelefs Brands will fympathize 
The heavy accent of my moving Tongue, aaa 
And in compaflion weep the Fireout: a 
And fome will mourn in Athes, fome coal-black, — 
For the depofing of a rightful King. 

Enter Northumberland. Bye 

North. My Lord, the mind of Bullingbrookis chang 
You mut to Pomfret, not unto the Tower, i 
And Madam, there is order ta’ne for you: 

With all fwift fpeed, you muft away to France. 

Rich, Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal - 
The mounting Bullingbrook afcends my Throne, a 
The time fhal} not be many Hours of age, 

Morethan itis, ere foul fin, gathering head, 
Shall break into Corruption : thou fhalt think, | 
Though he divide the Realm, and give thee half | 
It is too little, helping him to all : my | 
He fhdil think, that thou which know’ft the way 
To plant unrightfal Kings, wilt know again, 8 
Being ne’re fo little urg?d, another way, wile 

To pluck him headlong from th’ ufarped Throne. 


%. 


> 
“al 


| The Loveof wicked Friends converts to Fear; 


That Fear to Hate , and Hate turns one, OF both, 
To worthy’ Danger, and deferved Death. a | 
North. My guilt be on'my head, and there’s an ent: | 
Take leave, and part, for you inuft part forthwith | 
Rich. Doubly divored ? (bad men) ye violate” © | 
A two-fold Marriage? twixt my Crown andme: | 
And then betwixt me, and my married Wife, 
Let me unkifs the Oath, ’rwixt thee and me: 
And yet not fo, for witha kifs ’twas made. 
Part us Northumberland : 1, towards the North, 
Where thivering Cold and Sicknefs pines the Climes | 
My Queen to France: from whence, {et forth in Poth 
She came adorned hither like fweet A/4y, i 
Sent back like Hollowmas, or fhort {tot day. 
Qu, And mult we be divided? raft we part?) 
R ch.\,hand from hand (my Love) and heart from ht 
Qu. Banifh usboth, and fend the King with me, 4 


} MK 
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|S Ee sa eee areca 
i North. That were fome Love, bat little Policy. 
‘i x. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 
‘Rich, So two together weeping» make one woe, 
i ee thou for me in France ,{ for thee here: 
“trer far off than near, be ne’re the near 

ity count thy way with fighs, 1 mine with groans. 
‘Qu, So longelt way, fhall have the longeft moans. 
| Rich, Twice for one ftep le g fhort, 


. groan, the way b:ing 
‘fq piece the way ont with a heavy heart. 

tyme, come in wooing Sorrow lev’s be brief, 

yce wedding it, there is fuch length in Grief : 

thine Kifs fhail top our mouths, and dumbly part ; 

it; aus give I mie, and thus take I thy Heart. 

(mQu. Give me mine own again: "twere no good part, 
tik rake on me to keep, and kill thy Heart. 

Kui, now | have mine own again, be gone, 

lnats may ftrive to kill ic with a groan. 

ty Rech. We make Wo wanton with this fond delay : 

ii, nce More adieu 5 the reft let Sorrow fay. LE wen#- 


ey : 


mp 

_ Scana Secunda. © 
f 

») : 

a Enter York and. his Dutchefs. 


, Dut. My Lord, you told me you would tell the 
VJhen weeping made you break the Story off, 
igh our two Coufins coming ito London. 
te Yor, Where did I leave! 
Hel Dut. At that fad ftop, my 
there gude mis-govern’d hands, 
_.chrew duft and rubbifh on King Richara’s Head. 
ith Tor, Then, asl faid, the Duke ( great Bullingbrook) 
— founted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 
th Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know, 
pV ith flow, but ftately pace, kept on his courfe : 
gi, While all tongues cry’d, God fave thee, Bullingbroak, 

You would have thought the very Windows f{pake, 
gio many greedy looks of young and old, 

Through Cafements darted their defiring Eies 
igh Upon his Vifage + and that all the Walls 
lg V ich painted Imagery had faid at once, 
im, Jeta preferve thee, welcome, Bullingbrook, 
vo: Whilt she, from one fide to the other turning, 
pit Bare-headed lower than his proud Steeds neck, 
iff Befpeak them thus: | thank you Country-men : 
ye And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along. 


het 


Lord, 


| Yor. Asin a Theater, the Eies of mea 

| After a well-grac’d A¢tor leaves the Stage, 

| Are idely.bent on his that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious ¢ 

Even fo, or with much more contempt, mens Eies, 


Alida 
mv Did fcowle on Richard: no man cry” |, God fave him + 
W®\ No joyful Tongue gave him his welcome home, 
Wh But dult was thrown upon his Sacred Head, 
y bf Which with fach gentle forrow he fhook off, 
si i His Face ftill combating with Tears and Smiles 
“i (The Badges of his Grief and Patience ) 
ah That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) fteel’d 
a0 The hearts of men, they muft perforce have melted, 
pe") And Barbarifin it Self have pittied him, 
ai", | But Heaven hatha hand in thele. Events, 
om” =| To whofe high Will we bound our calm Contents. 
id" | Lo Bullingbrook, are we {worn Subjects now, 
ji® | Whofe State, and Honour, I for aye allow. 
5% Enter Aumerle. 
te Dut. Here comes my Son Aimerle. 
io Yor. Aumerle that was, 
ai | Bue that is loft, for being Richards Friend. 
uty And Madam, you muft call him Rutland now : 
i, | 1am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
ber And lafting Fealtie in the new-made King. 
ie" ~ 
if oo 


1 - Satt. 5 
| That ftrew the green Lap of the new-come Spring f 


reft, 


from Windows tops, 


Datch, Alas | poor Richard, where rides he the whilft ? 


—E———————— 
Dut. Welcome my Son:who are the Violets. nows 


Aum, Madam, | know not, nor | greatly care not, 
God knows 1 had as lief be none, as Oue. 
Well, bear you well in this nevi ring of time, 


ne. 


LO07, 
Leaft you be cropi before you come to pr it 
W hat News from Oxford ? Hold thofe Juits and Triumphs 

Aum. For cugit Lknow, my Lord, they do. 

Yor. You will be there 1 know. 

Aum. lf God prevent. not, f purpofe fo. 

Yor, What Seale is that that hangs without thy Bofom? 
Yea, loak?st\ thou pale ? let me fee the Writing. 

Aum, My Lord, ?tis nothing. 
Yor No matter then who fees if, 
I will be fatishied, let me fee! the Writing. 
Aum. \ do befeech your ‘Grace to pardon me, 

It isa matter of frall Confequence, 

Which for fome Reafons t would not have feen. 

Yor. Which for fome Reasons, Sir, 1 mean to fee « 

I fear, I fear. 

Dut. What fhould you fear ? 

>Tis nothing but fome Bond, that he is enter’d into 

For gay Apparel, againit the Triumph. 

Yor. Bound to himfelf ?V Vbat doth he witha Bond 
That he is bound to? VVife, thou arta Fool. 
Boy, let me fee the Writing. 
Jum. 1 do beseech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 
Yor. 1 will be fatisfied, let me fee it,1 fay [ Suatches are 

Treafon, foul Trcaton, Villain Traitor, Slave. 
Dut, What?s the matter, my Lord ¢ 

Yor. Hoa, who’s withis-there ? Jaddle my Horfe 
Heaven for his mercy: what treachery is here? 

Dut. Why, what ist my; Lord ? 

Yor, Give me my Bootsifay: faddle my Horfe. 
Now by my Honour, my life, my Troth, 

{ will appeach the Villain: 
Dut. What is the matter: ? 
Yor. Peace foolith Woman. 
Dnt. {will not peace, VVhat is the matter, Son ? 
‘Aum, Good Muther be content, it is no more 

Then my poor life muit anfwer. 

Dut. Thy life anfwer. 

Enter Servant with Boots. 

Yor! Bring my Boots, 1 will unto the King. 

Dut. Strike him, Aumerle. Poor Boy, thou art amaz’d, 
Hence Villain, never more come in my fight. 

Yor. Giv.me my Boots, | fay. 

Dut. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 

Wilt thou not hide the tre(pafs of thine own? 

Have we' more Sons? orare we like to have? - « 

is not my teeming date drunk up with Time? 

And wilt thou pluck my fair Son, from mine Age, 

And rob me of a happy Movher’s name ? 

Is he not like.thee ? is he not thine own ; 

Yor. Thou fond mad VVoman: 

Wilt thou conceal this dark Confpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And interchangeably fet their hands 

To kill rhe King at Oxford. 

Dut. He fhall be none: 

Well keep him here ; then what is that to him ? 
Yor. Away fond VVoman: where he twenty times my 

Son, 1 would appeach him. 
But. Hadft thou groan’d for him as T have done, 

Thou wouldft be more pittiful : 

But now I know thy mind ; thou doft fafpect 

That Ihave been difloyal to thy Bed, 

And that he is a Baftard, not thy Son: 

Sweet York, fweet Husband, be not of that mind : 

He isas like thee, asa man may be, 

Not like to me, nor any of my Kia, 

And yet I love him. 

Yor. Make way, unruly V Voman. [ Exit. 
Dut. After -Aumerle, Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
Be 


Spur 
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Spur poft, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy Pardon, e’re he do accufe thee, 

Ple not be long behind: though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as York : 

And never will I'rife up from the ground, 
Till Bullingbrookhave pardon’d thee:Away,be gon. [ Exit. 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Bullingbrook, Percie, and other Lords. 


Bull. Can no man tell of my unthrifcy Son ? 
Tis fall three Months fince Idid fee him laft. 
If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to Heaven (my Lords) he might be found, 
Enquiré at London, *mongft the Taverns there : 
For there (they fay ) he daily doth frequent, 

With unreftrained loofe Companions, _ 

Even fuch (they fay) as ftand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our VVatch, and beat our Paflengers, 
Which he (young wanton, andeffeminate Boy) 
Takes on the point of Honour, to fupport 

So diflolutea Crew. 

Per. My Lord, fome two days fince I faw the Prince, 
And told him of thefe Triumphs held at Oxford. 

Bull. And what faid the Gallant ? 

Per, His anfwer was : he would unto the Stews, 
And from the common’ft Creature pluck a Glove 
And wear it as a Favour, and with that 
He would unhorfe the luftieft Challenger. 

Bull. As diffolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 

I fee fome {parks of better hope : which elder days 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 
Enter Aumerle, 

Aum, Where is the King ? 

Bull. What means our Coufin, that he ftares 
And looks fo wildly ?.. 

Aum, God fave your Grace. 1 do befeech your Majefty 
To have fome conference with your Grace alone. 

Bull, Withdraw your felves, and leave us here alone: 
What isthe matter with our Coufin now ? 

Aum. For ever may my Knees grow to the Earth, 
My Tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 

| Unlefs a Pardon, e’re I rife or fpeak. 

Bull. Intended or committed was this Fault ? 
If on the firft, how hainous e’re it be, 
To win thy after-love I pardon thee, 

Aum, Then give me leave that I may turn the Key, 
That no man enter till the Tale be done. 

Bull, Uaye thy defire. 

Tor. My Liege beware, look to thy felf, 
Thou haft a Traitor in thy Prefence there. 

Bull, Villain, Ple make thee fafe. 

Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand, thou haft no caufe to fear. 

Yor. Open. the door, fecure .fool-hardy King : 

{Shall I for love fpeak Treafon to thy face? 
Open the door, or! will break it open. 44 
Enter York: PP ae 
Bull. What isthe matter(Uncle) fpeak, recover breath, 
Tell us how near is danger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 
Tor. Perufe this Writing here, and thou fhalt know 
The reafon that my hafte forbids me fhow. 
Aumg Remember as thou read’{t ,thy promife palt : 
Ido repent'me, read not my Name there, 
My Heart is not confederate with my Hand. _ 
Yor. It was (Villain) e’re thy hand did {et it do wn. 
I tore it from the Traitors bofom, King. 
Fear and not Love, begets his Penitence ; 
Forget to pity him, left thy pity prove 
A Serpent, that will fting thee to the heart. 
Bull. Oh heinous, ftrong, and bold Confpiracy, 


[ York within, 


Thou fheer, immaculate, and filver Fountain, 
From whence this ftream, thourgh muddy Palkages 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himfelf, P| 
Thy overflow of good, converts tobad, 
And thine abundant goodnefs fhall excufe 
This deadly blot, in thy digrefling Son. ra 
Yor. So fhall my Vertue be his'VicesBawd, 9 
And he fhall fpend mine Honour with his thame; — 
As thriftlefS Sons their fcraping Fathers Gold, 
Mine Honour lives when his Difhonour dies, 
Or my fham’d life in his Difhonour lies ; | 
Thou kill’ me in his life, giving him breath, 9 
The Traitor lives, the True man’s put to death, | 
[Dutche/s mph 
Dut, What hoa (my Liege for Heavens fake letmay 
Bull. What fhrill-voic’d Suppliant makes this eager ery| 
Dut. A Woman, and thine Aunt (great King) 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door,-- 
A Begger begs, that never begg’d before. i 
Bull, Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, 
And now chang’d to the Beggar, and the King; | 
My dangerous Coufin, let yonr Mother in, i 
I know the’s come to pray for your foul fin, 
Yor, If thou do pardon, whofoever pray, 
More fins for this forgivenefs, profper may. | 
This fefter’d joynt cut off the reft refts found, 7 
This let alone, will all the reft confound. © pa 
Enter Dutchefs. Be 
Dut. O King, believe not this hard hearted man 
Love, loving notit felf, none other can. 
Yor. Thou frantick Woman, what doft thou make here, | 
Shall thy old Dugs once more a Traitor rear? 
Dut. Sweet York.be patient, hear me gentle* 
Bull. Rife up, good Aunt. 
Dut, Not yet,1 thee befeech, 
For ever will I kneel upon my Knees, 
And never fee day that the happy fees, 
Till thou give joy : until thou bid me joys 33 
By pardoning Rutland, my tran{grefling Boy. 
Aun, Unto my Mother’s Prayers, I bend my Knee. ! 
York, Againft them both, my true Joynts bended be) 
_Du:. Pleads he in earneft ? Look upon his face, - 
His Eyes do drop no Tears : his Prayers are in jealt: 
His words come from his Mouth, ours from our Bredh’ 
Se prays but faintly, and would be deny’d, : 
We pray with heart and foul, and all befide: 
His weary Joynts would gladly rife, I know, . 
Our Knees fhall kneel, till to the ground they grow: | 
His prayers are full of falfe Hyrocrifie, 
Ours of true zeal, and deep integrity : 
Our Prayers do out-pray his, then let them have — 
That Mercy, which true Prayers ought to have, ~ 
Bull. Good Aunt ftand up. Ce 
Dut. Nay, do not fay ftand up. . 
But pardon firft, and afterwards itand up. 
And if I were thy Nurfe, thy Tongue to teach, 
Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpecch. 
I never long’d to hear a word till now: | 
Say Pardon (King ) let pity teach thee how. 
The word 1s fhort, but not fo fhort as {weet, ae 
No word like Pardon, for Kings Mouths fo meet. | 
Yor. Speak it in French (King) fay Pardon?ne moy. 4 


- 
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Dut. Doft thou teach Pardon; Pardon to deftroy? | 


Ah my fowre Husband, my hard-hearted Lord 
That fet?{t the word it felf, again{t the word. ; 
Speak Pardon. as °tis currant in our Land, 
The chopping French. we do not underftand. 
Thine Eye begins to 
Or in thy piteous Heart, plant thou thine Ear, 
a hearing ane our Plaints and Prayers do 
ity may move thee, pardon to re J 
Bull. Good Aunt and p. ae 
Dut. 1 donot fue to ftand, 


pierce, | 


{peak, fet thy Tongue there > : 4 
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Think that Iam un-king’d by Bullingbrook., 
And ftreight am nothiugs But whate’re 1 am,[AZufick. 
Nor J, nor any man, that but man is, 
With nothing fhall be pleas’d, till -he be eas’d. 
With being nothing. Mufick do I hear ? 
Ha, ha? keep time: How fowr {weet Mufick is, 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept ? 
So isit in the Mufick of mens lives : 
And here have I the daintinefs of ear 
To hear time broke ina diforder’d ftring : 
But for the Concord of my State and Time, 
Had not an Ear to hear my true Time broke. 
[ wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me: 
For now hath Time made me his numbring Clock ; 
My Thoughts are Minutes, and with Sighs they jar, 
Their Watches to mine-Eies, the outward: Watch, 
Whereto my Finger, like a Dials point, 
Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from tears, 
Now, Sir, the found that tells what Hour it is, 
Are ¢lamorous Groans, that ftrike upon my Heart, 
Which isthe Bell: fo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans, 
Shew Minutes, Hours, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs potting on, in Bullingbrook’s proud joy, 
While | ftand fooling here, his Jack o’th’Clock. 
This Mufick mads me, let it found no more, 
For though ic have holp madmen to their wits, 
In me it feems, it will make wife men mad : 
Yet blefling on his heart, that gives it me; 
For ’1is a ign of love, and love to Richard, 
Isa ftrange Brooch, in this all-hating world. 
Enter Groom, 
Groo. Hail, Royal Prince. 
Rich. Thanks, Noble Peer. 
The cheapeft of us, is ten groats too dear. 
What art thou? and how com’{t thou hither ? 
Where no man ever comes, but that fad Dog 
That brings me Food, to make Misfortune live ? 
Groo. | was a poor Groom of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer’t King, who travelling towards York, 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave, 
To look upon my (fometimes Royal) Mafter’s Face, 
O how it yearn’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London-Streets, that Coronation day, 
VVhen Bulling brook rode on Roan Barbar F 
That Horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid, 
That Horfe, that 1 fo carefully have dreft. 
Rich, Rode he on Barbary ? tell me, gentle Friend 
How went he under him ? . 
Groo, So proudly, as if he had difdain’d the ground. 
Rich. So proud, that Bullingbrook, was on his back : 
That Jade hath eat Bread from my Royal and.” 
This Hand hath made him proud with clapping him, 
Would he not ftumble ? would he not fall down 
(Since pride muft have a fall) and break the neck 
Of that proud man, that did ufurp his back ? 
Forgivenefs, Horfe: why dol rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to be aw’d by man, 
Was’t born to bear ? I was not made a Horfe, 
And yet I bear a burthen like an Af, 
Spur-gall’d, and tyr’d by jauncing Bullingbrock, 
Enter Keeper_with a aith. 
Keep. Fellow, give place, here is no longer ftay, 
Rich. \f thou love me, *tis time thou wert away, 
Groo. What my Tongue dares not,that my Heart fhall fay, 
[ Exie. 


‘| Pardon is all the fuit I have in hand. 

x Bull, 1 pardon him, as Heaven fhall pardon me. 
“| Dut. O happy vantage of a kneeling Knee : 
Yet am I fick for fear : {peak it again, 

Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twain, 

But makes one Pardon ftrong. 

Bull, {Pardon him with all my heart. 

Dut. A God on Earth thou art. : 
Bull, But for our trufty Brother-in-Law, the Abbot, 
“i With all the reft of that conforted Crew, 

\ Deftruction ftreight fhall dog them at the heels : 

% Good Uncle help to order feveral Powers 

To Oxford, ot where-e’re thefe Traitors are : 

They fhall not live within this world, I fwear, 

But I will have them once know where. 

Uncle farewel, and Coufin adieu : 

Your Mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 

Dut. Come my old Son, I pray Heaven make thee new. 

Exit. 
ett Enter Exton and Servant. : 
jj Ext. Didft thou not mark the King what words he {pake ? 
itt) Havé I no Friend will rid me of this living fear : 

‘{yWeas it not fo ? 

tp, Ser. Thofe were his very words. q 

ty, Ex. Have I no Friend? (quoth he :) he {pake it twice, 
4 And urg’d it twice together, did he not ¢ 

fy, Ser. He did. , 

Ex. ‘And fpeaking it, he wiftly look’d on me, 

jtAs who fhall fay, 1 would thou wer’t the man 

_ Phat would divorce this terror from my heart ; 
ijigMleaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let’s go, . 
sige 2M the Kings Friend, and will rid his Foe. [Exit. 
ee 
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* Scana Quarta. 
ts Enter Richard. 


ig} Rich. I have been ftudying, how to compare 
this Prifon where I live, unto the World : 
JitAnd for becaufe the World is populous, 
ililknd here is not a Creature but my felf, 
yesti cannot do it: yet P’le hammer’t out. 
‘fully Brain, I’le prove the Female to my Soul, 
aj, 'y Soul, the Father : and thefe two beget 
bite. Generation of ftill breeding Thoughts, 
iaqi, Nd thefe fame Thoughts, People this little World 
ijt humours, like the People of this World, 
or no Thought is contented. The better fort, 
3 Thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
yoit?ith Scruples, and do fet the Faith it felf 
phe gaint the Faith:as thus:Come little ones:and then again, 
~~ is as hard to come, as for a Camel 
9 thréed the Poftern of a Needles eye. 
houghts tending to Ambition they do plot _ 
jdlikely Wonders; how thefe vain weak Nails 
m1 3 tear a paflage though the Flinty ribs 
pa"? this hard World, my ragged Prifon Walls : 
‘ 4d for they cannot, dye in their own pride. 
io ioughts tending to Content, flatter themfelves, 
i jat they are not the firft of Fortunes Slaves, 
sf. fhall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 
70 fitting in the Stocks, —— their fhame 
"at many have, and others mutt fit there ; 
{184d in this Thought, they find a kind of eafe, 
ott iring their own Misfortune on the back 
|  fach as havebefore endur’d che like: — 
i us play Lin one Prifon, many people, 
“ied none contented. SometimesamI King: 
fal; en Treafon makes me wifh my felf a Beggar, 
Pd fo lam. Then crufhing Penury, 
fwades me, I was better whena King: 
mn aml King’d again: and by and by, 


Keep. My Lord, wil’t pleafe you to fall to ? 

Rich, Tafte of it firft, as thou wer’t wont to do. 

Keep, My Lord, I dare not: Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who lately came from th’King,commands the contrary. 

Rich, The Devil take Henry of Lancafter, and thee - 
Patience is ftale, and 1 am weary of it, : 

Keep. Help, help, help, 

Enter Exton and Servants, 
Ri. How now? what means death in this rude affault : 
Ee 2 Villain, 


Te Lifeand Death of King Richardt fecmnd, 


Villain, thine own hand yields thy deaths Inftrument, 
Go thou and fill another Room in Hell. 
[Exton jtrikes him ¢own. 
burn in never-quenching Fire, 
n. Exton, thy fierce Hand, 
ftain’d the Kings own Land. 
Seat is up on high, 
ward here to dye. 
f Royal Blood, 
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Scana Quinta. 


Flourifh. Enter Bullingbrook, York, with other 
Lords and Attendants. 

Bull, Uncle York, the lateft News we hear, 
Is that the Rebels have confum’d with Fire 
Our Town of Ciceter in Gloncester{bire, 
But whether they be tane or flain, we-hear not. 

"Enter Northumberland. 

Welcome, my Lord: what is the News? 

Nor. Firft tothy Sacred State with I all happinels : 
The next Newsis, I have to London fent 
The Heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent : 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large difcourfed in this Paper here. 

Bull. We thank thee gentle Perecy for thy pains, 
And to thy Worth will add right worthy Gains. 

~ 1. ) Enter Fitz-watets- 

Fitz, My Lord, | have from Oxford fent to London, 
The Heads of Broceas, and Sit Bennet Seely, 
Two of the dangerous conforted Traytors, 


\ That fought at Oxford thy dire 


Bull. Thy pains Fitz-maters, hall not be forgot, 
Right Noble is thy Merit, well I wot, a 
Enter Percy and Carlile. A 
Per. The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Weftmi 
With clog of Confcience, and fowet Melancholly, 
Hath yielded up his Body to the Graver | anf 
But here is Carlile, living toabide ‘ee 
Thy Kingly doom, and fentence of his pride. ~ | 
Bull. Carlile, this is your doom : + a 
Chufe out fome fecret place, fome reverend Room ~ 
More than thou haft, and with itjoy thy felf: 7 
So as thou livft in peace, dye free from ftrife’s 
For though mine Enemy thou haft ever been, pe. 
High {parks of Honour in thee have I feen. My 
Enter Exton with 4 Coffin. ah 


overthrow. a 
i ied 


Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 


a | 
MW | 
gull fi 

i 


Thy buried fear. Herein all breathlefs lies 
The mightieft of thy greatcft Enemics, a 
Richard of Bourdeaux by me hither brought. a 
Buil, Exton\ thank thee not, for thou haft wrought | 
A Deed of Slaughter with thy fatal Hand, ‘Tea ai 
Upon my Head, and all this famous Land. —— 
Ex. From your own Mouth my Lord, did this Deel, | 
Rull. They love not Poyfon, that do Poyfon ne 
Nor dol thee: though! did with him dead, 
| hate the Murtherer, love him murthered, " 
The Guilt of Confcience take thou for thy labour, 
But neither my Good Word, nor Princely Favour. , 
With Cain go wander through the fhade of night, ie 
And never fhew thy head by day, norlight, a 


j 


Lords, fproteft my Soul is full of Wo, a 
That Blood fhould fprinkle me, and make me-grow, 
Come mourn with me, for that! do tament,* 
And put on fallen black incontinent :, = 
Ple make a Voyage to the Holy-land;. - * aa 


To wafh this Blood off from my Guilty Hand, 1 


March fadly after, grace my Mourning here, 
In weeping after this untimely Beer. 
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mute Enter the King, Lord John of Lancafter, Earl 
a of Weltmerland, with others, 


, yi King. 


ino O fhaken as we are, fo wan with Care, 
: Find we atime for frighted Peace to pant, 
And breathe fhort winded accents of new Broils 
To be commenc’d in Storms afar remote : 
No more the thirfty Entrails of this Soy], 
rall damb her lips with her own Childrens blood : 
io more fhall trenching War channel her Fields, 
lor bruife her Flowrets with the armed Hoofs 
Ff Hoftile Paces. Thofe oppofed Eyes, 
Vhich like the Meteors of a troubled Heaven, 
lhofone Nature, of one Subftance bred, 
_—)id lately meet in the inteftine fhock, 
ind furious clofe of civil Butchery, 
hall now in mutual well-befeeming Ranks 
Aarch all one way, aud be ne more oppos’d 
gainft Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies, 
Che edge of War, like an ill-fheathed Knife, 
No more fhall cut his Mafter. Therefore, Friends, 
- Xs far as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, 
Wihofe Souldier now, under whofe bleffed Crofs’ 
Neare imprefled, and engag’d to fight, 
‘orthwith a Power of Exgli(h thall we levy, 
Whofe Arms were moulded in their Mother’s Womb, 
To chafe thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields, 
_— Over whofe Acres walk’d thofe blefled feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail’d 
For our advantage on the bitter Crofs. 
But this our purpofe is a Twelvemonthold, 
And bootlefs ’tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear 
Of you my gentle Coufin We/tmerland, 
What yefternight our Council did decree, 
In forwarding this dear Expedience. 
Weft. My Liege: This hafte was hot in queftion, 
And many limits of the Charge fer down 
But yefternight: Whenall athwart there came 
A Poft from Wales, loaden with heavy News; 
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Whofe worft was, That the Noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordjhire to fight 
Againft the irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Wel{hman takerty 
And a thoufand of his People butchered ; 
Upon whofe dead Corps there was fuch mifufe, 
Such beaftly, fhamelefs transformation, 

By thofe Wel{hmomen done, as may not be — 
(Without much fhame) re-told or fpoken of. 

King. \tfeems then, that the tidings of this Broil, 
Brake off our bufinefs for the Holy Land, 

Weft. This matcht, with other like, my gracious Lord, 
Far more uneven and unwelcome News 
Came from the North, and thus it did report 
On Holy-Rood day, the gallant Aot/pur there, 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

That ever-valiant and appproved Scor, 

At Holmedon met, where they did {pend 

A fad and bloody hour : 

As by difcharge of their Artillery 

And fhape of likelihood the News was told ; 
For he that brought them, in the very Heat 

And pride of their Contention, did take Horfe; 
Uncertain of the iffue any way. 

King. Here isa dear and true induftrious Friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe, 
Stain’d with the variation of each Soy], 

Betwixt the Holmedon, and this Seat of ours: 

And he hath brought us fmooth and welcome News, 
The Earl of Dowglzs is difcomfited, 

Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balk’t in their own blood did Sir Waker fee 

On Holmedon?s Plains: Of Prifoners, Hot/pur took 
Mordake Earl of Fife, and eldeft Son 

To beaten Domglas, and the Earl of Athol, 

Of Marry, Angus, and Menteith, 

And is not this an Honourable Spoyl ? 

A gallant Prize ? Ha, Coufin, is it not ? In faith it is, 

Weft. A Conquett for a’Prince to boat of. 

King. Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad, and mak’ft me fin, 
In envy, that my lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of foblefta Son ; 


Re 3 A Son 
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A Son, who isthe Theam of Hgnour’s Tongue : 
Amongft a Grove, the very {treighteft Plant, 
Who is fweet Fortune’s Minion, and her pride: 
Whilft } by looking on the Praife of him, 
See Ryot and Difhonour ftain the Brow 
Of my young Marry. © that it could be prov’d, 
That fome Night-tripping Fayry had exchang’d, 
In Cradle cloaths, our, Children where they lay> 
And, call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenct « 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine : 
But let him from my thoughts. What think you Coze 
Of this young Percie’s Pride ? The Prifoners, 
Which he in this Adventure hath furpriz’d, 
To his own ufe he keeps, and fends me word 
I fhall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife. 

Weft. Thisis his Uncles teaching. This is Worcefter,, 
Malevolent to-you in all Afpects : 
Which makes him prune himfelf, and briftle up 
The creft of Youth againft your Dignity 
| King. But Ihave fent for him to an{wer this ¢ 
And for this caufe awhile we muft neglect 
Our holy purpofe to Ferufalem. 
Coufin, on Wednefday next, our Council we will hold 
At Windjor, fo inform the Lords, 
‘But.come your felf_with fpeed,to us again, 
For more is to be faid, and tobe done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 

Weft. 1 will, my Liege. 


Oe eae 


[Exeunt. 


Scana Secunda. 


wter Hary Prince of W ales, Sir John Fal- 
ftaff, and Poins. 


Fal. Now £al, what time of day is it Lad? 

Prince, Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and fleeping 
upon Benches in the afternoon, that thou haft forgotten to 
demarid that truly, which thou wouldft truly know. What 
4 devil haft thou to do with the time of the day:? unlefs 
Hour’s wete Cups .of Sack, and Minutes. Capons, and 
Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs of 
Leaping-houfes, and the blefled Suid himfelf a fair hot 
‘Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata,l fee no reafon why thou 
{houldit be fo fuperfiuous, to demand the time of the day. 

Fal, Indeed you came near me Now, Hal. For wethat 
take Purfes, go by the Moon and feven Stars, and not 
by Phoebus, he, that wandring: Knight fo fair. And I 
pray thee fweet Wag, when thon art King, as God 
fave thy Grace, Majeity 1 fhould, fay, for Grace thou 
wilt have none. 

Prince..\What-! none? 
| Fal. No,not fo muchas willferve to be Prologue to an 
4Egg apd:Butter 
| Prince. Wells how. then ? Come roundly, roundly. 

Fal. Marry then, fweet Wag, when thou art King, 
let not us that are Squires 0 the Nights-body, be call’d 
Thieves of the: days Beauty.” Let, us be Diana’s Forelt- 

jers, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon : and 
{let men fay, we be men of good Government, being go- 
| verned as the Seavis,. by our noble and chaft Miftrefs the 
4 Moon, under whofe.countenance Ww 
} Prince. Thou fay2ft well, and it hold 
1 Fortune of usthatare the Moons men, 
| like the Sea, being governed as the Sea is) by the Moon : 
as for proof. Now a Purfe of Gold moft refolutely fnatch’d 
| on Azonday night, and moft diffolutely fpent on Tue[day 
morning ; got with {wearing,Laid by :And {pent with cry- 
ing,Bringin» Nowinas low an ebb, as the foot of the Lad- 
: fderzand by and by inas higha flow as the ride of the Gallows. 
t Fal, Thou fay’ft:true, Lad : Andis not my Hoftefs of 
| the'’Tavern a molt fweet Wench ? 
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Prince. Asis the Honey, my old Lad of theCaftle: and 
is not a Buff Jerkin.a molt {weet Robe of durance ? 
Fal. How, how ¢ how now mad Wag ? What in thy 


quips and thy quiddities ? What a Plagne havelto do} 


with a Buff Jerkin ¢ 


Prince, Why, what a Pox haye Ito do with my Hoftels i 


of the Tavern ? 
Fal. Well, thou haft cal?d her toa reckoning ma 
atimeand oft. : wee 
Prince. Did I ever call thee for to pay thy part? | 


~Fal: No, Ple givethee thy due, thou haft paid all there} 
Prince, Yea and elfewhere, fo far as my Coyn would) 9 
ftretch, and where it wouldsnot, 1 have us’d my Credit, uf 
Fal. Yea, and fo ws’d it, that were it here apparent,| Jj, 
But I prythee fweet Wag, am | 
fhall there be Gallows dtanding in England when.thouart} 


that thou art Heir apparent. 


King ? and Refolution thus fobb’d as it is, with the rufty 


curb of old Father ‘Antick the Law ? Do not thou whea i | 


thou art a King, hanga Thief. 
Prince. No, thou fhalt. ‘ 
Fal. Shall 1? O rare / le bea brave Judge. 


ty 


Prince. Thou judgeft falfe already. 1 mean, thou halt} 
have the hanging, of the Thieves, and fo become a rae} | 


Hangman. 


Fal.. Well, Hal, well: and in fome fort it jumps with| 
my humour; as well as waiting in the Court, f cantellyou} J, 


Prince. For obtaining of Suits ? 

Fal: Yea, for obtaining of Suits, whereof the Hang-| 
man hath no lean Wardrobe. Iam as Melancholly asa 
Gyb-Cat, or a luge’d Bear. 

Prin, 40f anold Lion, or a Lovers Lute. 


ohm 


Fal, Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnfhire Bagpipe.) 


Prin. What fay’ft thou to a Hare, or the Melan 
Moor-Ditch ? pases 


Fal. Thou haft the moft unfavoury fimiles,and art indeed | 


the moft comparative rafcalleft fweet young, Prince: 


.| Hal, \prythee trouble meno more with vanity, | would . 


thou and I knew, wherea Commodity of good Names were 


to be bought,: an old Lord of the Council rated me tie)” 


other day in the ftreet about you, Sit ; bot I mark’d him), 
not, and yet he talk’d very wifely, but I regarded histl Nob 
and yet.hetalkt wifely, and in the ftreet too. > "Il 
Prince. Thou didft well: for no man regards it. wd 
Fal. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and att indeed®} 
ble to corrupt a Saint. Thou haft done much harm unt 0} 
me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee, Hal 


I knew nothing : and now I am (ifa man fhould fpeak trulj)) 


little better than one of the wicked. | mutt give over fils) 
life, and I will give it over : and! do not, Tam a Vial. 
ile be damned for never a Kings Sonin Chriftendom. 


Prin. Where fhall we take a Purfe to morrow oe ik f 


Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad, Vie make one + an@ +" 
not, call me Villain, and battle me. 4 
Prin, 1 feea good amendment of life in thee: From 
Praying, to Purfe-taking. 
Fal. Why; Hal, ’tis my Vocation, Hal, *Tisn0 ing 
aman to labour in his Vocation. pi), 
Poin. Now fhall we know if Gads-bill have ‘ts 
Watch. O, if men were to be faved by merit, what ne” 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the MON 
nipotent Villain, that ever cryed, Stand, to 4 true a 
Prin. Good morrow, Wed. ee 
Poin, Good morrow, {weet Fial. What, 7) 
Remorfe ? What fays Sir Joba Sack and Sugats seg 
bout thy Scul, that 


his word, the 
ker of 


the Devil. od 
Prin, Elfe he had been damn’d for cozening the De ; 
Poin. But, my Lads, my Lads, tomorrow morn a 


in ee 
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four a Clock early at Gads-hill,there are Pilgtims going to | But when they feldom come, they wifht-for come, 
Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding to | And nothing pleafeth but rare Accidents. » 

‘London with fat Purfes. 1 have Vizards for youall, you So when this loofe Behaviour! throw off, 
have Horfes for your felves: Gads-hill lies to night in Ro- And pay the debt I never promifed ¢ 

chester, 1 haye befpoke Supper to morrow in Eaftcheap ,\ By how much better than my Word I am, 
s | we may do itas fecure as ileep: if you will go, I will {tuft | By fo much fhall I falfifie mens Hopes, 

bn Parfes full of Crowns: if you will not, tarry at home } And like bright Metal ona fullen groud 


nd be hang’d. My Reformation glittering o’re my Fault 

| Fal. Bear ye Yedward, if [tarry at home, and go not, | Shall fhew more goodly, and attract more Eyes, 
| Ple hang you for going. Than that which hath no foyl to fet it off. 

| Poin, You will, Chops. I’le fo offend, to make Offence a skill, 

| Fal, Hal, Wilt thou make one? Redeeming time, when men think leait I will. 

| Prin. Who,1 rob? La Thief? not I. , 

, Fal. There’s neither honefty,manhood,nor good fellow- 
hip in thee, nor thou camP{t not of the Blood Reyal, if 
thou dar’ft not ftand for ten Shillings. 

Prin. -Well then, once in my days Ple be a mad-cap. 
Fal. Whi, that’s well faid. 

Prin. Well, come what will, Ile tarry at home. 

Fal. Ple bé a Traitor then, when thou art King. 
Prin, I care not. 

| Pom. Sir ‘fobn, 1 prethec leave the Prince and me a- 

"\Jone,I will lay him down fuch Reafous for this Adventure, | You tread upon my Patience: But be fure, 

*\'that he fhall go. I will from henceforth rather be my felf, 

Fal. Wellymay ft thou have the fpirit of Perfwafion; and | Mighty, and to be fear’d, then my condition, 

the the Ears of, profiting, that what thou fpeakeft, may }/Which hath been fmooth as Oyl, foft as young Down, 
‘move. and what he hears may be believed, that the true | And therefore loft the Title of Refpect, 


‘Prince may (for recreation fake) prove a fallfe Thief; for | Which the proud ne’re pays, but to the proud. 
Wor. Our Honfe (my Soveraign Liege) little deferves 


! \ the poor abufes of the time, want countenance. Farewell, 
The feurge, of Greatnefs to be ufed on it, 


you fliall find me in Eajt-cheap. | 
Prin. Farewel the latter Spring. Farewel Allhollown | And that fame Greatnefs too, which our own hands 
Have holp tomake fo portly. 


Summer.” [Exit Fal. 


Scena Terttin. 


Enter the King, Northumberland, Worcefter, Hot- 
fpur, Sir Walter Blunt, and others. 


King, My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Unapt to ftir at thefe Indignities, 
And you have found me; for accordingly, 


(2 | Poin. Now, my good {weet honey Lord, ride with us to} Nor. My Lord. 

i | morrow. I have a jeaft to execute,that | cannot manage 2° King. Worcefer get thee gone: for I do feé . 
lone. Falftaff, Harvey, Roffil, and Gads-bill, fhall rob | Danger and Difobedience in thine Eye. 

silt | thofe men that we have already way-laid; your {elf and 1] O Sir, your Prefence is too bold and peremptory; 

it | will not be there : and when they“have the Booty, if] And Majefty might never yet endure 

a | youandI de not rob them,cut this#ead from my Shoulders. | The moody Frontier of a Servant brow, 

alt Prin, Buthow hall we part with them in fetting forth ? | You have. good leave to leave us. When we need 

| Poin. Why, we will fet forth before or after them, and | Your ufe and counfel, we fhall fend for you. 

wie | appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our plea- | You were avout to fpeak. 


North: Yea, my good Lord. 
Thofe Prifoners in your Highnefs Narhe demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at‘Holmedon took, 
Were (as he fays) not with fuch ftrength deny’d 


fure to fail; and then will they ventute upon the Exploit 
themfelves, which they have no fooner atchieved,but we'll 
tie | fet upon them. 
| Prin. 1 but’tis like that they will know us by our Horfes,by 
} our Habits,and by every otherAppointment to be our felvs. | As was delivered to your Majefty : 
¢ | Poy. Tut, our Horfes. they fhall not fee, Pie tye them | Who either through envy, or mifprifiot, 
je | inthe woad;-our Vizards we will charige after we leave | Was guilty of this fault : and not my Son. 
‘| them: and Sirrah,1 have Cafes of Buckram for the nonce, | f7or. My Liege, I did deny no Prifoners. 
to immask our nored outward Garments. But, | remember when the fight was done, . 
| Prin, But! doubt they will be too hard for us. When I was dry with Rage, and extream Toyl, 
_. | Poig. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true | Breathlefs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
", | bred Cowards.as ever turn’d back: and for the third, if | Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly dreft ; 
he fight longer than he fees Reafon, Ple forfwear Arms. | Frefh as a Bride-gtoom, and His Chin new reapt, 
} The vertue of this Jeaft will be, the incomprehenfible lies | Shew’d like a ftubble Land at Harveit home. 
that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper 5 | He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
‘| how thirty at leaft he fought with, what wards, what | And ?twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held 


ue blows, what extremities he endured , and in the reproof | A Pouncet Box: whichever and anon 

yy | of this, lies the Jeatt. He gave his Nofe, and took’t away again : 

is | Prin, Well, Plego with thee, provide us all things ne- Who therewith angry, when it next came tiere, 
Li ceflary, and meet me to morrow night in Eaftcheap, there | Took.it in Souff. And ftill he finil’d and talk7d : 
ss” |e fup. Farewel. And as the. Souldiers bare dead bodies by, 

Rate Poin. Farewel, my Lord. [Exit Poins. | He call’d them untaught Knaves, Unmannerl¥, 

rm Prin, 1 know you all, and willa while uphold To bring aflovenly unhandfome Coarfe 
teh The unyoak’d Humour of your Idlenefs : Betwixt the wind; and his Nobility. 
ni Hf Yet herein will I imitate the Sun, With ‘many Holiday and Lady terms 
‘S* | Who doth permit the bafe contagious Clouds He queftion’d me : Among the reft, demanded 
cop ° To fimother up his Beauty from the World; My Prifoners, in your Majefties behalf. 

_ | That when he pleafe again to be himfelf, I then, all-fmarting with my wounds béing cold, 
iy Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, (To be fo peftered with a Popingay ) a 
i! | By breaking through the foul and ugly Mifts Out of my grief, and my impatience, 

Of Vapours, that did feem to ftrangle him. Anfwer’d (neglectingly) 1 know not what, _ 
ig If alj the year were playing Holidays, He fhould or fhould not: For he made mé mad, 


To fport, would be as tedious as to work 5 To fée him fhine fo brisk; and finell fo fweét; 


'? 
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And talk fo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 


Of Guns, and Drums,and Wounds :God fave the mark 


And telling me, the Soveraignft thing on Earth 
Was Parmacity, for an inward Bruife: 

And that it was great pity, fo it was, 

That Villanous Salt-peter fhould be digg?d 
Out of the Bowels of the harmlefs Earth, 
Which many a good tall Fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly. And but for thefe vile Guns, 
He would himfelf have been a Souldier. 

This bald, unjointed Chat of his (my Lord) 
Made me to anfwer indirectly (as 1 faid.) 
And I befeech you, let not this Report 
Come currant for an Accufation, 

Betwixt my Love and your high Majefty. 


Blunt. The Circumitance confidered, good my Lord, 


What ever Harry Percie then had faid, 

To fuch a perfon, and in fuch a place, 

At fach atime, with,all the reft retold, 

May reafonably die, and never rife 

To do him wrong, or any way impeach 

What then he faid, fo he unfay it. now. 

King. Why yet he doth deny his Prifoners, 

But with Provifo and Exception, 

That we at our own Charge, fhall ranfom ftreight 
His Brother-in-Law the foolifh Adortimer, 

Who (in my Soul) hath wilfully betra’yd 

The lives of thofe, that he did lead to Fight, 
Againft the great Magician, damn’d Glendower, 
Whofe Daughter (as we hear) the Earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shal) our Coffers then 

Be emptied, toredeem a Traitor home ? 

Shall we buy Treafon? and indent with Fears, 

| When they have loft and forfeited themfelves ? 
No: on the barren Mountains let him ftarve: 
For I fhall never hold that man my Friend, 
Whofe Tongue fhall ask me for one penny coft 
To ranfom nome revolted Mortimer. 
Hot. Revolted Mortimer ? 
He never did fall off, my Soveraign Liege, 
But by the Chance of War: to prove that true, 


Needs no more but one Tongue. For all thofe Wounds, 


Thofe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn’s Sedgie Bank, 

In fingle oppofition hand to hand 

He did confound the beft part of an hour 

In changing hardiment with great Glendower : 


Three times they breath’d,and three times did they drink 


Upon agreement of {wift Severn’s Flood ; 
Who then affrighted with their Bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his crifped-head in a hollow Bank, 
Blood-ftained with thefe valiant Combatants. 
Never did bafe, and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble Adortimer 

Receive fo many, and all willingly : 

Then let him not be flander’d with Revolt. 


King. Thou dortt belye him,Percy, thou do’ft belye him ; 


He never did encounter with Glendower : 


I tell thee, he durft as well have met the Devil alone, 


As. Owen Glendower for an Enemy. 
Art thou not afham’d ? But, Sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you fpeak of AZortimer. 
Send me your Prifoners with the fpeedieft means, 
Or you fhall hear in fuch a kind from me 
As will difpleafe ye.'My Lord Northumberland 
We licenfe your departure with your Son, 
Send us your Prifoners,or you'll hear of it. 
Hot. And if the Devil come and roar. for them, 

I will not fend them. I will after ftreight 

| And tell him fo: for I will eafe my Heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my Head. 


(Enter Worcele, 


[Exit King. 


Nor, What ? drunk with Choller?{tay and paufe a while, 


Here comes your Uncle. 
Hot.. Speak of Mortimer ? 

Yes, 1 will {peak of him, and let my-Soul 

Want mercy, if 1 do not joyn with him. 

In his behalf, le empty all thofe Veins, : 

And fhed my dear Blood drop by drop ith? duff, ” 

But I will lift the downfaln Adortemer — 

As high i’th? air_as this unthankful King, 

As this ingrate and cankred Bullingbrook, 


Nor, Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad: 
Wor. Who ftrook this heat up after I was gone? ~ 
Hot. He will (forfooth) have all my Prifoners; 


And when I urg’d the Ranfom once again 


| 


| 
| 


Of my Wives Brother, then his cheek look’d pale,” 


And on my Face he turn’d an Eye of death, 
Trembling even at the Name of Mortsmer, 


By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood? 

Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation, 
And then it was, when the unhappy King 
(Whofe wrongs.in us God pardon) did fet forth: 
Upon his Jrifh Expedition : : 
From whence, he intercepted, did return 
To be depos’d, and fhortly murthered. 


| 


pe | 
ing, || 


Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide 5 


Live fo fcandaliz’d, and foully fpoken of. 


(mouth 


Hot, But foft,1 pray you; did King Richard then} 


Proclaim my Brother Adortrmer, 
Heir to the Crown ? 
Nor. He did, my felf did hear it. 


i. 


Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Coufin King, 


That wifh’d him on the barren Mountains ftarv’d. ~~ 


But fhall it be, that you that fet the Crown 
Upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 

And for his fake wore the detefted Blot 

Of murtherous Subornations ? fhall it be, 
That you a world of Curfes undergo, 
Being the Agents, or bafe fecond Means, 


The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather? 


O pardon, if that 1 defcend fo low, 

To fhew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range under this fubtle King. 
Shall it for fhame, be fpoken in thefe days, 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your Nobility and Power, 

Did gage them both in an unjuft behalf 

(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 
To put down Richard, that fweet lovely Rofe, 
And plant this Thorn, this Canker Bullingbrook.? 
And fhall it in more fhame be further fpoken, 
That you are fool’d, difcarded and fhook off. 


By him, for whom thefe Shames ye underwent? ~ 


No: yet time ferves, wherein you may redeem 

Your banifh’d Honours, and reftore your felves 

Into the good thoughts of the world again. 

Revenge the jeering and difdain’d Contempt 

Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night 

To anf{wer all the Debt he owes unto you, 

Even with the bloody Payments of your deaths: 

Therefore I fay 
Wor. Peace, Coufin, fay no more. 

And now I will unclafp a fecret. Book, 

And to your quick conveying Difcontents, 

Ple read you Matter, deep and dangerous, 

As full of peril and adventurous Spirit, 

As to o’re-walk a Current, roaring loud, 

On the unftedfaft footing of a Spear. 

Hor. If he fall in, good night, or fink or fwim: 
Send danger from the Eaft unto the Weft, ; 
So Honour crofs in from the North to South, 
And let them grapple: The Blood more ftirs 
Torowze a Lyon, than to ftart a Hare. 

Nor, Imagination of fome great Exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of Patience. 
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Wor. 1 cannot blame him: was he not proclaimd” | 
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Hor, By Heaven, methinks it were an cafie leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac’d Moon, 
| Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 
Where Fadom-line could never touch the ground, 
| And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks: 
a | ] So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without Co-rival, all her Dignities : 
But ont upon this half- fac’d F cllowehhip. 
Wor. He apprehends.a world of Figures here, 
\ But not the Form of what he fhould attend : 
‘x | Good Goufin give me audience for a while, 
te | And lift to me. 
l }, Hot. I cry you mercy. 
ly Wor. Thofe fame Noble Scots 
i} | That are your Prifoners. 
| |. At, Vle keep them all. 
it | By Heaven, he thall not havea Scot of them : 
! | No, if aScot would fave his Soul, he fhall not. 
| |Ple keep them, by. this Hand. 
Wor. You {tart away, 
tit | And Jend no ear unto my Purpofes. 
Thofe Prifoners you fhall keep. 
| | Hot. Nay, I will, that’s flat : 
He faid he would: not Ranfom Artimer : 
ti | Forbad my Tongue to fpeak of AdZortimer. 
f, | But Iwill find him when he lies afleep, 
Ride) | And-in his Ear Vle holla,  Aortimer. 
Nay, Ple have a Starling fhall be taught to fpeak 
Nothing but Adortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his anger {till in: motion. 
ily | Wor. Hear you, Coufin: A word. 
ty, | Hot. _All Studies here 1 folemnly defie, 
mj | Save how to gall and pinch this Bullingbrook, 
And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales. 
But that I think his Father loves him not, 
| And would be glad he met with fome Mifchance, 
' | I would have poyfon’d hit with a pot of Ale. 
Wor. Farewell, Kinfinan: le talk to you 
if | When you are temper >d toattend. 


Not Why what:a wafp-tongu’d and impatient Fool 


Art thot, to break into: this Womans mood, 
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own ? 


} Hor, Why look you,1 ain whiptand fcourg?d with rods? 


\ | Netled, and ftung with Pifmiers, when hear 
Of. this vile Politician Bullingbrook, 
In Richara’stime - “What de’ye call-the place ? 
A plague upon’t, it is in Gloceffer-fhire ; . 
*T was where the madcap Duke his Uncle kept, 
Ril, “| His UncleTork, where | firft bow’d my Knee 
Yl | Unto the King of Smiles, this Bullizgbrook ; 
dt, | When Youand he came back from Ravenfpurg. 
fot Nor. At Barkley Caftle. 
Hot. You fay trie: 
ti? | Why! what-a gatidy deal of Curtefie 
ri | This fawning Gray-hound then did proffer me. 
is | Look when his infant Fortune.came to age, 
gt | And gentle Harry Perey, and kind.Coufin : 
righ | O, the Devil take fuch Cozcners, God forgive me: 
; Good Uncle tell your tale, for 1 have done. 
i) Wor. Nay, if-you have Not, \to’t again, 
We’l flay your. leifure. 
Hot. 1 have done, ‘foots 
Wor. Then once@’more to your Scottifh Brtfevers: 
Delivérthem up without their Rahfom ftreight, 
And make'the Domglas Son your onely mean 


" 1 For Powers in Scotland: Which for divers Reafons 
| Which I ‘hail fend you'written, .be affur’d 
| Will cafily be granted you, my Lord, 

rf Your Son in Scotland being thus emplay’d, 


Shall fecretly inthe bofom creep 
4 Of that fame noble Prelate, well belov’d, 
4 The Arch-Bifho 


p20 Enter.Gads-hill.. » ; 
Hor. Of York, ist not? - 93 Gad. Good morrow, Cartiers, What’sa Clock ?. | 
Wor, True, whobears hard | s (oy: Car, J think it be two a Clock. PSebHeS wea 
Gad. 


The fri Part of King Henry: the Fourth. 


| His Brothers death at Be iow, the Lord Sure. 
I fpeak not this in eftimation, 
As what: Téthink ‘might °be, but what! I Know: 
| [s ruminated, plotted, and fet down, 
And onely ftays but to behold the face 
Of that occafion ‘that fhall ‘bring it.on. 
Hor. 1 fmell. it: 
Upon my life; it will’ do ‘wondrous. well. 
Nor. Before the game’sa foot, thou ftill lett?ft flip. 
Hot. Why, it cannot choofe butbea noble Plot, 
And thenthe Power of Scotland, and ‘of York. 
To joyn- with Adortimer, Ha. . 
Wor, And fo they “thall. 
Hot. In faith itis exceeding well aim?d. 
Wor. And?tis no little Reafon bids us fpeed; 
To fave our Heads, by raifing. of a’Head: 
For, bear our {elves as even'ds we can, : 
The King will always thinkthim in‘our debt, 
And-think we think our felves unfatisfied,.: 
Till he hath found a time to pay us homey 
And fee already;: how he doth begin: 
To make us ftrangers to his looks of love. 
Hot. He does, he does; well be reveng’d on him, 
Wor. Coufin, farewell. No further go in this, 
Than I by Letters fhall direct your courfe ; 
Whentimeis ripe, which will be fuddenly, 
le fteal to Glendower, and lo, Mortimer, 
Where you, and Domglas, and our Powersat once, 
AsI will-fathion it, fhall happily meet, 
To bear our Fortunes in our own ftrong Arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
Nor, Farewell, good Brother, we thall thrive, I truft, 
Hot. Uncle, adieu: O'let Hours be fhort, 
Till fields, and eget groans mie our fport. Lexie, 


Altus Secundus. Stana Prima, 


Enter a Carrier, with a Lanthorwi in. his hand, 


1. Cat. ficich ho, an’tbe not four by the day Pie be 
hang?d. Charles waza is over the new Chimney, ang yet} 
our Horfe not packt. What, Oftler? eT Ty 

Oj?, Anon, anon. 189 

1..Car, I prethee Tom, beat: Cuts Saddle, puta ‘few 
Flocks in the: point :. ‘The poor Jade is wr ming in the Viie ) 
thers, out of all cefs. 

Enter another Candin 

2. Can. Peafeand Beansare asdankhere asa Dog, adh 
this isthe next way to give ‘poor Jades’ the Bots +. This 
Houfe is turned upfide downince Kola the Oftler died. 

1. Car. Poor fellow never joy?dfince the price.of Oats 
rofe, itiwas the death of him. 

2. Car. [think this is the moft Villanous Houfe. in all | 
London road for Fleas: 1am ftung likea Tench. 

1. Car. Likea Tench ?. There’s ne’rea King in Chri- 
ftendom, could be better bit, than I have been ‘fincethe | 
irft Cock. 

2.Car, Why, you willallow us ne’er a’ Jourden, and 
then we leak in your ‘Chimney : “And your pewarue 
breeds Fleas like a ‘Loach. 

1. Car. What: Oftler, 
come..away. 

2. Car. [havea Gammon of Bacon, and two razes of 
Ginger, to bedelivered as far as Charing-cro/s. 

1,Car, The Turkies in my Panniers are quite-ftar ak 
What Oftler ? a plague on-thee, haftthou never an eye 
in thy head? canfé not hear? and *twere not as good a 
deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, lam avery Vil- 
lain. Come and be hang’d,” haft no faith in thee ? 


come away, and be hangd | 


” 


T be fief Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


_ Gad. 1 prethee lend me.thy Lanthorn to {ee my Geld- 
ing ia the Stable. 

1, Car. Nay, foft I pray ye, I know 
two of that. 

Gad. 1 prethee lend m2 thine. 

2. Car 1, when, canft tell? lend me thy Lanthorn 
(quoth-a) marry Vle fee thze hang?d firit. 

Gad. Sirrah, Carrier : what time do you mean to come 
to London ? 

2. Car. Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, | 
warrant thee. Come Neighbour Adugges, we'll call up the 
Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they have 
great charge. LE-cunt, 


a trick worth 


Enter Chamberlain. 
Gad. What ho, Chamberlain ? 
Cham, At hand quoth Pick-purfe. 
Gad. That’s even as fair, asat hand quoth the Cham- 

berlain : For thou varieft no more from picking of Pur- 
fes, than giving dire¢tion doth from labouring. Thou 
lay’ft che plot, how. 

Cham. Good morrow Mafter Gads-hill, it holds cur- 
rant that I told you yefternight. There’s a Franklin in the 
‘wild of Kent; hath brought three hundred Marks with 
him in Gold: J-heard him tell it to one of his Company 
aft night at Supper ; a kind of Auditor, one that hath 
‘abundance of Charge too, ( God knows what ). they are 
‘up already, and -call for Eggs and Butter. They will 
away prefently. 
| Gad. Sirrah, if they meet not with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
'Ple give thee this neck. 
| Cham, No, Vle none of it: I prethee keep that for the 
Hingman, forl know, thow worhhip’t S. Nicholas as 
truly as aman. of falifhood may. 

«Gad, What talket thou tome of the Hangman ? If 
Thang Ple make a fat pair of Gallows. For if I hang, 
old Sir Fobn hangs” with me, and thou know’ft he’s no 
|Straveling. - Tut, there are other Trojans that thou 
dream’ ft notof, the which (for {port fake ) are content to 
ido the Profeflion fome grace 5,that would ( if matters 
Mhould be Jook’d: into) for theirsown Credit fake, make 
all whole. I am joyned with no Foot-Land-Rakers, no 
| Long-ttaff fix penny ftrikers,” none of thefe mad Mufta- 
chio-purple-hu’d-Malc-worms, but with Nobility, and 
Tranquility 3 Burgomatters, and great Oneyers, fuch as 
can hold in, fuch as will {trike fooner than fpeak ; and 
fpeak fooner than drink, and drink foOner than pray ; 
and yet { lye, for they pray contiaually Mato their Saint 
the Common-wealth , or rather, not to pray to her, but 

rey on her: for they tide up and down on her, and 
make her their Boots, 

Cham. WW hat, the Common-wealth their Boots? Will 
fhe hold out water in foul way ¢ 

Gad. She will, fhe will; Jultice hath liquor’d her. 
\We fteal, as in a Caitle, Cock-fure: we have the receit of 
|Fern-feed, we walk invifible. 
| Cham. Nay, 1 think rather, you are more beholding 
|co rhe Night,chan the Fern-feed, for your walking invifible. 

Gad. Give me thy hand. 

Thou fhalt have a fhare in our purpofe, 

As I am a,true man. i ; 
Cham. Nay,vather let me have it ,as youare a falfe Thief. 

Gad. Go to: Homo is a common name to all men. 
Bid the. Oftler. bring the Gelding out of the. Stable. 
Farewell, ye muddy knave. . [Excunt. 


i) Evow 
; , 


Scana Secunda, 


Enter Prince, Poyrs, and Peto. 


Poyns. Come fhelter, fheltér, I have removed Falftaffs 
Horfe, and he frets like a gumm?d Velvet. 
}s. Prin Stand clofe. 


MR 


Enter Falttaff. x 
Fal. Poynes, Poynes, and be hang’d Poynes, Re 
Prin. Peace ye fat-kidney’d Rafcal, what a bawling | 
doft thou keep ¢ ae 
Fal. What Poyzes, Hal? 4, 
Prin. He is walk’d up to the top of the Hill, Pe 
feek him. 
Fal. \amaccurft to rob in that Thiefs Company: 
Rafcal hath removed my Horfe, and tied him Pk 
not. where. If{ travel but four foot by the fquare fu 


a foot, | fhall break my wind. Well, L doubt not bit talte 


die a fair death for all this, if I {cape hanging for killing) 
that Rogue. I have forfworn his company hourly any} 
time this two and twenty year, and yet I am bewitcht with! | 
the Rogues company. If the Rafcal have not given mel) 
Medicines to make me love him, Ple be hang?d, it could); 
not be elfe: Ihave drunk Medicines. Poyzes, Hall, 4) 
Plague upon you both. Bardolph, Peto: Vie ftarve ote it 
rob a foot further. And ’twere not as good a deed as io)” 
drink, to turn True-man, and to leave thefe Rogues, am} 
the vericft Varlet that ever chewed with a Tooth. siaht 
yards of uneven ground, is threefcore and ten miles a oq | 
with me: and the ftony-hearted’ Villains know it well), 
enough. A plague upon’t, when Thieves cannot be true! 
one to another, [They whip.) 
Whew a plague light upon you all. Give me my Horley}; 
you Rogues: give me my Horfe, and be hang’d, a 
Prin, Peace ye fat-guts, lie down; lay thine ear clofe to} 
che ground,and lift if thou can hear the tread of Travellers)” 
Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift me up again being) 
down? Dle not bear mine own flefh fo far afoot again, | 
for all the Coyn jn thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague) 
mean ye to colt me thus ? sn | 
Prin. Thou lieft, thou are not colted, 


thou art uncolted. 


Fal. { prethee good Prince Hal help me to my Horfe,| J, 


good Kings Son. 

Prin. Out you Rogue, fhall 1 be your Oftler ? 

Fal. Go vhang thy {elf in thy own heir-appatett-) 
Garters: IfI be ta’ne, I’le peach for this: and havenot 
Ballads made on all; and fung to filthy tunes, let a Cupof 
Sack be my Poyfon: when a jeaft is fo forward, anda 
foot too, I hate it. : 

te Enter Gads-hill. 

Gad. Stand. 

Fal, Sol.do againft my. will. 

Poyn, O tis our Setter, I know his voice : 

Bardolf, what News ? ¥, 
Bar. Cafe ye, cafe ye ; on with your Vizards, there’s| 
Money of the Kings coming down the Hill, ’tis going 1) 
the Kings Exchequer. Bes 
Fal, You lie,you Rogue, ’tis going to the Kings Taverd.| 
Gad. There’s enough to make usall. 
Fal. To be hang’d. g 
Prin, You four -thall 
Ned and I will walk lower; if they {cape from your 
counter, then they light on us. 
Pero, But how many be of them? 


jus 


Gad. Some eight or ten. a) 


Fal, Will they not rob us? : 

Prin. What, a Coward, Sir ‘ohn Paunch ? 

Fal, Indeed 1 am not John of Gaunt your 
father : but yet no Coward, Hal. 

Prin, Well leave that to the proof. 

Poyn, Sirrah Fack,, thy Horfe ftands 
when thou need’it him, there fhalt thou find him, 
well, and ftand faft. 


t 
t 


fare} 


Fal. Now I cannot ftrike him if I fhould be hang’d. 4 } 


Prin, Ned, where are our Difguifes ? 
Poyn. Here hard by: Stand clofe. 
Fal. Now my Matters, happy man 
every man to his bufinefs. 
Enter Travellers, 


Tra. Come, Neighbour : the Boy hall lead out Horfe| 


down the hill: We'll afoot a while, and eafe our Lt) 
Thieves) 


front them in the narrow Lane+) 9 
en} 


Grant} 


behind the Hedgss| 


be his dole fay | 9 
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_|}-Kingdom with a Dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub- 

, | jects afore thee like a flock of Wild-geete, ’le never wear 

“| hair onmy face more. You Prince of Wales? — 

. Prin. Why you horfon round man ? what’s the matter ? 
Fal, Are you not a Goward ? anfwer me to that, and 


Poynes there ? j 
ue Prin, Ye fat Paunch, and ye call me Coward, I’le 
_. pftab thee. 
1 | Fal, \ call thee Coward ? I’le fee thee damn’d ¢’re I call 


|| thee. Coward : but] would give a thoufand Pound I could 
_ {run as faft as thou canft.. You are ftreight enough in the 
« |} fhoulders, ‘you care not who fees your back : Cail you 
{that backing ofyour Friends ? a Plague upon fuch backing : 
| [give me them that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack, 
\}Lam a Rogue if I drunk to day. 
" | Prin. O Villain, thy Lips are fcarce wip’d, fince thou 
Ki | drunk’ -laft. 
hi 1. Falft. AlPs.one for that. 

‘A >plague of all: Cowards ftill, fay I. 
Prin, What?s the matter ? 


[ He. drinks. 


“\1: Falf. What’s the matter? here be four of us, have 
Ii Wane a thoufand pound this Morning. 
Prin. Where is it, Yack? where is it? 


Falft, Whereis it? taken from us, it is: a hundred 
; | upon poor four of us. 
Prin, What, a hundred, man ? 
_ Faift, ama Rogne, if J were not at half Sword with 
il) |adozen. of them: two hours together. I have efcaped. by 
| |miracle. 1 am eight times. thruft through the Doublet, 
M4 | four throngh the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and 
 { through, my Sword hack’d like a Hand-faw, ecce fignum. 
(* | I neveridealt better fincel wasa man :_all would not do. 
A Plague of all Gowards : letthem fpeak , if they {peak 
more or. lefs than truth, they are Villains and the Sons 
1 of, darknefs. 
|) Prin. Speak Sirs, how was it ? 
4 Gad. We four fet upon fome dozen. 
i Fal/?. Sixteen, /at-leaft, my Lord. 
| Gad. And bound them. 
} Peto. No; no, they were not bound. 


| 
‘| 
| 


or I am a Jew elfe, an Ebrew Jew. 


| {fet upon us. 
Fal, And unbound the reft, and then came in the other. 
Prin. What, fought ye with them all ? 


The furft Part of King Henry the 


On a a a a am ee ee a 
_ Fal, A Kings Son? If I do not beat thee out of thy 


of two? 
gotten Knaves, in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and 
let drive atme ; for it was fodark, Ha/, that thou could’ft | 


grofs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- 
brain’d Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thou Horfon ob- 


Falf-. You Rogue they were bound, every man of them, 


Gad. As we were sharing, fome fix or fevemfrefh men | as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and {till ran 


Fourth. 
Faift. Their Points being broken, 
Poin. Down fell his Hofe. 
Falf. Began to give me ground : but I followed me 
clofe, came in foot and hand ; and with a thought feven of 
the eleven I pay'd. 

Prin. O monftrous! eleven Buckrom men grown out 


Falft, But as the Devil would have it, three mif-be- 


not fee thy Hand. 
Prin. Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 


fcene greafie Tallow Catch. 

Falft. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad? is not the 
truth, the truth? © 

Prin. ‘Why, how could’{t thou know thefe men in Ken- 
dal Green, whenit was fo dark, thou could’ft not fee thy | 
hand ? Come, tell us your Reafon : what fay’ft thou to this ? | 

Poin, Come, your Reafon Fack; your Reafon. 

Falff, What, upon compulfion ?. No : were 1 at the 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on compulfion. Give you a Reafon on compulfi- | 
on? If Reafons were as plenty as Black-berries; Iwould 
give no man a Reafon upon compulfion, I. 

Prin, Ple be no longer guilty of this fin. This fanguine 
Coward, this ‘Bed-prefler, this Horfe-back-breaker, this 
huge Hill of Flefh. 

Falft. Away you Starveling, you Elf-skin, you dried 
Neats tongue, Bulls-piffel, you ftock-fihh : O for breath 
to utter, What is like thee ? You Tailors yard, you fheath, 
you Bow-cafe, you vile ftanding tuck. 

Prin, Well, breathe a-while, and thento’t again : and 
when thou haft tyr’d thy felf in bafe Comparifons, hear 
me fpeak But thus. 

Poin, Mark Fack, 

Prin. We two, faw you four fet on four and bound 
them, and were Matters of their Wealth: mark now, how 
a plain Tale fhall put youdown. Then did we two ; fet 
on you four, afd with a word, out-fac’d you from. your 
Prize, and have it : yea, and can fhew it you in the Houfe. 

And Falftaff, youcarried your Guts away as nimbly, with 


and roar’d, as ever I heard Bull-Calf. What a Slave 
art thou, to hack thy Sword as thou haft done, and then 
fay it was in fight. What trick ? what device ? what ftart- 


|. Faljt, All? { knownot what ye call all: but if1 fought 
{ not with fifty of them, lama Bunch of Radifh : ifthere | open and apparent fhame? 
{ were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then 


ing hole canft thou now find out, to hide thee from this 


Poin, Come, let’s hear Fack,; What trick haft thou now ? | 
Falft, | knew ye, as well as he that made ye. Why hear 
Poin. Pray Heaven,you have not murthered fome of them. | ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heir apparent ? 
Falft. Nay, that’s. paft praying for. 1 have pepper’d | Should 1 turn upon the true Prince ? Why, thou knowelt 
two of them: Two! am fure 1 have payed, two Rogues | | amas valiant as Hereules : but beware inftin&t, the Lion 


} inBuckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, /7a//, if 1 tell thee a | will not touch'the true Prince : Inftinct is a great matter. 


| was a Coward on Inftinét - I fhall think the better of 
my felf, and thee, during my life 1, for a valiant Lion 


1 j am1 no two-legg’d Creature. 

val 

MN, 

M Lye, {pitin my face, call me Horfe: thou knoweft my old 
I) \ word: here I lay, and thus 1 bore my point; four Rogues 


4 in Buckrom let drive at me. 

Prince. What, four ? thou faid’ft but two, even now. 
Falft. Four Hal, 1 told thee four. 

Poin. \, 1, he faid four. 


points inmy Target, thus. 


je ‘| Falft. In Buckrom. 

y | Poin. 1, four, in Buckrom Sutes. 

{ Falft. Seven, by thefe Hilts,or 1 ama Villain elfe. 

i) Pria, Prithee let him alone, we-fhall have more anon, 
bi Falft, Doeft thou hear me, Hal ? 


Prin. 1, and mark thee too, Jack, 
‘ . Falf?. Do fo, for it is worth the liftning too : 
‘|e nine in Buckrom, that.1 told thee of. 
Prin, So, two more already. 


! Falf, Thefefour came all a-front, and mainly thruft | fhall we be merry ? fhall we have a Play extempore. 
} |atme ; I made no more ado, but took all their feven 


Prince. Seven ? why there were but four, even now. 


thefe 


and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, l amglad you have 
the Money. Holtefs, clap to the doors : watch to Night, 
pray to Motrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, 
all the good titles of Fellowfhip come to you. What, 


Prin. Content, and the argument fhall be, thy run- 
ning away. 

Falft. A, no more of that, Hal, if thou loveft me, 

Enter Hoftefs. 

Host, My Lord the Prince ? 

Prin. How now, my Lady. the Hoftefs, what fay’ 
thou to me? 

Hoft. Marry, my Lord, there is a Noble-man of the: 
Court at door would fpeak with you: he fays he comes 
from your Father. 

Prin, Give him as much as will make him a Royal man, 
and fend him back again to my Mother, 

Pe 


Falft. 


i, 


50 


Faljt. What manner of man is he? 

HAojtef. An old man. 

Falft. What doch Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight ? 
Shall 1 give him his anfwer ? 

Prin, Prethee do, ack, 

Faift.. Faith and Vle fend him packing. { Exit. 

Prince. Now Sirs : you fought fair , fo did you 
Peto, fo did you Bardol: you are Lions too, you-rail 
ig upon inftingt: you will not touch the true Prince ; 
no, fie. 

Bard. *Faith, 1 ran -when I faw others run. 

Prin. Tell mie now in earneft, how came Falfaff’s 
Sword fo hackt ? ; 

Peto, Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid, he 
would fweat truth out of all £veland : but he would make 
you believe it was done in fight, and perfwaded us to do 
the like. 

Bard. Yea, and tickle our Nofes with Spear-grafs, 
to make them bleed, and then beflubber our Garments 
with it, and {wear it was the Bloud of true men. I did 
that! did not thefe feven years before, I blufht to hear 
his monftrous devices. 

Prin, O Villain, thou ftoleft a Cup of Sack eighteen 
years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever 
fince thou haft blufht extempore : thou hadft Fire and 
Sword on thy fide, and yet thou ranneft away : what in- 
{tinct hadft thou for it? 

Bard, My Lord, do you fee thefe Meteors ? do you 
behold thefe Exhalations ? 

Prin, 1 do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

Prin. Hot Livers, and cold Purfes. 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Prin, No; if rightly taken, Halter. 

'. Enter Falftaff. 

Here comes lean Yack, here comes bare-bone. How 
new my fweet Creature of Bombalt, how long is’t ago, 
Fark: fince thou faw?ft thine own Knee ? 

Falfti My own’ Knee? When I was about thy years, 
(Hel ) | was netan Eagles Talon in the Waite, 1 could 
have crept into any Aldermars Thumb-Ring : a plague 
of fighing and grief, it blowes’a man up like a Bladder. 
There’s villanous Newes abroad: here was Sir John 
Braby from your Father 5 youwsmult go to the.Court in 
the Morning. The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy, 
and he of Wales, that gave mamon the Baftinado, and 
and made Luesfer Cuckold, and {wore the Devil his true 
Liege-man upon the Crofs of a Welfhthook 3 what a 
Plague call you him? 

Poin: O, .Glendower. 

Falft. Owen, Owen, the fame, and his Son in Law 
Mortimer , and old Northumberland, and the {prightly 
Scovof Scots, Dowglas, that runs a Horfe-back up a Hill 
perpendicular. : 

Prin. We that rides at high fpeed, and with a Piftol 
kills a Sparrow flying. 

Falft. You have hit it. 

..Pria. So did he never the Sparrow. 

Fulft. Well, that Rafcal hath good metalin him, he 
will not run. mews Seth 

Prin, Why, what a Rafcal art thou then, to praife him 
fo for running? ; 

Fulft, A Horfe-back, (ye Cuckow ) but a foot he will 
not budge a foot. 

Tria. Yes, Jack, wponinftinct. ; 

Felt. 1 grant ye, upon inftinct : Well, he is there too, 
and one Afordike, anda thoufand blew-Caps more, 
Woreefter is {toln away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is 
rurmd white with the News : you may buy Land now 
4s cheap as ftinking Mackerel. Z 

Prin, Fhen?tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this 
civill buffetting hold, 
bay hob-nails, by the hundreds. Ea 

Fal. By the Mafs, Lad, thou fay’ft true, it is like we 


iene Nati mn Ae 


The firft Part of King 


|den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy 


we fhall buy Maidenheads as they } 


Henry the F ourtb. 


fhall have good trading that way. But tell ‘me Hall ® 
not thow horrible afcar ee thou being Heir app 
could the World pick thee out three fuch Enemies 
as that Fiend Dowglas, that Spirit Perey; and that De 
Glendower ? Art thounot horrible afraid ? Doth not 
blood thrill at it? 7 \n 
Prin. Not a whit : I lack fomeof thy inftingy 
Faljt: Well, thou wilt be horrible chid to motro 
when thou comeft to thy Father : if thou doloy 
practife an anfwer. oe 
Prin. Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine 
upon the particulars of my Life. ity 
Falft, Shall 12? content : This Chair fhall be 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuthion 
Crown. Thee 
Pria. Thy State is taken for a Joyn’d-Stool, thy 
al precious 1; 
Crown tor a pitiful bald Crown. ee 
Falft. Well, and the fire of Grace benot quite ont 
thee, now fhalc thou be moved. Give me a Cup of §; 
to make mine Eyes look red, that it may be thoy 
have went, for 1 muft fpcak in paflion, and I will do 
Kings Cambyfes vein. 
Prin, Well, here is my Leg. i 
Falft: And here is my {peech : ftand afide Nobility.” 
Hoftef. This is excellent fport, ifaith. . ‘ 
Fal. Weep not, fweet Queen, for trickling tears are 
HofteS. O thé Father, how he holds his countenan 
Fal, For Gods fake, Lords, convey my truftful Q 
for Tears do {top the floud-gates of her eyes. as 
Hoftef. O rare, he doth itas like one of thefe har 
Players, as ever I fee. df 
Fal. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle 
Harry, 1 do not onely marvel, where thou fpendeft 
time ; but alfo; how thou are accompanied: For 
the Camomil, the more it is trodden, the fafter it gro 
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it wea 
Thou art my Son: I have partly thy Mother’s-Word,} 
partly my Opinion ; but chiefly, @ Villanous trick of 
thine Eye, anda foolifh hanging of thy nether Lip, that) 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Son to me, here 
lyeth the point : why, being Son to me, art thou fo} 
Pointed at ? Shall the blefled Son of Heaven prove a 
Micher, and cat Black-berries ? a queftion not tobe] 
ask’d. Shall the Son of England prove a Thief, and} 
take Purfes? a queftion to be ask’d. There is a thing) ~ 
Harry, which thou haft often heard of, and itis known to) 
many in our Land, by thename of Pitch; this Pitch (a5) ” 
ancient Writers do report ) doth defile ; fo doth thecom-| ~ 
pany thou keepeft - for Harry, now I do not fpeak to} 
thee in Drink, but in Tears ; notin Pleafure, but in Pa] 
fion ; not in Words onely, but in Woes alfo: and yet) 
there is a vertuous man, whom! have often noted in thy) 
company, but I know not his Name. an 
Prin, What manner of man,and it like your Majefty? | 
Falft. A goodly portly man faith, and corpulent) | 
of a chearful Look, a pleafing Eye, and a mo noble} 
Carriage, and as I think, his age fome fifty, or (by’tlady)} 


Att) a 
| 


ord, | 


by the Tree, then peremptorily I fpeak it, there is Vertit) — 
in that Falfaff : him keep with, AG reft banith. And tél] 
me now, thounaughty Varlet, tell me, where haft thou 
been this Month ? _ ae 
Prin, Do’ft thou fpeak like a King ? do thou fant) 
for me, and Ile play my Father. a7 
Falft. Depofeme = if thou do°ft it half fo gravely, 
majeftically, both in word and matter, hang me up J) — 
the heels for a Rabbet-fucker, or a Poulters Hare, : 
a ye Pe I am fet. ei 
alt. And here | ftand ; judge, my Mafters. 
Prin. Now farry, whence Cee $0 ze 


ee, 


Fal. My Noble Lord, from Eaft-cheap. 
Prin. The Complaints I hear of thee, are grievous. 
Falft. Pfaith, my Lord, they are falfe: Nay, lle tickle 
—fye fora young Prince. 
| Prin. Sweareft thou, ungracious Boy ? henceforth 
ne’re lookoh me: thou art violently carried away from 
Grace: there’s a Devil haunts thee, in the likeneis of a 
-| fat old man; a Tun of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do’it thou converfe with that Trunk of Humors, that 
| Bonlting-Hutch of BeaftlinefS, that fwoln Parcel of 
Dropfies, that huge Bombard of Sack, that ftuft Cloak- 


iy |,bag of Guts, that rofted Manning-Tree Oxe with the 
th (Puddings in his Belly, that Reverend Vice, that grey Ini- 


“| guity, that Father Ruffian, that Vanity in years; where- 
| | in ishe good, but to tafte Sack and drink it? wherein 
neat/and cleanly, but to.carve a Capon and eat it ? where. 
in Cunning, but in Craft ? wherein Crafty, but in Vil- 


te | lany? wherein Villanous, but in all things? wherein 
ti; | worthy, but. in nothing ? 

jh } Fal/t. 1 would your Grace would take me-with you : 
{lj | whom ineans your Grace ? 


| _ Prin. That villanous abominable mif-leader of Youth, 
| Falfaf, that old white-bearded Sathan. 


by | Fal. My Lord, the) man I know. 

i Frin. know thou doit, ito 
we Faljf, But to fay, 1 know more harm in him thari in 
ig | My felt, were to fay more than 1 know. That he is old 
ith |(the more’s the pity): his white hairs do witnef$ it: 
i But that he is (faving your Reverence) a. Whore-ma- 
ti | fter, that 1 utterly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a fault, 


| Heaven help the wicked: if to be old and merry, be a 
jfin, then many:.a Hoft that I know is damn’d : 
if to be fat, to be hated, then: Pharaoh Jean kine are 
to be loved. No, my good. Lord, banifh Peto, -banifh 
Bardolph, banifh Poins : but for fweet Fack, Falftaff, 
kind Fack, Falftaff, true Fack Falftaff, valiant Fack, Fal- 
| f4f, abd therefore: more valiant, being as he is ‘old 
Fuck, Falftaf, banith not him thy Harry’s company, 
banifh-net him thy Harry’s company ; bani#h. plump 
I) Jack, and, banifh all the World. 

Prin, \ do, 1 will. 

Enter Bardolph running, 

Bard, O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a moft 
monftrous Watch, is at the door 

Faiff, Out you Rogue, play out the Play: I have much 
to fay im the behalf of that Falfaff: 


i Enter the Hoftéfs. 

ft) of. O, my Lord, ‘my Lord. 

oo!) Falft. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle- 
fa! {tick : what?’s the matter ? 

at!) Hof. The Sheriff and all the Watch ‘are at the door: 
im | they are come to fearch the Houfe, fhall I let them in? 


Falft. Dorit thou hear, Hal 2 never: call a true piece 
of Gold a Counterfeit: ‘thou art eflentially mad, without 
‘| feeming fo. . 
Prin, And thou a natural Coward, without -inftinct. 


Sheriff, fo: if not, let him enter. If 1 become not: a 
Cart as well as another man, a plague on my bringing up : 
2% | 1 hope I fhall as foon be ftrangled with a Halter, as another. 
Prince. ae hide thee behind the Arras, the reft 
walk up above. Now my Mafters, for a true Face and 
| good Confcience. 
Falft Both which I have had: but their date is out, 
and therefore Ple hide me. 


i] Prin, Call in the Sheriff. (Exit. 
roe ‘Enter Sheriff and the Carrier: 
pos? 5 Sk hd g's 25. 


Prince, Now Mafter Shetiff, what is your wilt with me ? 
6 followed certain men ynto this Houfe, . 
Prin, What men ? Piet SIR 
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Fat. 1 deny your  Aajor , if you will deny: the! 


. She. Firft, pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath. 
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She, One of them is well known, my gracious Lord, 
a grofs:fat man. 
Car. As fat as Butter. 
Prin. The man, I do affare you is not here; 
For I my felf at this time have imploy’d him : 
And Sheriff, I will engage my word to thee, 
That | will by to morrow Dinner time, 
Send him to aniwer thee; or any man, 
For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall : 
And io let medntreat, you, leave the Houle. 
She, 1 will, my Lord: there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery loft three hundred Marks. 
Prin. It may be fo: if he have robb’d thefe men, 
He fhall be anfwerable : and fo farewell. 
She. Geod Night, my Neble. Lord. 
Pria. | think it is Good Morrow, is it not ? 
She. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be two.a clock. L Exit. 
Prin, This oyly Rafcal is known as well as Pauls : 
go call him forth. 
Peto, Falftaff ? fat afleep behind the Arras, and 
fnorting like a Horfe. 
Prin. Hark, how hard he fetches his breath: fearch his 
Pockets. 


Fe fearcheth his Pockets, and fiadeth 
certain Papers. 


Prin. What haft, thou found ? 
Peto. Nothing but, Papers, my Lord, 
Prin. Let’s fees what -be they,?. read them. 


Peto, Item, a Capon, iis ii d. 
Item, Sawce,, sib 4 ili d. 
Item, Sack, two Gallons, Vs. viiid. 
Item, Anchoves and Sack after Supper. lis. vi d. 
Item, Bread. ob. 


Prince. O monftrous,- but one half penny-worth of 
Bread to this intolerable. deal of Sack ? What there is 
elfes. keep clofe, well read it at- more advantage ; there 
let him fleep tili day. I’le to the Court. in the Morning : 


We muft all tothe Wars; and thy place fhall be honorable: 


Ple procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and I 
know. his death will. be.a,March of Twelve-fcore, The 
Moncy-fhall be pay’d back again with advantage. Be with 
me betimes in the Morning: and fo good morrow. Peto. 

Peto.. Good morrow, good my Lord. [Exeunt, 


Atlus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Hotf{pur, Worcefter, Lord Mortimer, 
Owen Glendower. 


Mort. Thefe Promifes are fair, the Parties fore, 
And our Induction full of profperous hope. 

Hotfp. Lord Mortimer, and:Coufin Glendower, 
Will you fitdown? : 
And Uncle Worcefter sa plague upon’ it; 

I have forgot the Map; 
Glend. No, here it 1s : 
Sit Coufin Percy, fit good Coufin Hotfpur 
For by that Name, as oft as Lancafter doth {peak of yon, 
His Cheeks look pale, and with a rifing figh; 
He wifheth you in Heaven: ~~ : 

Hot/p. And you in Hell,as oft as he hears Omen 
dower {poke of. at |: Gag 

Glend. 1 cannot blame him: At y Nativity, 
The front‘of Heaven was full of fiery fhapes, 
Of burning Creflets: and at my Birth, 
The frame and foundation of the Earth *! 
Shak?d like a Coward, » a cr 

Ft/p.- Why fo it would have done at the fame $ 
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten’dy though v 
had never been '~" 


Gkne 


oo 


Shakes the old Beldam Earth, 
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Glend. \fay the Earth did fhake when I was born. 
Flot{p. And Ufay the Earth was not ofmy mind: 

If you {uppofe, as fearing you, it fhook. 
Glen, The Heavens were all on fire,the Earth did tremble- 

. Hotfp. Oh, them the Earth fhook 

To fee the Heavens on fire, 

And not iw fear” of your Nativity. 

Difcafed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In ftrange Eruptions: and the teeming Earth 

Is with a kind of Cholick pinch’d and vext, 

By the imprifoning of unruly wind 

Within het Womb : which for enlargement ftriving, 


and tumbles down 
At your Birth, 


Steeples, and mofs-grown Towers. 


‘Our Grandam Earth, having this Diftemperature, 
HIn paffion fhook. 


| 
\ 


| How fcapes he Agues 


Ple to dinner. 
Mort, Peace, 
Glend. \ can call Spirits from the yaftie Deep. 


Glen, Coufin: of many men 
Ido not bear thefe Croflings: Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my Birth 
The front of Heaven was full of fiery fhapes, 
The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Heards 
Were ftrangly clamorous to the frighted fields : 
Thefe Signs have mark’d me extraordinary, 
And all the Courfes of my life do thew, 
jam not in the Roll of common men. 
Where is the Living, ¢lipt i with the Sea, 
That chides the Banks of England, Scotland and Wales, 
Which calls me Pupil, or hath read to me? 
And bring him out, that is but V Vomans Son, 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of Art, 
And hold me pace in deep Experiments. 
Flot{p. 1 think there’s no man {peaks better Welfh? 


Coufin Perey, you will make him mad. 
or fo.can’any ‘man : 


do call for them ? 
Coufin, to command 


Hot{p. Why fo can I, 
But will they come, when you 

Glend. Why, 1-can teach thee, 
the Devil. 

' Hotfp. Andi can teach thee,Coufin,to fhame the Devil, 

Tell Truth, and fhame the Devil. 
to raife him, bring him hither, 
And Ple be fworn, 1 have power to fhame him hence. 
Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and fhame the Devil. 

Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. 

Glen. Three times hath Henry Bullingbrook, made head 
Againft my power : i 


By telling Truth. 
If thou have power 


thrice front the Banks of Wye, 
And Sandy-bottom’d Severn, have I fent him, 
Bootlefs home, and Weather-beaten back 
Hor. Home, without Boots, 
And in foul V Veather too, 4 
in the Devil’s name ¢ 
Glend, Come, here’s the Map: 
Shall we divide our Right, 


| According, to our threefold order |ta’ne ? 


Mor. ‘he Arch-Deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very equally : 


| England, from Trent, and Severe hitherto, 
| By South and Eaft, 
| All Weft ward, Wales, 

‘And all the fertile Land within that bound, 
|| To Owen Gleridower : 
| The remnant Northward, lying, off from Trent. 
| And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 


‘s to my partaflign’d : 
beyond the Severn fhore, 


and dear Couze, to you 


| Which being, fealed enterchangeably, 
| (A bofinefs that this Night may execute) 


| Lo morrow, 
| And my good Lord of Worcefter, will fet 
} To meet your 
| As is appointed us:at Shrewsbury. 

“My Father Glendower is not ready 


Coufin Percy; you and I, 
forth, 


Father, aud the Scottifh Power,:: : 


| Wetyc ct 
ir hall we need his help thef fourteen days : 
‘ain that pace, you may have drawn together : 
“snants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 
$ oe: — ~~ - ate (atta ae Z . 


PO gO age 
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Glend, A fhort time fhalkfend me to you, Lords: | 
And in my Conduct fhall your Ladies come, ee 
From whom you now mutt fteal, and take:no 
For there will be a world of Water fhed, 
Upon. the parting of your Wives and you. 4 

Hotfp. i North from Burton here, 


leave, 4 


Methinks may moity, 
In quantity equals: not one of yours : 
See, how this River comes me cranking in, 
‘And cuts me from the belt of all my Land, 
A huge half Moon, a monftrous Cantle out. 
Ple have the Current in this place damn’d up, 
And here the fmug, and Silver Trent. fhall run, bi 
In a new Channel, fair and evenly : ae 
It fhall not winde with fuch.a deep indent, ) a 
To rob me of fo rich a bottom here. ‘ae 
Glend, Not winde? it fhall, it muft, you fee it doth, 
Mort. Yea, but mark how he bends his.courfe, 
And runs me up, with like advantage on the-other fide, 
Gelding the oppofing, Cortinent as much, a 
As on the other fide it takes from you. 
Wore. Yea, but a little Charge will trench him here, 
And on this North fide win this Cape of Land, 
And then he runs. ftraight and even. e- 
Hot{p. Pie have it fo, a little Charge willdo it, 
Glend, Vle not have it alter’d. t 
Hot/p. Will not you ? 
Glend, No, nor you fhall not. ye 
Hot{p. Who fhall fay me nay ? Pa 
Glend. Why, that will I. i 
Hotfp. Let me not underftand youthen, fpeak it inW lh, 
Glend, 1 can {peak Englifh, Lord, as well as you: ¥ 
For I was train’d up inthe Englifh Court: ¢ 
Where, being but young,, I framed to the Harp, 
Many an Englih Ditty, lovely well, bo 
And gave the Tongue a helpful Ornament 5 
‘A Veetue that was never feen in you. - 
Hot{p: Marry, and Yam glad of it withall my he 
[had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew, 
Than one of thefe fame meeter-Ballad-mongers,? | 
{ had rather hear a Brazen Candleftick tun’d, a 
Or adry Wheel grate on the Axle-tree, 
And that would fet my teeth on Edge, 
Nothing fo much as mincing Poetrie 5 


hag 


4 


|>Tis like the fore’d gate of a fhuffling Nag. 


Glend. Come, you fhall have Trent turn’d. e 
Hot/p..1 do not cares V’le give thrice fo much Land) 
To any well-deferving Friend 5 aes 4 
But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 
Ple cavil on the ninth part of a Hair. 
Are the Indentures drawn ? fhall we be gone? 
Glend, The Moon fhines fair, 


| You may away by Night : 


Vle hafte the Writer 5 and withall, 15 ae 
Break with your:Wives, of your departure hence 13 
I am afraid my Daughter will run mad. a. 
So much fhe doteth on her Mortimer. Biss 
Mort. Fie; Coufin Percy, how you crofs my Father. 
Horfp. L cannot chufe: fometime he angers Mey 
With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, io) 
Of the Dreamer Aérlin, and his Prophecies 3 fee 
And of a Dragon, and a fin-lefs Fith, 
A clip-wing’d Grifiin, and a moulten 
A couching Lyon, a ramping Cat, 
And fuch a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff, 
As pats me from my Faith. I tell you what, a 
He held me laft Night, at leaft nine hours: is 
In reckning up thefe feveral Devils. Names, 
That were his Lackeys: om 
I cry’d hum, and well, go too, © ie 
But mark’d him nota word. O, he isas tedious 
‘As a tyred Morfe, a railing Wite, - io 
Worfe than a fmoaky, Houfe, I had rather live 
With Cheefe and Garlick ina Windmill far, 


Raven, 


} Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to My 


X 


—— 


| In any Summer-houfe in Chriftendom. 
Mort. Tn faith he was an honeft Gentleman + 
‘| Exceeding well read, and profited, 
An ftrange Concealments : 
Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable, 
And as bountiful, as Mines of Indra, 
‘Shall. I tell you,..Coufin, 
He holds your temper in a high refpedt, 
And:curbs himfelf, even of his natural fcope; 
When you do crofs his humour: faith he does. 
I warrant you, that a man is not alive, 
Might fo have tempted him, as you have done, 
_ | Without the tafte of danger, and reproof: 
~ }But donot ufe it oft, let meintreat you. 

| Worc, \n faith, my Lord, yoware too willful blame, 
| And fince your coming hither, have done enough, 
-} To put him quite befides his patience: - 
+ You muft needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault ; 
Though fometimesit fhew greatnefs, Courage, Blood, 

And that’s the deareft grace it rendersyou; 
} Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harfh Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Haughtinefs,: Opinion, and Difdain: 
The leaft of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Lofeth mens Hearts, and leaves behind 2 ftain 
Upon the Beauty of all parts befides, 
 Beguiling them of Commendation, 
| Hor. Well, I am {fchool’d: 
Good-manners be your {peed ; 
Here come your Wives, and let us take our leave. 


i 


cS Abe 


Enter Glendower, withthe Ladies, 
Mort. This isthedeadly fpight that angers me, 
| My Wife can fpeak no Englifh, Ino Welth. 
| Glend, My Daughter weeps, fhe’ll not part with you, 
She?il be a Souldier too, fhe’li tothe Wars, 
Shall follow in your Conduct fpeedily, 


~Glendower fpecks to her Welh, and fhe ams 
fwers him in the fame, 


Glend. She is defperate here : 
A peevith felf-will’d Harlotry, 
One that Perfwafion can do no good upon: 
é 
The Lady {peaks in Welfh. 
Mort, Yunderftand thy Looks, that pretty Welth, 


I am too perfect in: And but for thame, 
In fuch a parley fhould I anfwer thee. 


The Lady again in Welfh, 


, 4 dort. J underftand thy Kiffes, and thou mine, 


Mort. Good-Father tell her, that fheand my Aunt Percy 


Which thou powr’{t down from thefe {welling Heavens, 
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Making fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The hour before the Heavenly Harnefs’d Teem 
Begins his golden Progrefs in the Eaft. 
Mort. Withal my heart I’le fit, and hear her fing : 
By what time willour Book, I think; be drawn. 
Glend. Go fo r 


And thofe Mufitians that fhall play to you, | 
Hang in the Air a thoufand. Leagues from thence ; 
And ftraight they fhall be here: fit, and attend: 


4fot, Come, Kate, thou art perfectin lying down: — | 


Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap: 


Lady. Go, ye giddy-Goofe. 
The Mufick, plays. 
Hot, Now 1 perceive the Devibunderftands Welhh, 


And ’tis no marvel he is fo humoreons: 
Byrlady he’s a good :Mufitian. 


Lady. Then would you be nothing-but Muficaly: (0: 


For you are all together governed by humors: 
Lie itill ye Thiet, and hear the Lady fing in Welth. 


Hot, {had rather hear (Lady).my Brach howle indrifh: } 
Lady. Would'ft have thy Head broken? 
| fot, No. 
Lady. Then be ftill. 

Hot. Neither, ’tis a Womans Fault. 

Lady. Now God help thee. 

Hot. To the. Welfh Ladies Bed. 

Lady. What’s that ? 

Hor, Peace, fhe fings. 


Here the Lady fings a Welfh Song. 


Hot. Come, Ple have your Song too. 

Lady. Not mine, in good footh. 

Hot. Not yours, in good footh ? 

You {wear like a Comfit-makers Wife, 

Not you, in good fooths and, as trueas I live; 
And, as God fhall mend me; and as fure as day ; 
And giveft fuch Sarcenet furety for thy Oaths, 
Asif thou never walk’ further than Fizsbiry. 
Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 
A,good mouth-filling Oath, and leave infooth, 
And fuch protelt of Pepper-Ginger-bread, 

To Velvet-Guards, anc Sunday-Citizens. 

Come, fing. 

Lady. 1 will not. fing. 

Hot, >Vis the next way to. turn)Taylor, or be Red- 
breaft Teacher: And the Indenturesbe drawn, Ple away 
within thefe two hours: And fo come in, ,whem ye 
will. Exit. 

Glend, Come, come, Lord Mortimer, youare as flow, 
As hot Lord /eréey is on fire tox go, 

By this our Book is drawn: we'll but feal, 
And then to Horfe immediately. 


Mort.» With all my heart. [Exeunt. 


, |) And that’s a feeble difputation : 
ay | But I will never be a Truant, Love, Scana Secun da \ 
1a y Till I have learn’d thy Language : For thy Tongue es . 
| Makes Welth as fweet as Ditties highly penn’d, Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and others, 
« | Sung by a fair Queen ina Summers Bower, - { 
Mi | With ‘ravifhing Divifion to her Lute. King. Lords, give us leave: 
‘| Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will the run mad, The Prince of Wales, and 1, 
i: ey Muft have fome private Conference, 
ph) The Lady [peaks again inWellh, But be near at hand, 
yo > For we fhall prefently have need of you, [Exeunt Lords. 
ft Mort. O, | am ignorance it felfinthis. I know not whether Heaven will have it fo, 
: Glend. She bids you, For fome difpleafing Service I haye done ; 
On the wanton rufhes lay you down, That in his fecretDoom, outof my Blood, 
ie And reft your gentle head upon her Lap, He’ll breed Revengment, and a Scourge forme ; 
a . And fhe will fing the Song that pleafeth you, But thou doft in thy paflages of. Life, 
it _ || And on your Eye-Lids Crown the God of Sleep, Make me believe, that thou art onely mark’d 
jh, Charming your Blood with pleafing heavinefs ; For the hot es and the Rod of Heaven i 
{0 Bera H 4 % 3 F fe) 
4 as : 
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To punifh my Miftreadings. Tell meelie, 
Could firch inordinate and low defires, 


Such poor, ‘fuch bare, fuch lew’d; fuch’mean Attempts, 


Such barren Pleafures,. rude ‘Society, 

| As thou art match?d withall, and grafted too, 

Accompany the greatnefs of thy ‘blood, 
And hold their level with thy Princely heart ? 
Prince. So pleafe your Majefty, I'would { could 
Quit all Offences with as clear excufe, 
As well as 1 am doubtlefs 1 can purge 
My elf of many I am charg?d: withal : 
Yet fuch ‘extenvation let me beg, 
As in reproof of many Vales devis’d, 
Which oft the Ear of Greatnefs needs muft hear, 
By fmiling Pick-thanks, and bafe News-mongers 5 
I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty, wandred, and irregular, 
Find pardon on my true {ubmiilion. 
King. Heaven pardon thee: 

1 Yet let me wonder, Harry, — 

At thy. Affections, which do hold a Wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy Anceftors, 
.Thy place in Council thou haft rudely lott, 
Which by thy younger Brother is fuppli’d 5 
And art almoft an alien to the Hearts 

Of -allthe Court and Princes of my blood. 
The Hope and Expectation of thy time 

Is ruin’d, and the Soul of every man 
Prophetically do fore-think thy fall. 

Had [fo lavifh of my Prefence been, 

So common hackney?d in the ways of men, 

So ftale and cheap to vulgar Company , 
Opinion, that did-help me to the Crown, 

Had ftill kept loyal to. Pofleilion, 

And left me in reputelefs Banifhment, 

A Fellow of no mark,’ nor likelihood. 

By being: feldom feen, I could not ftir, 

But like a Comet, 1 was wondred at. 

That Men would tell theit Children, This is he: 

Others would fay, where ? which is Bulingbrook? 

And then! ftole all Courtefie from Heaven, 

And dreft my felf in fuch Humility, 

That I did pluck Allegiance ftom Mens Hearts, 

Loud fhouts and falutations from their Mouths, 

Even in the prefence of the crowned King. 

Thus I did keep my Perfon frefh and new, 

My Prefence like a Robe’ Pontifical, 

Nete feen, but wondred at: and fo my itate, 

Seldom but fumptuous, fhewed like a Feaft, 

And won by rarenefs fuch Solemnity. 

The skipping King he ambled up and down, 

With fhallow Jelters, and rafh Bavin Wits, 

Soon kindled, and foon burnt, carded his State, 

Mingled his Royalty with carping Fools, 

Had his great Name prophaned with their {corns, 

And gave his Countenance, again{t his Name, 

To laugh at gybing Boys, and itand the pufh 

Of every beardlefs ‘vain comparative: 

Grew a Companion to the common ftreets, 
lEnfeoff?d himfelf to Popularity : 

That being daily f{wallowed by mens Eyes, 

\ They furfeited with Honey, and began to loathe 
The tafte of fweetnefs, whereof a little 
Morethanalittle, isby much too much. 

So when he had'occafion to be feeh, 

He was but as the Cuckow isin Fue, 

Heard, not regarded: -fecn, but with fach Eyess 
As fick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gazc, 

Such as is bent on Sun-like Majefty, 

1 When it fhines {eldom in admiring Eyes: 

But rather drowz7d,° and bung their Bye-lids down, 

Slept in his Face, and tendred fuch afpect 

As cloudy men ufe to do their Adverfaries, 

' 


Being with his Prefence glutted, gorg’d, and full. 
And in that very Line, Harry, ftandeft thou, 

For thou haft loft thy Princely priviledge, 

With vile participation. Not an Eye 

But is a-weary of thy common fight, 


Save mine, which hath defir’d to fee thee moresy™ 


| Which now doth, that I would not have it do, 
J Make blind it felf with foolifh tendernels. 


Prince. 1 fhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord 

Be more my felf. 
King. For all the World, 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then, 

When | from France fet forth at Aaven/purg ; 

And even.asi wasthen, is Perey nowe 


| Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to boot, 


He hath more worthy Intereft to the ftate 
Than thou the Shadow of Succeflion;. » 


| For of no Right, nor Colour liketo Right, 


He doth fill Ficlds with Harnefs in the Realm, 
Turns Head againft the Lyon’s armed Jaws 5 
And being no more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Bilhops on 
To bloody Battels, and to bruifing Arms, . 
What never-dying Honour hath he got, 
Againft renowned Dowglas, whofe high Deeds, = 
Whofe hot Incurfions, and great Namein Arms, 77 
Holds from all Souldiers chief Majority, E 
And Military Title Capital. : 

Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chrift, 
Thrice hath.the Hor/pur Adars, in fwathing Cloaths, ~ 
This infant-Warriour, in his Enterprifes, me 
Ditcomfited great Dowglas, ta?ne him once, ia 
Enlarged him, and madea Friend of him, Mice 
To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 3 
And fhake the Peace and Safety of our Throne, 

And what fay youtothis? Percy, Northumberland, 
The Arch-Bifhops Grace of York, Domglas, Adortt 
Gapitulate againft us, and are up. 


ree! 


| But wherefore do I tell this News to thee 2. 


Why, Harry, dol tell thee of my Foes, 

Which att my near’ft and deareft Enemy ? 

Thou art like enough, through Vaffal Fear, 

Bafe Inclination, and the ftart of Spleen, 

To fight againft me under Percie’s Pay,’ - 

To dog his Heels, and courtfie at his. Frown 

To fhew how much thou art degenerate, ae 
Prince. Do not think fo, you fhall not find it fo: 

And Heaven forgive them, that fomuch have fway’d 

Your. Majefties good thoughts away from me: 

I willredecm all this on Percie?s Head), 

And in the clofing of -fome glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, thatl am your Son, 

When I will wear a Garment all of Blood, 

And {tain my Favours in a bloody Mask: a 

Which wafht away, fhall fcowre my fhame with it. 

And that fhall be the day, when e’re it lights, 

That this fame Child of Honour and Renown, 

This gallant Hot/pur, this all-praifed Knight, — 

And your unthought of Harry, chance to meet: 

For every Honour fitting en his Helm, 

VVould they were multitudes, and on my Head 

My Shames redoubled. - For the time will comes ~ 

That I fhall make this Northern Youth exchange a 

His Glorious Deeds for my Indignities : coe 

Percyis but my Factor, good, my Lord, 

Toengrofs up gloriousdeeds on my behalf ; 

And I will call him to fo ftrict account, 

That he fhall render every:Glory up, ces 

Yea, even the fleighteft VVorhhip of. his Time 3 

Or I will tear the Reckoning from his heart. |” fe 

This, in the Name of Heaven, I promife here: 

The which, if I promife, and dofurvives © | 

I do befeech your Majefty, may falve’ a 


The long-gtown V Vounds of my intemperature ya ! 


ie, 


If not, the end of Life cancels all Bands, 

q And I will dye a hundred thoufand deaths, 

E’re break the finalleft parcel of this Vow. : 
King. Ahundred thoufand Rebels die in this : 

Thou halt have Charge, and Soveraign truft herein. 
ie Enter Blunt. 

How now, good Blunt ? thy looksare full of fpeed. 
Blunt. So hath the bufinefs that ¥ come to fpeak of. 

Lord Afortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 

That Domglas and the Engli(h Rebels met 

The eleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury: 

A mighty and a fearful Head they are, 

(If promifes be kept on every hand ) 

As ever offered foul play in a State. 
King. The Earl of Wejtmerland fet forth to day : 

With him my Son, Lord Yobn of Lancafter, 

For this Advertifement is five days old. 

On Wednefday next, Harry, thou fhalt fet forward : 

On Thurfday, we our felves will march. 

Our meeting is Bridgenorth: And Harry, you fhall march 

Through Glocefter-fhire : By which account, 

Our Bufinefs valued, fome twelve days hence, 

Our general Forces at Bridgenorth fhall meet. 

Our hands are full of bufinefs: Let’s away, 

Advantage feeds them fat, while men delay. 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Falftaff, and Bardolph, 


Tamwithere’  <e an old Apple Yohz. 


repent. 
Church is made of, 1.am a Pepper Corn, a Brewers 
Horfe: The in-fide ofa Church. Company, villanous 
Company hath been the fpoilof me. 

Bard, Sir Fohn,you are fo fretful, you cannot live long. 

Falfi. Why there isit: Come, fing mea bawdy Song, 
make me merry : I was as virtuoully given, asa Gentleman 
need to be, virtuous enough, fwore little, Dic’d not above 
feven times a week, went to a Bawdy-houfe not above 
oncein a quarter of an hour, paid money that] borrowed 
three or four times : lived well, and in good compa : 
And now I live out of all order, out of compaf. 

Bard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir obz, that you muft 
needs be out of all compafs; outof all reafonable com. 
pafs, Sir Yobr, 

_Falft. Do thou amend thy Face, and Ple amend my 
Life. Thouart our Admiral, thou beareft the Lantern 
in the Poop, but?tis in the Nofe of thee; thou art the 
| Knight of the burning Lamp. 

‘| Bard. Why, Sir Yobn, my Face does you no harm. 

Falft. No, Ple be fworn: I make as good ufe of it, as 
| Many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a A&@mento Mori. 
I never fee thy Face, butI think upon Hell fire, and Dives 
that lived in Purple, for there he is in his Robes burning. 
[If thou wert any way given to Virtue, I would fwear by 
| thy Faces; my Oath fhould be, By this Fire: But thou 
‘[artaltogether given over ; and wertindeed, but for the 
Light in thy Face, the Sun of utter ‘Darknefs. When 
thou rant up Gads-bill in the night to catch my Horfe, 
if I did not think thou had{t been an Ignis fatuus, or a Ball 
of Wild-fire, there’s no: purchafe in Money, O, thou 
{atta perpetual Triumph, an -everlafting Bone-fite-light, 
thou haft faved me a thoufand Marks in Links and Tor- 
| ches, walking with thee in the ‘night betwixt Tavern 
fand Favern: But the Sack that thon haft drunk mie, | 
_|Would: have bought me light as: good cheap, at’the 
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Falft, Bardolph, am 1 not faln away vilely, fince this 
laft action? do I not bate? do I not dwindle? Why 
my skin hangs ~bout me like’ anold Ladies loofe Gown: 
Well P’le repent, 
and that “ .aenly, while I am in fome liking : I fhall be 
out of heart fhortly, ‘and then I fhall have no ftrength to 
And I have not forgotten what the in-fide of a 


and for Woman-hood, 


So 
Taser MUS ada as Fi S98 ale SR A MO 
deareft Chandlers in Europe. I have maintain’d that Su- 
lamander of yours with fire, any time this two and thirty 
years, Heaven reward me for it. 

Bard, | would my Face were in your belly. 

Falft, Sothould { be fure to be heart-burn?d, 

Enter Hofte/s. 

How now, Dame Parler the Hen, have you enquir’d yet: 
who pick’d my Pocket ? 

foftefs. Why, Sir Foha, what do you think, Sir Fobn ? 
do you think I keep Thieves in my Houfe? I have 
fearch’d, I have enquir’d, fo has my Husband. Man by 
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant: The tight of a 
Hair was never loft in my Houfe before. 

Falft. Ye lye, Hoftefs: Bardolpb was fhav’d, .and loft 
many a hair ; and I’le be {worn my Pocket was pick’d; go 
to, you are a Woman, go. 

Hoftefs, Whol? I defie thee « I was never call’d {0 in 
mine own Houfe before. 

Falft, Go to, 1 know you. well enough. 

flojte/s, No, Sir Yobn: You do not know me, Sir 
John; 1 know you, Sir Fohn : You owe me Money, Sir ohn, 
and now youpick a quarrel to beguile me. of it: I bought 
you a dozen of Shirts to your back. 

Fals. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas: I have given them away 
to Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of them. 

Hofie/s.. Now aslam atrue Woman,’ Holland of eight 
fhillings an Ell: You owe Money here befides, Sir john, 
tor your Diet, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent you, 
tour. and twenty pounds. 

Falft. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

fioste/s. He ? alas! heis poor, he hath nothing. 

Falft, How? poor? look upon his face: ‘What. call 
you rich?» Let him. coyn his Nofe, let him coyn his 
Cheeks, Ple not pay a Denier. . What, will you make a 
Yonker of me? ShallI not take mine eafe in mine Inn, 
but fhall have my Pocket pick’d ? Ihave loft a Seal-Ring 
of my Grand-fathers, worth forty Mark. 

Fofte/s: 1 have heard the Prince tell him, I know not 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 
_, Fal, How? the Princeis a Jack, a Sneak-Cup : and 
if, he weré here; I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he 
would fay: fo. 


Enter the. Prince marching, and Falftalf meets him 
playing on his Truachion like a Fife. 


Falft. How now, 
Mutt ‘we; all’ march ?. 

Bard. Yea,.twoand two; Newgate fathion, 

Hof? My Lora, 1 pray you hear me. 

Prince, What fay" thou, Miftrefs Quickly 2? How does 
thy Husband ? I love him well, he is an honeft man. 

Ffte/s. Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Falft. Prethee jet her alone, and lift to me. 

Prince,’ What fay’ft thou, ack? 

Falft.. The other night I fell afleep here behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt: This Houle is turn’d 
Bawdy-houfe, they pick Pockets. : 

Prince, What didft thou lofe, Sack ? 

Falft. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? Three or four 
Bonds of forty pound a piece, and a Seal-Ring of my 
Grand-fathers, 

Prince, A trifle, fomeeight-penny matter, 

Host. Sol told him, my Lord; and I faid, I heard 
your Grace fay fo: And (my Lord) he fpeaks moft vilely 
of you, like a foul-mouth’d man as he is, and {aid he 
would cudgel you. 

Prince. What, he did not ? e 

Hoft. There’s neither Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood 
in me elfe. 

Fal. Yhere’s no more faith in thee than in a ftude 
Prune;.norno more ee in thee than ina drawn Fox : 

aid-Marian may be ri 
ties Wife of the Ward to thee. Go you mihine, oe 


Lad? is the wind in that Door? 


a) 
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Foft.-Say, what thing ? what thing ? 
Fait, What thing? why a thing to thank Heaven on. 
Hot, 1am nothing to thank. Heaven on, I would thou 
fhould{t know it : 1 aman honeft Man’s Wife : and fetting 
chy Knighthood afide, thou art a Knave tocallme fo. 
Fal. Setting thy Womanhood alide, thou art a Beaft 
to fay otherwile. 
Hoft. Say,. what Beaft, thou Knave thou ? 
Fal, What! Beaft ? Why an Otter. 
Prin, AvOtter, Sir Fohn, why an Otter ? 
| Fal. Why ? ‘the’s neither fifh nor flefh, aman knows 
iFnot ‘where to have her. 
| Hof. Thou art an unjuft man in faying fo , thou, or 
- || any man knows whcre to have me, thou Knave thou. 
1 Prin, Thow fay’ft true, Hoftefs, and he flanders thee 
moft grofly. 
) Heft, So he doth you, my Lord, and faid this other 
day, you ow’d him a thoufand pound. 
Prince. Sirrah, dol owe you a thoufand pound ? 
Fal. A thoufand pound, Hal? a million : thy love is 
worth a-million : thou owit me thy love. 
Hof?: Nay, my Lord, he calPd you Jack, and faid he 
would cudgel you.. ~ 
Fal. Did I, Bardolph ? 
Bar. Yadeed, SirFobn, you faid fo. 
Fal. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 
Prin. \ fay tis Copper. Dart thou be as good as 
thy word now £ 
Fal. Why, Hal? thou know’ft, as thou art but a man, 
I dare, but as thou arta Prince, 1 fear thee, 3s I fear. the 
roaring of the Lyons Whelp. 
Prin. And why ot as the Lyon ? ) 
Fal, The King, himfelf is to be feared as. the Lyon: 
2 Dorftthou think Ple fear thee, as 1 fear thy Father ? nay 
.| Lf I-do, let my Girdle break. ot 
‘boi Priv, -O,-4f it fhould, how would thy guts fall about 
thy knees. Butyfirrah, theres no room for Faith, Truth, 
yor Honelty,! in this bofom of thine: it is all filld up 
with »Guts and Midrift. Charge an honeft Woman 
| pwith picking thy Pocket 2? Why thou horfon impudent, 
| pimboft Rafcal, +f there were any thing.in thy Pocket. but 
| -Travern Recknings, Aemorandums of Bawdy-Houfes, 
and one poor penny-worth of Sugar-candy to make thee 
long-winded: if thy Pocket were entich’d with any 0- 
ther injuries but thefe, lvam-a Villain : And yet. you will 
| ftand to it, you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art thounot 
,-afham’d?-- , 

Fal. Dott thou hear, Hal? Thou knowft in the ftate 
of Innocency, Adam fell : 
Falftaff do, in the days of Villany ; Thou feelt, I have 
more fiefh. than another man, and therefore frailty. You 
confefs.:then you: pickt ‘my’ Pocket? 

Prin, \t appears fo by the Story. 

Fal. Hoftefs, 1 forgive thee: ; 

Go make ready Breakfaft, love thy Husband, 
Look to thy’ Servants, ‘and cherifh thy Guelts - 
Thou fhaltfind me tractable toany honeft Reafon : 
Thou feeft, 1 am pacified fill. ’ 
Nay, I prethee be gone. [Exit Hofte/s. 
Now, Hal,| to thentws at Gourt forthe Robbery, Lad ? 
How is that anfwered ¢ . 
Prin. O my fweet Beef: . 
I muft ftill:be good Angel to thee. 
|| The! Money’ is paid back again. 
|. Fal. Qy Ldonot likethat paying back, 
Labour.2 9 < 
: Prin. 1 am 
‘do any thing. No | 
| Fal. Rob/me the Exchequer the firft thing ‘thou do Ite 
\anddo it with un-wafh’d hands too. es f 
Bard. Dosamy Lord, ae | 
Prin. \ have: procured thee, Fack, aCharge of Foot. — 
Fal, | would it had been of Horfe..| Where fhall I find 
} onethat can fteal well ?.O, fora fine Thief, of two :and, 
i t 


good Friends with my Father, 
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twenty, or thereabout : jam hainoufly unprovided, \ 
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend 
the Virtuous. 1 laud.them, 1 praife them. 

Prin, Bardolph. | 

Bar; My Lord: , 

Prin, Go bear this Letter to Lord Fohn of La 
to my Brother Jove. This tomy Lord of Weftm 
Go Peto, to Horfe ¢ for thou, andl, 
Have thirty Milesto ride yet e’re dinner time, 
Fack, mect me tO Morrow in the Temple-Hall 
Attwo a Clock in the Afternoon, tea 
There fhalt thou know thy Charges and there receive 
Money, and Order for their Furniture. 7 
The Land is burning, Percy ftands on hie, 
And either they, or we, muft lower lie. 

Fal. Rare words : brave world, 
Hoftefs, my Breakfaft, come ‘ 
Oh, 1 could with this Tavern were my 


> watt 


Drum. ay ' é 
[ Exeun 


™ 
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Adus Quartus. Scena Prim 


Enter Harry Hotfpur, Worcefter, 9 # 
and Dowglas. ae 
Hot, Well faid, my Noble Scot, if {peaking tru h 
In this fine Age, were not thought Flattery, — 
Such attribution fhould the Domg/as have, 
As not a Souldier of this Seafons ftamp,  ~ 
Should go fo general currant through the world, 
By- Heaven } cannot flatter : I defie eee 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver place 
Inmy Heart’s love, hath no man. than your Self, 
Nay, task me to my word : approve M¢, Lord, 
Dow, Thou aft the King of Honour: “page 
Noman fo potent breathes upon the ground; 
But 1 will Beard him. si i 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Hot. Do fo, and ’tis well. What 
there ? I can but thank you... . 
Me. Thefe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Letters from him? ee 
Why comes he not himfelf ? 
Meff. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is grievous ‘fick. . g 
Hor. How ? has he the deifure to be fick now, aa 
In fuch a juttling time ? who leads his Power é 
Under whofe Government come they along?) 
Mef!, His Letters bears his mind, not I his tind. 
Wor. \prethee tell me, doth he keep his Bed eucl's 
Meff. He did, my Lord, four days e’re [fet forth 
Andat thetime of my departure thence, *) = 
He was much fear’d by his Phyfician. row ae 
i Wor. 1 would the ftate of time had firft been whole, _ 
Ere he by Sicknefs had been vifited ; io sill 
His Health was never better worth than now. pe 
Hot/p. Sick now ?: droop now ? this ficknefsdoth J 
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife, 29>" 5 
Fis catching hither, even to our\Camp. 


Letters halt 


oi 
nied 
iy 

u 


Af 


| | Hewrites me here, that inward Sicknefs,. 


And that his Friends by deputation 1 
Could not fofeon be drawn! + nor. did che thinkat 
To lay fodangerous anddear a traft anti: 
On.a Soulremov’d, but on hhisiown. iat 
Yet doth he give us bold Advenrtifement, BE 
That with our {mall Conjunction we fhould on;-. 
Torfee how Fortine isdifpos’d tous, * Be be 
For, as he writes,  thereis noquailing ee 
Becatife the Kihgcis certainly: pofleft 
Of all our Purpofes. ‘What fay-you torit? 
Wor. Nour Father’s cficknefs'is-a maim tous. 


Hot{p, A-periilous Gath,’ avery Limb lopt.off > 


Sy, 


And yet, in faith, ’tis not, his prefent want 
_ | Seems more than we fhall find it, 
Were it good, to fet the exact Wealth of all our States 
_ | All at one Cait ? to fet fo rich a Mine 
~ 4 On the nice hazard of one doubtful Hour, 
iy | it were not good : for therein fhould we read 
,, | Lhevery bottom, and the Soul of hope, 
The very Lift, the very utmoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 
Domg. Faith, and fo we fhould, 
“Where now remainsa {weet Reverfion; 
We may boldly fpend, upon the hope 
- | OF what is to come in: 
{A comfort of Retirement lives in this. 
}  Hot/p. A Rendezvous, a Home to flie unto; 
| If that the Devil and Mifchance look big 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affairs. 
|__Wor. But yet I would your Father had been here: 
_ The Quality and. Heir of our Attempt 
Brooks no Divifion.: It will be thought 
~ {By fome, that know.not why he is away, 
| That Wifdom, Loyalty, and meer Diflike 
Dt ‘Of our Proceedings, kept the Earl frony hence, 
} And-think, how fuch an. Apprehenfion 
‘May turn the Tide of fearful Faction; 
, | And breed a kind of Queftion in our Caufe: 
For well you know, we of the offering fide, 
__ | Muft keep aloof from {trict arbitrement, 
ligt | And ftop all fight-holes, every loop, from whence 
j, | The Eyeof Reafon may prye in upon us : 
_| This abfence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That fhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 
Hor{p. You {train too far. 
ty {1 rather of his. Abfence make this ufe: 
yi | It lends a luftre, and more great Opinion, 
li | A larger Dave to your greatExterprize, 
Than if the Earl were here : for men muft think, 
wh If we without his help, can make a Head 
To puhh againft the Kingdom: with his help, 
We fhall o’return it topfie-turvy down. 
ops Yet all goes well, yet all our joynts are whole. 
Dowg. As heart can think : 
bt There is not fucha word {poke of in Scotland, 
” | As this Dream of Fear. 
Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 
Flot/p. My Coufin Vernon, welcome by my Soul. 


Vern. Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord. 


The Earl of Weffmerland, feven thowfand ftrong, 


uh Is marching hither-wards with Prince, fobz. 
ae Hit{p. No harm: what more ? 
ons Vern, And further, 1 have. learn’d, 


Ii* | The King himfelf in Perfon hath fet forth, 

i} Or hither-wards intended fpeedily, 

|”) With ftrong and mighty Preparation. 

Hotfp. He fhall be welcome. too, * 

Where is his Son, 
pi’ | The nimble-footed Mad-cap, Prince of Wales, 

And his Comrades, that daft the World afide, 
jot, | And bid it pafs ? 
nt” Vern, All furnifht, all in Arms, 

All plum’d like Eftridges, that with the Wind 
| Baited like Eagles, having lately. bath’d, 
Glittering in Golden Coats, like Images, 

1 As fullof Spirit as the Month of AZay, 
i? | And gorgeous as the Sun at Mid-fummer, 
| Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls, 

_ | 1 faw young Harry with his Beaver on, 

_ | His Cufhes on his thighs, gallantly arm’d, 
ys Rife from the ground like feathered Afercury, 

_ | And vaulted with fucheafe into his Seat, 
; As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 
” 1 To turn and wind afiery Pegafus, 
, | And witcht the world with noble. Horfemanthip. 


| Butter, with hearts in their Bellies no bigger than Pins | 
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tas ESE GENTE, Scalar ae 
* Hot/p..No. more, no more; 
Worfe than the Sun in Adarch; 
This Praife doth nourith Agues : let them come: 
They come like Sacrifices in their trim, 
And to the five-ey’d Maid of foaky War, 
Allhot, and bleeding, will we offer them : 
The mailed Adars thall.on his Altar fit 
Up to the ears in. Blood. 1 am on. fire, 
To hear thisrich Reprizal is fonigh, 
And yet not ours: Come, let me take my Horfe, 
Who is to bear melike a Thunder-bolt, 
Againft the bofom of the Prince of Wales. 
Harryto Harry, thallnot Horfe.to Horfe ; 
Meet, and ne’re:part, till one drop down a Coarfe ? j 
Oh, that Glendower. were come. 
Ver, There is more News: 
I learn’d in Worcefter, as 1 rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fourteen days. 
Dowg. That’s the worft Tidings that I hear of, yet. 
Wor, 1, by my faith, that bears a frofty found. 
Hot{p. What may the Kings whole Battel reach unto? 
Ver. To thirty thoufand, 
Hot. Forty let it be, 
My Father and Glendower being both away, 
The Power of us may ferve fo great.a day, 
Come, let us take a-Mafter f{peedily : 
Dooms-day is near ; die all, die merrily. 
Dowg. Talk not. of dying, 1 am outof fear 
Of death; or deaths hand, for thisone-half year, 


L Exevint omnes: 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Falftaff and Bardolph: 


Falff. Bardolph, get thee before to'Coveniry, fill:me a 
Bottle of Sack, our Sonldiers fhall march through ; well: 
to Sutton-cop-hill to Night. 

Bard. Will you give: me-Money , Captain? 

Falft. Lay out, lay out: 

Bard. This Bottle makes an Angel. 

Falft. And if it do, take it for thy labour : and if it 
make twenty, take them all, Ple anfwer the Coynage. 
Bid my Lieutenant Pero meet me at the Towns end. 

Bard. 1 will Captain : farewell. [ Exit. 

Falft, \€ 1 be not afham’d of my Souldiers, 1 ama 
fowc’t Gurnet * I -have ‘mif-us’d the Kings Prefs dam- 
nably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred and fifty |! 
Souldiers, three, hundred! and odd: pounds, I prefs ‘me 
none but good houfe-holders, Yeothens Sons: enquire 
me out contracted Batchelors; fuch’ as had been ask’d | 
twice on the Banes: fuch a Commodity of warin Slavés, 
as had as lieve hear the Devil, as a Drum 3; fuch as féar | 
the report of a Caliver, worfe than a ftruck-Fool, of a } 
hurt Wild-Duck. I -preft me none but fach Toftes and } 


heads, and they have'bought out their Services.; Ald | 
now my whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Corporals, | 
Licutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as rag-} 
ged as Lazarus in the painted Cloth, where the Glut- 
tons Dogs licked his Sores 5 and fuch as indeed were | 
never Souldiers, but dif-carded unjuft Servingmen, youn- 
ger Sons to younger Brothets : Revolted Tapfters and | 
Oftlers, Trade-faln, the Cankers of a calm World, and | 
long Peace, ten times more difhonourable, ragged, than 
an old-fac’d Ancient ;) and fuch have'l to fill up the 
rooms of them that:have bought out their Services: that 
you would think, that I had a hundred and fifty tatter?d 
Prodigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating 
Draff and Husks. A mad fellow met me on the way, 
and told me, I had unloaded all the Gibbets, and preft the 
dead Bodies. No eye hath feen fach skar-Crows: Dle 
Hot march though Covertry with them, that’s flat. Nay, 


. and 
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and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legs, as if 


they had Gyves on; for indeed, I had the moft of them 
out of Prifon. Thert’s not a Shirt and a half in all my 
Company : and the half Shirt is two Napkins tack to- 
gether, and thrown over the Shoulders like a Heralds 
Coat, without fleeves: and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
ftoln from my Holt ‘of $, Albans ; or the Red-Nofe 
Inn-keeper of Dayntry. Bat that’s all one; they’! find 
Linnen enough on every Hedge. 


Enter the Prince, and the Lord of Weftmerland. 


Prince. How now, blown stack? how now, Quilt ? 

\ Falft. What, Hal ? How now, mad Wag, whata De- 
vil dort thou in Warwick-fhire ? My good Lord of We/t- 
‘merland, 1cry youmercy, | thought your Honour had al- 
ready been at Shremsbury. 
| Weft. Faith, Sir ohm, ’tis more than time that I were 
there, ‘and you too: but my Powers are there already. 
The King, {can tell yon, looks for usall: we muft away 
all'to ‘Night. 

Falf-, Tut, never fear me, 
to fteal Cream. pees 

Prince. | think to fteal Cream indeed, for thy theft 
hath already made thee Butter : but tell me, Fack,, whofe 
Fellows are thefethat come after? 

Falft. Mine, Hal, mine. 

Prince. 1did never fee fach pitiful Rafcals. 

Falft, Tut, tat, good enough to tofs : food for Pow- 
der, food for Powder: they’ II fill a Pit, as well as better: 
tufh. man, mortal men, mortal men. ; 

Weftm. 1, but Sir John, methinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, too beggarly. 
Fal, Faith, for their poverty, 
had that ; and for their barenefs, 
learn’d that of me. 

_» Prin, No, Vle be: fworn, unlef$ you call three fin- 
gers on the Ribs, bare. But, firrah, make hafte. Percy is 
already in the Field. 

Falft. What, is the King encamp?d ? 

Weft. He is, Fobn, | fear we fhall {tay too long. 

Falft, Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the 
beginning of a Feaft, fits a dull Fighter; and a keen 
Guett. [Exennt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Tamas vigilant as a: Cat, 


I know not where they 
Tam fure they never 


Enter Hot{pur, Worcelter, Dowglas, and Vernon. 


Hot fp, We'll. fight with him to Night. 

Wore. It may not-be. 
|. Dowg. Yougive him then advantage. 

Vern, Not..a-whit. + 2%, 
| Hot /p. Why fay. youfo ? looks he not for Supply ¢ 
| - Vern. $0 do we. i 
| Hot/p. His iscertain, Ours 1s doubtful. ; 
Wore. Good Coufin be: advis’d, ftir not to Night. 
| Vern, Do not, my Lord. 
| Dowg, You do not counfel. well : 
You fpeak it out of fear, and cold heart. = 

Vern. Dome no flander, Domglas: by my Life, 

And I dare well. maintain-it with my Life, 

If. well-refpected Honour bid me on, 

Ehold as little counfel with weak fear. 

As you, my ‘Lord, or any Scot that this day lives. 

Let it be feen to morrow in the Battel, 

Which of us fears... 
Dowg. Yea, or to night. 
Vern, Content. 4 
Fot{p. Yo night, fay 1. minus 

.. Vern, Come, come, it may not be. - 

f wonder much,being men of fuch great Leading as youare, 
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That you forefee not what Impediments 
Drag back our Expedition : certain Horfe 
Of my Coufin Vernon’s are not yet come up, 
Your Uncle Worcefter’s Horfe came but to day, 
And now their pride and mettle is afleep, 
Their courage with hard labour tame, and dull, 
That not a Horfe is half the half of himfelf, 
Hotfp. So are the Horfe of the Enemy 
In general, journey-bated, and brought low: = J 
The better part of Oursare full of reft. a 
Wore. The number of the Kings exceedeth ours; me: 
For Gods fake, Couifin, ftay till all come in, ~ : 
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The Trumpet founds a Parley. Enter Sir Walter BI nt. | 


Blunt. Tcome with gracious offers from the King, 

If you vouchfafe me heaving, and. refpect. ae 
Hiorfp. Welcome, Sit Walter Blunt : 

And would to God you were of our determinatio 

Some of us love you well : and even thofe fome 

Envy your great Defervings, and good Name, 

Becaufe you are not of our Quality, 

But ftand againft us like an Enemy. 
Blunt. And Heaven defend, but ftill I fhould Mandi 

So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, . a 

You ftand againft Anointed Majefty. 

But to my Charge. 

The King hath fent to know 

The Nature of yout Griefs, and whereupon 

You conjure from the breaft of Civil peace, 

Such bole’ Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 

Audacious Cruelty. If that the King 

Have any way your good Deferts forgot, 3 

Which he confeffeth to be manifold, a 

He bids you name your Griefs; and with all fpeed 

You fhall have your defires, with intereft : 

And Pardon abfolute for your felf, and thefe, 

Herein mis-led by your fuggeftion. 
Hot/p. The King is kind : 

And well we know, the King 

Knows at what time to Promife, when to Pay. 

My Father, my Uncle, and my felf, 

Did give him that fame Royalty he wears : 

And when he was not fix and twenty ftrong, 

Sick in the worlds regard, wretched and low, 

A poor unminded Out-law, fneaking home, 

My Father gave him welcome to the fhore : 

And when he heard him fwear, and vow to God, 

He came to be but Duke of Lancafter, 

To fue out his Livery, and beg his Peace, 

With tears of Innocency, and terms’ of zeal : 

My Father, in kind heart and pity mov’d, 

Swore him afliftance, and Perform’d it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 

Perceiv’d Northumberland did lean to him, 

They more and lefs came in with Cap and Knee, 

Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attended him on Bridges, ftood in Lanes, 

Laid Gifts before him, proffer’d him their Oaths, 

Gave him their Heirs, as Pages, followed him, 

Even at the heels, in- golden multitudes. 

He prefently, as greatriefS knows it felf, 

Steps me a little higher than his Vow 

Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, 

Upon the naked fhore at Raven/purg : 

And now (forfooth) takes on him to reform 

Some certain Ediéts, ‘and fome ftrait Decrees, 

That lay too heavy on the Common-wealth 5 

Cries out upon Abufes, feems to weep 7 

Over his Couutreys Wrongs : and by his Face, 

This feeming Brow of Juftice, did he win 

The Hearts of all that he did angle for. 

Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 

Of all the Favourites, that the abfent King - 


‘ 
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Int deputation left behind him here; : 
When he was perfonal in the Trifh War. 
Blunt, Tut, { came not to hear this. 
Hot: Then to the point. 
In fhort titné after, he depos’d the King, 
Soon after that, depriv’d him of his Life : 
And in the neck of that, task’t the whole State, 
To make that worfe, fuffer’d his kinfman March, 
Who is, if every Owner were right plac’d, 
Indeed his King, to be engag’d in Wales, 
here, without Ranfom, to lie forfeited : 
Disgrac’d me in my happy Victories; 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my Uncle from the Council Boord, 
| In rage difmifs’d my Father from the Court, 
| Broke Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 
And in conclufion, drove us to feek out 
| This Head of fafety ; and withall, to pric 
| Into his Title: the which we find 
Too indirect, for long continuance: 
#lunt. Shall t return this anfwer to the King ? 
Hot{p. Not fo, Sir Walter: 
| We'll withdraw awhile: 
Go to the King, and let there be impawn’d 
| Some furety for a fafe return again: 
| And in the morning early hall my Uncle 
| Bring him our purpofe: and fo farewell. 
Hot/p. And?t may be, fo'we hall: 
Blunt. Pray Heaven you do. 


— Scena Quarta. 
Enter the Arch-Bifhop of York, and» Sir Michel. 


| _ 4rch. Hie, good Sir Afichel, bear this fealed Brief 
{ With winged hafte tothe Lord Marthal, 
This to my Confin Scroop, andall the reft 
Yo whom they are. dire¢ted. 
If you knew how much they do import, 
You would make hafte. ; 
Sir Michel, My good Lord, I guefs their tenour, 
4rch. Like enough you do. 
To morrow, good Sir Afichel, is a day, 
Wherein the Fortune of ten thoufand men 
Mutt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As | am‘ truly given to underftand, 
The King, with mighty and quick-raifed Power, 
Meets with Lord Harry: and I fear, Sir AZichel, 
What with the ficknefs of Northumberland, 
Whofe Power was in the firft proportion ; 
| And what with Owen Glendowers ab{erice thence, 
Who with them was rated firmly too, 
And comes not in, over-rul’d by Prophecies, 
I fear the Power of Percy is too weak, 
To wage an inftant tryal with the King. 


ah 
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Kot 


There is‘ Domglas, and Lord Mortimer, 
Arch, No, Mortimer is not there. 

‘Sir Mich, But there is Adordake, Vernon, Lord Har- 
And there is my Lord of Worcefter, (ry Percy, 
And a Head of gallant Warriours, 

Noble Gentlemen. 

ih |" Arch. ‘And fo there is, but yet the King hath drawn 

The fpecial head of all the Land together : 

i | The Prince of Wales, Lord Fobn of Lancafter, 

| The Noble Weftmerland, and warlike Blunt ; 

); | And many more Corrivals, and dear men 

Of Eftimation, and Command in Arms. 
Sir 44, Doubt not, my Lord; he fhall be wéll oppos’d. 
Arch, 1 hope no lefs < Yet needful *tis to fear, 

And to prevent the worft, Sir azichél fpeed ; 
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fats 


4Slunt. 1 would you would accept of Grace and Love, 


[Exeunt. 


To entertain. the Lag-end of my life 


Sir Mich. Why, my good Lord, you need not fear, 


Forgot your Oath to us af 


For if Lord Percy thrive not e’re the King 
Difmifs his Power, he. means to vifit us; 
For he hath heard of. our, Confederacy, 


And, *tis but Wifdom to make {trong again him: 


Therefore make shalte,-I mutt go. write, againy. » 
To other Friends: and fo farewell, Sir Atechel. LE xennt, 


Actus: Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the King} Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancatter, 
Earl of Weltmetland, Si Walter Blunt,’ and Falttaff. 


King. How bloudily’ thie Sun ‘begins to peer 
A bove yon biisky hill : thé day ‘looks’ pale 
At his Diftemperature! : seid 
Prin.’ Thé Southern’ wind <40leo : 
Doth play the ‘Trumpet ‘to ‘his purpotes! 
And by his hollow whittling in the Leavess 
Foretels a Tempeft, and a bluftring day. 
King. Then with the'lofers let it fympathize, 
For nothing can feem fowre to them that win, 
[The 7) wmpet founds. 
Enter Worcelter.”’ s di , 
King. How tow, my Lord of Worfter ? “Tis not well, 
That. you and Ithould meet upon fuch terms, ' 
As now we meet: You have deceiy’d otir Truft, -)™ 
And made us doff our eafie Robe of Peace, 
To crufh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel : 
This isnot well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What fay you to it ? Will you again unknit 
This churlih Knot of all-abhorred War ? 
‘And move in that Obedierit Orb again, 
Where you did give 4 fair and natural light, 
And be no more ai exhal’d Meteor, 
A Prodigie of Fear, and aPottent 
Of broached Mifchief, to the unborn Times? 
Wor. Hear me; my Liege : - 
For mine own part, Icould be well content 


With quiet‘ hours : For Ido proteft, 

I have not fought the day of this diflike: 
King: You have not foughit it: how comes it then ? 
Fal/t. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
Prin, Peace, Chewet, peace. = 
Wor, It pleas’d your Majefty, to turn your looks 

Of Favour, from may Self, and all our Houle ; 

And yet I muft remember you, my Lord, 

We were the fitft, and dedreft of your Friends: 

For you, my Staff of Office did | break 

In Richard’s time, and pofted day and night 

To meet you on the way, and kifg your hand; 

When yet you were in place, and in account 

Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate, ag I . 

It was my felf, my Brother, and ‘his Sort, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-daré 

The danger of the tiie. You {wore to us, 

And you did fwear that Oath at Doncafter, ; 

That you did nothing of purpofe *gainit the State, 

Nor claim no further, than your new-fala right,” 

The feat of Gaunt, Dukedom of Lancafter, 

To this, we fware our aid? But in fhort fpace, 

It rain’d down Fortune fhowring on your head, 

And fach a floud of GreatnefS fell on you, 

What with our help, what with the abfent King, 

What with the Injuries of wanton Time, 

The feeming Sufferances that you had born, 

And the contfarious Winds that held the King 

So long in the unlucky Jrifh Wars, : 

That all in England did repute him dead: 

And from this fwarin of fair Advantages, 

You took occafion to be quickly woo'd, 

To gripe the generall fway into your Hand, 

Doncafter, = 

i ais And 
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And being fed byus, you us’d us fo, 
‘As that ungentle gull the Cuckows Bird, 
did opprefsour’ Nett, 
to fo great a Bulk, 
ft not come near your’ fight 
ut with nimble wing 
to.fiye 
prefent Head, 


As you your 

| By unkind Ufage, 

| And violation of 
Sworn to us in your you 

King. Thefe things in 

Proclaim’d at. Market Crofles, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion. 
With fome fine Colour, that may pleafe the ,eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poor Difcontents, 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the News 
Of hurly burly Innovation: ... 
And never yet did Infurrection. want 
Such Water-colours, to impaint his Caufe : 
Nor. moody Beggars, ftarving for a time 
Of pell-mell Havock, .and Confufion. 

. Prin. \n-both out. Armies, there is many.a Soul. 
Shall’ pay full. dearly for this Encounter, 


If once they joy in trial. Tell your Nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth joyn with all the World 
In praife of Henry Percy : By my Hapesy 
This prefent Enterprize fet off his head, 
1 do not think a braver Gentleman, 
More Active, Valiant, or more valiant young, 
More daring, or more bold, is nowalive, 

| To grace this latter Age with Noble Deeds. 

_| For my part, I may {peak it to my fhame, 
I have a Truant been to Chivalry, 
And fol hear he doth account me too: 
Yet this before my Fathers Majefty, 
[am content that. he fhall take the odds 
Of his great Name and Estimation, 

‘| And will, to fave the Bloud on cither fide, 
Try Fortune with him, in a Single Fight. 


King. And, Prince of Wales, fo dare we venture thee, 


-\ Albeits Confiderations infinite 
Do miake againft it : No, good Worfer, no, 
We love our People well, even thofe we love © 
That are mifled upon your Coufins part : 
And will they take the offer of our Grace: 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every malt 
Shall be my Friend again, and Vle be his. 
So tell your Coufin, and bring, me word, 
What he willdo. But if he will not yield, 
-| Rebuke and dread Correction wait on Us, 
And they fhall do their Office. So be gone, 
We will not now be troubled with reply, 
We offer fair, takeit advifedly. 
Prin. It will not be accepted, on my Life, 
'} The Dowglas and the Hot [pur both together, 
1 Are confident againft the world in Arms. 
King. Hence therefore, every Leader to his Charge, 
For on theit Anfwer will we fet on them 5 
And God befriend us, as out Canfe is jaft. 
Manet Prince an Falftaff. 
Fal. Hal, i{thou fee me down in the Battel, 
And beftride me, {05 tis a point of Friendfhip. 


Prin. Nothing but a Coloflus can do thee that Friendhhip : 


1 Say thy Prayers, and. farewell. 
 Falft, L would it were Bed time? Hal, and all well. 
Prin. Why, thou oweft Heaven a death. 
Fal. ’Tis not. due yet : 
\ before his day. What need I be fo forward with 


| me on. But how if Honour prick, me off 
‘on? Howthen, Can Honour fet to a leg, 


arm? No: : 
Honour hath no. skillin Surgery then ? No. What is 


[ Exit Worcefter. 


{ Exeuat. 


1 would be loth to pay him 
ith him 


that call’s not on me? Well, tis no matter, Honour pricks 


Or take away the grief “of a Wound ? Ne 


nour ? aword. What is that word. Honour ? Ayre; 
trim reckoning. Who hath it 2? He that dy’d a Weduef-} 


day. Doth he feel-it ? No. Both he hear it? No. Is it} 


infenfible then ? yea, to the dead. But will itnot live with} 
the living ? No. Why ? Detraétion will not fuffer it, } 


therefore le none of it. Honour isa meer Scutcheon, and} 


fo ends my Catechifm. LE 


Le 
Scena Secunda, 


Enter Worcefter, and Sir Richard Vernon. — 


Wor. O no, my Nephew muff not know, Sit Rider 
The liberal kind Offer of the King. a 
Ver. Twere belt he did. oa 
Wor. Then we are all undone. ae 

It is not‘poflible, it cannot be, i. 

The King would keep his Word in loving us, 

He will fafpect us ftill, and find a time 

To Punifh this Offence in other Faults: yi 4 

Suppofition, all our lives hall be ftuck full of Eyes, 7 

For Treafonis but trufted like the Fox, re 

Who ne’re fo tame, fo cherifh’d, and lock’d up, 

Will have a wilde trick of his Anceitors : “a 

Look how he can, or fad, or merrily, : 

Jnterpretation will mifquote our looks, 

And we fhall feed like Oxen at aStall, 

The better cherifh’d, fill the nearer death. 

My Nephews trefpafs may be well forgot, 

It hath the excufe of Youth, and heat of Bloud, 

And an adopted Name of Priviledge, 

Ahare-brain’d Hot/pur, govern’d by a Spleen: 

All his Offences live upon my Head, 

Andon his Fathers. We did train him om, 

And his Corruption being tane from us, 

We as the Spring of all, hall pay forall: 

Therefore, good Coufin, let not Harry know 

In any cafe, the Offer of the King. 

Ver. Deliver what you will, Vle fay tis fo. 

Here comes your Coufin. 

Enter Hotf{put. 
Hot, My Uncle is. return’d : 

Deliver up my Lord of W eftmerland, 

Uncle, what News? : 
Wor. The King will bid you Battel prefently. 
Dow, Defic him by the Lord of Weftmerland, 
Hor, Lord Dowglas : go youand tell him fo. ; 
Dow. Marryand fhall, and very willingly- i 

f Exit Dow 


Wor. There is no feeming merey in the King; 
Hot, Did youbeg any? God forbid. i 
Wor. 1 told him gently of our Grievances. 

Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearing that he is forfworn, 

He calls.us Rebels, Traitors, and will feourge 

With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in Us 

Enter Dowglas. a 


Dow. Arm,.Gentlemen, to Arms, for J have throw 


A brave defiance in King Henrées teeth: 
And Weftmerland that was. ingag?d did bear it, uff 
Which cannot choofe but bring him quickly 08 po 
Wor. The Prince of Wales ftept forth betore the Kil 
And, Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. tn 
Hor, O, would the Quarrel lay upon our Heads, 
And that no man might draw fhort breath to day, | 
But land Harry Monmouth. Tellme, tell me, : 
How fhew’d his Talking ? Scem’d it in contempt* "| 
__ Ver, No, by my Soul: Ineverin my life em 
Did hear a Challenge urg’d more modeltly 
Unlefs aBrother fhould a Brother dare , 
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To gentle Exercife and proof of Arms. 

He gave you all the Duties of a Man, 

Trim?d up your Praifes with a Princely Tongue, 
Spoke your Defervings like a Chronicle, 

| Making you ever better than his Praife, 

By ftill difpraifing Praife, valu’d with you: 

And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
He made a blufhing cital of himéfelf, 

And chide his Trewant youth fo with a Grace, 
Asif he maftered there a double Spirit 

Of teaching and of learning inftantly : 

There did he paufe. But let me tell the World, 
If he out-live the Envy of this day, 

England did never owe fo {weet a hope, 

# So much mifconftrued in his Wantonnefs. 

Hot. Coufin, I think thou art enamoured 

| On his follies: never did I hear 

Ofany Prince fo wild at Liberty. 

But be heas he will, yet once e’re night, 

I will embrace him with a Souldiers Arm, 

That he fhall fhrink under my courtefie. 


Better confider what you have to do, 
Than I, that have not well the gift of Tongue, 
| Can lift your Blood up with Perfwafion. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
_ Mef, My Lord, here are Letters for you. 
_ Hor. I cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort ; 
To fpend that fhortnefs bafely, were too long. 
If life did ride upon a Dials point, 
till ending at the arrival of an hour, 
"And if we live, we live ro tread on Kings: 
i If dyes brave death, when Princes dye with us. 
_ Now for our Confciences, the Arms is fair, 
1 When the intent for bearing them is juft. 
Enter another Meffenger. 
th Mef. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 
Hot, | thank him, that he cuts me from my tale : 
I: For I profefs not talking : Only this, 
i Let each man do his beft. And here! draw my Sword, 
_ Whofe worthy temper I intend to ftain 
i! With the beft blood that I can mect withall, 
In the Adventure of this perillous day. 
Now Efperance Percy, aud fet on: 
Sound all the lofty Inftruments of War, 
And by that Mufick, let us all embrace : 
For Heaven to Earth, fome of us never fhall, 
risa. fecond time do fuch a courtefie. 
ud 
ish They embrace, the Trumpets found, the King entreth 
li) swath bis Power, alarm unto the Battell, Then enter 
ae Dowglas and Sir Walter Blunt. 
el 
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sgt What Honour doft thou feck upon my Head ? 
idi® Dow. Know then my name is Domglas, 
4, Mddo haunt thee in the Battel thus, 
jo@3ecaufe fome tell me, that thou art a King. 
get? Blunt, They tell thee true. 

Dow, The Lord of Stafford here to day hath bought 
Why likenefs: for inftead of thee, King Harry, 
,, his Sword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 
if UtlefS thou yield thee as a Prifoner. 


i Q 
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Arm, arm with fpeed. And Fellows, Souldiers, Friends, 


| _ Blu, What is thy Name,that in Battel thus thou al 
me 


‘Prin, | befeech your Majefty make up, 
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Dow. Here. 
Flot. This, Domglas? No, I know this face full well : 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt, 

Semblably furnifh’d like the King himfelf. 

Dow, Ah fool: go with thy Soul whither it goes, 

A borrowed Title haft thou bought too dear. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 
Hor, The King hath many marching in his Coats, 
Dow. Now by my Sword, [ will kill all his Coats, 

le murther all his Wardrobe picce by piece, 

Untill 1 meet the King. 

#fot. Up and away. 
Our Souldiers ftand full fairly for the day. [Exeune 


Alarm, and enter Falftaff (olus, 


Fal. Though I could feape fhot-free at London, 1 fea 
the thot here: here’s no fcoring, but upon the pate. Soft, 
who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s Honour for you: 
here’s no Vanity, Iam as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
heavy too; Heaven keep Lead out of me, | need no more 
weight than mine own Bowels. I have led my tag of 
Muffians where they are pepper’d: there’s not three of my 
150 left alive, and they for the Towns end, to beg dn- 
ring life. But who comes here ? 

Enter Prince, 

Prin, What ftand?ft thou idle here? lend me thy Sword 
Many a Noble man lies fark and {tiff ; 
Under the hooves of vaunting Enemies, 

Whofe deaths are unreveng’d, Prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Fal. O Hal, | prethee give me leave to breathe a while. 
Turk Gregory never did fuch deeds in Arms, as I have don 
this day. I have pay’d Percy, | have made him fure. 

Prim. He is indeed, and living to kill thee; 

I prethee lend me thy Sword, 

Falft, Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get’it not my 
Sword \ but take my Piftol if thou wilt. 

Prin, Giveit me: What, is it-in the Cafe ? 
Fal, | Hal,’tis hot: There’s that will Sack-a City. 
The Prince draws out a Bottle of Sack, 


Prin, What, is it a time to jeft and dally now? [Eat 
Throws it at him. 
_ Falft. if Percy be alive. Ile pierce him: if he do come 
in my way, fo: if he do not,if 1 come in his (willingly) 
let him make.a Carbonado of me, I like not fuch grinning 
Honour as Sir Walrer hath: Give me life, which if | can 
fave, fo: if not, Honour comes unlook’d for, and theres 
an end, [Ex:t. 


Scena Tertia, 


Alarm, Excurfions, enter the King, the Prince, 
Lord John of Lancafter, and the Earle 
of Weftmerland, 


King, I prethee, Harry,withdraw thy felf, thou bleed- 
eft too much: Lord ¥ohn of Lancaffer, go you with him. 
P. ohn. Not I, my Lord, unlefg I did bleed too, 


Leaft your retirement do amaze your Friends. 
King, | will do fo: 
My Lord of Weftmerland, lead him to his Tent. 
Weft. Come my Lord, I’le lead you to your Tent, 
Prin, Lead me, my Lord? I do not need your help, 
And Heaven forbida fhallow fcratch fhould drive 
The Prince of Wales from fach a Field as this, 
Where ftain’d Nobility lyes trodden on, 
And Rebels Arms triumph in Maflacres. 
John. We breathe too long: come Coufin Weftmerland, 
Our duty this way lies, for Heavens fake come. 
Prin, By Heaven thou haft deceived me, Lancafter, 
Gg I did 


as 


I did not think thee 


King. The King 


And not the.very 
Seek Percy and thy 


And yet in faith 


Prin. Hold up 


That ever faid 


K. Make up 


Prin. Thou 


To fhare with 


Ple crop, to 
Hot. \ can 


Fal. Well 


And Time, 


Dow. Another King ? They grow 
Iam the Domglas fatal to all thofe 
That wear thofe Colour 
That counterfeit the 


But mine 1 am fur 
And thus I win thee. [They fight, the K. 


it is the Prince of 
Who never promifet 


Prin. O Heaven, 


por, VE 1 miftake not, t 


Hot. My Name is Harry Pere 
Prin. Why then fee avery va 
I am the Prince of Wales, and think no 


‘Two Stats keep not 


Of Harry Percy, an 
- Hot. Nor thall it, 
To end the one of us 5 


Enter Dowglas, he fig 


as if he were dea 


The firft Part of King 
Muft have a ftop. O,1 
But that the Earth. an 


Lord of fach a Spirit: 


Before, 1 lov’'d thee as a Brother, Fobn, 
But now, | dorefpect thee asmy Soul. 
King. \faw him hold Lord Percy at the point, 
With luftier maintenance t 
Of fuch an ungrown Warrior. 
Prin. O this Boy, 


Enter Dow g las. 


So many of his Shadows thou haft met, 


King. I have two Boys 
felf about the Field : 


But feeing thou fall’ft on me fo luckily 
I will aflay thee: fo defend thy felf. 
Dow. 1 fear thou art ano 


Enter Prince. 


thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 


Never to hold it up again: the Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly, Saf 


Eater Hotfpur. 


me in glory any more: 


Enter Falttaff. 


faid, Hal, to it Hal, Nay, you fhal find no | Du 
Boys play here, | can tell you. 


bes with Falftaff, who falls dowa as 
4. The Prince killeth Percy. 


Hot, Oh Harry thou hafte rob’d_me of my youth : 
I better brook the lofs of bitter life, 
Than thofe proud Titles thou ha 
They wound my thoughts worfe,than the Sword m 
But thought’s the flave of Life, and 
that takes furvey of all the World, 


han I did look for 
lends mettle to us all. (Exit. 
like Hydra’s Heads: 


son them. What art thou 
Perfon of a King ? 


himfelf: who,Dowglas,grieves at heart I fhould no { 
But let my Favours hide thy mangled Face, 


And even in thy 


ther Counterfeit : 
thou bear’ft thee like a King : 
e thou art, who e’re thou be, 


ord, Blunt, are in my Arms ; 
Wales that threats thee, 
h, but means to pay. 

They fight, Dowglas fryeth. 
Chearly, My Lord: how fares your Grace ? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey ha 
And fo hath Clifion: Vle to Clifton ftreight: 
King. Stay, and breathe a while. 
Thou halt redeem’d thy loft opinion, 
Aad fhew’d thou mak’ft fome tender of my life 

in this fair Refcue thou haft brought to me. 
they did me too much injury, 
I hearkned to your death. 

If it were fo, f might have let alone 
The infulting Hand 
Which would have 
As all the poyfonous Potio 
And fav’dthe Treacherous 


th for fuccour fent, 


of Dowglas over you, 

been as fpeedy in your end, 
ns in the World, 
labour of y 
to Clifton,Vle to Sir Nechol. Gawfey.LExit. 


hou art Harry Monmouth 
{peakeft as if would deny my Name. 


liant Rebel of that Name. 


their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England brook a double Reign, 

d the Prince of Wales. 

Harry, for the Hour is come 

and would to Heaven, 

Thy Name.in Arms, were Dow 2 great as mine. 
Pria, Pie make it greater, e’re I part from thee, 

And all the budding Honours on thy Creft, 

make a Garland for my Head. 

no longer brook thy Vanities. (Fight. 


{t won of me» 


A Kingdom for 


Bears not alive 


For doing the 
Adieu, and ta 


But not reme 
What ? Old 


being in danger. 


Ifl were muc 
Death hath n 


Falft, $mb 


7Twas time 


deed. The 


our Son. 
as well as I 


t Percy, 


Prin. I 


Without 


kill the n 


y flefh : 


Life Time’s Fool ; 
Sohn. 


Henry the Fourth, 


And food for-——— 
Prin. For Worms, 


Ill-weav’d Ambition, how a 
When that this Body did containa Spirit, - 


But now two paces O 
1s room enough. This 


If thou wer’t fenfible of Courtefic, ; 
t make fo great a fhow of Zeal, . 


Thy ignominy 


Keep ina little life ? Poor Fack_, farewell: 
I could have better fpar’d a better man. 
O, I fhould have a heavie mifS of thee, 


Though many dearer in this bloody Fray = 
Imbowell’d will I fee thee by and by, 
Till then, in blood by Noble Percy lye, 


give you leave to powder me,and eat me too to mo 


had paid me fcot and lot too.Counterfeit ?1 amno 
terfeit; to dye, is to bea counterfeit, for he is butt 
counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life ofa man: f 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, isto 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of 


which better part, I have faved my life. Lam 
this Gun-powder Percy, though he be dead. Ho 
fhould counterfeit too, and rife, ¥ am afraid ke 
prove the better counterfeit : therefore Mle make him 
yea,and le fwear I have kilPd him. Why may not he: 


fees me. Therefore, Sirrah,with a new wound inyour m 
come you along with me. Takes Hotfpur hsb 
G 


Prin. ComefBrother Sobn,full bravely halt th 
Maiden Sword. 

Joba, But foft, who have we here! 
Did you not tell me this fat ma 


__ Falft. No, that’s certain: Iam not a double ma 
if | amnot Gack Falftaff, then am 1a Jack: 
if your Father willdo me any Honour, fo: 


ke, 1 can aflure you. 
Prin, Why, Percy 1 kil?d my felf, and {a0 thee 
Fal, Did?{t thou? Lord, Lord, how the world Be 
to Lying? I grant youl was down, and out © 
and fo was he, but we rofe both at an inftant,au¢ 
a long hour by Shremsbury Clock if 1 may be OF be 
fo: if not,let them that fhould rewar : 
the fin upon their own heads. Ile take’t 0° ay K 
‘I gave him this wound inthe Thigh: 
live, and would deny it, I would make £ 
of my Sword, v 


could Prophefie, 

athe cold hand of death, 
Lycs on my Tongue: No, Percy thou art due 
brave Percy. Farewel great Hearts) 
how much art thou thru # Hea 


it was too {mall a bound : 

f the vileft Earth 
Earth that bears thee dead, 
{o tout a Gentleman. 


behalf, Pie thank my felf > it 
{e fair Rites of Tendernefs. 

ke thy praife with thee to Heaven, 

fleep with thee in the Grave, 

mbred in thy Epitaph, if 
Acqaintance ? Could not all this fleh |} 


h in love with Vanity. 
ot itruck fo fat a Deer to day, 


ee oe a 


Falftaff riferh up. 
owell’d ? If thou imbowel me to 


to counterfeit, or that hot Termagant 


better part of Valour, is Difcretion, 


? Nothing confutesme but Eyes,l! 


Enter Prince and ohn of Lancaftet. 


ou fell ) 


in was dead ? 
did, 1 faw him dead, 


Breathlefs, and bleeding on the ground: Art th 
Or is it Fantafie that plays upon our Eye-fi : 
I prethee fpeak, we will not truft our Eyes 


our Ears. Thou art not what thou 


Theres 
if not, 
ext Percy himfelf. 1 look either to 


a Vale 


if the 


This is the ftrangeft tale tha¥ ANG 


oe 


~\ 


we 


i. - 
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The firft Part of King Henry the Fourth. 63° | 
i |- - — Se { 
" Prin. This is the ftrangeft Fellow, Brother Fobe, And I embrace this Fortune patiently, , 
Come bring your luggage nobly on your back : Since, not to be avoided, it falls on mz. 
ty | For my part, if a lye may do thee grace, _ King. Bear Worcejter to death, and Veras7 too, 
yi | Pile gild it with the happieft terms I have. Other Offenders we will paufe upon. 
sa A Retreat is founded. Exit: Wotcelter aed Vernon. 
| The Trumpets found Retreat, the day is ours : How goes the Field? : 
Come Brother, . let’s to the higheft of the Ficld, Prin, The Noble Scot Lord Domglas, when he faw 
sy gf Lo fee what Friends are living; whoare dead. [E-eunt. The Fortune of the day quite turn’d from him, 
Fal. Ve follow as they fay, for Reward. . He that re-) The Noble Percy flain, and all his men, 
wards me, Heaven reward him: If 1 do grow great again, | Upon the foot of fear, fled with the rcit, 
1 Pie grow lefs ? for ?le purge, and leave Sack, and live And falling froma hill, he was. fo Druiz’d 
M cleanly, as a Noble man fhould do. (Ex. | That the Purfuers took him. At my Tent 
i | The Domglas is, and I befeech your Grace, 
I may difpofe of him. 
' King. With all my heart. 
, Scena Qu arta. Prin. Then Brother John of Laacalter, 
a To you this Honourable Bounty fhall belong: 
we The Trumpets found. Go to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
i | © Enter King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancafter, Up to his pleafure, ranfomlefs and free: 
nl; Earl of Weftmerland, with Worcefter and His Valour fhewn upon our Crefts to day, 
A Vernon prifoners. Hath taught us how to cherifh fuch high Deeds, 
Even in the bofom of our Adverfaries. 
| King. Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke. King. Then this remains: that wedivide our Power. 
ty, } W-fpirited Worcefer, did we hot fend Grace, You Son ¥ohn, and my Coufin Weftmerland 
ij; | Pardon,.and terms 6f Love toallof you ? Towards York {hall bead. you, with your deareft fpeed 
+} And would’ft thou turn our Offers.contrary ? To meet! Northumberland, and the Prelate Scrocp, 
'| Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfman’s Trult ? Who (as we hear) are bufily in Arms. 
| Three Knights upon our Party {lain to days My felf, and Son Harry will towards }Vales. 
dei | A Noble Earl and many a Creature-elfe To fight with Glendower, and the Earl of Afarch. 
‘ml! } Had been alive this hour; Rebellion in this Land fhall lofe his way, 
gle | Iflikea Chriftian thou had’ft truly borif, Meeting the Check of fuch’ another. day ; 
él | Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence... And fince this bufinefs fo far is done, 
it i Wor. What 1 have done, my fafety urg’d me to, Let us not:leave till all our own. be won. [Excunt, 
i it Luks 
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ae LN DUCT LON. The which, in every Language, I pronounce, . 


gil 
Enter. Rumor. 


gw ; I, from the Orient, to the drooping Wet. 
| \ (Making the wind my Poft-horfe) ftill unfold 
The Acts commenced on this Ball of Earth. 


Re 


& Pen your Ears : For Which of you will top 
The vent of. Hearing, when. loud Rumor {peaks 


Stuffing the ears of them with falfe Reports: 

1 {peak of Peace, while covert Enmity 

(Under the finile of fafety ) wounds the World : 

And. who but Rumor, who but only J 

Make fearful Mufters, and prepar’d Defence, 

Whilft the big year, fwoln with fome other griéfs, 

Is thought with ~~ y the ftern Tyrant Wat ; 
§ 2 


os 


And 


ne ee al 


The {econd Part of King Henry the Fourth: 


And no fuch matter. Rumor isa Pipe 

Blown by Surmife, Jealoufies, Conjectures ; 

And of fo eafie, and fo plain a ftop, 

That the blunt Monfter, with uncounted Heads, 

The ftill difcordant, wavering Multitude, 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

My well-known Body to Anatomize 

Among my Houfhold ? Why is Rwvor here ? 

I run before King Harry’s Victory, 

Who in a bloody Field by Shremsbury 

Hath beaten down young Hot/pur, and his Troops, 

Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion, 

Even with the Rebels blood. But what mean I 

To fpeak of Truth at firft ? My Office is 

To noife abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 

Under the Wrath of Noble Hofpur’s Sword : 

And that the King, before the Domglas Rage 

Stoop’d his Anointed head, as low as death. 

This have I rumor’d through the Peafant Towns, 

Between the Royall Field of Shrewsbury, 

And this Worm-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone, 

Where Hot/pur’s Father, old Northumberland, 

Lyes crafty fick. The Pofts come tyring on, 

And not aman of them brings other News . 

Than they have learn’d of me. From Rumor’s Tongues. 

They bring finooth-Comforts-falfe, worfe than True- 
wrongs. L Exit. 


a 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter: Lord.Bardolf, and the Porter. 


L. Bar. Who keefis theGa 
Where is the Earl tis CRs 2 

Por, What fhall 1 fay you" 

L. Bar, Tel¥ thou the Eatk*s 
That the Lord Bardolf doth attend him here? 

Por. His Lordthip is walk’d forth into the Orchard, 
Pleafe it your Honor, knock but at the Gate, 
And he “himfetf will anfwer. 

Enter Northumberland. 

L. Bar, Here comes the Earl. 

Nor, What news, Lord Bardolf ? Evry minute now 
Should be the Father of fome Stratagem ; 
The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horfe 
Full of high feeding) madly hath broke-loofe, 
And bears down all before him. 

L. Bar. Noble Earl, 
I bring you certain News from Shrewsbury. 

Nor. Good, and Heaven will. 

L. Bar. As good as heart can wifh : 
The King is almoft wounded to the death: 
And in the-Fortune of my Lord your Son, 
Prince Harry flain outright,: and both the Blunts 
Kill’d by the hand of Domglas, Young Prince Yohn, 
And Weftmerland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 
And Harry Aonmouth’s Brawn (The Hulk Sir ohn) 
Is Prifoner to your Son. O, fich a Day, 
(So fought, fo follow’d, and fo fairly won) | 
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times 
Since Cafar’s Fortunes. 

Nor. How is this deriv’d ? 
Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 
~ L, Bar. \fpake with one (my L.)that came from thence 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name, 
That “freely rénder’d me this News for true. ~ 

‘Nor.. Her. comes my fervant Zravers, whom I fent 
On Tueéfday laft," to liften after News. . 

‘“. Enter Travers. : 

L. Bar. My Lord, Tl over-rode him on the way. 
And he is furnifh’d with no Certainties, 
More than he ( haply ) may retail from me. 


Nor, Now Travers, what good Tidings comes from you? 
Tra. My Lord, fobn Umfrevil turn’d me back | 
With joyfull tydings ; and being better‘ horsd 
Out-rode me. After him, came fpurring hard 
A Gentleman (almoft fore. {pent with fpeed) 
That ftopp’d by me, to breathe his bloodied Horfe, ~ 
He ask’d the way to Chejfer : And of him 
I did demand what News from Shrewsbury: 
He told me, that Rebellion had ill luck, 
And that young Harry Percie?s Spur was cold. 
With that he gave his able Horfe the head, 
And, bending forward, ftrook his able heels 
Againit the panting fides of his poor Jade, 
Up to the Rowel-head, and ftarting fo, 
He feem’d in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer queftion. 
North. Ha ? Again : 
Said he young Alarry Percie’s Spur was cold? 
(Of Horfpur, cold-Spur) that Rebellion 
Had met ill luck ? 
L. Bar. My Lord: le tell you what, 
If my young Lord your Son, have not the day, 

Upon mine Honour, for a filken Point ; 
Ple give my Barony. Never talk of it. a 
Nor, Why fhould the Gentleman that rod by Trav 
Give then fuch inftances of Lofs ? 

L. Bar. Who he? 
He was fome hielding Fellow, that had ftola “vy 
The Horfe he rode on: and upon my life 4 
Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more News. | | 
* * Enter Morton. is 4 
Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like toa Title-leaf, if 
Foretels the Nature ofa Tragick Volume: 
So looks the Strond, when the Imperious Flood = 
Hath left a witnefs’d Ufurpation. heel 
Say, Morton, did*ft thou come from Shremsbiiry? 
Mor, \ ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) e 
Where hateful death put on his uglieft Mask 
To fright our Party. 
Nor. How.doth my Son, and Brother ? 
Thou trembl'it ; and the whitenefs in thy Cheek 
ls apter than thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 
Even fuch a man, fo faint, fo fpiritlefs, 
So dull, fo dead in look, fo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priam?s Curtain, in the dead of night, 
And would have told him, half his Troy was burtd. 
But Priam found the Fire, e’re he his Tongue =~} 
And J, my Percie’s death, ere thou report'itit. | 
This, thou would’ft fay : Your Son did thus, 
Your Brother, thus. So fought the Noble Domglas 
Stopping my greedy Ear with their bold deeds. 
But in the end ¢( to ftop my Ear indeed J 
‘Though haft aSigh, to-blow.away this Praife, 
Ending with Brother, Son, and all are dead. oe | 
Mor. Dowglas is living, and your Brother, yet? J” 
But for my Lord, your Son, . ¥ a 
Nor. Why, he is dead. 
See what a ready Tongue fufpition hathg ~~ 
He that but fears the thing, he would not knoW, | 
Hath by Inftinét, knowledge from others Byes; | | 
That what he fear’d is chanc’d. Yet fpeak ( Mort) | 
Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination Lies, == 
And I will take it as a fweet Difgrace, ae 
And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong. | 
~ Mor. You are too great, to be(by me) gainfaid? a 
Your Spirit is too true, your Fears too certain. ay 
Nor. Yet for all this, fay not that Percie’s dead. | 
I fee a ftrange Confeflion in thine Eye : (ee 
Thou fhak’f thy head, and hold’{tit Fear, or Sin, 
To {peak a truth. If he be flain, fay fo: aa 
The Tongue offends not, that reports his death? ) | 
And he doth fin that doth belye the dead; aoe | 
Not he, which fays the dead is' not alive: ' ~ 
Yet the firft bringer of unwelcome News 


we 


r 
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th | 

oe i = 

mi | Hath buta lofing Office: And his Tongue, (Though ftrongly apprehended) could reftrain 

ly | Sounds ever after as a fullen Bell The ftiff-born actioa : What hath then befaln ? 
) |Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth, 
dy} © L. Bar. I cannot think (my Lord) your Son is dead. More than that Being, which was like to be ? 
Mor. 1 am forry I fhould force you to believe L. Bir, Weall that are engaged to this lofs, 


Knew that we ventur’d on fach dangerous Seas, 


That, which I would to Heaven I had not feen. 
That if we wrought out life, was ten to one; 


But thefe mine Eyes faw him in bloody ftate, 


sf | Ren@ring faint acquittance (wearied and out-breath’d) | And yet we ventur’d for the Gain propos’d, 
a 'To Henry Monmouth, whofe {wift wrath beat down Choak’d the refpect of likely Perilfear?d, 
it YP Lhe never-daunted Percy to the Earth, And fince we are o’re-fet, venture again. 


Come, we willall pat forth; Body and Goods. 
Mor. ’ Vis more than time : And (mymoft noble Lord) 
I hear for certain, and. do fpeak the truth: 
The gentle Arch-Bifhop.of York, is up 
With well appointed Powers: hetis a man 
Who witha double Surety bindes his Followers. 
My Lord (yourSon ) had onely but the Corps, 
But Shadows,’ and the Shews of men'to fight. 
For that fame word (R<behion ) did divide 
The adtion of their Bodies, from their Souls, 
And they did fight with queaiinefs, conftrain’d, 
As men drink Potions; that their Weapons only 
Seen’d on-our fide: But for their Spirits and Souls; 
This word (Rebellion, it had froze them up, 
As Fifhare ina Pond. But now the Bifhop 
Yurns Infurréction to Religion, 
Suppos’d fincere, and holy in his Thoughts : 
He’s follow’ both with Body, and with Mind : 
And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the Blood 
Of fair King Richard, fceray’d from Pomfret ftones, 
Derives from Heaven his Quarrel, and his Caufe : 
Tellsthem, hedoth beitride a bleeding Land, 
Gafping for life, under great Bullingbrook, 
And more, ‘and lefs, do flock to follow him. 
North. \.kaew-of this before. Burto fpeak truth, 
This prefent grief had wip’d it from my: mind. 
Go in withme, and conniel every man 
The apseft way for Safety, and Revenge: 
Get Pofts, and Letters, and make Friends with fpeed, 
Never fo few, flor never y.ct more need. | LExennte, 


(From whence (with life ) he never more {prung up. 

iin few ; his death (whofe Spirit lent a Fire, 

J} Even to the dulleft Peazantin his Camp) 

¥Being bruited once, took Fire and Heat away 

From the beft temper’d Courage in his Troops. 

For from his Metal was his Party fteel’d ; 

} Which once in him abated, all the reft 

}Turn’d on themfelves, like dull and heavy Lead, 

, fAnd asthe thing that’s heavy in it felf, 

k Upon enforcement, flies with greateft fpeed, 
8150 did our Men, heavy in Hor/par’s lofs, 

Lend to this weight fach lightnefs with their fear, 
That Arrows fled not fwifter toward their aim, 
Than did our Souldiers (aiming at their fafety ) 

Fly from the field, Then was that Noble Worceffer 

Too foot ta’ne Prifonér : And that furious Scot, 

ab (The bloody Dowe!2s) whofe well-labouring Sword 

it Had three times flain th? Appearance of the King, 

tt! 4 Gan vail his ftomack,* and did grace the fhame 

Of thofe that turn’d their back : And in his flight, 

Stumbling in Fear, was took. ‘The fum of all, 

i | Is, that the King hath won: And’hath fent out 

alt} A fpeedy Power; to encotinter you, my Lord, 
{Under the Conduct of young Lancajter 

ja) } And Weftmerlaed. This is the News at full. 

ele} Nor: For this, 1 fhall have'time enough to mourn. 

¢ | In Poyfon there is Phyfick : And this News 

(Having been well ) that would have made me fick, 

Being fick; hath in fome meafure made me well. 

Andas the Wretch, whofe Feaver-weakened Joynts, 

Like ftrengthlefs Hinges, buckle under life, 

| impatient of his Fit, breaks like a fire 


ft, 


t! 
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ah 


1 | Oat of his Keepers arms: Even fo, my Limbs * Sk 
e" j (Weakned with grief) being now inrag’d with grief, S¢cna Te tid. 
yess | Are thrice themfelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch, =: 
Tost A fealy Gauntlet now; with Joynts of Steell Enter Falftafk, and Page. 
“ Mouft glove his hand. And hence thou-fickly Quoif, SOT i 
sh | Thou art a gnard too wanton for the head, FalSirrah,you Giant,what fays the Doct. tomy Water ? 
ule Which Princes flefh?d with Conquelt, aim to hit. Pag. He faid, Sir, the water it felf was.a good. heal- 
mS | Now bind my Brows withIron, and approach thy Water: But fer the Party that own?d it, he might have 
1d Th . > _ “ty 2 "7 BS OF i ae te a a “3 
eragged’ft hour that Time and Spight dare bring, more Difeafes than he knew for. 
), | To frown upon th’ eprag’d Northumberland. Fal. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at me: The 
i 1) Let Heaven kifs Earth : Now let not Nature’s hand brain of this foolifi: compounded Clay-man,-is not able ) 
teh Keep the wild Flood confin’d: Let Order die, to invent any thing that tends to laughter, more than I | 
ts | And let the World no longer be a ftage invent, ‘or is invented on me. lam not onely witty in my 
To feed Contention in a lingring Act: felf, but the caufe that'wit is in other men. I do’here 
, }But let one Spirit of the firit-born Cain, walk before thee, likea Sow, that hath o’rewhelm’d all 
i, | Reign in all bofoms, that’ each hearc being fet her Litter, but one. If thePrince put thee into my Ser- 
t¥ 1On bloody Courfes, the rude Scene'may end, vice for anyother reafon, than to fet me off, why then 
Yi And darknefs be the burier of the dead. (Honour. | have no judgment. Thou horfon. Mandrake, thou art 
AP | ZL. Bar. Sweet Earl, divorce not wifdom from your fitter to be worn in my cap, .than to wait. at my heels., 1 i 
| Mor, The Lives of all your loving Complices wasnever maim’d with an Agot tillinow: Buel will: fet 
_ 4 Lean on your Health, the whichit you give c’re you neither in Gold nor Silver, but in vile: Apparel, and 
%, | Lo ftormy Pallion, mutt perforce decay. fend you back again. to. your Mafter, for a Jewel. The 
Yd 4 You caft th? event of War (my Noble Lord) yuvenal (the Prince your Matter) whofe Chin is not 
@, \ And fum?d the accompt of Chance, before you faid, yet fledg’d, L.willfooner havea Beard grow in the Palm 
“ist | Letus make Head:-Jt was your preiurmife, of my hand, then he (hall get one on his Cheek: -Yet he 
, That in the dole of’ blows, your Son might drop. will not ftick to fay, his Face isa Face-Royal. Heaven 
yf” | You knew he walk’d @’re Perils, onan Edge may finifh it when.he will, it isnot a hair amifS yet: he 
F More likely to fall in, then to get ore : may keep it ftill asa Face-Royal, fora Barber fhall never 
, You were advis’d shis flefh was capable 25 earn fix-pence out.of it, and yet he will be crowing, | as 
a Of Wounds, and Scars; ‘and that bis forward Spirit if he had writ Man ever fince his Father was. a Batche- 
Would lift hi m, where'moft trade of danger rang7d, lor. He may keep his own Grate, but he isalmoft out, of 
| Yet did you fay, go forth: And none of this mine, I can aflare him: What faid M. Dombledon, about | oF 
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the Satten for my fhort Cloak, and Slops ? 

Pag. He faid, Sir, you fhould procure him better affu- 
rancethan Bardolph: he would not take his Bond and 
yours, he lik’d not the Security. 

Fal, Let him be damn’d like the Glutton, may his 
Tongue be hotter, a horfon Achitophel, a Rafcally-yea- 
forfooth-knave, to bear a Gentleman in hand, and then 
ftand upon Security? The horfon fmooth-pates do now 
wear nothing but high fhoes, and bunches of Keyes at 
their Girdles: andif a manis through with them in ho- 
neft Taking up, thenthey muft ftand upon Security : ] 
had as lief they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
offer to ftopit with Security. 1 look’d he fhould have 
fent me two and twenty yards of Satten, (asl am a true 
Knight) and he fends me Security. Well, he may fleep in 
Security, for he hath the horn of Abundance: And the 
lightneis of his Wife fhines through it, and yet cannot 
he fee, though he have his own Lanthorn to light him. 
Where’s Bardolf ? 

Pag. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy your Worthip 
a Horfe. 

Fal. | bought him in Paws, and he'll buy me a Horfe 
in Smithfield. If Icould getme a Wife in the Stews, I 
were Mann’d, Hors’d, and Wiv’d. 


Enter Chief Fuftice, and Servant. 


Pag. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ftriking him, about Bardolph. 

Fal. VVait clofe, Iwill not fee him. 

Ch. Fuft. What?s he that goes there ? 

Ser. Falftaff, and’t pleafe your Lordhhip. 

Fuft. He that was in queftion for the Robbery ? 

Ser, He, my Lord, but he hath fince done good fer- 
vice at Shrewsbury: and (asihear) is now going with 
fome Charge to the Lord Joh of Lancafter. 

suf. VVhat to York ? Call him back again. 

Ser, Sir Fobn Falftaff. 

Fal. Boy, tell him 1 am deaf. 

Pag. You mutt {peak lowder, my Mafter is deaf. 

Fuft. Lani fare heis, to the hearing of any thing good. 
Go pluck him by the Elbow. I mutt {peak withhim, 

Ser. Sir John. 

Fal, What?a young Knave and beg?Is there not Wars? 
Isthere not Employment? Doth not the King lack Sub- 
jets ? do not the Rebels want Souldiers ¢ Though it be a 
fhame to be on any fide but one, it is worfe fhame to beg, 
than to be on the worlt fide, were it worfe than the Name 
of Rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Ser. You miftake me, Sir. 

Fal, VVhy, Sit, didi fay you were an honeft man? 
Setting my Knight-hood, and my Souldierfhip afide. 1 
had lyed in my throat, if I had faid fo. 

Ser. 1 pray you (Sir) then fet your Knighthood and 
your Souldier-fhip afide, and give me leave to tell you, 
you lye in your throat, If you fay Jam.any other than an 
honeft man. 

Fal. { give thee leave to tell me fo! Ilayafide that 
.| which grows to me! If thou gettft any leave of me,hang 

me, if thou tak?ft leave, thou wer’t better be hang’d: you 
Hunt-counter : hence, avant. : 
Ser, Sir, my Lord would fpeak with you. 
sult. Sir John Falftaff, a word with you. 
| Fal. My good Lord: Give your Lordfhip good time of 
the day. Lam glad tofee your Lordthip abroad: I heard 
fay, your Lordfhip was fick. I hope your Lordhhip . goes 
abroad by advice. Your Lordfhip (though not clean paft 
‘your youth) hath yet fome fmack of age in you? Some 
-rellith of the faltnefs of time : and I moft humbly befeech 
your Lordihip, to have a reverend care of your health. 
 Fuft. Six Fobn, 1 fent for your before your Expedition 
to Shrewsbury. , ; 

Fai. \f it pleafe your Lordthip, I hear his Majefty is 

4 return?d with fome difcomfort from Wales. 


uj. 1 talk not of his Majelty: You would not 
when I fent for you? | 
Fal. And\ heat moreover, his 
this fame whorfon Apoplexy. vt, CR 
suf, Well,Heaven mend him. I pray let me fpeak with} 
Fal. This Apoplexy is (asI take it) a kind of Lethan} 
gy, a fleeping of the Blood, a horfon Tingling, 
suft. What tell you me of it? be it asitis, 9 
Fal. \t hath its original from much Grief, from Study} 
and perturbation of the Brain. I have read the Caufe of | 
its Efeets in Galen. Itisa kind of deafnefS | | 
suf. 1 think you are faln into that Difeafe: For you} 
hear not what I fay to you. ee 
Fal, Very well (my Lord) very well: Rather (ani 
pleafe you) it is the Difeafe of not Liftning, the Malady | 
of not Marking, that I am troubled withall. ie 
ut. To punith you by the Heels, would amend thea 
tention of your Ears, and! care not if] be your Phyfitian | 
Fal, Lamas poor as Fob, my Lord ;but not fo patie 
your Lordfhip may minifter the Potion of Imprifonme 
tome, in refpectof Poverty: But how! fhould be yc 
Patient to follow your Prefcriptions, the VVife mayt 
fome dram of a {cruple, or indeed, a feruple itfelf ] 
uft. 1 fent for you (when there were matters againit} 
you for your life) to fpeak with me. i 
Learned Counfl,| 


Fal, As | was then advis’d by my 
in the Laws of this Land-fervice, I did not come. .] 
Fu(t.W ell,the truth is(Sir Fobn )you live in great Infamy.) 
Fal. He that buckles himin my Belt, cannot live in les} 
Sut. Your Means is very flender,and your walte grt 
Fal. 1would it. were otherwife: 1 would my Me 
were greater, and my Walte flenderer. 
Fuft. You have milled the youthful Prince. met 
Fal. The young Prince hath mifled me. 1 am the) 
Fellow with the great Belly, and he my Dog. ae 
juft. Well, 1am loth to gall a new-heal’d weund: yout} 
Days Service at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded over 
your Nights Exploit on Gads-hill. Youmay thank the 
unquiet time, for your quiet o’re-pofting that Action. 
Fal. My Lord ? (Wolf 
Fuft. But fince all is well,keep it fo : wake nota fleeping 
Fal. To wakea Wolf, is as bad as to fella Fox, _ 
u/t.W hat?you are as aCandle,the better part burntout.| 
Fal. A Wallel-Candel, my Lord ; all Tallow: if Idid) 
fay of Wax, my growth would approvethe truth = 


come} 
Highne® is fala into) 


uft. There is not a white Hair on your face, but fhould 
have ie mee of Gravity. 
Fal. His Effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. a 
_ Fuft. You follow the re ae oe ae down, like) — 
his. evil Angel. , ; 
Fal, Not fo (my Lord) your ill Angel is light : but T} 
hope, he that looks upon me, will take me without weigh | 
ing: and yet, infome refpects I grant, I cannot §0: 
cannot tell. Virtue is of fo little regard in thefe Coltor} 
mongers days,that true Valour is turn’d Bear-herd. Pre} — 
gnancy is made a Tapfter, and hath his quick Wit wafted} 
ingiving Recknings: allthe other Gifts appertinent ') 
man (as the malice of this Age fhapes them) arenot WOR") 
a Goofe-berry. You thatare old, confider not the Cape 
cities of us that are young: you meafure the heat of our 
Livers, with the bitternefs of your Galls: and we that ae) 
in the vaward of our youth, I muft confefs, are wags fd ! 
Guft. Do you fet down your Name in the Scroml Of) 
youth, that are written down old, with all the Charattets} 
of Age ? Have you not a moyft Eye? a dry Hand? a yellow 
Cheek?a white Beard?a decreafingLeg?an increafin Belly} 
Is not your voice broken ? your wind fhort ? your Witla i 
gle? and every part about you blafted with Antiquity? ane) 
will you call your felf young ? Fy, fie, fie, Sir foo" | 
Fal. My Lord, I wasborn with a white head, a? 
thing around belly. Formy Voice, I have loft it 
hollowing and finging of Anthems. 


fon] 
with) | 
To approve SY} 
youth further, I willnot. The truth is, Lam Py old} ig 
Judgment and Underftanding, and he that will Bi bi 
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with me fora thoufand Marks, let himlend me the Mo- | But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
ney, and have at him. For the Box o’th’ear that the Prince | My judgment is,’ we fhould not {tep too far 
gave you, he gave it like arude Prince, and youtookit | Till we had his Affiftance by the: hand. 
like a fenfible Lord, I have checkt him for it, and the | For in a Theam fo bloody. fac’d as this,- 
young Lyon repents- Marry not in Sack-cloth, but in | Conjecture, Expectation; and Surmife 
new Silk, and :old Sack. - .| Of Aids uncertain, fhould not be admitted. 

Fut, Well, Heayen fend the Prince a betterCompanion. | |» Arch. *Tis true,’ Lord Bardolf, for indeed 

Fal. Heaven fend. the Companion a better Prince : I] It was young Hot/pur?s cafe at Shrewsbury. - sf 
cannot rid my hands of him. L. Bar. \t was (thy Lord ) who lin’d himfelf with hope, 

Fuft. Well, the King hath fever’d you and Prince Har- | Eating theair, on promife of Supply, 
ry, L hear you are going with Lord Yohn of Lancaster, a-| Flattering himfelf with Project of aPower, |‘ 
gainft the Archbifhop, and, the Earl of Northumberland.| Much finaller than the fmalleft of his Thoughts, 

Fal. Yes, 1 thank your pretty fweet wit for it: but] And fo with great Imagination | , 
look you pray, Call you'that kifs my Lady Peace at| ( Properto mad men) led his Powers to death, 
home ) that our Armies joyn not inahotday; for I take} And ( winking ). Jeap’d into deftruction. 
but two fhirts out with me, and 1 mean not to fweat ex- Hafi, But (by your leave ) it never yet did hurt: 
traordinarily : if it be a hot day, if I brandifhany thing | To lay down likely-hoods, and forms of hope. : 
but my Bottle, would I might never,fpit white again:| ZL. Bar. Yes, if this prefent quality of War, 
There is not a dangerous Action can peep out his head, | Indeed the inftant ACtion » a Caufe on foot, 

}but am thruft uponit. Well, I cannot Jaft ever. Lives fo in hope: Asinan early Spring ; 
Fut. Well, be honelt, be honeit, and heaven blefs your | We fee th’appearing Buds, which to prove Fruit, 
Expedition. ee Hope gives not: fo much warrant, as Defpair : 

Fall. Will your Lordfhip lend me a thoufand pound, | That Frofts will bite them.. When: we mean to build; 
to furnith me forth? We firft furvey the Plot, then draw the Model, 

Fuft. Not a penny, not a penny: you are too impatient | And when we fee the figure of the Houfe, 
to bear Crofles.. Fare you well. Commend me to my | Then muft we rate the Coft of the Erection, 
Conti. Weftmerland. ; borin [ Exit, } Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 

Fal. 1 do, fillop me with a three-man-Beetle. A. man | What do we then, but draw a-new the Model 
can no more feparate Age and Covetoufnefs, than he can | In fewer Offices, Or at leaft, defift 
part young limbs and letchery : but the Gowt galls the | To-build at all? Much more, in this great work, ':, 
one, and the Pex pinches the other 3 and fo both the De- | (Which is (almoft ) to pluck a Kingdom down; 
grees prevent my Curfes. Boy? | And fet another up ) fhould we furvey 

Pag. Sit. : The Plot of Situation, and the Model, 

Fal, What Money is in my Purfe ? Confent upon a fure Foundation : 

Pag. Seven Groats, and two pence. .. 9 © | Queftion Surveyors, know our own Eftate! 

Fal. 1 can get no remedy againft this Confumption of | How.able fuch a Work to undergo, 
the Purfe. Borrowing onely lingers, and lingers it out, | To weigh againft his Oppofite ? or elfe, 
but the Difeafe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my | We fortifie.in Paper, and in Figures, 
Lord of Lancajter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of | Ufing the Names of men, inftead of men: 
Weftmerland, and this to old Miltris Urfula; whom I | Like one that draws the Model of a Houfe - 
have weekly fworn to marry, fincel perceiv’d the firft | Beyond ‘his power to build it; who (half through } 
white Hair on my Chin, About it: you know where to} Gives o’re, and leaves his part-created Coft 
find me. Apox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this Pox: 
| for the one or th’other plays the rogue with my great 
Toe : It isno matter, if I dohalt, I have the Wars for 
my Colour, and my Penfion hall feem the more reafon- 
able - A good Wit will make ufe ofany thing : I willturn 
Difeafes to commodity. [ Exeunt, 


A naked fubject to. the Weeping Clouds, 
And wafte, for churlifh Winters tyranny. ait a 
Haf?. Grant that our hopes (yet likely of fair birth) 
Should be ftill-born: and that we now pofleft 
The utmoft man.of expectation : 
I think we are a Body itrong enough 
(Even as we are) to equal with the King. . = 
L, Bar. What is the King but five and twenty thonfand? 
Haft. To usno more: nay not fo much, Lord Bardolf. 
For his divifions (as the Times do brawl ) 
Are inthree Heads : one Power againft the F rench, 
And one againft Glendower : Perforcea third 
Muft take up us: Sois the unfirm King 
In three divided: and his Coffers found 
With hollow Poverty, andEmptinefs.. 
4r. That he fhould draw his feveral Strengths together, 
And come againft us in full Puiflance, | 
Need not be. dreaded. 
Haft. \f he fhould dofo, 
He leaves his back unarm’d, the French, and Welfh 
Baying him at the heel : never fear that. 
L, Bar. Who isit like fhould lead is Forces hither ? 
Haft. The Duke of Lancafferand Weftmerland: 
Againft the Welth, himfelf, and Harry Afonmouth. 
But who is fubftituted *gainft the French, 
I have no certain notice. ; 
Arch. Let us on ; 
And publifh the occafion of our Arms’ 
The Conimon-wealth is fick of their own choice; 
Their over-greedy love hath furfeited, 
An habitation giddy, and unfure 
Hath he that buildeth on the valgar heart. 


Scena ©uarta. 


Enter Archbifbop, Haftings, Mowbray, and Lord Bardolf. 


|} <r, Thus have you heard our Caufes, and know our 
And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all ( Means: 
Speak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes, 
And firft ( Lord Marfhal ) what fay youto it? 
Mow. \ well allow the occafion of our Arms, 
But gladly would be better fatisfied, 
‘How ( in our Means ) we fhould advance our felves 
Tolook with forehead bold and big enough 

Upon the Power and Puiflance of the King ? 
| aft, Our prefent Mutlters grow upon the File 
To five and twenty thoufand men of choice: 

And our Supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whofe bofom burns 
With an incenfed Fire of Injuries. 

L. Bar. The queftion thea ( Lord Hajtings ) ftandeth 
Whether our prefent five and twenty thoufand (thus, 
-} May hold up head without Northumberland 2 
| af, With him we may. 


L. Bar. | marty, there’s the point: 
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O thou fond Many, with what loud applauie 
Did’ft thou beat Heaven with blefling Bullingbrook, 
Before he was, what thou would’ft have hin be? 
And being now trim’d up in thine own dcfires, 
Thou ( beaftly Feeder ) art fo full of him, 
That thou provok’ft thy felf to caft him up. 
So, fo, ( thou common Dog ) didft thou difgorge 
Thy glutton-bofom of the Royal Richard, 
And now thou would’ft eat thy dead vomit up, 
And howl{t to find it. What traft is in thele Times? 
They, that when Richard Viv'd, would haye him die, 
Are now become enamour’d on his grave. 
Thou that threwft duft upon his goodly head, 
‘When through proud London he came fighing on, 
After th’admired heels of Bulingbrook., 
Crift now, O Earth yield us that King again, 
And take thou this, ( O thoughts of men accurs’d ) 
P aft, and to come, feems belt, things prefent, worft. 

Mow. Shall we go draw our Numbers, and feton ? 

Haft. Weare Times subjects, and Time bids, be gon. 


RI CRN OE eta 
Actus Secundus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Hoftep, with two Officers, Fang, and Snare. | 


Hoftef. Me. Fang, have you entred the Aétion ? 

Fang. \t is enter’d. ; 

Hoff.- Where’s your Yeoman ? Is it a lufty Yeoman ? 
Will he ftand'to it? 

Fang. Sirrah, wheres Snare? 

Host. 1, 1, good: Mr. Snare. 

Snare. Here, here. 

Fane. Snare, we mutt Atreft Sir Fobn Falftaff. 

Hoft. 1, good Mr, Saare, I- have enter’d him, ‘and all. 

Sn. Itmay chance coft fome of us our lives : he will ftab, 

Hoft. Alas-the-day : take heed ‘of him: he ftab’d me 
in mine own Houle, and that moft beaftly ; he cares not 
what mifchief he doth, if his Weapon be out. He will 
foyn like any Devil, he will fpare neither Man, Woman, 
nor Child. 

Fang. If \can clofe with him, I caré not for his thruft. 

Hojt. No, nor I neither : le beat your Elbow. 

Fang. \f 1 but fift him once : if he come but within 
my Vice. ; 

Hof. 1 am undone with his going : I warrant he isan 
infinitive thing upon my feore. Good Mr. Fang, hold him 
fare ; good Mr. Snare, let him not feape, he comes continu- 
ally to Pie-cornmer ( faving your Manhoods ) to buy a 
Saddle, and he is invited to dinner to the Lubbars-head 
in Lombard-ftvect to Mr. Smooths the Silkman. 1 pray 
ye fince my* Action is enter’d, and my Cafe fo openly 
known to the world, Jet him be brought in to his an{wer. 
A hundred Mark is ‘a long one, for a poor lone Woman 
tobear: andI have born, and born, and born and have 

| bin fab’d off, and fub’d off, from this day to that day, 

that it is afhame to be thought on. There ts no honefty 
in fach dealing, unlefsa Woman fhould be made an Afs 
and a Beaft, to bear every Knaves wrong. 


, 
; 


: Enter Falftaff and Bardolph. 


Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmfey-Nofe Bar- 


dolph with him,do your Offices, 
fand Mr. Saare, do me, do me, do me your Offices. 
Fal. Gow now ?-whofe Mare’s dead ? what’s the matter ? 
Fang. Sir Foln, | arreft you at the fuit of Mift. Quickly. 
Fal, Away Varlets, draw Bardolph’: Cut me offthe Vil- 
lains head : throw the Quean in the Channel. 
Hof, Throw me in the Channel ? Ple throw thee there. 
Wilt thou? wilt thou ? thou baftardly Rogue. Murder, 
-tmurder : O thou Hony-fuckle Villain, wilt thou kill Gods 


Officers and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue, thou 


do your Offices : Mr. Fang, | 
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art a hony-feed, a Man-queller, and a Wom an-queller, 
Fal, Keep them off, Bar dolph, 

Fang. Arefoue, a refcue. oa 

Hoft. Good people bring a refcue. Thou w ilt not? thon} 

wilt not ? Do, do thou Rogue : Do thou He mnpfeed. 

Fal. Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Ful} 
lirian : Ple tuck your Cataftrophe: {, Enter Ch. Suffice.) 

Fuft. What's the matter ? Keep the Peace here, hoa, hh 

Hioft. Good my Lord, be good to me. I befeech yous 
ftand to me. “he 

Ch. Fu. How now, Sir john ? what are you brawling here} 
Doth this become your place, your time; and bufinefy 
You fhould have been well on your way to York, ie 
Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hang’it upo n him? | 

Hof. Oh my moft worfhipful Lord, and?t pleafe 
your Grace, | ama poor Widow of Eaftcheap, an 
is arrefted at my Suit. ‘oe 

Ch,’ Fuft. For what fum ? sai 

Hoff. cis more than for fome ( my Lord) itis forall? 
alll have, he hath eaten me out of houfe and home? he 
hath pat all-my fubftance into that fat’ belly of his: but 
Lwill have fome of it out again, or I will ride theeg 

\Nights, like the Mare. 

Fal. | think [amas like to ride the Mare, if T have 
any vantage of ground to get up. “a 

Ch. ijt: How comes this, Sir Fobn ? Fie, whatan 
of good temper would endure this tempeft of Ex 
tion 2? Are you not afham’d to inforcea poor Widow 
rough acourfe tocome by het own f 

Fal, What isthe grofs Sum that I owe thee # 

Hojt. Marry) if thou wer’t an honeft man ) thy felf,2 
the money too. Thou didft fwear tome upon @ 
gilt Goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at the to 
table, by a fea-cole fire; on Wedne[day in Whit[on-métRy 
when the Prince broke thy head for likening him to alings 
ing-man of Wind/or , thou didft {wear to me then (4 
was wafhing thy wound ) to marry me, and make me 
Lady thy Wife. Canft thou deny it? Did not Good: 
Keech, the Butcher’s wife, come in then, and call me 
fip Quickly ? coming in to borrow a mefs of Vinegar 
telling us, fhe had a good difh of Prawns: 
didft defire to eat fome : whereby I-told thee they W 
ill for a green wound ? And didft not thou ( when 
was gone down ftairs) defire me to be no more tall 
with fuch poor people, faying, that e’re long they iho 
call me Madam? And didft thou not kifs me, and 
me fetch thee thirty fhillings ? I put thee now 10 
Book-oath, deny it if thou canft ? 

Fal, My Lord, this is a poor mad foul : and. fhe fays} 
up and down the town, that her eldeft Son is like you) 
She hath been in good cafe, and the truth is, poverty hatit) 
diftraéted her: but for thefe foolifh Officers, 1 befeech} 
you, I may have redrefs againft them. ae 

Fuft. Six Fohn, Sir Fobn, 1 am well acquainted with yout) 
manner of wrenching the true Caufe, the falfe way: Wis) 
not a confident brow, nor the throng of words, il) 
come with fach (more than impudent ) fawcinels from) 
you, can thruft me from a level confideration, | know you} 
ha? practis’d upon the eafie-yielding fpirit of this Woman | 

Hot, Yes in troth, my Lord. . B 

Gujt. .Prethee, peace : pay her the Debt you owe her! 
unpay the Villany you have done her : the one you may 
with {terling-Moncy,and the other with currantRepentam 

Fal. My Lord, 1 will not undergo this fneap with 
reply. You call Honorable Boldnefs Impudent Sawe 
If aman will curt’fie, and fay nothing, he is Virtuous: 
my Lord (your humble duty remembred ) | will not be 
Sutor. I fay to you, Idefire deliv’rance from thefe O 
being upon hafty Employment in the Kings Affairs. 

fap. You fpeak, as having power to do wrong, 
anfwer in the Effect your Reputation, and fatisfie the 
woman. . 

Fal. Come hither, Hoftefs. [Enter Mr. 

Ch. Fuf?. Now, Mafter Gower, what News? 
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Wales are near at hand: The reft the Paper tells, 

Fal, As 1am a Gentleman. 

Foft. Nay, you faid fo before. 

Fal. Aslama Gentleman, Come, ne more words of it. 

Hof. By this heavenly ground I tread on, 1 muft be 
fain to pawn both my Plate, and the Tapiftry of my Di- 
ning Chambers. 

Fal. Glafles, glafles, is the onely drinking : and for 
thy walls a pretty flight Drollery, or the Story of the 
Prodigal, or the German hunting in Water-work, is 
worth a thoufand of thefe Bed-hangings, and thefe 
Fly-bitten Tapiftries, Let it be ten pound (if thou canft. ) 
Come, if it were not for thy humours, there is not a bet- 
Wench in England. Go, wath thy face, and draw thy 
| Action : Come, thou muft not be inthis humour with 
iy | me, come, I know thou was’t fet on to this, 

| Hof. Prethee (Sir ohn) let it be but twenty Nobles, 
Tam loth to pawn my Plate, in good earneft Ia. 

Fal.Let it alone, le make other shift: you’l be a fool ftill. 

Host. Well, you fhall have it, although { pawn my 
(| }Gown. | hope you'll come to Supper : You'll pay me al- 
together ? : 

Fal. Will 1 live ? Go with her, with her: hook on, 
| | hook on. 

Hoft, Will you have Doll Tear-fheee meet you at 
| fupper ? 
| Fal. Nomore words. Let’s have her. 
Ch. Fuft. 1 have heard bitter news. 
Fal, What’s the News, my good Lord ? 
\ Ch, Fuft, VVhere lay the King laft night ? 

Mef. At Bafing-fioke, my Lord.” 

Fal. Vhope (my Lord) all’s well. VVhat is the News, 
my Lord ? : 

Ch. Fuft. Come all his Forces back ? 

Mef. No: fifteen hundred Foot, and five hundred 
Horfe, are march’d up to my Lord of Lancafter, againft 
Northumberland and the Arch-Bithop. 

Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lord ? 
i Ch, Fuft. You thall have Letters of me prefently. 
jo""1 Come, go along with me, good M. Gower. 

‘| Falft. My Lord. 

Ch, Fuft. V Vhat’s the matter ? 

Fal, Mafter Gower, I fhall entreat you with me to 
(| dinner. 

} Gow. I muft wait upon my good Lord here. 
‘I thank you, good Sir Fobn. 

ia} Ch. Fut. Sir Fobn you loyter here too long, being you 
jg are to take Souldiers up in Countreysas you go. 

Fal, Will you fup with me, Mafter Gower ? ; 

Ch, Fuft. What foolifh Mafter taught you thefe man- 
ners, Sir ohn ? 

Fal. Matter Gower, if they become me not, he was a 
Fool that taught them me. This is the right Fencing 
Brace (my Lord ) tap for tap, and fo part fair. 

_ Ch, Fn[t. Novethe Lord lighteh thee, thouart a great 
Fool. 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Prince Henry, Poyns, Bardolf, and Page. 


Prin, Truft me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poyn. ¥s it come to that ? I had thought wearinefS durit 
{not have attach’d one of fo High Blood. 

~ Prin. Wt doth me, though it difcolours the complexi- 
on of my greatnefs to acknowledge it. Doth ‘it not fhew 
vilely in me, to defire fait Beer ? 


di as to remember fo weak a Compodfition. SLB. 
om, Prin. Belike then, my Appetite was’ not’ Princely 
i | got: for ( introth ) I do now remember the poor Créa- 
aft | 
(i! 
ah tea 
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Gow. The King (my Lord) and Henry Prince of | 


Poyn. VVhy, a Prince fhould not be fo loofly ftudied, 
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ture, Small Beer. But indeed thefe humble confiderati- 
ons make me out of love with my GreatnefS. VVhat a 
difgrace is it to me, toremember thyname ? or to know 
thy face to morrow ? or to take notice how many pair of 
Silk Stockings thow haft ? ‘( viz, thefe, and thofe that were 
the peach-colout’d ones : ) or to bear the Inventory of thy 
Shirts ; as one for fuperfluity, and one other for ufe : but 
that the Tennis-Court Keeper knows better than I, for 
it is alow ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou keepeft 
not Racket there, as thou haft not done a great while, 
becaufe the reft of thy Low Countreys have made a fhift 
to eat up thy Holland. 

Poin. How’ ill it follows, after you have labour’d fo 
hard, you fhould talk fo idlely ? Tell me how many good 
young Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo fick, 
as yours is? 

Prin, Shall | tell thee one thing, Poyns ? 

Poyn, Yes: and let it bean excellent good thing. 

Prin. \t thall ferve among VVits of no higher breed- 
ing than thine. 

Poyn. Goto: 
you'll tell. 

Prin. VVhy,I tell thee, it is not meet that I fhould be 
fad now my Father is fick : albeit I could tell to thee (as 
to je it pleafes me, for fault ofa better,to call my Friend) 
I could be fad, and fadindeed too. 

Poyn. Very hardly upon fuch a Subject. 

Prin. Thou think’ft me as far in the Devils Book, as 
thou, and Faljtaf, for obduracy and perfiftency. Let 
the end try the man. Bat I tell thee, my heart bleeds in- 
wardly, that my Father is fick: and keeping fach vile 
company as thou art, hath in Reafon taken from me, all 
oftentation of forrow. > 

Poyn, The Reafon ? ERICH 

Pr. VV hat would’ft thou think of me, if I fhould weep? 

Poyn. Y would think thee a moft Princely Hypocrite. 

Prin. It would be every mans thought : and thoy art 
a bleffed Fellow, to think as every man thinks : never a 
mans thought in the world keeps the rode-way better 
than thine : every man would think me‘ an Hypocrite in- 
deed, And what excites your moft 'VVorthipful thought 
to think fo? 

Poyn. VVhy, becaufe you have been fo lewd, and fo 
much ingraffed to Faltaff. 

Priz, And to thee, 

Poyn. Nay, I am well fpoken of, 1 can hear it with 
mine own ears: the worft that they can fay of me is, that 
lama fecond Brother, and that I am‘a proper Fellow of 
my hands 5 and thofe, two things I con felt I cannot help. 
Look, look, here comes* Bardolf. 

Prin, And the Boy that I gave’ Falfaff: he had him 
from me Chriftian, ‘and fee if the fat Villain have not: 
transform’d him Ape. [Enter Bardolf. 
Bar, Save your Grace: ee 

Prin, And yours, moit Noble Bardolf. « 

Poyz. Come you pernicious Afs, you bafhful Fool, 
muft you be bluthing ?: wherefore blufh ‘you now ? what 
a Maidenly man at Arms are you become ? Is it fuch a 
matter to get a Pottle-pots Maidendead? 

Page. He call’d me even now ( my Lord ) through ared 
Lattice, and I coulddifcern no part of his Face from the 
Window ; at laft I fpy’d his Eyes, and methought he had 
made two holes in the ‘Ale- wives new Petticoat, and péep- 
ed through. zm 

Prin. Hath not the Boy profited ? 

Bar, Away, you horfon upright Rabbet, away, 

Pag. Away you rafcally Aithea’s dream, away. 

Prin, Inftruct us, Boy, what dream, Boy ? 

Pag. Marry (My Lord ) Althea dream’d, fhe was deli. 
ver’d of a Firebrand, and therefore I call him her dream. 

Prince. A .Crowns-worth of good Interpretation ; 
| There it is, Boy. 

Poin. O that this 
Cankers : Well, ther 


I ftand the pufh of your one thing, that 


good Bloffom could be kept from 
€ is fix pence to preferve thee. 
Bard, 
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Bard, \f youdo not make him be hang’d among you, 
the Gallows. hall be wrong’d. 
Prin. And how doth thy Maftet, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces 
coming to Town. ° There’sa Letter for you. 

Prin. Deliver'd with good refpect : And how doth the 
Martlemas, your Matter ? 

Bard. In bodily health, Sir. ) 

Poin. Marry, the immortal part needs a Phyfitian : 
but that moves not him: Though that befick, it dyes not. 

Prin. 1do allow this V Ven to be as familiar with me 
as my Dog. And he holds his place, for look you how 
he writes. 

Poin. Letter, Foon Falftaf Knight : 
know that, as oft as he hath occafion to name himfelf :) 
Even like thofe thatare kin to the King, for they never 
prick thein finger, but they fay there is fomeof the Kings 
blood fpilt. How comes that ? (fayshe that takes upon 
him not to conceive )the Anfwer is as ready as a borrow- 
ed Cap: Jam the Kings poor Coufin, Sir. F 

Prin, Nay, they willbe kin tous, but they will fetch 
it: from Fapher, But to the Letter :——Sir 
Knight, tothe Son of, the King, neare(t bis Father, Harty 
Prince of V Vales, greervag. 

Poin, VVhy this isa Certificate. 

Prin. Peace. « 

L mill imitate the honourable Romans in brevity. og 

Poin, Sure he means brevity in. breath: fhort-winded. 
T commend me. to thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee. 
Be not too familiar mith Poins, for he mifufes thy Favonrs 

\ jo much; that. he, {wears thom art.to marry bis Sifter 
‘Nell. Repent at idle trmes as thou maift, and fo farewell. 
Thine, by yea and no: Which is 3s much as to. fay, 
asthou ufeft him, Jack 
John with my Brothers and. Sifter 
\. = mith all Europe. 
My Lord, I willfteep this Letter in Sack, 
eat.10. } 
“prin. That?sto make him eat twenty of his VVords. 
But do you ufe me thus, Ned? Mult I mary your Sifter ? 
Poin. May the V Vench have no worfé Fortune. But 
| never faid fo. : 
|” Prin, VVell, thus we play the Fool with the time, and 
the Spirits of the V Vife il 


(Every man muft 


+ 


and Six John 


and make him 


fit in the Clouds, and mock us: 
Is-your Mafter here in London ? ; 
|. Bard...Yes,, my.Lord. - 0. ; 
|. Prin. V Vere. fips he? Doth the old Boor feed in 
the old Frank? ... ; 
"Bard. Atthe old place, my Lord, in Eaft-cheap. 
_ Prin, V.Vhat Company 2, 
|. Page. Epbefians, my Lord, of the old Church. 
1. Pra, Sup any VVomen with him? 
| "Page. None, my Lord, but old Miftrifs Quickly, and 
AMrs, Dol Tear-fheete 10 
‘|. Prim. What Pagan may that be? 
| Page. A proper Gentlewoman,. Sir, 
Vof, my. Mafters...... 1 
1 prin, Even fuch Kins 


NTown-Bull? ¢ 25 fuss me 
(Shall we fteal upon them (Ned) at Supper ? 
| Poin, Lam your fhadow, my Lord, Vle follow you. 
Prin, Sirrab, you Boy, and Bardolph, no word to your 
after that Iam yet in Yown. 
There’s for your Silence. | 
Bar. \ have no Tongue, Sit, . ‘ 
Pag. And for ‘Thine, Sir, Iwill govern it, 
Prin. Fare ¥¢ well: Go. vos 
| This, Dol Tear foie ‘fhould be fome Rode. 
"yin, warrant you, as common as. the way 


1S. Albans and. Lon —— cae 
fee Falftaff beftow himfelf to 


7, 
|) “Prin, How might’ we 
| oightin his true Colours, and not our felves befeen? 
Poin. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and 


| wait upon him at his Table, like Drawers. 


and a Kinfwoman 


asthe Parifh Heyfers .are to the 


between 


Sohn Falftaf 


Falftaft with my Familiars 


‘| Then joyn you with them, 


Prin, Froma Godtoa Bull? A heavy declenfion: 
was Fove’s cafe. From a Prince to a Prentice, 4 low t 
formation, that fhall be misie : For in every thing, the 
pofe mut weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned. [Ex 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Northumberland, is Lady, and Harry 
Percie’s Lady. pe) 
North, 1 prethee loving Wife, and gentle Daughter 
Give an even way unto my rough Affairs. BS 
Put ‘not you on the Vilage of the Times, 
‘And be like them to Percie, troublefome. 
Wife. 1 have given over, I will fpeakno more; ~ 
Do what you will: Your Wifdom., be your Guide, ~ 
Nor. Alas (fweet Wife) my Honour is at Pawn, ‘a 
And but my going, nothing can redeem it. fee 
La. Oh yet, for Heavens fake, go not to thefe Wars, 
The Time was (Father ) when you broke your wor Ros 
When you were more endear’d to it, than now, a 
When your own Percie, when my heart-dear- Harry, 


Northward look, to fee his Father ~ a 


Threw manya 
Bring up his Powers : But he did long in vain. 
Who then perfwaded you to ftay at home ees 
There weretwo Honours loft ; yours and your So 
For Yours, may heavenly glory brighten. it : 

For His, it ftuck upon him, as the Sun 
in the grey Vaultof Heaven; And by his Light. ~ 
Did all the Chevalry of England move ~ 
To do brave Aéts. He was (indeed) the Glefs 2 
V Vherein the Noble-Youth did drefs themfelves: 
He had.no Legs, that practis’d not his Gate: 
And {peaking thick (which Nature made his blemifh) | 
Became ‘the: Accents of the Valiant, Sdn cae 
For thofe that could fpeak low, and tardily, 

VVould turn their own Perfection to Abufe, 

To feem like him. $0 that in Speech, and Gate, 

In Diet, in Affections of delight, ms 
In Military Rules, Humors of Blood, : 
Ge was the Mark, and Glafs, Copy, and Book, 
That fathion’d others. And him, O wondrous! 
O Miracle of Men! Him did you leave 
(Second to none) un-feconded by you, 

To look.upon the hideous God of V Var, 
In difadvantage, to abide the Field, a 
VVhere nothing but the found of Hot/pur’s Name | 
Did feem fenfible: So you left him. “ae 
Never, O never do his Ghoft the wrong, | 
To hold your Honour more precife and nice 
VVith others, than withhim. Let them alone: 
The Marfhal and the Arch-bifhopare ftrong. 4} 
Had my {weet Harry had but hal i a 
Today might I (hanging on Hot /pur?s Neck) Af 
Have talk’d of Afonmouth’s Grave. 

North, Befhrew your heart, 
(Fair Daughter) you do draw my Spirits fromm, 
VVith new lamenting ancient Over-fights. 
But I muft go, and meet with danger there. 
Or it will feck me in another place, 
And ‘find me worfe provided. 

Wife. O flye. to. Scotland, (ae 
Till that the Nobles, andthe armed Common% ..% i 
Have of their Puiflance made a little tafte. ied 

Lady. 1f they get ground, and vantage of the 
n joy with them, likea Rib of Steel, .. 
To make Strength-ffronger, But, for all our | 

Firfk let them trythemfelves. So did your SOs. |] 
He wasfo fuffer'd ; fo came la VVidow: ps1 0181) 
And never fhall havelength of Life enough, 
To rain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes, +) f 
That it may grow, and {prowt, as high as Heavells pi} 
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For Recordation to my Noble Husband. | Bardeaux {tuff in him: you have not feen a Hulk better 
_ Nor. Come, coine go in with me: tis with my Mind | ftuft in the Hold. Come, I’le be friends with thee, Jack: 
As with the Tyde; fwell’d up unto his height, ‘Thou art going to the Wars, and whether I fhall ever fee 
% | That makesa ftill-ftand; running neither way. thee again, or no, there is no body cares. 
_| Fain would I goto meet the Arch-Bifhop, Enter Drawer. 


_ { But many a thoufand Reafons hold me back, | Draw. Sir, Ancient Piftol is below, and would {peak 
-| 1 will refolve for Scotland there am 1, with you. 
Ni Till Time and Vantage crave my company.  [Exeun.| Dol. Hang him, fwaggering Rafcal, let him not come 
hither : it isthe foul-mouth’dit Rogue in Exgland. 
Hof. lf he fwagger, let him not come here: I moft 


7 3 Scena Quaria. ; live amongft my, Neighbours, lle no fwaggerers oe am 
a in good name, aid fame, with the very beft : fhut the 
ae $ door; there comes no fwaggerers here: | have not liv’d 
a | Enter two Drawerr: all this while, to have fwaggering now: fhat the door, 
7 I pray you. 


| ft Drawer, What haft thou brought there? Apple-| Fai, Dorft thou hear, Hoftefs ? 
. Johns? Thou know’t Sir Yohn cannot endure an Apple John.| Hot. ?Pray you pacifie your felf ( Sir Foba ) there comes 
ne | 2. Draw, Thou fay’it true: the Prince once feta Dith | no fwaggerers here. 
x [of Apple-Fohns before him, and told him there were five}  Falf . Dorft thou hear ? it is mine Ancient. 

Hoft- ‘Tilly-fally (Sir ‘Yobn) never tell me, your ancient 
, || takemy leave of thefe fix drie,round,old-wither’d Knights. | Swaggerer comes not in my doors. | was before Mafter 
roi | It anger’d him to the heart : but he hath forgot that. Tifick, the Deputy, the. other day : and as he faid to me, 
my | 1. Draw. Why then cover, and fet them down: and | it was no longer ago than Wednefday laft : Neighbour 
“0, fee if thou canft find out Sneak’s Noyfe, Miftrifs Tear- | Quickly fayes he ; ) Mafter Domb our Minifter, was by 
dai | feet would fain have fore Mufick. then: Neighbour Quickly (fayes he) receive thole that 
sty fe -2. Draw. Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Mafter | are Civil ; for (faith he) you are in an i!l Name; bow 


yj | Poins, anon ; and they will put on two of our Jerkins, | he faid fo, I can tell whereupon: for (fayes he) you, are 
y) | and Aprons, and Sir Soba muft not know of it. Bardolph | an lioneft Woman, and well thought on, therefore take 
heed what Guefts you receive : Receive (fays he) no 


sige | hath brought word. 


i. Draw. Then here will be old Uris : it will be an ex- | fwaggering Companions. There come none htre. You 


ej _| cellent Stratagem. would blefs you to hear what he faid. No, Ple no Swag: 
a } 2. Draw, Vle fee if 1 can find out Sveak, (Exit. | gerers. 

Falft. He’s no Swaggerer \Aojte/s: ) a tame Cheater, 
a Enter Hofte{s and Dol. he : you may ftroake him as geutly, as a Puppy-Grey- 
Kal . aii hound. : he will not fwagger with a Barbary Hen: If her 
if _ Hoff. Sweet-heart, methinks now you are ‘aan ex- | Feathers turn back in any fhew of refiftance. Call him 


up (Drawer.) 

Hoft: Cheater, call you him ?. I will bar no Honeft 
man.my houfe; nor no Cheater : but 1 do not love {wag- 
gering; Iam the worfe when one fays fwaggerer * Feel 
Mafters, how I fhake: look you, | warrant yon. 

Del. So you do, Hoftels. 

Hoft, Do 1? yea, in very truth do L, ifit were an Af- 
pen Leaf: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 


Kid cellent good temperality - your Pulfidge beats as extra- 
iii” | ordinarily, as heart would defire; and your Colour C1 
‘. warrant you) is asred as any Rofe: But you have drunk 
i too much Canary, and that’s a marvellous fearching 
ft | Wine; and it perfumes the Blood, e’re we can fay what’s 
a) |} this. How do you now? 
Dol, Better than I was: Hem. 
ah Hoft. Why that was well faid: A good heart’s worth 
i!” 1 Gold. Look, here comes Sir ‘oh. 
htt Enter Falttaff. 
ba Fal, When Arthur first in Court--( empty the Jordan ) 
and was a worthy King: How now Miftrifs Dol. 

y, |. Hoff. Sick of a Calm: yea, zood-footh. 

5 Faljt, Soisher Sect, if they be once ina Calm, they 
ii Vare fick. 

: Dol. You muddy Rafcal, is that all the comfort you 
_ | give me ? 


Enter Piftol, and Bardolph, and his Boy. 


Pift. 2Save.you, Sir John. 

Fal. Welcome Ancient Pifol, “Here (Piffcl) L charge 
you with a Cup of Sack; do you difcharge upon mine 
Hoftefs. 

Pyff-A1 will difchatge upon her (Sir John) with two 
Bullets, 


Ng . . . . ° ' . rt. 
it Fal. You make fat Rafcals, Miftrifs Dol. Faft. She is Piftol-proof (Sir ) you fhall hardly offend 
ii 1 Dol. Imakethem? Gluttony and Difeafes make them, her., . 

y Hoft. Come, Ple drink no Proofs, not no Bullets : 


ig, | 1 make them not. : 
@ | Fal. If the Cook make the Gluttony, you help to 
) 4make the Difeafes (Dol), we catch of you (Dol), we catch 
| of you: Grant that, my poor Vertue, grant that: 
Dol. 1 marry, our Chains, and our Jewels. 
Re Falft. Your Brooches, Pearls, and Owches : For to 
"| ferve bravely, is to come halting off: you know to come 
i’ | off tthe Breach, with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surge- 
 |ry bravely ; to venture upon the charg’d_ Chambers 
» —_ | bravely. 
| Hoff. Why is this the old fafhion : you two never 
, | meet, but you fall to fome difcord: you are both (in- 
© | good troth ) as Rheumatick as two dric Toftes, you 
i 4 | caumot one bear with anothers Confirmities. What the 
| good-yeer ? One muft bear, and that mutt be you : 
ip you are the weaker Veflel, as they fay, the emptier | your : 
My | Veflel. Pit. Y will murther your Ruff, for this. 
on Dol, Can a weak empty Veflel bear fuch a huge full Hot. No, good Captain Pistol; not here, fweet 
_ | Hogs-head ? There’s a whole Merchants Venture of | Captain. : 
Dol. } 


I will drink no mote than will do mie good, for no mans 
pleafure, I. 

Pift, Then to you ¢ Miltris Dorothie) 1 will charge 
yOu. 
Dor, Chargeme; 1 fcorn you ( fcitvy Companion, ) 
What? you poor, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lack-Linnen- 
Mate : away you mouldy Rogue, away, { am meat for 
your Mafter,. .. 

Pift. 1 know you, Miftrifs Dororhie, 

Dol. Away you cut-purfe Rafcal, you filthy Bung 
away : By this Wine, Pe thruft my Knife in yout moul- 
dy Chaps, if. you play the fawcy Cattle with me. Away 
you Bottle-Ale Ratcal, you Basket-hilt ftale Jugler, you. 
Since when, 1 pray you, Sir ? what, with two Poifits on 
our fhoulder ¢ much. 


ey 
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Dol.. Captain ? thou abominable damn’d Cheater, 
art thou not afham’d to be call’d Captain ? If Captains 
were of my mind, they would trunchion you out, for ta- 
king their Names upon you, before you have earn’d them. 
You a Captain? you flay, for what ? for tearing a poor 


Whores Ruffin a Bawdy-houfe ? He a Captain ? hang | 


him Rogue, he lives upon mouldy ftew’d-Prunes, and 
dry’d. Cakes. A Captain ? Thefe Villains will make 
the ward Captain odious : Therefore Captains had need 
look to it. 

Bard. Pray thee go down, good Ancient. 

Fal. Heark thee hither Miltrifs Dol. 

Pift. Not I :1 tell thee what, Corporal Bardolph, 1 
could tear her: I’le be reveng’d on her. 

Page. *Pray thee go down. 

Pift. Ple fee her damn’d firft : to Pluto’s damn’d Lake, 
to the Infernal Deep, where Erebus and Tortures vile 
alfo. Hold Hook and Line, fay 1: Down : down Dog, 
down Fates: have we not fren here ? 

Hoft. Good Captain Peefel be quiet, it isvery late : 
I befeck you now, aggravate your Choler. 

Pift. Thefe be good humors indeed. Shall Pack-Horfes, 
and hollow-pamper’d Jades of Afia, which cannot go 
but thirty Miles a day, compare with Cefar, and with 
Cannibal, and Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn them 
with King Cerberus, and let the Welkin roar : fhall 
we fall foul for Toyes ? 

Hof. By my troth, Captain, thefe are very bitter 
words. , 

‘Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : this will grow to a 
Brawl anon. 

Pift. Die men, like Dogs; give Crowns like Pins : 
Have we not Hiren here ? 

Hoft, On my word (Captain) there’s none fuch here. 
What the good-yeree, doyou think 1 would deny her ? 
I pray be quiet. 

Pit. Then feed, and be fat (my fair Calpols) Come, 
give me fome Sack, Si fortune me tormente, [perato me 
contente. Fear we broad.fides ? No, let the Fiend give fire: 
Give me fome Sack : and Sweet-heart lye thou there : 
Come we to full Points here; and are & catera’s no- 
thing ? 

Fal. Piftol, 1 would be quiet. 

Pift. Sweet Knight, kif thy Neaffe : what ¢ we have 
feen the feven Stars, 

Dol. Thruft him down ftairs, Icannot endure fuch 
a Fuftian Rafcal. 

Pit. Thruft him down ftairs? know we not Gallo- 
way Nags? 

Fal. Quoit him down (Bardolph) like a fhove-groat 
fhilling : nay, if he do nothing but {peak nothing, he fhall 
be nothing here. 

Bard, Come, get you down ftairs, 

Pift. What {ball we have Incifion ? thall we embrew 
then Death rock me afleep, abridge my doleful days : 
why then let gricvous, gaftly, gaping Wounds, untwine 
the Sifters three : Come Arropos, I fay. 

Hoft. Here’s good ftuff toward. 

Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Dol. | prethee, Fack, L-prethee do not draw. 

Falft, Get you down ftairs. 

Hoft. Here’s a goodly tumult : Vle forfwear keeping 
houfe, before I’le be in thefe tirrits, and frights. ‘So : Mur- 
ther I warrant now. Alas, put up your naked Weapons, 
put up your naked Weapons. : 

Dol, ¥ prethee, Fack, be quict, the Rafcal is gone : 
_|ah you whorfon little valiant Villain, you. 

‘| Hoff. Are you not hurt ith? Groyn ¢ me thought he 
made afhrewd Thruft at your Belly. 

Falft. Have you turn’d him out of doors ? : 

Bara. Yes, Sir, the Rafcal’s drunk: you have hurt him 
| (Sir) in the fhoulder. 

Falft. A Rafcal to brave me. 
Dtl. Ab, you {weet little Rogue, you : alas, poor Ape, 
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how thou {weat’ft ? come, let me wipe thy Face: Gome 
on, you whorfon Chops : Ah Rogue, | love thee : Thy 
art as valorous as Heétor of Troy, worth five of 
memmnon , and ten times better than the nine Wo 
ah Villain. 

Falft. A 
Blanket. ce 
Dol. Do, if thou dar’ for thy heart : if thon doy 
le canvafs thee between a pair of fheets, 
Enter Mufick. “ 

Pag. The Mufick is come, Sir, - 
Fait. Let them play ; play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Dol 
A Rafcal, bragging Slave : the Rogue fled from me lik 
Quick-filver. a 
Dol. And thou followd’ft him like a Church = tho 
whorfon little tydie Bartholmew Boor-pig, when wil 
thou leave fighting on days, and foyning on nights, a 
begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven? 


rafcally Slave, I will tofs the Rogue in 


i 


Enter the Prince and Poins difeuigd, 

Fal. Peace, (good Dol) do not fpeak like a Death 

head : do not bid me remember mine end. a 
Dol, Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of? 
Fal, A good fhallow young Fellow ; he would hay 

made a good Pantler, he would have chipp’d Brea 
Dol. They fay Poins hath a good Wit, 
Faljt. He agood Wit ? hang him Baboon, his Wit 

as thick as Tewksbury Muftard: there is no more ton 

ceit in him, than isin a Mallet. : 
Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then? 
Fal. Becaufe their Legs are both of a bignefs 

he plays at Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fen 

and drinks of Candles ends for Flaf-dragons, and 

the wild-Mare with the Boyes, and jumps upon 

ftools, and fwears with a good grace, and we 

Boot very fmooth, like unto the Sign of the 

breeds no bate with telling of difcrest ftories*and 

other Gambol faculties he hath, thatefhew a weal 

Mind, and an able Body, for the which the Prince ad) 

mits him : for the Prince himfelf is fuch another: the) 

weight of an Hair will turn the Scales between tit} 

Haberde-pois. ~ 7 
Prince. Would not this Nave of,a Wheel have his 


4] Ears cut off ? 


Poin. Let us beat him before his Whore. ee 
Prin. Look, if the wither’d Elder hath not his Poll 
claw’d like a Parrot. . 
Poin, Is it not ftrange, that Defire fhould fo many) 
years out-live performance ? ie 
Fal, Kifs me, Dol. 2 a 
Prince. Saturn and Venus this year in Conjunction!) 
What fays the Almanack to that? — ie 
Poin, And look, whether the fiery Trigom, his Man, 
not lifping to his Mafters old Tables, his Note-#00%) 
his Countel-keeper ? : ai 
Fal. Thou do’ft give me flatt’ring Bufles. a 
Dol. Nay truly, 1 Kifs thee with moft conftant heatts) 
Fal, 1 am old, I am old. a 
Dol. (love thee better, thanI love e’re a feurvy youay 
Boy of them all. id 
Fal, What Stuff wilt thou havea Kirtle of #1 
receive Money on Thurfday : thou fhalt have 4 
to morrow. A merry Song, come: it grows late 
will to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when 1] am gone 
Dol. Thou wilt fet me a weeping, if thou fay’tt 
prove that ever I dref§ my felf handfom, till thy 
turn : Well, hearken the end. 
Fal, Some Sack, Francis, 
Prin, Poin. Anon, anon, Sir. 
Fal. Ha ? a Baltard Son of the Kings ? And 
thou Poins, his Brother ? 


Prin, Why thou Globe of finf 3 wha 
tite dott thou dead? inful Continents; ' 


i. | 


i 


art 
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_ Fd. A better thanthou: 1am a Gentleman, thou art | 
1a Drawer. © | 
| Prin. Yery truc, Sir : and Icome to draw you out by | 
| the Ears. | 

Hoff. Oh, the Lord preferve thy good Grace: Wel. | 
|come to London. Now Heaven blefs that fweet Face of 


,,- | thine : What are you come from Wales ? 
ty | Fal, Thou whorfon mad Compound of Majefty : by 
~ {this light Fleth, and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. 

| Prin. How ? you fat Fool, 1 fcorn you. 

j Pin. My Lord, he will drive you out of your revenge, 
‘nh jand turn all to merriment, if youtake not the heat. 
iy = Prin. You whorfon Candle-myne you, how vilely did 

_ fyou fpeak of me even now, before this honeft, vertuous, 
ile | civil Gentlewoman ? 
jy | 42off. *Blefling on your good heart, and fo the is by 
sie | my troth. 
a | Fal. Didft thou hear me ? 


Prince. Yes: and you knew me, as you did when you 
tan away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back, and 
| fpoke it on purpofe, to try my patience. 


ily | Fal. No, no, no : not fo: 1 did not think, thou waft 
/ Within hearing. 
uf) | Pren, 1 fhall drive you then to confefs the wilful abufe, 
‘bp | and then I know how to handle you. 
nth Fal. No abufe ( Hal ) on mine Honor, no abufe. 
ii, | Prin, Not to difpraife me ? and call me Pautler, and 
ty, | Bread-chopper, and I know not what ? 
cat Fal, No abufe, ( Hal. ) 
| Poin. No abufe ? 
injt |. Fal. Noabufe (Ved) in the World: honeft Ved, none. 
ap | 1 difprais’d him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
, | might not fallin Jove with him : In which doing, I have 
Ais done the part of a careful Friend, and true Subject, and 
tay thy Father is to give me thanks for it, No abufe ( Hal: ) 
TK | none ( Ned) none ; no Boys, none. 
| |” Prin, See now whether pure Fear, and entire Cow- 
ade atdife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- 
tl | woman, to clofe with us? Is the of the Wicked ? Is thine 
i | Hoftefs here, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
ii! | Wicked ? Or honeft Bardolph (whofe zeal burns’ in his 
fia’ | nofe ) of the Wicked ? . 
nw} Porm, Anfwer, thou dead Elm, anfwer. — ». 
Fal. The Fiend hath Prickt down Bardolph irrecove- 
Wisi | rable, and his face is Lucifer’s Privy-Kitchin, where he 
doth nothing but roaft Mault-Worms : for the Boy, there 
Wit | is agood Angel about him, but the Devil out-bids him too. 
ight Prin. For the Women ? 
Fal. For one of them, fhe is in Hell already, and 
:buil! | burns poor fouls : for the other, | owe her Money ; and 
_ | whether fhe be damn7d for that, 1 know not. 
Hoff. No. 1 warrant. you. : 
inf Fal,No, 1 think thou art not : I think thou art 
quit for that. Marry, there is another Indictment up- 
mise jon thee, for fuffering fleth to be eaten in thy houle, 
iyi contrary to the Law, for the which I think thow wilt 
” \howle. 
nis | Hof. All Victuallers do fo: What is a Joynt of Mut- 
stl ton or two in a whole Lene ? 
. Prin. You, Gentlewoman, 
‘lf Dol. What fays ‘your Grace? 
tt Faift. His Grace fays that, which his fle rebels 
ail againit. 
Ki i Hoft, Who knocks fo loud at the door ? Look to. the 
It | door there, Francis? 
Li Enter Peto. 
We Prin, Peto, how now ? what news? 
if "i Peto. The King, your Father, is ac Weftminfter; 
00, And there twenty weak and wearied Pofts, 
Come fromthe North : and as | camealong, 
I met, and over-took a dozen Captains, 
, |Bare-headed, fweating, knocking at the Taverns, 
iB | And asking every one for Sir Sohn Falftaff. 


Prin, By Heaven ( Poins ) 1 feel me muchto-blame, 


“When Tempett of Commotion, like the South 
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So idly to prophane the precious time; 
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Born with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 
And drop upon our bare unarmed Heads, 
Give me my Sword, and Cloak: 


Falftaff, good night. [ Exit, 


Falfi. Now comes in the fweeteft Morfel of the 
night, and we muft hence, andleave it unpickt. More 


knocking at the door ? How now: ? what’s the mat- 
ter ? 

Bard. You muft away to the Court, Sir, prefently, 
A dozen Captains ftay at the door for you. 

Falft, Pay the Mufitians, Sirrah ; farewel Hoftefs, 


farewel Dol. You fee (my good Wenches ) how men of 


Merit are fought after: the undeferver may fleep, when 
the man of Action is call’d on. Farewel, good Wenches: 
if I be not fent away poft, I will fee you again, rel go. 

Dol. 1 cannot {peak : if my heart be not ready to 
burit. Well ( {weet Yack) haveacare of thy fel 

Falft, Farewel,, farewel. [ Exit. 

Hoft. Well, fare thee well :_ I have knowmthee thefe 
twenty nine years, come Pefcod-time: but an honefter, 
and true-hearted man. Well, fare thee: well, 

Bard, Miftrifs Tear-fheet, 

Hoft. What?s the matter ? 

Bard. Bid Miltvifs Tear-fheet come'to my Matter. 

Hoft, O ran, Dol, run: run, good Dol, 

[ Exeunt. 


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Exter the Kine 


ig, With a Page, 


Kin, Go, call the Earls of Surrey, and Warwick: 
But ere they come, bid them o’re-read thefe Letters. 
And well confider of them: make good fpeed.._ [ Exit, 
How many thoufand of my pooreft Subjects 
Are at this hour alleep? O Sleep, O gentle Sleep, 
Natures foft Nurfe, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 
And fteep my Senfes in Forgetfulnefs ? 

Why rather ( Sleep ) lyeft thou in fmoaky Cribs, 
Upon uncafie Pallads ftretching thee, 

And bufht with bazzing Night, flyes to thy flumber; 
Than in the perfum’d Chambers of the Great ? 
Under the Canopies of coftly State, 

And lull’d with founds of fweeteft, Melody ? 

O thou dull God,, why lyeft thou with the vile, « 
In loathfom Beds, and leav’{t the Kingly Couch 

A watch-cafe, or acommon Larum-Bell ? 

Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Matt, 

Seal up the Ship-beys Eyes, and rock his Brains, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the vifitation.of the. Winds, 

Who take the Ruifian Billows by the top, 

Curling their monftrous heads and hanging them 
With deaf’ning Clamorsin-the flip’ry Clouds, 
That with the hurley, Death. it felf:awakes ? 
Canft thou ( O partial Sleep) Give thy Repofe 
To the wet Sea-boy in an hour fo rude: 

And in the calmeft, and moft ftilleft Night, 
With all appliances, and means to boot, 

Deny it to a King* Thenhappy Low, lye down, 
Uneafie lyes the Head, that wears a Crown. 


Enter Warwick and Surrey, 


War. Many good+motrows to your Majefty. 
King.. It.is good-morrow, Lords? 
War.*Tis one a Clock, and paft. 
‘King. Why then good-morrow to you all (my Lords ; 
Have you read o’re the Letters that I fent you ? 
Hh 


) 
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War, We have ( my Liege.) 
King. Then you perceive the Body of out Kingdom, Scena S ecunda. 
a foulitis : what rank Difeafes grow, a 
And with what danger, near the heart of it ? ‘ 1 ‘ oe 
War. \t is but . ‘a Body, yet diftemper’d, Enter Shallow and epee: toe te mer and Shadow 
Which to the former ftrength may be reitor’d, Walt; tee 4 
With good advice, and little Medicine ; ; ‘1s 
My Lord, Northumberland will foon be cold. Shal. Coine‘on, come-on, COR OT 
Hand, Siry give me your Hard, Sir: an early ftirr 


Kunz. O ; j 
img. Oh Heaven,that one might read the Book of Fate, Fhe Rocd And how doth my 200 4 Coulin Silence ? 


And fee the Revolution of the Times ; o. 
Makeé Mountains level, and the Continent Sil, Good-morrow, good Coufin Shallow, 4 
( Weary of folid firmnefs) melt it feli Shal. And how doth my Coulin, your Bed-felloq 
{nto the Sea : and other Times, to fee pr oe faireft Daughter, and mine, my God-Daught 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean Bien | i 
Too wide for Neptunes hipps 5 how Chances mocks Sil, Alas, a black Ovzel, ( Coufin Shallow.) q 
And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration _ Shal. By yeaand nay, Sir; [ dare fay my Coufin Willig 
With divers Liquors. ”Tis not ten years gone, is become a good Scholar ? he is at Oxford ft, is he mot 
Since Richard, and Northumberland, great Friends, Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my coft. oe | aa 
Did feaft tégethcr., and in two years after, Shal. He mutt then to the Inns of Court fhortly: 1% 
Were they at Wars. Itis but eight years fince, once of Clement’sinn , where (I think ) they will talk 
This Percie was the man, neareft my Soul; mad Shallow yet. “a 
Who like a Brother, toyl’din my Alfairs, Sil. You were calid lufty Shallow then, (Coufin.) 
Shal. 1 was cal?’d any thing : and 1 would havedon 


And laid his Love and Life under my foot : ie hal 0 
Yea, for my fake, even to the eyes of Richard any thing indeed too, and roundly too, There was 1) a 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by, little John Doit of Stafforajhire, and Dlack Geoge: 


(You Coufin Nevil, as I may remember ) and Francis Pick-bone, and Will, Squele a Cot-falem 
When Richard, withhis Eye, brim-full of Tears, you had not four fuch Swinge-bucklers’ in all the Inns 
( Then check’d, andrated y Northumberland ) Court again : And I may fay to you, we knew 
Lid fpeak thefe words (now prov’d a Prophecie :) the Bona-Roba’s were, and had the belt of them 
Northumberland, thou Ladder, by the which commandement. Then was ack, Falftaff (now Sir 
My Coulin® Bulling brook, afcends my Throne : a Boy, and a Page to Zhomas Mowbray, D 
( Though then, Heaven knows, 1 had no fuch intent, Norfolk, Ss 
But thatneceflity fo bow’d the State, Sil. This Sit John, (Coufin ) that comes hith 
That I and Greatnefs were compell’d to kifs: ) about Souldiers? yy 
The time fhall come (thus did he follow it ) Shal, The fame Sir ¥obv, the very fame: 1 
The time will come, that foul Sin-gathering head break Schoggan’s Head at the Court-Gate, when | 
Shall break into Corruption : fo went on, a Crack, not thus high: and the very fame day did If 
Fore-telling this fame Times Condition, with one Sampfon Stock-fifh, a Fruiterer, behind Gi 
And the divifion of our Amity. Inn. Ohthe mad days that I have fpent / andto 
War. ‘There is a Hiftory in allmens Lives, many of mine old Acquaintance are dead ? 
Figuriog the Nature of the Times deceas’d. Sil, We fhall all follow, ( Coufin. ) ps 
The which obferv’d, a man may prophecie, Shal, Certain: "tis certain : very fure, very f 
With a near aim, of the main Chance of things Death is certain to all, all fhall dye. How a good ¥ 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seeds of Bullocks at Stamford Fair ? 
And weak beginnings lye entreafured : Sil. Truly; Coufin, 1 was not there. 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time;  Shal. Death is certain. Is old Double of yout ™ 
And by the neceflary form of this, living yet? es 
King Richard might ‘create a perfect guefs, Sil. Dead, Sir. , pe 
That great Northumberland, then falfe to him, Shal. Dead ? See, fee: he drew a good Bow + 
Would of that Seed, grow toa greater falfenels, dead ? he fhota fine fhoot. John of Guavnt loved 


Which fhould not finda ground to root upon, well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead | 
UnlefS on you. would have clapt in the Clowt at Twelve-fcore, and 


Bete | 

King, Are thefe things then Neceflities ? ryed you a fore-hand Shaft at fourteen, and fourteen alt 

hen let.us meet them like Neceflities ; a half, that it would have done a mans heart good ro fee] 

And that fame word; even now cryes out on us: How a {core of Ewes now ? ‘gi 
They fay the Bifhop and Northumberland Sil. Thereafter as they be : a {core of good Ewes 


Are fifty thoufand ftrong. be worth ten pounds. 
Ware It cannot be (my Lord: ) Shal. And is old Double dead ? 


‘|Rumor doth double, like the Voice and Eccho, 


ta 


é 


‘ive 


Enter Bardolph and his Boy. 


Sil, Here come two of Sir Yohn  Faljtaff’s men @ 


iS J 
‘+ 
itt 


The number of the feared. Pleafe it your Grace 
To gotobed, upon my Life ( my Lord ) 
The Pow’rs that youalready have fent forth, 


Shall bring this Prize in very eafily. think. ) \ Bs 
To comfort you the more, I have receiv’d Shal. Good-morrow, honeft Gentlemen. ‘a 


Glendower is dead. Bard. 1 befeech you, which is Juftice Shallow ? 
ape eerie Shal. | am Robert Shallow (Sir) a poor E{quite of 
County, one of the Kings Juftices o the Peace: 
What is your good pleafure with me ? ia 
King. 1 will take your counfel : Bard. My Captain, ( Sir) commends him to Beedle 
And werethefe inward Wars once out of hand, Captain, Sir John Falftaff : atall Gentleman, anda 
Lani. gallant Leader.  * ye 
; Shat. He greets me well : (Sir _) 1 knew him 
[. Exenat. Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight ? an 
ask, how my Lady his Wife doth ? ae 


A certain inftance that Bee 
Your Majefty hath been t a 
And thefe unfeafon’d hours perforce muft add 


Unto your Sicknefs. 


‘We would (dear Lords)’ unto the Holy- 


me 


_— " 


ee — 


=| : : 
“| ted, than with a Wife. 


“T| phrafes are furely and every where very commendable 
+} Accommodated, it comes of Accommodo : 
| good phrafe. 


A Bard, Pardon, Sir, 1 have heard the word. Phrafe, 
i but 
“7 ]d,will maintain the Word with my Sword, to be a 


eall-you it ? by this day, 1 know not the Phrafe - 
‘V1 Souldier-like “Word, and a Word of excecding good 


7} (as they fay) accommodated : or, when a man is, being 
H whereby he thought to be accommodated, waich is’ an 
excellent thing. 
| Enter Falftaff. 
bal. At is very juft : Look, here comes good Sir fobn. 
1}-Give me your hand, give me your Worlhip’sgood hand ; 
ruft me, you look well : and bear your years very well. 
elcome, good Sir syohz. 
_-Falft. 1am glad to fee you well, good Matter Robert 
Shallow » Mafter Sure-card, as | think ? 
Shal. No, Sit Yobn, it is my Coulin Silence: : in Com- 
miffion with me. oa & 
-; Falft) Good Mafter Silence, it well befits, you fhould 
be of che Peace: 2°! 
nti |» Sel. Your good Worfhip is welcome. c 
> Falft., Fie, this is hor weather; (Gentlemen) have you 
1} provided me here half a dozen of fufficient men ¢ 
4) -Shal., Marry have we, Sir: Will you fit ¢ 

| Faljft, Let me fee them, I befeech you. 

| Shal, Where's the Roll ?, Where’s the Roll ? Wohere’s, 
‘|the-Roil ? Let me fec, let me fee, let me fee: fo, fo, fo, 
jfo : yea marry, Sir, Ralph Adouldy : let them appear as | 


y ie call Tet them do fo, let them do fo: Let me fee, Where 
MBE Eee ox Oyu 
Pa MoulHere,if it pleafe you. ; 
| Sbal. What think you (Sir Jobn) a good limb’d Fel- 
Ae 4 | low : young, ftrong, and of good Friends. 
te | Fadft. 1s thy name! Adouldy ? 
ta Moul. Yea, if it pleafe you. 
Fulft. ?Tis the moré time thou wert us’d. 
y He »Shalz Ha, ha; ha, moft excellent. Things that are 
Hi"? | mouldy, Jack wfe : very fingular good. V Vell faid, Sir 
| Fobn, very well faid. : 
» ee Falft, Prick him. 
il!) — Afoul, 1 was prickt well enough before, if you could | 


| have let me alone: my old Dame will be undone now, 

| for one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgery:; you 
a” | need not to have prickt me, there are other men fitter 
f "| to go out than I. 
1") Falft, Go to: peace AMdouldy, you fhall go. Mouldy, 


if itis time you were fpent. 
40" | Moul. Spent ? . . . 
sk@'| Shal. Peace, fellow, peace; fland afide: Know you 


_| where you are ? For the other, Sir Fohn: Let me fee : 

og | Simon Shadow. 
| Falff. \ marry, let me have him to fit under: he’s like 

| to be acold Souldier. 

| Shal. Where’s Shadow ? 


iy |. Shad. Here, Sir. = 
| Falft. Shadow, whofe Son art thou ? 
ih | Shad. My Mother’s Son, Sir. : OF 
aie Faljt. Thy Mother’s Son : like enough, and thy Fa- 


| thers Shadow : fo the Son of the Female is the Shadow 
at } of the Male; it is often fo indeed, but not of the Fathers 
my. fubftance. : 

‘yt | Shal. Do you like him, Sir John 
"= Falft, Shadow will ferve for Summer : prick him : For 
, it’ | we have a number of fhadows to fillup the Mufter-Book. 
sb | Shal. Thomas Wart. 4 

Or | Fal. Where's he # 

() | Ware. Here, Sir. 


‘| Fait. Is thy name Wart? 
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Bard. Sir, pardon :@ Souldier is better accommoda- 


1] ) Shal. It is well faid, Sir 5 and it is well faid indeed, too: 
4) Better-accommodated ? it is good, yea indeed is it: good 


very good, a 


+) Gommand. Accommodated : that is, when a man 1s 


} full Dove, or moft magnatimous Moufe.: Prick. the-wo-4 


fter Shallow: 


‘Wart, Yea, Sir. 
Falf. Thou arta very ragged Wart. 

_ Shal. Shall J prick him down, 
Sir Fobn ? 

F.l/t. \t were fuperfuous : for his apparel is built up- 
on his back, and the whole frame ftands upon pins ? prick 
him no more. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, you can do it, Sir : you can do it: I] 
commend you well. 
Francis Feeble, 

Fecble, Here, Sir. 

Shal,: What Trade art thou, Fecble ? 

Fecble. A Woman's Taylor, Sir ? 

Shai, Shall I prick him, Sir? 

Fault, You may* 
But it it had been a Man’s ‘Yayloryhe: would have-prick’d 
you. Wilt thou make’ as* many holes i an*Enemies Bat 
tel, as thou hait done ina Womati’s Petticoat’? 

Feeb. 1 will do my good will, Sir? you'can have no more. 

Falft.. Well faid; good Woman's’ Taylor : Well faid, 
Couragious Feeble : thou wilt be as valiant as the wrath- 


man’s Taylor well, Malter Shallow, deep, Matter Shallow. 

Feeble, | would Wart might have gone, Sir. 

Faljt. 1 would thow wert'a Man’s Taylor; that thou 
mightit mend shim, and-make'him fir to’ go.. lb cannot put 
him toa private Souldier, that is the Leaderof fo many. 
thoufands. Let that fuffice, molt forcible Feeble, . 

Feeble. ‘It thall fuftice. 

Falft. 1 am bound to. thee, reverend Feeble.. Who is 
the next? 

Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Green. 

Faljt. Yea marry, let us fee Bulcalf. 

Buls Here,’ Sir. J 

Falft.-Truft mes a likely Fellow. Come ‘prickyme Bul-’ 
calf ,.tyll he roar again. 

Bul; Oh; good my Lord Captain. 

Falf. What ? do’ft thou roar before th’art prickt, 

Bul. Oh, Sir, 1 ama difeafed man: 

Fal/t. WW hat difcafe haft thou ¢ 

Bal, A whorfon cold; Sir; acough, Sir, which I caught; 
with Ringing in the Kings Affairs, upon™his Coronation 
day, Sir. 

Falft, Come, thou fhalngo tothe Warsina Gown: 
we will have away thy Cold, and 1 will stake: fuch order 
that thy Friends fhall ring for thee. Is*hereall ? 

Shal. There is two more called than-your number; 
you muft have but four here, Sir, and: fo, l pray you, go 
in with me to Dinner. 

Falfi. Come, 1 will go drink with. you, but I cannot 
tarry Dinner. Jam glad to fce you in good troth,; Ma- 
iter Shallow, 

Shal. O. Sir oka, do you remember fince we day all 
night in the Wind-mill in Saint Georec?s Fields ? 

Falft. No more of that, good Mafter Shallow, > 
more of that. 

Shal, Ha? it wasa merry night. 
work alive ? 

Faljt. She lives, Matter Shallow. 

Shal. She never could away with ime. 

Falft. Never, nevér : She would! always fay; the could, 
not abide Mafter Shallow. 

Shal. } could anger her tovthe heart : 
Bona-Roba. Doth fhe hold herown-well? 

Falft, Old, old, Matter ‘Shallow, 

Shal. Nay fhe mult be old, fhe cannot chufe but be old : 
certain fhe’s old: and had Kobi» Nieht-work, by old Night, 
mork, before l came to Clements Inn e 

Si, That’s fifty five yeares ago, ) 

Shel. HahyGoutin Sclence, that thon hadft fren that, that 
this Knight and I have fcen + hah, Sir Sfobx, {aide l well 4 

Faif, We have heard the Chimes at miid-nights Ma 


No 


Andis Fane Night- 


fhe: was then a 


Shalt. Thatwe have, that we have: in-faith, Sir Fobm, 
3 Bee ae we } 


ee — i 


{a little,lean,old,chopt,bald Shot. 


we have: our watch-word was, Hem-Boys. 
let?s to dinner, come, let’s to dinner: Oh the dayes 
that we have feen. Come, come. 

Bul. Good Mafter Corporate Bardoiph, ftand my 
Friend, and here is four Harry ten shillings in French 
Crowns for you: in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be hang’d, 
Sir, as go, and yet for mine own part, Sir, | do not care, 
but rather, becaufe | am unwilling, and for mine own 
part, have a defire to ftay with my Friends: elfe,Sir,1 did 
not care, for mine own part, fo much. 

Bard, Go too: ftand afide. 

Monl. And good Mafter Corporal Captain, for my 
old Dame’s fake, ftand my Friend: fhe hath no body to 
do any thing about her, when | am gone: and fhe is old 
and cannot help her felf: you fhall have forty, Sir. 

Bard, Go too: ftand alice. 


Feeble. 1 care not, a man can dye but once: we owe a | 


death. I will never bear a bafe mind: ifit be my defti- 
ny, fo: if it be not, fo: no man is too good to ferve his 
Prince :; and let it go which way it will, he that dies this 
year, is quit for the next, 

Bard. Well faid, thou art a good Fellow. 

Feeble, Nay, 1 will bear no bafe mind. 

Falft. Come Sir, which men fhall I have ? 

Shal. Four of which you pleafe. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you: I have three pound, to 
free Afonldy and Bulcalf. 

Fal. Go too: well. 

Shal. Come, Sit Fobn, which four will you have ? 

Falst, Do you chufe for me. 


Shal. Marry then, Atouldy, Bulcalf, Feeble, and’ 


Shallow. 


Falft. Mouldy, and Bulcalf : for you Mouldy, ftay at; 


home, till you are paft fervice : and for your part Bul- 
calf, grow till you come unto it: I will none of you. 
Shal. Sir Fohn, Sir Fohn, do not your felf wrong, they 


Aare your likelielt men, and 1 would have you ferv’d 


with the beit. 

Faift. Will you tell me (Mafter Shallow) how to chufe 
a man? Carel for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stature, 
Bulk, and big affemblance of aman? give me the Spirit 
(Matter Shallow.)Where?s Wart ? you fee what a ragged 
appearance it is: he fhall charge you, and difcharge you, 
with the motion of a Pewterers Hammer ; Come off, and 
on, fwifter than he that gibbets on the Brewers Bucket. 
And this fame half-facd fellow, Shadow, give me this 
man, he prefents no matk to the Enemy, the fo-man 
may with as great ayme level at the edge of a Pen-knife : 
and for a Retreat, how fwiftly will this Feeble, the wo- 
mans Taylor, run off. O give me the fpare men, and 
fpare me the great ones. Put mea Calyver into Wart’s 
hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold Wart, Traverfe: thus, thus, thus. 

Falft. Come, manage me your Calyver : fo, very well, 
go to, very good, exceeding good. O give me alwayes 
Wellfaid Wart, thou 
att a good Scab: ‘hold, there is a Tefter for thee. 

Shal. He is not his Craft-mafter, he doth not do it 
right. I remember at MAle-end-creen, when I lay at 
Clement’s Inn, 1 was then Sir Dagenet in Arthurs 
Show, there was a little quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you his Piece thus : and he would about, and a- 
bout, and come you in, and come you In: Rah, tah, tah, 
would he fay, Bownce would he fay, avd away again 
would he go, and again would he come: 1 fhall never fee 
fiich a Fellow. 

Falft. Thefe Fellows will do well, Mafter Shallow. 
Farewel Magter Silence, 1 will not ufe many words with 
you: fare you well, Gentlemen both : I thank you; I 
muft a dozen miles to night. Bardolph give the Souldi- 
ers Coats. . 

Shal. Six Fokn, Beaven blefS you, and profper your 
Affairs, and fend us Peace, As you return vifit my 
Houle. Let our old acquaintance be renewed: Peradven- 
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Come, | ture! will with you to the Court. , ! 


Falft. 1 would you would, Mafter Shallow, 
Shal. Goto: Ihave {poke ata word, Fare you w all 
Falft. Fare you well, Gentlemen. On Bo 
lead the men away. As 1 return, I will fetch 
thefe Juftices : 1 do fee the bottom of Juttice gs), 
How fubject we old mien are to: this vice of Lyig ; 
rhis fame ftarv’d Juftice hath done nothing but ii | 
me of the wildenefs of his Youth, and !the Feats be ba 
done about Turnbal-fireet, and every third word figs 
duer pay’d to the hearer,than the Turks tribute, Jdgpalm 
member him at Clement’s Inn, like a man made afielll 
fupper, of a Cheefe-paring. When he was naked he wad 
for all the world, like a forked Radith, with a Head fal 
taftically carv’d upon it witha Knife. He was forlorn 
that his Dimenfions (to any thick fight) were dnyindel 
ble. He was the very Gemus of Famine: he came evel 
in the rear-ward of the fafhion : And. now is the Vial 
Dagger become aSquire, and talks as familiarly of | 
of Gaunt, as if he had been fworn Brother to him and 
Ple be fworn he never faw him but once in the Tilt i re | 


and then he burft his head, for crouding among the Mam) 


fhals men. I faw it, and told Fobn of Gaunt, he beat his 
own Name, for you might -have trufs’d him, andall i 
apparel into an Eel-skin : The Cafe of 4% 
Ho-boy was a Manfion for him ; a Court; and 
hath he Land, and Beeves. Well, I will be acquainted 
with him, if 1 return ; and it fhall go hard, but Iwill 
make him a Philofophers two Stonesto me. If the young 
Dace be a Bait for the old Pike; Ifee no reafon 
Law of Nature, but I may {nap at him. Let time fhape| 


aud there an end. [Esxeuit, 
a | 


Adtus Quartus. Scena Prima. © 


Enter the Arch-Bifhop, Mowbray, Haltings, 0 
Weitmerland, Colevile. : 


Bifh, What is the Forreft call’d ? 
Hast. Tis Gualtree Forreft, and’t pleafe your Grace: 
Bifh, Stand here,(my Lords ) and fend difcoveries forth) 
To know the number of our Enemies, 
Hoft. We have fent forth already. 
Bifh, *Vis well done. 
My Friends and Brethren (in thefe great Affairs) 
I muit acquaint you, that I have receiv’d 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland : 
Their cold intent, tenure, and fubftance thus. 
How doth he wifh his Perfon, with fuch Powers 
As might hold fortance with his Quality, 
The which he could not levy: whereupon 
He is retir’d, to ripe his growing Fortunes 
To Scotland: and concludes in hearty Prayers, 
That your Attempts may over-live the hazard, 
And fearful meeting of their Oppofite. 
Mow, Thus do the hopes we have in him touch grou 
And dafh themfelves to pieces. . 
Enter a Meffenger, 
Haft. Now? what Noes ; 
Mf]. Weft of this Forreft, fcarcely off a miles 
In goodly form comes on the Enemy : 
And by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thoufand. 
Mow. The juft proportion that we gave them out 
Let us fway on, and face them in the Field. 
Enter Weftmerland. 
Bifo. What well appointed Leader fronts us heft! 
Mow, J think it is my Lord of Weftmer 4 
Weft. Health, and fair greeting from our General, | 
The Prince, Lord Yobn,and Duke of Lancafter, | 
Bifh, Say on (my Lord 6f Weftmerland) in pe 


ee What doth concern your coming ? 
| Weft. Then (my Lord) 
* Unto your Grace dol in chief addrefs 
The fubftance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
| Came like it felf, in bafe and abject Routs, 
{Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage, 
| And countenanc’d by Boys, and Beggery : 
m fay if damn’d Commotion fo appear, 
Mh Mhis true, native, and moft proper fhape, 
tk } You (Reverend Father, and thefe Noble Lords) 
| Had not been here, to dref$ the ugly Form 
~ } OF bafe, and bloody Infurrection 
“\ | With your fair Honours. You, Lord Arch-Bifhop, 
Whofe See is by a Civil Peace maintain’d, 
Whofe Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch’d, 
Whofe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor?d, 
Whofe white Inveftments figure {nnocence, 
The Dove, and very blefled Spirit of Peace ; 
)} Wherefore do you fo ill tranflate your felf, 
ig} Out of the fpeech of Peace, that bears fuch Grace, 
‘Into the harfh and boyftrous Tongue of War ? 
Turning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood, 
hay FYour Pens to Launces, and your Tongue divine 
‘ia | To a lowd Trumpet, and a Point of War ? 
ling | Bifh. Wherefore do I this ? fo the queftion ftands. 


) 


Chi | Briefly to thisend: We areall difeas’d, 

‘Og, ] And with our furfeiting, and wanton hours, 

wilt(} Have brought our felves into a burning Feaver, 
in} And we muft bleed for it: of which difeafe 

on (4 Our late King Richard (being infected) dy’d. 

‘wid | But (my moft Noble Lord of W ¢ftmerland) 


a, \ JL take not on me here as a Phyfitian, 
| Nor do I, as an Enemy to Peace, 
} Troop in the Throngs of Military men : 
— { But rather thew a while like fearful War, 
_| To dyet rank Minds, fick of happinef ; 
uhh And purge th’obftruétions which begin to ftop 
| Our very Veins of Life: hear me more plainly. 
y | Lhave in equal Ballance juftly weigh’d, 
; | What Wrongs our Arms may do, what Wrongs we fuffer, 
' | And find our Griefs heavier than our Offences. 
» || We fee which way the ftream of Time doth run, 
yin | Aud are enforc’d from our moft quiet there, 
| By the rough Torrent of Occafion, 
sity And have the fummary of all our Griefs 
hs E CWhen time fhall ferve ) to thew in Articles’; 
F Which long e’re this, we offer’d to the King, 
g | And might by no Suit, gain our Audience : : 
pa ‘When we are wrong’d and would unfold our Griefs, 
of ‘| We are deny’d accef$ unto his Perfon, 
i 1 Even by thofe men, that moft have done us wrong. 
wcll | The dangers of the days but newly gone, 
ui} Whofe memory is written on the Earth 
} With yet appearing Blood; and the Examples 
| Of every Minutes inftance (prefent now) 
Hath put us in thefe ill-befeeming Arms : 
} Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it, 
} But to eftablih here a Peace indeed, 
| Concurring both in Name and Quality. 
Weft. When ever yet was your appeal deny?d ? 
_ | Wherein have you been galled by the King ? 
| What Peer hath been fuborn’d, to grate on you, 
| | That you fhould feal this lawlefs bloody Book 
* | Of forg’d Rebellion, with aSeal divine? 
. Bijfh, My Brother General, the Common-wealth 
gf I make my Quarrel in particular. 
@ | Weft, There is no need of any fuch redrefs 5 
(| Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 


, || on, Why not to him in part, and to us all, 
| | That feel the brnifes of the days before, 


tl _} And fuffer the Condition of thefe Fimes 

420 lay an heavie and unequal Hand upon our Honours? 
ot. Weft. O my good Lord Afowbray, 

ok _ \Conftrue the Times to their Neceflities, 

w,. 
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And you fhall fay (indeed) it is the time, 
And not the King that doth you injuries, 
Yet for your part, it not appears to me, 
Either from the King, or in the prefent Time 
That you fhould have an inch of any ground 
To build a Grief on: were you not reftor’d 
Toall the Duke of Norfolk's Seignories, 
Your Noble and right well remembred Father’s ? 
Mow. What thing, in Honour, had my Father loft, 
That need to be reviv’d, and breath’d in me ? 
The King that lov’d him, as the State ftood then, 
Was forc’d, perforce compell’d to banifh him : 
And then, that Henry Bullingbrookand he ‘ 
Being mounted, and both rowfed in their Seats, 
Their neighing Courfers daring of the Spur, 
Their atmed Staves in charge, their Beavers down, 
Their Eyes of Fire, fparkliig through fights of Steel, 
And the loud Trumpet blowing them together : 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have ftay’d 
My Father from the Breaft of Billingbrook ; 
O, when the King did throw his Warder down, 
(His own Life hung upon the Staff he threw) 
Then threw he down himfelf, and all their Lives, 
That by Indictment, and by dint of Sword, 
Have fince mifcarried under Bulliagbrook , 
Weft. You fpeak( Lord Adowbr. ‘y)now you know not what. 
The Earl of Hereford, was reputed then 
In England the moft valiant Gentlcman. 
Who knows,’on whom Fortune would then have fmil?d ? 
But if your Father had been Victor there, 
He ne’re had born it out of Coventry, 
For all the Country, in a general voice, 
Cryd hate upon him: and all their Prayers, and Love, 
Were fet on Hereford, whom they doted on, 
And blefs’d,and gracd, and did more than the King. 
But this ismeer digreffion from my purpofe. 
Here come! from our Princely Gencral, 
To know your Griefs; to tll you from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience : and wherein 
It fhall appear, that your Demands are jult, 
You fhall enjoy them, every thing {ei off 
That might fo much as think you Enemies. 
Mow, But he hath forc’d us to compel this Offer, 
And it proceeds from Policie, not Love, 
Weft. Adowbray, you overéween to take it fo: 
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fear. 
For lo, within a Ken our‘Army lics. 
Upon mine Honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of Fear. 
Our Battel is more full of Names than yours, 
Our Men more perfect in the ufe of Arms, 
Our Armour all as ftrong, our Caufe the bet ; 
Then Reafon will, our Hearts fhould be as good. 
Say you not then our Off-r is compell’d. 
Mow, Well, by my will we fhall admit no Parley. 
Weft. That argues but the thame of your Offence : 
A rotten Cafe abides‘no handing. 
Hast. Hath the Prince oh» a full Commiflion; 
In very ample virtue of his Father, 
To hear, and abfolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we fhall fand upon? 
Weft. That is intended inthe Generals Name : 
I mufe you make fo flight a Queition. 
Bifh. Thentake (my Lord of Weftmerland) this Schedule, 
For this contains our general Grievances: 
Each feveral Article herein redre{s’d, 
All members of our Caufe, both here, and hence, 
That are infinewed to this Action, 
Acquitted by a true fub{tantial form, 
And prefent execution of our wills, 
To us, and to our Purpofes confin’d, 
We come within our awful Banks again, 
And knit our Powers to the Arm of Peace. 
Weft. This willl thew the General. Pleafé you Lords 
Hh 3 
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[n fight of both our Battels, we may meet . 
At either end in peace: which Heaven fo frame, 
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which muft needs decide it. 
Bifh. My Lord, we will do fo. 
Mow. There is a thing within my Bofom tells me, 
That no Condition of our peace can ftand. 
Haft. Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace 
Upon fuch large terms, and fo abfolute, 
As our Conditions fhall confift upon, 
Our Peace fhall ftand as firm as Rocky Mountains. 
Mow. 1, but our valuation fhall be fuch, 
That every flight, and falfe-derived Caule, 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reafon, 
Shall to the King, tafte of this Action : 
That were our Royal Faiths, Martyrs in Love, 
Wefhall be winnowed with fo rough a wind, 
That even our Corn fhall feem as light as Chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 


Bifh. No, 00 (my Lord) note this: the King is weary 


Of dainty and fuch picking Grievances ¢ 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 
Revives two greater in the Heirs of Life. 
And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean, 
And keep no Tell-tale to his Memory, 
That may repeat, and Hiftory his lofs, 
To new remembrarice. For full well he. knows, 
‘| He cannot fo precifely weed this Land, 
As his mifdoubts prefent occafion : 
His Foes are fo énrooted with his Friends, 
That plucking to uofix an Enemy, 
He doth unfalten fo, and fhake a Friend. 
-| So that this Land, like an offenfive Wife, 
That hath enrag’d him on, to offer ftrokes, 
Ashe is ftriking, holds his Infant up, 
And hangs refolw’d Correttion in the Arm, 
That was uprear’d to execution. 
‘| Hak Belides, the King hath wafted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lack 
| The very Inftruments of Chattifement : 
So that his Power, like to a Fanglefs Lyon 
May offer, but not hold. 
Bifh. "Vis very true: 
And therefore be affur’d Gny good Lord Marfhal) . 
If we do now make our Atonement well, 
Our Peace will (like a broken Limb united) 


To us, the imagine voice of Heaven it felf; 
The very Opener, an d Intelligencer 
Between the Grace, the Sanctities of Heaverly 
And our dull workings. O, who fhall believe, 
But you mifufe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance atid Grace of Heaven, 
As a falfe Favourite doth his Princes Name, 
in deeds difhonourable? You have taken up, 
Under the counterfeit Zeal of Heaven, 
The Subjects of Heaven’s Subftitute, my Father, 
And both againft the Peace of Heaven, and Him, 
Have here up-fwarmed them. 
Bifh. Good-my Lord of Lancafter, — 
| am not here againft your Father?s Peace « 
But (as 1 told my Lord of Weftmerland) 
The time (mif-order’d) doth in common fenfe 
Crowd us, and crufh us, to this monftrous Form, 
To hold our fafety up. 1fent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Grief, 
The which hath been with {corn fhov’d from the 
Whereon this Hydra-Son of War is born, 
Whofe dangerous Eyes may well be charm?d afleep. 
With grant of our moft juft and right defire ; 
And true Obedience of this Madnefs cur’d, 
Stoop tamely to the foot of Majefty. 
Mow. \f not, we ready are to try our Fortunes 
To the laft man. 
Haft. And though we here fall down, 
We have Supplies to fecond our Attempt : 
If they mifcarry, theirs fhall fecond them. 
And fo, faccefs of mifchief fhall be born, 
And Beir from Heir fhall hold this Quarrel up, 
Whiles England hall have Generation. 
ohn. You are too fhallow ( Haftings) 
Much too fhallow, 
To found the bottom of the after-times. 
Weft. Pleafeth your Grace, to anfwer them direct 
How far-forth you do like their Articles ? E 
Sob. { like them all, and do allow them well: 


| And fwear here, by the Honour of my Blood, 


My Father’s purpofes have been miftook, 

And fome, about him, have too lavifhly 

Wrefted his meaning, and Authority. 5 
My Lord, thefe Griefs fhall be with fpeed redreft: 
Upon my Life, they fhall. If this may pleafe you, — 
Difcharge your Powers unto their feveral Counties, 


Grow ftronger, for the breaking. 
Mow. Be it fo: 
Here is return’d my Lord of Weftmerland. 
Enter Weftmerland. 


As we will ours: and here between the Armies, 
Let’s drink together friendly, and embrace, 
That all their Eyes may bear thofe Tokens home, 
_ | Of our reftored Love, and Amity. an 
We.The Prince is here at hand : Pleafeth your Lordihip | Bi/h. 1 take your Princely word, for thefe redrefles. 
To meet his Grace, juft diftance *tween our Armies ? obn. 1 give it you, and wil! maintain my wor mn 
Mow. Your Grace of York, in Heavens name then | And thereupon] drink unto your Grace. 
forward. Haft. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army — 
‘Bifp. Before,and greet his Grace, (my Lord) we come. | ‘This News of Peace; let them have pay, and pat 
Enter Prince John. 3 i know it will well pleafe them. 
john. You are well encountred here (my Coufin A4ow- | Hie thee, Captain. 
Good day to-you gentle Lord Arch-Bifhop, (bray) Bifh. Toyou my noble Lord of Wet merland. 
And foto you Lord Haftings, and to all. Weft. I pledge your Grace: 
My Lord of York, it better fhew’d with you, And if you knew what pains I have beftow’d 
When that your Flock (affembled by the Bell) To breed this prefent Peace, : 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence You would drink freely : but my love to ye 
Your Expofition on the holy Text, . Shall thew it felf more openly hereafter. 
Than now to fee you here an Iron man, Bifh. 1. do not doubt you. 
'| Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Dim, Weft. 1 am glad of it. 
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to death. Health to my Lord, and gentle Coufin Afowbray. 
| That man that fits within a Monarch’s Heart, Mow. You with me health in very happy feafon, onl 
And ripensin the Sun-fhine of his Fayours For I am on the fudden, fomething ill. me 
Would he abufe the Countenance of the King» Bifh. Againft ill Chances men are ever MerTy> — 
Alack, what mifchiefs might he fet abroach,  __—‘{ But HeaviriefS fore-runs the good Event. — we 
In fhadow of fuck greatnefs? With you, Lord Bifhop, Weft. Therefore be merry (Coz) fince fudden {0 
It iseven fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken, Serves to fay thus: fome good thing comes to mo! 
How deep you were within the Books of Heaven ? Bifb. Believe me, I am pafling light in Spirit. 
\To us, the Speaker in his Parliament ; Mow. So much the worfe, if your own Rule be ti 


‘ 


~~ 


¥ohn, The word of Peace is render 
| fhowt. 

Mow. This had beeti chearful after Victory. 
¥ Bifh. A peace is of the nature of a Conqueft : 
{For then both Parties nobly are fubdw’d, 

» | And neither party lofer. 

fe | Fohn. Go(my Lord) 

» |, | And let our Army be difcharged too: 


ad 


_ | And good my Lord fo (pleafe you) let our Traing 


mn | March by us, that we may perufe the men, (Exit. 
it) | We fhould have cop’d withall. 
Bifh. Go, good Lord Haftings : 
_ | And re they be difimifs’d, let them match by. [ Exit. 


a 


toe 


Fohn. \ trufk (Lords) we fhall lie to night together. 
Enter Weftmerland. 

n, wherefore ftands our Army fill ? 

he Leaders, having charge ee you to ftand, 

[ Enter Haftings. 


a Now Cou{i 
a. Wet. T 
4} Will not go off until they_hear you fpea 
h | soba, They know their Duties. 
— Haft, Our Army is difpers’d : 
P ~} Like youthful Steers, unyoak’d, they took their courfe 
i | Balt, Weft, North, South : or like a School broke up, 
ft; | Fach hurries towards his home, and fporting place. 
4 | | Weft. Good tidings, (my Lord Hajtings) for the which 
e I doarreft thee (Traytor ) of high Treaion: 
wt’ | And you Lord Arch-Bifhop, and you Lord Mowbray, 
~_ | Of Capital Treafon, [attach you both. 
Mow. Isthis proceeding juft and honourable ? 
Wejt. Is your Affembly fo ? 

_ Bifh, Will you thus break y 

John. I pawn’d thee none * 
| [promis’d you redrefs of thefe fame Grievances 


our Faith ? 


1] Whereof you did complain ; which by mine Honour, 
) | Twill perform, with a moft Chriftian care. 
But for you ( Rebels) look to tafte the due 
« || Meet for Rebellion, and fuch Acts as yours. — 
tal | Moft thallowly did you thefe Arms commences 
3) | Fondly brought here, and foolifhly fent hence. 
ia | Strike vp out Drums purfue the fcatter’d ftray, 
‘ah Heaven, and not we, have fafely fought to day: 
" Some guard thefe Traitors to the block of Death, = 
: Treafons true bed,and yielder up of breath. [ Excunt. 
ist Enter Falftaff, and Colevile. 
it Falft, \What’s your Name, Sir ? of what Condition are 
ae you ¢ and what place, I pray ? 
W ‘ Col. Lama Knight, Sir: 
brat And my Name is Colevile of the Dale. : : : 
oe Falft. Well then, Colevile is your Name, a Knight is 
_., | your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colevile fhall till 
rt “| be your Name, a Traitor your Degree, and the Dua- 
ait”) geon your Place, a place deep enough : “fo fhall you be ftil 
a 1 Colevile of the Dale. : si. 
the dO Col, Are not you Sic John Falftaff ? 
yon Falftaff. As good.a man as he, Sir, who erel am: do 
re ye yield, Sir, or fhall I fweat for you? if Ido fweat, they 
| are the drops of thy Lovers, and they weep for thy death, 
fl “| therefore rowze tip Fear and Trembling, and do obfer- 
- | vance to my mercy. J 
fo Col. I think a are Sir ‘Yoln Falstaff, and in that 
thought yield me. ’ ae 
LoVe Fal. I have a whole School of Tongues in this bell; 
ot of mine, and not a Tongueof them all {peaks any othe 
i word but my Name: and { had buta belly of any indiffe- 
rency, L were fimply the moft active fellow in Europe: my 
yt womb, my womb, my womb undoes me. Here comes our 
on | General, 
et Emer Prince John and Weltuierland: 
i) Fob. The heat is paft, follow no farther now, 
ot) Call in the Powers, good Coufin Weftmerland. 
, yp | Now Faljtaff, where Lave yon been all this while # 
i TS 
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’4: hark how they; When every thing is ended, then ,you come. 
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oats, 


Thefe tatdy tricks of yours will ( on my life) 
Onetime or other, break fome Gallows back. es 
_ Fal. Y would be forry (my Lord) but it fhould be 
thus: I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the 
reward of Valour. Do you think me a Swallow, an Ar- 
row, or a Bullet? Have I, in my poor and old Motion, 
the expedition of Thought ? [ have fpeeded hither with 
the very extremeft inch of poflibility. 1 have foundred 
ninefcore and odd Pofts: and here ( travel-tainted as 1 
am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken Sir 
Fohn Colevile of the Dale, a moft furious Knight, and 
valorous Enemy : But what of that? he faw me, and 
yielded ; that I may juftly fay with the hook-nos’d fel- 
low of Rome, I came, faw, and over-came. 

Fohn, It was more of his Courtefic, than your Deferving. 

Fal, 1 know not: here he is, and here I yield him: 
andI befeech your Grace, let it be book’d with the reft 
of this days deeds; or, I fwear, 1 will have it in a par- 
ticular Ballad, with mine own Picture on the top of it, 
( Colevile ) kifling my foot; To the which courfe, if 1 
be enforced, if you donot all fhew like gilt two-pences to 
me 3 and. I, in the clear Sky of Fame, @’re-fhine you as 
much.as the full Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, 
( which fhew like Pins Heads to her) believe not the word 
ofthe Noble : therefore let me have right, and let de- 
fert mount. 

ohn, Thine’s too heavy to mount. 

Falft. Let it fhine then. 

ohn, Thine’s too thick to fhine. 

Falft. Let it do fomething (my goo 
do me good, and callit what you will. 

Fohn, Is thy Name Colevile ? 

Col, It is (my Lord.) 

ohn. A famous Rebel art thot, Colevile. 

Falst. Anda famous true Subject took him. 

Col; 1am (my Lord) butas my Betters are; 
That led me hither : had they been rul’d by me, 
You should have won them dearer than you have. 

Faljt. I know not how they fold themfelves, but thou 
like a kind Fellow, gav’st thy felf away ; andI thank thee, 
for thee. 


dLord ) that may 


_ Enter VVeltmerland. 

Sobn. Have you left purfuit ? 

Wef. Retreat is made, and Execution ftay’d, 
Fobn. Send Colevile, with his Confederates, 
To York, toprefent Execution.  “ 

| Blunt, lead him hence, and fee you guard him fure. 

[ Exit Colevile. 
And now difpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 

[ hear the King, my Father is fore fick, 

Our News hall go before us, to his Majefty, 

VVhich ¢ Coufin ) you fhall bear; to comfort him : 

And we with fober {peed will follow you. 

Faljt. My Lord, | beféech you, give me leave to go 
through Glocefter{hire , and when you come to Court, ftand 
my good Lord, pray, inyourgoodreport. 

Fobn. Fare you well, Falftaf': 1, inmy conditions 
Shall better fpeak of you, than youdeferve. | Exit. 

Falft. {would you had but the wit : twere better than } 
your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young fober- 
blooded Boy doth not love me, nor a man cannot. make 
>) him laugh; but that’s no marvel, he drinks no V Vine. 
“| There’s never any of thefe demure Boys come to any 
proof : for thin drink doth fo over-cool their blood, 
and making many Fifh-Meals, that they fall into a kind 
of Male Green-ficknefs: and then;, when they marry, 
they get VVenches. They are generally Fools; and Cow- 
ards; which fome of us fhould be too,but for inflammation. 
A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-fold operation in it: 
it afcends me into the Brain; dries me there all the fool- 
iff, and dull, and crudy Vapours, which environ it: 
makes it apprehenfive, quick, forgetive, full of, nimble, 
‘Hficry, and delectable thapes ; which deliver’d o’re to the 
Voyce, 
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| 
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Voyce, the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes excel- 

lent Wit. The fecond property of your excellent Sher- 

ris, is; the warming of the Blood: which before ( cold, 

and fetled ) left the Liver white, and pale :_ which is the | 
Badge of Pu/illanimity, and Cowardiie: but the Sherris 
warms it, and makes it courfe from the inwards, to the 
parts extreme : it illuminateth the Face, which ( asa Bea- 
con) gives warning toll the reft of this little Kingdom 
(man) to Arm: and then the Vital Commoners, aid in- 
land p.tty Spirits, mufter me all to their Captain, the 
Heart; who great, and puft up with his retinue, doth a- 
ny deed of Courage: aid chis Valour comes of Shetris. 
So that skill in the Weapon is nothing, without Sack 
(for that fets it a work: ) and Learning, a meer Hoard 
of Gold, kept by a Devil, till Sack commences it, and fets 
itin act, and ufe. Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry 
is valiant : for the cold blood he did naturally inherit of 
his Father, he hath, like lean, fleril, and bare Land, ma- 
nured, husbanded, and till’d, with excellent endeavour 
of drinking good, and good ftore of fertil Sherris, that 
he isbecome very hot, and valiant, If I hada thoufaud 
fons, the firft Principle 1 would teach them, fhould be to 
forfwear thin Potations, and to addict themfelves to 
Sack. i. Enter’ Bardolph. 

How now, Bardslph. 

Bard. Thy Army is difchargedali, and gone. 

Fait. Let them go: Pile through Glocefterfhure, and 
there will I vifit Malter Robert Shallow, Eiquire: 1 have 
him already tempering between my finger and my thumb, 
and fhortly will I feal with him. Come away. 

L Exeunt. 


Dee a a eT a ETE Sc 


Scena Secunda. 


Ester King, Warwick, Clarence, Glocefter. 


King. Now Lords, if Heaven doth give fuccefsful end 

To this Debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
We will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but what are fanctii’d. 
Our Navy is addrefled,. our Power collected, 
Our Subftitutes, in abfence, well invefted, 
And every thing lies level to our with 5 
Onely we want alittle perfonal ftrength : 
And pawfeus, till thefe Rebels, now a foot, 

Come-underneath the yoak of Government. 

War. Both which we doubt not, but your Majefty 
Shall foon enjoy. 

King. Humphrey (my Son of Gloucefter ) where:is the 
Prince, your Brother ? 

Gio. \ think he’s gone to hunt (my Lord) at Wandfor. 

King. And how accompanied ? 

Glo. 1 do not know ( my Lord.) 

King. Is not his Brother, 7 homas of Clarence,with him ? 

Glo, No ( my good Lord) he is in prefence here. 

Clar, What would my Lord, and Father ? 

King, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy: Brother ? 
He loves thee, and thou do’ft neglect him (Thomas ) 
Thou haft a better place in his Atfection 
Thanallthy Brothers : Cherifh it ( my Boy ») 

} And Noblé Offices thou may?ft effect 
Of Mediation ( after 1 am dead) 
Between his Greatnefs, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love, 
Nor lofe the good advantage of his Grace, 
By feeming cold, or carelefi of his will. 
For he is gracious if he be obferv’d: 
He hatha Year for Pity, and a Hand 
Open (as Day ) for melting Charity: 
Yer notwithftanding, being incens’d, he’s Flint, 
As humorous as Winter, and as fudden -- 


,| And when they ftand againit you, may they fall, 
|| As thofe that | am come to tell you of, 


} Make me. fick ? 


As Flaws congealed in the Spring of day, 

His temper therefore muft be well obferv'd ; 

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 

When you perceive his blood inclin’d to mirths 
But being moody, give him line, and fcope, 

Till that his paflions (like a Whale on ground) ~ 
Confound themfelves with working: Learn this, 
And thou fhalt prove a fhelter to thy Fritnds, 

A Hoop of Gold to bind thy Brothers in : 

That the united Veflel of their Blood 

(Mingled with Venome of Suggeftion, 

As force, perforce, the Age will pour it in) 
Shall never leak, though it do work as {trong 

As Aconitum, or ralh Gun-powder, — 

Clr. \ fhall'obferve him with all care, and love, 

King.W hy art thou not at Windfor with him,( Thomas?) 

Clar, He is not there to day : be dines in London, 

King. And how accompanied ? Canft thou tell that? 

Clar, With Poins, and other his continual Followers,” 

King. Moft fubject is the fatteft Soyl to Weeds: 
And He (the Noble Image of my Youth) 
ls over-{pread with them : therefore my grief 
Strecches it felf beyond the hour of Death, 

The blood weeps from my heart, when I do fhape 
(In forms imaginary ) th’unguided Days, 

And rotten Times, that you fhall look upon, 
When I am fleeping withmy Ancefters. _, 

For when his head-itrong Rivt bath no Curb, 

W hen Rage and hot-blood are his Counfellers, 
When Means and lavifh Manners meet together, 
Oh, with what Wings fhall his Affections flye 
Towards fronting Peril, and oppos’d decay # 

War. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him 
The Prince but ftudies his Companions, 
Like a ftrange Tongue : wherein, to gain the Lang 
Tis needfui, that the moft immodeft word 
Be look’d upon, and learn’d : which once attain’d, 
Your Highnefs knows, comes to no farther ufe, 

But to be known,and hated. So, like grofs terms, 
The Prince will, in the perfectnefs of time, 

Caft off his Followers : and their memory, 

Shall asa Pattern, or a Meafure live, 

By which hisGrace muft mete the lives of others, 
Turning paft Evils to advantages. 

King. Tis feldom, when the Bee doth leave her Coli} 
In the dead Carrion. =: 

Enter VVeftmerland. | 
VVho’s here ? Weftmerland ? 

We. Health to my Soveraign, and new happinels 
Added to that, that 1am to deliver. : 
Prince Foha, your Son, doth kifs your Graces hand; 
Mowbray, the Bilhop, Scroop, Haftings, and all, ~ 
Are brought to the Correction of your Law, 

Chere is not now a Rebels Sword eafheath’d, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where- 
lhe manner how this Action hath been born, i? 
Here (at more leifure ) may your Highnefs read, 4 


‘| V Vith every courfe, in his particular. 


King, O Weftmerland, thou arta Summer Bird, | Be. 
V Vhich ever, in the baunch of V Vinter, fings 
The lifting up of dey. ik 
Enter Harcourt. 
Look, here’s. more News. ; 
Har, From Enemies, Heaven keep your 


Majefty } so } 


The Earl Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolf; 


| VVith a great Power of Englifh, and of Scots, 
| Are by thejSheriff of York-(hreoverthrown: 


The mayiner, and true‘ order of the fight 
This Packet ( pleafe yeu) contains ae large. ie 
King, And wherefore fhould thefe: good News, ; = 


V Vill Fortune never come with both hands fully : 


x 
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|} But write her fair words fill in fouleft Letters ? 
{She either gives a Stomack, and no food, 
( Suchare the Poor, in health) or elfe a F eaft, 


Shall (O dear Father ) pay thee plenteoufly. 
My due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown, 
Which (as immediate from thy place, and blood ) 


And takes away the Stomach, (Such are the Rich, Derives it felf to me. Lo, here it fits, 
| That have aboundance, and enjoy it not. ) Which heaven fhall guard : % 
I fhould rejoyce now, at this happy News, And put the World’s whole ftrength intoone Gyant Arm, 
|} And now my Sight fails, and my brains is giddy. It, fhail not force this Lineal Honor from me, 
| Ome, come near me, now 1 am much ill. This, from thee, will Ito mine leave, 
| Glo. Comfort your Majetty. As tis left to me., [ Exit’ 
Cla. Oh, my Royal Father. 


Weftmer.My Soveraign Lord,chear up your felf, look up. Enter Warwick, Gloucefter; Clarence, 
| . War. Be patient ( Princes ) youdo know, thefe Fits eh 
_ || Are with his Highnefs very ordinary, | King. Warwick, Gloucefter, Clarence. 

_| Stand from him, give him air: Clar, Doth the King call ? | 
{He'll ftraight be well. War, What would your Majefty ? how fares your 
Clar. No no, he cannot long hold out : thefe pangs, Grace ? 

'} Tiinceflant care, and labour of his mind, 


King. Why did you leave me here alone, (my Lords ) 
«ity | Hath wrought the Mure, that fhould confine ini t, Cla. We left the Prince (my Brother) here( my Liege , 
ih 4 So thin, that life looks through, and will break ont. Who undertook to fit and watch by you. 
ij |. Glo. The people fear me: for they do.obferve King. The Prince of Wales ? where is he ? let me fee him. 
i) Unfather’d Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature: War. This door is open, he is gone this way. 
fit The Seafons change their manners, as the year Glo. He came not through the Chamber where we ftaid. 
_ {Had found fome Months alleep, and leap’d them over. King. Where is the Crown? who took it from my 
ile _Clar. The River hath thrice flow’d, no ebb between: Pillow ? 
‘| And the old folk ( Times doting Chronicles ) War, When we with-drew ( my Liege } we left it here, 
| Say it did fo, a little time before King, The Prince hath wane it hence: 
M | That our Grand-fire Edward fick’d, and d yrd. Go feek him out. 
i 4 War. Speak lower, (Princes) for the King recovers. Is he fo hafty, that he doth fuppofe 
‘ Glo. This Apoplexy will (certain J be his end. My fleep, my death ? Find him ( my Lord of Warwick) 
ie King. | pray you take me up, and bear me hence Chide him hither : this part of his conjoyns 
[Into fome other Chamber : foftly pray. With my difeafe, and helps to end me. 
th 4 Let there be no noyfemade, (my gentle Friends ) See Sons, what things you are; 
4 Unlefs fome dull and favourable hand How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 
iinet Will whifper Mufick to my weary Spirit. When Gold becomes her Object ?_ 
. | War, Call for the Mufick in the other Room. For this, the foolifh over-careful Fathers 
nth King. Set me the Crown upon my Pillow here. Have broke their fleeps with thoughts, 
t 4 Clar. Bis eye is hollow, and he changes much. Their brains with care, their bones with induftry, 
yy War. Lefs noyfe, lefs noyfe. For this, they have ingrofled and pyl’d up 
ett . Enter Prince Henry. The canker’d heaps of ftrange-atchieved Gold: 
te - Prin, Hen. Who faw the Duke of Clarence ? For this, they have been thoughtful, to inveft 
r, Cla. Yam here (Brother ) full of heavinefs. Their Sons with Arts, and Martial Exercifes: 
if Prin. Hen. How now? Rain within doors, and none | When, like the Bee, culling from every Flower 
abroad ? How doth the King ? The vertuous Sweets, our Thighs packt with Wax 
i § - Glo, Exceeding ill, ; Our Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Hive; 
Prin. Hea. Beard he the good News yet ? And like the Bees,are murthered for our pains, 
pt’ 4 Tell it him. This bitter tafte yields his Engrofsments 
Glo, He alter’d much, upon the hearing it. To the ending Father, 
| Prin. Hen, lf he be tick with Joy, Enter Warwick. 
; He’l recover without Phyfick. Now where is he, that will not {tay fo long, 
alt War. Not fo much noyfe, (my Lords ) Till his friends ficknefs hath determin’d me ? 
Sweet Prince, fpeak low. War. My Lord, | found the Prince in the next Room 
gti | The King, your Father, is difpos’d to ficep. Wathing with kindly Tears his gentle Cheeks, y 
: i Clar. Let us with-draw into the other Room. With fuch a deep demeanour, in great forrow, 
big War. Wilt pleafe your Grace to go along with us? | That Tyranny, which never quattt but blood, 
‘| Prin. Hen. No : | will fit, and watch here, by the King. | Would ( by beholding him ) have wath’d his Knife 
Mh Why doth the Crown lye there, upon his Pillow, With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 
at} Being fo troublefom a Bed-fellow ? King. But wherefore did he take away the Grown ? 
ve O polifh’d Perturbation ! Golden Care ! : Enter Prince Henry. 
Oo” 1 That Keeep'tt the Ports of flumber open wide Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, ( Harry) 
J To many a watehful Night : fleep with it now, Depart the Chamber, leave us here alone. [ Exit. 
iw 1 Yet not fo found, and half fo deeply {weet, . Prin. Hen, \ never thought to heare you {peak again. 
lif 4 As he whofe Brow C with homely Biggen bound ) King. Thy with was Father ( Harry) to that thought : 
Snores out the Watch of N ight. Majefty ! I {tay too long by thee, I weary thee, 
When thou do’ft pinch thy Bearer, thou do’ft fit Do’ft thou fo hunger for my empty Chair, 
, |Likearich Armor, worn in heat of day, That thou wilt fieeds inveft thee with mine Honors 
of | That fcald’{t with fafety : by his Gates of breath, Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolith youth ! , 
io There lyes a downy Feather, which ftirs not : Thou feek’ft the Greatnefs, that will over-whelm thee: 
Did he fufpire, that light and weightlefs down Stay buta little: for my Cloud of Dignity 
wiht | Perforce mutt move. My gracious Lord, my Father, Is held from falling, with fo weak a wind, 
iy 4 This fleep is found indeed : this is a fleep, That it will quickly drop: my Day is dim, 
That from this Golden Rigol hath divore’d Thou haft ftoln that, which after fome few hours 
So many Englifh Kings. Thy due from me, Were thine, without offence : and at my death 
ft Is Tears, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood, Thou haft feal’d up my Expectation. 
N@ Which Nature, Love, and filial tendernefs Thy life did manifeft, thou love’ me not, 
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And thou wilt have me dye affur’d of it. 
Thou hid’ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whetted on thy ftony heart, 
To ftab at halfan hour of my frail life. 
What ? canft thou not forbear me half an hour ? 
Then get thee gone, and dig ty grave thy felf, 
And bid the merry Bells ring to thy ear, 
That thou art Crowned, not that [am dead, 
jet all the Tears, that fhould bedew my Herfe 
Be drops of Balm, to fanttifie thy head : 
Onely compound me with forgotten duft 5 
Give that, which gave thee life, unto the Worms: 
Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees 5. 
For now atime is come, to mock at Form. 
Henry the Fifth is Crown’d : Up Vanity, 
Down Royal State : All you fage Counfellors, hence : 
And to the Englifh Court, aflemble now 
From ev’ry Region, Apes of Idlenefs. 
Now Neighbour-Confines, purge you of your Scum : 
Have you a Ruffian that will {wear ? drink ? and dance? 
Revel the night ?rob? murder? and commit 
The oldeft fins, the neweft kind of ways ? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more ¢ 
England {hall double guil’d, his trebble guilt. 
England fall give him Office, Honor, Might : 
For the Fifth Aarry, from curb’d Licenfe plucks 
The muzzle of Reftraint, and the wilde Dog 
Shall flefh his tooth in every Innocent. — 
Oi my -poor Kingdom (fick with civil blows) 
When that my.Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
What wilt thou-do, When Ryot is thy Care > 
O, thou wilt be a Wildernefs again, 
Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants.) 

Prin. O-pardon me (my Liege) 

But for my Tears, 
The moft Impediments unto my Speech, 
I had fore-ftall’d, and deep rebuke, 

’re you (with grief) had fpoke, and I had heard 
The courfe of it fo far. There is your Crown, 
And he that wears the Crown immortally, 
Long guard it yours : If affect it more, 
Than as your Honour, and as your Renown, 
Let me no more from this Obedience rife, 
Which my. moft true, and inward dutious fpirit 
Teacheth .this proftrate, and exteriour bending. 
Heaven witnefs with me, when I here came in, 
And found no courfe of breath within your Mayefty, 

heart. If 1 do feign, 


dye, 
World, 


Hath fed upon the body of 
Therefore, thou beft of Gol 
-4 Other, lefs fine in Carract, is more precious, 
Preferving life, in Med’cine potable : 
1 But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour’d, moft Renown’d, 
Haft eat the Bearer up. 
‘| Thus (my Royal Liege) 
| Accufing it, I put it on my Head, 
To try with, it (as with an Enemy, 
‘| That had before: my face murdred my Father) 
The Quarrel of a true Inheritor : 
| But if it did infect my blood with joy» 
1 Or fwell my Thonghts to any ftrain of Pride, 
J1f any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine, 
| pid, with the leaft Affection of a Welcome, 
1 Give entertainment to the might of it. 
Let Heaven, for ever, keep it from my head, 
} And make meas the pooreft Vaflal is, 
+ That doth with awe, and terrour kneel to it. 
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| How I-came by the Crown, O Heaven forgive : 


the Fourth. 


| That thon = 


Pleading fo wifely, in 

Come hither Harry, fit thou by my bed, 

And hear (1 think) the very lateft' Counfel am 
That ever? fhall breathe: Heaven knows, my Son, 
By what by-pathes, and indirect crook’d-ways. yi 
I met this Crown: and I my felf know well °.. ty 
How troublefom it fate upon my head. — 
To thee, it hall defcend with better Quiet, 

Better Opinion, better Confirmation ¢ rs 
Cor all the foyl of the Atchievment goes 

With me, into the Earth. It feem’d in me, ir 
But as an. Honour fnatch’d with boy’ftrous hand, | 
And I had many living, to upbraid a 
My gain of it, by their Afiiftances, bie 7 
Which daily grew to a Quarrel, and to Blood-fhed, 
Wounding fuppofed Peace. ie) 
All thefe bold Fears, 

Thou feelt (with peril ) I-have anfwered : 

For all my Reign hath been but as a Scene 

Aéting that Argument. And now my death 
Changes the Mode: For what in me was purchas’¢ 
Falls upon thee, in a mere Fairer fort. . 

So thou the Garland wear! fucceflively, 4 
Yet, though thou {tand’{t more fure, than I could 
Thou art not firm enough, fince griefs are green; ™ 
And all thy Friends, which thou muft make thy Friends, 
Have but their ftings, and tceth, newly taken out, a 
By whofe fell working, I was firft advanced, . | | 
And by whofe Power, 1 well might lodge a Feat - 

To be again difplacd. Which to avoid, :. 

I cut them off, and had a purpofe now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land; 
Left reff, and lying ftill, might make them 
Too neat unto my State. 

Therefore (my /arry ) 

Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Minds 2 
With Forreign Quarrels: that Action, hence born out, | 
May wafte the memory of the former days. . % 
More would 1, but my Lungs ate wafted fo, 
That ftrength of Speech is utterly deny’d me. 


look a é , 
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And grant it may, with thee, in true peace live. 
Prin, My gracious Liege : 2 
You won it ; wore it, kept it, gave it me, 
Then plain and right muft my pofleffion be 5 
Which I, with more, than with a common pain, 
*Gaintt all the World, will rightfully maintain. 
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Enter Lord John of Lancafter and Warwick. 


King. Look, look, 
Here comes my Fohn of Lancafter : 
john. Health, Peace, and Happinefs 
Sea peti Se 3 
ing. Thou bring?ft me happi 
(Son Sobne) pene 
But health ( alack) with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare, wither’d Trunk. Upon thy fight 


My worldly bufinefs makes a Period. 


Where ismy Lord of Warwick? - 
Prin, My Lord of Warwick. 
King. Doth any Name particular belong ° 
Unto the Lodging, where I firft did fwoon ? 
War, ?Tis call’d Serufelem, my Noble 
King. Laud be to Heaven: 
Bee es my life muft end. 
t hath been prophefi’d tome many years 
I fhould not dye bile in Ferufalem ; Ta aa 
Which (vainly) I fuppos’d the Holy-Land. 
But bear me to that Chamber, there Ple lye* 
In that Jerufalem, fhall Harry dye. 


~~ 


* Adtus Quintus. Scena Prima, 
Enter Shallow, Silence,Falftaff 5 Bardolph,Page, and Davy. 


4) Shal. By Cock and Pye; you fhall not away to night. 
; What, Davy, I fay. eae : : 
Fal. You muft excufe me, Mafter Robert Shallow, 
' Shal. 1 will not excufe you: you fhall not be excufed. 
" | Excufes fhall not be admitted : there is no excufe fhall 
ferve: you fhall not be excus’d. 
| Why Davy. 


| Davy. Here, Sir. 
nh | Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, let me fee, Davy, let me fee: 
| William Cook, bid him come hither. Sir 3ebz, you fhall 
_ {mot be excus’d. 
lint | Davy. Marry, Sir, thus : thofe Precepts cannot be 


| ferv’d : and again, Sir, fhall we fow the head-land with 
Wheat ? 
i | Shal. With red Wheat, Davy. But for William Cook : 
| are there no young Pidgeons ¢ 
i 4) Davy. Yea, Sir. 
Here isnow the Smith’s note for Shooing, 
And Plough-lrons. 
, Shal, Let it be caft, aud paid : Sir fobv, you fhall 


tal | not be excus’d. 
an} Davy. Sir, a new link to the Bucket muft needs be 
vee {had : And, Sir, do you mean to ftop any of Willams 


Wages, about the Sack he loft the other day at Hinckley 
Fair ¢ 
Shal. He thalt anfwer it : 

Some Pidgeons, Davy, a couple of fhort-legg’d Hens: a 
|joint of Mutton, and any pretty little tine Kickfhaws, 
tell William Cook. at , qi 
wa | Davy. Doth the man of War, flay all night, Sir? 

Shaul, Yes; Davy: 
I will wfe himwell. A Friend i’th? Court, is better than a 
| Penny in Purfe. Ufe his men well, Davy, for they are ar- 
| Tant Knaves, and will back-bite. 
Davy. No worfe than they are bitten, Sir : for they 
4% | have marvellous foul Linnen. 
Shal. Well conceited, Davy: about thy bufinefs, Davy. 
Davy. 1 befeech you, Sir, 
To éountenance William Vifor of Woncot, againft Cle- 
"| ment Perkes of the Hill. 
Shal.. There are many Complaints, Davy, again{t that 
% | Vifor, that Vifor is an arrant Knave, on my knowledge. 
Davy. grant your Worfhip, that he isa Knave, Sir: 
But yet Heaven forbid, Sir, but a Knave fhould have fome 
Countenance, at his Friends requeft. An honeft man, Sir, 
| is able to {peak for himfelf, when a Knave is not. I have 
ferv’d your Worhhip truly, Sir, thefe eight years : and 
if] cannot once or twice ina Quarter bear out a Knave 
againft‘an Honelt man, | have buta very little credit with 
} your Worthip. The Knave is mine honeft Friend, Sir, 
« | therefore, { befeech yourWorhhip,let him be Countenanc’d. 
. Shal. Go too, 
_ |T fay, he fhall have no wrong : Look about, Davy. 
’ | Where are you, Sir Fohn? Come, off with your Boots. 
Give me your hand, Mafter Bardolph. 
eh Bard. \ am glad to fee your Worhhip. _ 
~ Shal. i thank thee, with all my heart, kind Mafter 
Bardolph, and welcome, my tall Fellow: 
Come, Sir Fohn. sees 
Falft. Vie follow you, good Mafter Robert Shallow, 
‘t. Bardolpb, look to our Horfes. If 1 were faw’d into 
Quantities, I fhould make four dozen of fuch bearded 
Hermites ftaves, as Mafter Shallow. It is a wonderful 
thing to fee the femblable Coherence of his mens Spirits, 
and his : They, by obferving of him, do bear them- 
felves like foolifh Juftices : He, by converfing with them, 
is turn’d into a Juftice-like Servingman. Their Spirits, 
, are fo married in Conjunction, with the Participation of 
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Society, that they flock together in confent, like fo 
many Wild-Geefe. If I had a fuit to Mafter Shallom, 
I would: humour his men, with the imputation of being 
near their Mafter, If to, his men, I would curry with 
Mafter Shallow, that no man could better Command his 
Servants. Je is certain, that either wife bearing, or 
ignorant Carriage is caught, as men take difcafes, one of 
another: therefore, let men take heed of cheir Compa- 
ny. 1 will devife matter enough out. of this Shallow, to 
keep Prince //arry in continual Laughter, the wearing 
out of fix fafhions, which is four Terms, or two Adcti- 
ons, and he fhall laugh with Jxtervallams. O it is much 
that a Lye(with aflight Oath)anda Jeft(with a fad Brow) 
will do with a Fellow, that never had the Ache in his 
fhoulders, O you fhall fee him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloak, ill laid up. 

Sha'l. Sir John. . 

F.l. 1 come, Mafter Shallow, 1come, Mafter Shallow. 

[Exeunt 


ee 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Earl of Warwick, and the Lord Chief Fuftice. 


War Wow now, my Lord Chief Juftice, whither away ? 
Ch. Fut. How doth the King ? 
War. Exceeding well : his Cares 
Ate now all ended. . 
Ch, Fuft. Lhope, not dead. 
War. He’s walk?d the way of Nature, 
And to our purpofes, he lives no more. 
Ch. Fuft. { would his Majefty had call’d me with him, 
The Service, that I truly did his life, 
Hath left me open to all Injuries. 
War. Indeed I think the young’ King loves ycu not. 
Ch, Fuft. 1 know he doth not, and do arm my {elf 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which cannot look more hideoufly upon me, 
Than I have drawn it in my fantafie. 


Enter John of Lancafter, Gloucefter, avd Clarence. 


War. Here comesthe heavy iflue of dead Harry: 
O, that the living Harry had the temper 
Ofhim, the worft of thefe three Gentlemen: 

How many Nobles then fhould hold their places, 
That muft ftrike fail to Spirits-of vile fort ? 

Ch, Fuft. Alas, 1 fear, all will be over-turn’d. 

Gohn.. Good morrow, Coufin Warnick, good morrow. 

Glow. Clar. Good morrow, Coufin. 

3cbn. We meet, like men, that had forgot 'to fpeak. 

War. Wedo remember : But our Argument 
Is all too heavy, to admit much talk. 

Fob, Well: Peace be with him, that hath made. us hea. 
Ch. Fuft. Peace be with us, left we be heavier. [vy. 
Glou, O, Good my Lord, you have fofta Friend indeed : 
And I dare fwear, you borrow not that Face 
Of feeming forrow, it is fure your own. 

Fob. Though no man be affur’d what Grace to find, 
You ftand in coldeft expectation. 
| am the forrier, would *twere otherwiie. 

Cla, Welly you mult now fpeak Sir John Falfcf fair, 
Which fwims again{t your ftream of Quality. 

Ch, Fuft. Sweet Princes : what I did, 1 did in honor, 
Led by th’Imperial Conduct of my Soul, | 
And never ‘fhall you fee, that I will beg 
A ragged and foreftal’'d Remiffion. 

If Troth, and upright Innocency fail me, 
I’le to the King (my Mafter) that is dead, 
And tell him, who hath fent me after him 

War. tere comes. the Prince. 

Enter Prince Harry. 

Ch. Fuft. Good morrow : and Heaven fave your. Majetty. 

rin. 
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Prin. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majeity, 
Sits not fo eafie on me, as you think. 
Brothers, you mix your Sadnefs with fome Fear : 
This is the Englifh, not the Turkeh Court ; 
Not Amurahan Amurah facceeds, 
But Harry, Harry: Yet be fad (good Brothers) 
For (to fpeak truth) it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow, fo Royally in you apears, 
That I will deeply put the fafhion on, 
And wear it in my Heart. Why then be fad, 
But entertain no more of it (good Brothers) 
Than a joint-burthen laid pon us all. 
For me, by Heaven (I bid you be affur’d) 
[le be your Father, and your Brother too : 
Let me but bear your Love, I’le bear your Cares 5 
But weep that Harry's dead, and fo will I, . 
Rut Harry lives, that fhall convert thofe Tears 
By number, unto hours of Happinefs. 
¥obn.cc. We hope no other from your Majelty. 
Prin, Youall look ftrangely on me: and you moft, 
You are (I think) aflur’d, 1 love you not. 
Ch. Fuft. Tam affurrd (if1 be meafur’d rightly) 
Your Majefty hath no juft caufe to hate me. 


Prin. No?How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 


So great Indignities you laid upon me ? 


What ? Rate? Rebuke ? and roughly fend to Prifon 


Tivimmediate Heir of England? Was this calie ? 

} May this be wath’d in Lethe, and forgotten ? 
Ch. Fut. 1 then did ufe the Perfon of yout Father ; 

The Image of his Power lay then in me, 

And in th’adminiftration of his Law, 

Whiles I was bufie for the Common-wealth, 

Your Highnefs pleafed to forget my place, 

The Majefty, and Power of Law, and Jultice, 

The Itmage of the King, whom | prefented, 

And ftruck me in my very Seat of Judgment : 

Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) 

I gave bold way to my Authority, 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill; 

Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 

To have aSon, fet your decrees at naught ? 

To pluck down Juftice from your awful Bench ? 

To trip the courfe of Law, and blunt the Sword 
_| That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfon? 
Nay more, to fpurn at your moft Royal Image, 
And mock your workings, in a Second body ? 


Queftion your Royal Thoughts, make the cafe yours: 


Be now the Father, and propofe a Son : 

Hear your own dignity fo much prophan’d, 

See your moft dreadful Laws, fo loofely flighted ; 
Behold your felf, fo by a Son difdained : 

And then imagine me, taking your part, 

And in your Power, foft filencing your Son: 
After this cold confiderance, fentence me 5 

And, as you ate a King, fpeak in your State, 
What I have done, that misbecame my place, 

My perfon, or my Lieges Soveraignty, 


Prin, Yoware right Jultice, and you weigh this well : 


Therefore {till bear the Ballance, and the Sword: 
And I do wifh your Honours may increafe, 

Till you do live, to fee ‘aSon of Mine 

Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 

«| So fhall { live to fpeak my Fathers words : 
Happy.am1, that have a man fo bold, 

That dares do Juftice, on my proper Son 4 

And no lefs happy, having fuch a Son, 

That would deliver up his greatnefs fo, 

Into the hands of Juftice.- You did commit me : 
For which Ido commit into your Hand, 
Thunftained Sword that you have us’d to bear: 
With this Remembrance; That you ufe the fame 
With the like bold, juft, and impartial Spirit 

As you have done gainft me. There is my Hand, 
You fhall be as aFather to my Youth 


My Voice Shall found, as youdo prompt mine Bar, 
And 1 will ftoop, and humble my intents, ae 
To your well prattis’d, wife Directions. <a 
And Princes all, believe me, I befeech you: 

My Father is gone wild into his Grave, 

(For in his Tomb, lye my Affeétions ) 

And with his Spirit, fadly 1 forvive, 

To mock the expectation of the World: 


| To fruftrate Prophicties, aud to race out 


Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me down 

After my feeming~ The Tide of Blood in me, 
Hath proudly flow’d in Vanity, till now, 

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the Sea. 
Wherein it fhall mingle with the ftate of floods, 
And flow henceforth in formal Majelty. 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 

‘And let us choofe fuch Limbs of Noble Counfel, 
That the great Body of our State may §0 

In equal rank with the beft govern’d Nation, 

That War, or Peace, or both at once may be. 

As things acquainted and familiar to us, ae 
In which you (Father) fhall have formoit hand, 
Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remembred) all our State, i 
And (Heaven configning to my good intents) — ™ 
No Prince, nor Peer, fhall have juft caufe to fay, 
Heaven fhorten Harry’s happy life,one day. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Falftaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph: ' } 
Page, Davy, and Piftol. eo’ 


Shal. Nay ; you fhall fee mine Orchard, where ui 
Arbour we will eat a laft years Pippin of my OWNgs 
fing, with a difh of Carrawayes, and fo forth: 
coufin Silence, and then to bed. we 

Fal You have here a goodly dwelling, anda ich 
e og Bares barren, barren: Beggers all, begg 

ir John : Marry, good air. Spread Davy, fptead 
Wal faid Dewy. Z oe 

Fal, This Davy ferves you for good ules : he 

Servingman, and your Husbandman. a 
~Shal. Agood'Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Val 

Sir Yohn: 1 have drunk too much Sack at Supper. J 

Varlet. Now fit down, now fit down + Come Co 

Sil. Ah Sirrah, (quoth-a ) we ‘fhall do nothing) 
and make good’cheer, and praife Heaven for the 
year : whenFlefh is cheap, and Females dear, and i 
Lads more here and there : fo merrily, andever aie 
fo merrily. Oe 

Fal. There’s a merry heart, good Mafter Silent’? 
drink your health for that anon. ie j 

Shal, Good Mater Bardolph: Some wine, Day). 
_ Dav, Sweet Sir, fit: Ple be with you anon: mo 
Sir, fit. Mafter Pace, fit: good Mafter Page, fit: #f0M 
What you want in meat, we'll have in drink + but y 
ans ig all. fa 

Shal. Be merry,’ Mafter Ba ittle Sov 
dier there, be rere ieee a 

Sil, Be merry, be merry, my ‘wife ‘has all. | - 
Fot woinen are fhrews, both fhort.anditall: 9” 

Tis merry in Hall, when Beards. wag,all: ‘ 
And welcome merry Shrovetide. Be merry, bemé 

Fal. \ did not think Mafter Silence.had been 

this Mettle. gt 
Sil. Whol ? I have been merry twice-and oncest 
Dav, There is a-dith of toeatlnes-eoie for yall 
Shal. Davy. | oe 
Dav. Your Worfhip: I’ j | ftrei 

cup of Wine, Sir. f firs bia tee a 
Sil, A Cup of Wine, that’s brisk and fine, al 


| unto the Leman mine : and a merry heart livesl0 


| Fal. Well faid, Mafter Silence: VVith Disnitics. 
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Sil. If we fhall be merry, now comes in the fweet of |) Bard. 6 joyful day! 
the night. . I would not takea Knighthood for my Fortune. 
Fal. Health, and long life to you, Matter Silence. iff. VVhat 2 I do bring good News. 


Sil. Fillthe Cup, and let it come. lle pledge you,were’t 


aiff. Carry Mafter Silence to Bed » Mafter Shallow 
ja mile to the bottom. n 


my Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortunes 
Shal, Honeft Bardolf, welcome : If thou, want*ft any | Steward. Get on thy Boots, well ride ‘all night. Oh 
thing, and will not call, befhrew thy heart. Welcome my | fweet Pi/fol : Away Bardolf: Come Piffol, utter more 
, | little tyne thief, and welcome indeed too : Ple drink to| tome: and withal devife fomething to do thy felf good. 
in Malter Bardolf, and to all Cavileroes about London, Boot, Boot, Matter Shallow, | know the young King ~is 
Dav. \ hope to fee London, once e’rel dye. | fick for me. Let us take any mans Horfes : The Laws of 
te | Bar. 1f | might fee you there, thi = | England are at. my commandment. Happy are they, 
ny Shal. Yowll crack a quart together ? Ha, will you not, 
M 


which have been my Friends: apd’wo unto my Lord 
after Bardolf ? | Chief Juttice. 
Bar. Yes Sir, in a pottle pot. eres | . Pif. Let Vultures vile feize on his Langs alfo : 
hal Shal. 1 thank thee: the Knave will {tick by thee, I} Where is the Life that late! led, fay they ? 
Un can affure thee that. He will not out, he is true bred. VVhy here it is, welcomethofe Pleafant days. [ Exeune. 
Ls _ Bard, And Vile ftick by him, Sir. d 
My 


‘ | Shal. Why there fpoke a King: epee a geny. 0 
"Look, who’s at door there, ho: whoknocks¢ * 

Lb Fal. Why now you have don me right. Scena Quarta, 
Si, Do me right, and dub me Knight, Samingo. Is’t 

pnet fo\? Enter, Hofte/s Quickly , Doll Tear-fheets and Beadles, 
Fal. ? Tis fo. : 

Sil, Ist 2, Why then fay an old man can do fomewhat. Fhofie/s. Nox thou arrant knave ; 
Dav. \f it pleafe your Worhip ,” there’s ‘one Pi/Pol| that I might have tt 
i | come. from: the Court, with News. 
| Fal. From the Court ? Let him come in. 
BE! Enter Piftcl. 


Fy SERGI RN: Gees 


I would! might die 
se | Pqaaniith Waites F 
mee Mee nang’ds?! Thou halt drawn my 
fhoulder out of joyne. » ; 
Of. The Conttables have deliver’d “her over-to me 
and fhe fhall have Whipping cheer enough,-l- warrant her 
There hath-beena man or two (lately) killa about her 
Del. Nut-hook, nut- hook, you lye: Come on, Vie tell} 


How now, Piffol e 
| Pift. Six Fobn, fave you, Sir. 
- Fal, What wind blew you hither, Piftol? 


» hat || thee what, thou damn?d Tripe-vifag’d Rafcal, if the Child. | 
" Pift.. Not the ill wind which blows none to good, fweet | I now go with, do mifcarry, «thou had’it better thowhad’y : 
y ‘Knight : Thou art now one of the greateft men in. the 


ftrook thy Mother, thou Papersfae’d Villain, 


Asie Foft. O that Sir ohn were come, he would make this 
ia - Silen. Indeed; 1 think he be, but Goodman Paff of} a bleady day to fome body: But I- would thé Fruic ic pis 
‘if Barfon. : : . Womb might niifcarry; . e 


_ Pift. Puf. 2 poft in thy, teeth, moft recreant. Coward 
._, bafe. Sir Fohz, 1am thy Piffol, and thy F riend : helter skel- 
sat ter have | rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and lucky 
uf joyes, and golden Times, and happy News of PUICE Hy 4g 

"Fal. 1 prethee now deliver them, like a man,.of this 
_ V Vorld. 
ol Piff. A footra for the VVorld, and VVorldlings bafe, 
b Adpeak of Africa, and Golden Joys. 
yi) Fal. O bafe.-Affyriaw Knight, what is thy News ? 
i@iLet King Covitha know the truth thereof. 
Sil, And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and ‘jokn, 
ja Pift. Shall. dunghil Curs, confront the Aelican ? 
"And fhall good.News be:bafli’d ? 
is Then Pifrol lay thy head in, Furies lap. 
ii," Shalt. oneft. Gentleman, : os 
Anowsnot your breeding. 
| Pift. VVhy then lament therefore. 

§ Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. 
nivif, Sir, you come with News from the Court, I take it, 
oi there is but two Ways» either touttér them, or to con- 
cig Peal them. I am Sir, under the King, in fome Authority. 
mo Piff. Under which King ? 

ez0nian, fpeak, or dye. 
if! -Shal. Under King Harry. ' 
| Pift, Harry the Fourth ? or Fifth ? 
pile toy the Foe sa 
“oid Pift. A footra for thine Office. 
vj, §it John, thy tender Lamb-kin now is King, 


Officer. If it do, you fhalj have a dozen. ‘of Cufhions 
2gain, you have but eleveii now, ‘Come,’ I charge*you || 
both go:with.me.: for the -nidnn ‘is dead, that you and Py- 
féol beat among. you. ; rset Sve 

Dol. Vie tell thee what, thou thin man in a@Cenfor ; | 
will have.you sas foundly {wing’d for this, you blew- 
Bottl’d Rogue: you filthy, famifh’d Correétioner, if you 
be not fwing’d, Ple forfwear shalfKirtles) 2 

Of. Come, come, you the-Knight-arrant, ‘come. 

fof. O, that right fhould thus o’recome might Well 
of fufterance. comes ease, = ‘ 

Dol. Come you Rogue, come: 

Bring. me to,a Juftice. 

fioft. Yes, come, youttary’d Blood-hound. 

Dol. Goodman Death; gdodman Bones. 

fit. Thou Anatomy, ‘thon; 

Dol. Come; you thin Thing): 

Come, you Raical. 


Ofi. Very well, [Exeunt. | 


Se 


Scena Quinta, 


Enter two Grooms, 


i arry the Fifth’s the man, Lfpédi@the truth. 1. Groo.It will be two of the Clock ere they come from | 

tte Vhen Piftol lyes, do thisprand Repay te Se the Coronation. { Exeune Grooms. 

M Dhe.bragging Spumiatd | 

sit Falft., V Via thé ald-King dead ? Emer Falftaff; Shallow, Piftol, Bardolf, and Page. 

lat Pit. As nail in door. 

The things I fpeak are juft, Falftaff. Stand here by me, M. Rebert Shallow, 1 will 
gi, Fal. Away Bardolf, Saddle my Horfe, make the King do you Grace. | wil] leer upon him, as 

i” Mafter Robert Shallow, choofe what Office thou wilt he comes by : and do but mark the countenance, that he 
sin! the Land, ’tis thine, Piftol, 1 will double charge thee] will give me. 3 

a . 


ee ang Piffol. 


ey 


$6 


Sete eet a asada elle cemetary tors 
Piftcl, Blefs thy Lungs, good Knight. | 


Falff. Come here Piftol, ftand behind me. O, if I had 
had time to have made new Liveries, | would have be- 
ikowed the thoufand pound 1 borrowed of you. Bat it is | 

this poor fhew doth better : this doth infer | 
che zeal i had to fee him. br. | 

Sbal. It doth fo. 

Faljt. \t fhews my earneftnefs in affection. 

Pit. It doth fo. 

Fulft. My devotion, 

pif. 1c doth, it doth, it doth. 

Falf. As it were to ride day and night, 

And not to deliberate, not to remember, 
Not to have'patience to fhift me. 

Shai. It is moft certain. 

Falft. But to ftand ftained with Travel and fweating 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting 
all Affairs in oblivion, as ifthere were nothing elfe to be 
done, but to fee him. 

Pift. Tis femper idem 
in every part. - 

Shal,.?Tis fo indeed. 

pif, My Knight, 1 will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Thy Dol, and Helen of thy Noble 
thoughts is in bafe Durance, and contagious prifon : Hal’d 
thither by moft Mechanical and durty hands. Rowze up 
Revenge from Ebon den, with fell Aleéto’s Snake, for 
Dol’s in. Piftol fpeaks nought but troth. 

Falft. 1 will deliver her: . 

Pift, There roar’d the Sea: and Trumpet Clangour 
founds. tine 


for abfque hoc nihil eft. ’Tis all 


The Trumpets found. Enter King Henry the Fifth, 
Brothers, Lord Chief-Fuftice. 


Falft. Save thy Grace, King Hall, my Royal Hall. 
Pift. The Heavens thee guard and keep, moft Royal 
Imp of Fame. 
Falft. Save thee, my fweet Boy. 
King. My Lord Chief Jultice, {peak to that vain man. 
Ch. Fujt. Have you your wits ? 
Know you what’tis you fpeak ? 
Fait. My King, my Jove 5! {peak to thee, my heart. 
King. 1 know thee not, old man : Fall to thy Prayers: 
Hovw ill white Hairs become a Fool, and Jefter ? 
I have long dream’d of fach a kind of man, 
So furfeit fwell’d, fo old, and fo prophane : 
But being awake, I do defpife my dream. 
Make lefs thy Body, (hence) and more thy Grace, 
Leave gormandizing. Know the Grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider than for other men. 
Reply not to me, with a Fool-born Jeft, 
Prefume not, that | am the thing I was, 
For Heaven doth know (fo fhall the world perceive) 
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_| And as we hear you 


| Henry the Frat 


That I have turn’d away my former Self, 
So will I thofe that kept me Company. 
When thou do’ft hear f am, as I have bin, 
Approach me, and thou fhalt be as thou was’t, 
The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots: 
Till then, | banifh thee, on pain of death, 
‘As [have done the reft of my Mifleaders, 
Not to come near our Perfon, by ten mile. 
For competence of life, | will allow you, 
That lack of means enforce you not to evil: 
do redeem your felves, 
We wil] according to your ftrength, and Qualities, — 
Give you advancement. Be it your charge ¢ my Lord) 
To fee perform’d the tenure of our word. y 
t ee Kt 
Falft. Mafter Shallow, 1 owe you a thoufand pound, 
Shal. 1 marry, Sit Sohn, which | beftech you to lem 
have home with me. or 
Fal. That can hardl be, M. Shallow, do not you grie 
at this : 1 fhall be fent for in private to him : Look y 
he muit feem thus to the world : fear not your Adv ance 
ment : 1 will be the man yet, that thall make you Gre 
Shal. | cannot well perceive how, unlefs you Mhoul 
give me your Doublet, and ftuff me out with ftraw, | 
feech you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred of 
thoufand. ' 
Falft. Sir, 1 will be as good as my word, This, thaty 
heard, was but a colour. a 
Shal. A colovr | fear, that you will dye in, Sir) dn 
Fal. Fear no Colours, go with me to dinner: 
Come Lieutenant Piftol, come Bardolf, 
I fhall be fent for foon at night. my, 
Ch. Fut. Go carry Sir Fohn Falftaff to the Fleet, 
Take all his company along with him. te 
Falj?, My Lord, My Lord. . = 
Ch. Fuft. Y cannot now fpeak, I will hear youtoo 
Take them away. By 
Pift. Si fortuna me tormento, [pera mecontento, = | 
[Exit. Manet Lancafter, and Chief Suffice. 
Sobn. 1 like this fair proceeding, of the Kings) 
He hath intent his wonted Followers ” 
Shall be very well provided for : 
But are banifht, till their Converfations 
Appear more wife, and modeft in the world. 
Ch. Fuft. And fo they are. 7 
Sohn, The King hath call’d his Parliames 
My Lord. 
Ch. Fuft. He hath. ae 
Sohn. 1 will lay odds, that ¢’re this year expire, 
We bear our Civil Swords, and Native fire 
As far as France. 1 heard a bird fo fing, a 
Whofe Mufick (to my thinking) pleas’d the a 
Come, will you hence? ae 
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f Niri, tiny Fear ; then} tay Curtefie ; laft; my Speech, My Fear, is your Difpleafure ; my Curtefi>, my 

at Duty ; and. my Speech, to beg your Pardons. If you look for a good Specch now, you undo me: for 

ts e to fay, is of mine own making, and what ( indeed ) I fhould fay will ( I doubt ) prove 
A what I have to fay, &> « | Yo typ 

1a mine own marring. But to the Purpofe, and fo to the Venture. Be it known to you, (as it is very 

ety well) I was lately here in the end of a difpleafing Play, to pray your Patience fot it, and to promife 

Lf you a better, 1 did mean ( indeed ) to pay you with this, which if (¢ like an ill Venture ) it come_unluckily home, 
LIT break ; and you, my gentle Creditors lofe : Herel promift you I would be, and here 1 commit my Body to 

bday | 


your Mercies : Bate me fome, and I will pay you fome, and (as moft Debtors do ) promife you infinitely. 

If my Tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you command me to.ufe my. Legs? And. yet -that- were but 
light payment, to dance out of your debt : But a good Confcience will make any poflible fatisfaction, and fo 
oan will I. All the Gentlewomen here have forgotten ve 5 Ut the Gentlewomen will not, then the Gentlemen do not 
Vitti} agree with the Gentlewomen, which was never feen before in fuch an aflembly. 


xh 


itt} One word more, I befeech you : if you be not too much cloid with Fat meat, our hnmble Authour will continue 
Juke] the ftory ( with Sir Yobn in it )and make you merry with fair Katheriae of France + where (for any thing | know ) 


why) Falftaff thall die of a Sweat, unlefs already he be kid with your hard Opinions : for Oldcajile died a Martyr, 
iii} and this is not the man. My Tongne is weary, when my Legs are too, t will bid you good night; and fo kneel 
intat] down before you: (But indeed) to pray for the Queen. 
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Enter Prologue. 


, For a Mufe of Fire, that would afcend On your imaginary Forces work, 

The brighteft Heaven of Invention, Suppofe within the Girdle of thefe Walls 
A Kingdom for a Stage, Frinces to att, Are now confin’d two mighty Monarchs, 
And Monarchs to bebold the filling Scene. Whofe high, up-rear’d, and abutting Fronts, 
Then fhould the Warlike Harry, lke himfelf, The perilous narrow Ocean parts afunder. 
Affume the Port of Mars, and at his heels * Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts : 
( Leafbt in, like bounds) fhould Famine, Sword, and Fire Into athoufand parts divide one Man,’ 
Crouch for Employment. But pardon, Gentles all, And make imaginary Puiffance. ae 
The flat unraifed Spirit, that hath dard, Think. when we talkof Horfes, that you fee them 
On this uaworthy Scaffold, to bring forth "| Printing their proud Hoofs Pth? recesving Earth: 
So great an Object, Can this Cock-Pit hold For °t1s your thoughts that now muff deck our Kings, 
The vafty Field of France ? Or may we cramm Carry them here and there + jumping ore Times, « 
Within this Wooden O the very Casket : Turning th? accomplifhment of many years : 
That did affright the Air at Agincourt ? Into an Hour-glafs : for the which fupply, 
O pardon : fince a crooked Figure may Admit me Chorus to this Hiftory 5 
Atteft in little place a Million, Who Prologue-lske, your bumble patience pray, 
And let us, Cyphers to this great Accompt, » , Gently to heare, kindly to judge ony Play. 


Aétus Primus. Scena Prima. 


. Ely, But what prevention ¢ 
Enter the Bifhops of Canterbury, 4d Ely. fh. Cant. The King is full of grace, and fain teg 
. Ely, And a true lover of the Holy Churelh 
Bifh.. Cant. Bifh, Cant. The courfes of his youth promis’d 104 
Y¥ Lord, Ple tell you, that felf Bill is urg’d, The breath no fooner, left his Fathers Body, - 1 
M Which in th? eleventh year of the laft Kings Reign | But that his wildnefs mortifi’d in him, 
Was like, and had indeed againit us paft, Seem’d to die too- yea at that very moments ia 
>at that the fcambling and unquiet time Confideration; like an Angel, came, e 
Did pufh it out of farther Queftion. 4 And whipt th’ offending. Adem out of him, 
Bifh. Ely. But how, my Lord; fhall we refiftit now? Leaving his Body asa Paradife,, 
Riv. Cant. It mult be thought on : ifit pafs againft vs, |“T? invJope and contain Celeftial Spirits. 
We lofe the better part of our Pofieflion : Never was fach a fudden Scholar madg. sifu} a9 
\Eoralithe Temporal Lands, which men devout Never came Reformation in a Flood 
By Teftament have given te the Church, With fucha heady current, fcowring Faults: _ 
Would they ftrip from us , being valu’d thus, Nor never Hydva-hcaded Wilfnlnel 0°" © Ve 
As muchas would maintain, to the King’s Honour, So foon did lofe his Seat, and all at once, 
Enlil fiftcen Earls, and.fifteen hundred Knights, As in this King, , 19 
six thoufand and two hundred good Efquires.: Bifh. Ely. We. ave blefledin-the:Change. >" a 
And to relief of Lazars, and weak age _ Bifh, Cant, Bear him but reafon in Divinityy 
Of indigent faint Souls, paft corporal toyl, _ | And all-admiring, with aninward wih of jg 
A hundred Alms-honfes, right well fuppli’d : oi pXou would defire the King were made a Prelate. oh, 
And to the Coffers of the King, befide, ‘Hear him debate of ComsmOni wea 2a ae ta 
A thousand pound by th? year. Thus runs the Bill. You would fay, it hath been all in all his ftud ae 
Bifh, Ely. This would drink deep. Lift his difcourfe of War,and you fhall heat 
Bifh. Cant. 7Twould drink the Cup and all. A fearful Battel rendred you in Mufick. aan 
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Turn him to any Caufe of Policy, 

The Gordian Knot of ithe will/unloofe, 
Familisras-his Garter: that'when he fpeaks, 
The Aix, a Charter’d Libertine; is ftill, 

And ‘the mute Wender lurkethin mens ears, 


4 Toiteal his fweet and honied ‘Sentences : 


So that the Artand Practick part of Life 
Mult be the Miftrefs to: his Theorique. 


“4 Whiclris-a wonderhow his Grace fhould glean it, 


Since his addi¢tion was to courfes vain, 

His companies unletter’d, tude,/and hallow, 

His Hours fill’d up with Riots, Banquets, Sports ; 
And never noted-in-him any itudy, 

Any retirement, any fequeftration 

From gpen Haunts-and: Popularity, 

B. Ely, The Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle, 
And wholfom’ Berries thrive and ripen beft, 
Neighbour’d by fruit of bafer quality : 

And fo the Prince. obfcur’d his Contemplation 
Under the vail of -wildnefs, which (no doubt) 


1 Grew'like the Summer Grafs, fafteft by Night, 


Unfeen, yet crefcive in his faculty. 
B. Can. It muftbe fo 3 for Miracles are ceas’d: 
And therefore we mult needs admit the Means, 


1 How things are perfected. 


B. Ely. But, my< good Lord: 
How now for mitigation of this Bill, 
Urg’d by the Commons ? doth his Majefty 


| Jincline to it, or-no? 


B. Can. He feems indifferent : 
Or rather fwaying- more upon our part, 
Than cherilhing th’exhibitersagainit us : 
For I haye ‘made an offer’ to his Majefty, 
Upon out Spiritual Convocation, 
And ia regard of Caufes now in hand, 
Which I have open’d to his Grace at large, 
As touching France, to give a greater Sum, 


.Than ever at one time the Clergy: yet 


Did to his Predeceflors part withal. 
B; Ely. How did this Offer feem receiv’d, my Lord ? 
B. Cant. With good acceptance of his Majefty ; 
Save that there was not time enough to hear, 
As I perceiv’d his Grace would fain have done, 
The feverals and «unhidden pafiages 
Of his true Titles to fome certain Dukedomes, 
And generally, to:the Crown and feat of France, 
Deriv’d from Edward, his great Grandfather. 
B. Ely, What was th’impediment, that broke this off? 
B, Cant. The French Ambaflador upon that inftant 
Crayid audience: and the hour I think is come, 
To give him heating : Is it foura Clock ? 
B. Ely. it is. 
B. Cant. Then go we in to know his Embaflie: 
Which I could witha ready guefs declare, 
Before the Frenchman fpeaks a word of it. 
B. Ely, Ple wait upon you, and I long to hear it. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford, Clarence, War- 
wick, Weftmerland, avd Exeter. 


King. Where is my-gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 
Exeter. Not here in prefence. 

King. Send for him, good Uncle. 

Weftm. Shall we call inthe Ambafladour,my Liege ? 
King. Not yet, my Coufin ; we would be refolv’d, 


| Before wehear-him, of fome things of weight, 


That task our thoughts, concerning us and France, 
Enter two Bifhops, 
B. Cant. God and his “Angels guard your facred 
And make yot long become it. ( Throne, 
King. Sure we thank ‘yon, 
My learned Lord, we pray you to procéed, 
And juftly and religioufly unfold, 


| ‘The Life of King Henry the Fife. : 


Why the 
Or fhould , or fhowld ‘not 'bar-us ih out Claim’: 
And God forbid) nvy ‘dear and faithful Lord; 


That you fhould fafiiton; wreft; ‘or bow your readin 


Or nicely charge your ‘underftanding "sour ~*~ 
Vith opening Tithes mifereate;: whbfe'tipht 

Sutes not it native colours with the truth 

For God doth know, how many now it healcfy 
Shall drop their blood; in approbation 

Of what your Reveren¢e fhhall incite’ tis'té, 
Iherefore take heed how you impawy our’ Petfon 
How you awake ont fleeping Sword of War: 
We charge you’ in the-name of God 'tdke heed : 
For nevertwo fich Kingdoms did contend 
Vithout mych fall6€ Blood; whofe # 
Are every one, a Woe, a fore Complaitr, 

’Gainft him, whofe Wrong gives edge unto the § 

That makes fuch wafte' in brief Mortality. 

Under this Conjuration, {peak my Lord 3 

For we'will hear, note, and believe in heart 

That what you {peak is in your Confdiehce walht 

As pure as fin with ‘Baptiim. : 
_8.Cant. Then hear me,gracious Sovetaign.and 

That owe your felves, your lives, and. fervices 

To this Imperial Throne. There is no-bar 

To make againft your Highnefs claim to France 

But this which they:produce from Pharamond, : 

da terram. Sa'icam Mulitves ne fuceedant 

No Woman fhall: fucceed in Salzke Land : 

Which Sake Land, the French unjaltly gloze 

To be the Realm of France, and Pharamond 

The Founder of this Law and female Bar. 

Yet their own Anthours faithfully’ afirm 

That the Land Salzke is in Germaiy,. : 

Between the Floods of Sala and of Elze.- 


? 


Law Silrke, “that they-have i Frans °* 


you Peers, | 


Boy 


Buililels drops ~ 


wards ? 


Where Charles the Great having fubdu’d the Sanoyis, 


There left behind and fettled certain French : 
Who holding in difdainthe German Women 

For fome difhoneft manners of their life, : 
Eftablifht then this Law ; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Sake Land - 

Which Salike (as ‘I faid ) *twixt Elve and Sala 
Is at this day in Germany calPd Ageifen: : 
Then doth it well appear + the Salke Law 

V Vas not devifed for the Realm of France: 
Nor did the French poflefS the. Sabke Land, 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 

After defunction of King Pharamond, 
Idely fuppos’d the Founder of this Law 
VVhodied within the year of our Redemption, 
Four hundred twenty fix: and Charles the Great 


4Subdu’d the Savows, and did feat the French 


Beyond the River Sala, in the year 


Eight hundted five. Befides, their V Vriters fay, 


King, Pepiz, which depofed. Childerrke, 

Did, as Heir general, being defcended 

Of Blithild, which was Daughter to King, Clorbair 
Make Claim and’ Title to the Crown of France + 
Hugh Capet alfo, who tfurp’t the Crown 

Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, fole Heir male 
Of the true Line and ftock of Charles the great: 
To find his Title with fome fhews of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt.aad nanght, 
Convey’d himfelf as th’Heir to th’Lady.Lineare 
Daughter to Charlemain, who’ was the Son: 
To Lewes the Emperour, and Lewes. the Son 
Of Charles the Great : alfo King Lewes the Tenth 
VVho was fole Heir to the Ufurper Capet : 
Could not keep quiet in “his Confcience. ” 

V Vearing the Crown of France, till farted 
That fair Queen J/abel, his Grandmother : 
VVas Lineal of the Lady Exmengare, ; 
Daughter to Charles the forefaid Duke of Lorain: 
By the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Grea 
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Was re-united to the Crown of, France, 
So, that as clear as is the Summers Sun, 
' | King Pepin’s Title, and Hugh Capet’s Claim, 
King Lewes his fatisfaction, all..appear 
To hold in Right.and Title of the Female: 
So do the Kings of Frazce upon this day. 
Howbeit, they would hold up this Saique Law, 
! To bar your Highnefs claiming from the Female, 
} And rather chufe to hide them in a Net, 
1 Thanamply to imbar their crooked Titles, 
Ufurpt from you and your Progenitors. 


King‘May 1 with Right and Contcience make this Claim? 


Bifh. Cant. The fin upon my head, dread Soveraign: 
For in the Book of Numbers, it is writ, 
When the man dies, let the Inheritance 
Defcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your own, unwind your bloody Flag : 
Look backinto your mighty Anceftors : 
Go, my dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tomb, 
/Fromwhom you claim ; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 
} And your great Uncle, Edward the Black Prince, 
Who on the French ground play’da Tragedy, 
Making defeat on the full Power of France : 
Whiles his moft Mighty Father on a Hill 
Stood fmiling, to behold his Lyons Whelp 
1 Forrage in blood of Freach Nobility. 
O Noble Englifh, that could entertain, 
With half their Forces, the full pride of Fravce, 
And let another half ftand laughing by, 
And out of work, and cold for action. 
Bifh, Ely. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead, 
And with your puiflant Arm renew their Feats 5 
You are their Heir, you fit upon their Throne: 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veins: and my thrice-puiflant Liege 
Is inthe very 44y-Morn ‘of his Youth, 
Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterprifes. 
Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Doall expedct, ‘that you fhould rouze your felf, 
Asdid the former Lions of your Blood. 


-So hath your Highnefs, never King of England 
Had Nobles richer , and more loyal Subjects, 
Whofe Hearts have left their Bodies here in England, 
And lie pavillion’d in the Field of France. 
Bifh. Cant, O let theit Bodies follow,my dear Liege, 
‘1 With Blood, and Sword,and Fire, to win your Right : 
}1n aid whereof, we of the Spirituality 
Will raife your Highnefs fuch a mighty Sum, 
As never did the Clergy at one time 
{Bring in to any of your Anceftors, - 
King. We mult not onely arm Vinvade the French, 
But lay down our Proportions, to defend 
Againit the Scor, who will make road upon us, 
With al] advantages. 


Bifh. Can. They of thofe Marches, gracious Soveraign, 


Shall be a Wall fufficient to defend 

Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 
King. We donot mean the courfing fnatchers onely, 
But fear the main intendment of the Scor, 

Who hath been ftill a giddy Neighbour to us : 
For you fhall read, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his Forces into France, 

But that the Scot, on his unfurnifht Kingdom, 
Came pouring like a Tide into a Breach, 

With ample and brim fulnefs of his force, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot aflays, 
Girding with grievous fiege, Caftles and Towns: 
That England being empty of defence, 

Hath fhook and trembled at th’ill neighbourhood. 


B. Can. Shehathbinthen more fear’d than harm’d,my 
( Liege, 


For hear her but exampl’d by her felf, 
When all her Chivalry hath been in France, 
1 And fhe a mourning Widow of her Nobles, 


( might ; 
Weft. They know your Grace hath caufe, and means, and 


She hath her felf not onely well defended, 


| But taken and impounded asa Stray, wee | 


The King of Scots: whom fhe did fend to Franee 


4 To fill King Edwards fame with Prifoner Kings, \ 3 


And make their Chronicleas rich with praife, 
As is the Owfe and pottom of the Sea. 


With funken Wrack, and fum-lefs Treafuries, 


Bib. Ely. But there’s a faying very old and trye; 


To her ungarded Neft, the Weazel ( Scot ) te . 
Comes fneaking, and fo fucks her Princely Eggs, 
Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, ; 


To tame and havock iniore than fhe can eat. 


Exet, It follows then, the Cat muft ftay at home) eo 
4 Yet that isbut a cruh’d neceflity , 2 
Since we have Locks to fafeguard Neceflaries, 


And pretty Traps to catch the petty Thieves, 
While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 


| Th’advifed head defends it felfat home : a 
For Government, though high, and low, and lower}. 1 


Put intoparts, doth keep in one confent, 
Congreeing in a full and natural clofe, 
Like Mufick. 

Cant. Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The ftate of man in divers fundtions, 
Setting endeavour ia continual Motion 3 
To which is fixed, asan Aim or Butt, 
Obedience :’ for fo work the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The Act of Order to a’ peopled Kingdom, 


| They havea King, and Officers of forts, 


Where fome like Magiftrates correct ‘at home? | 
Others, like Merchants, venture Trade abroad 
Others, like Souldiers armed in their ftings, 


| Make boot upon the Summers Velvet buds: 


Which pillage, they with merry march bring homé ; 
To the Tent-Royal of their Emperors ' 
Who bufied in his Majefties furveys, 
The finging Mafon building roofs of Gold; 
The civil Citizens kneading up the Hony 5 
The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding in 
Their heavy Burthens at his narrow gate; 
The fad-ey’d Juftice with his furly hum, 
Delivering o’re to Executors pale 
The lazy yawning Drone : I this infer, 
That many things having full referencé 
To one confent, may work contrarioufly, 
As many Arrows loofed feveral ways 
Come to one mark + as many ways meet in one town) | 
As many'frefh ftreams meet in one falt Sea; eer 
As many Lines clofe in the Dials center : 
So may a thoufand. actions once a foot, 
And in one purpofe, and be all well born 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Divide your happy England into four, “ 
Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 
And you withall fhall make all Gallia fhake, 
If we with thrice fuch Powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 
Let us be worried, and our Nation lofe q 
The name of hardinefs and policie. ‘a 
King. Callin the Meflengers fent from the Dolphih )) 
Now are we all refolv’d, and by Gods help a 
And yours, the noble finews of our Power; Be 
France being ours, well bend it to our Awe, al 
Or break it all to pieces. Or there we'll fit, a. 
( Ruling in large and ample Emperie, i 
O’re France, and all her (almoft) Kingly Dukedowtis) } 
Or lay thefe Bonesin an unworthy Urn ~ 
Tomblefs, with noremembrance over them’ . 
Either out Hiftory fhall with full mouth 


Speak freely of our Aéts, or elfeour Grave 


Like Turkifh mute, fhall have a tonguelefs moi* i 
be 


ee 


If that you will France win, then mith Scotland, firft beg a 
| For once the Eagle (England) being in prey, a7 | 
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{ Not worfhipt with 2 waxea Epitaph. 


#) Convey them with fafe conduct. 


B3 The 


Enter Ambaffadors of France. 


Now are we well prepar’d to know the pieafiira 


4 Of our fair Coufin Dolphin : for we hear, 
‘sepprb eeting is from him, not fromthe King. 


. Amb. May’t pleafe your Majefty to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in Charge: 
Or hhall we fparingly thew you far off 
The Dolphin’s meaning, and our Embaffie. 
King. We ate no Tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 


1 Unto whofe grace our paflion is as fubject 

1 As is our Wretches fettred in our Prifons : 

1 Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plainnefs, 
| Tell us the Dolphix’s mind. 


Amb. Thus then in few : 


‘7 Your Highnefs lately fending into France, — 

1 Did claim fome certain Dukedoms, in the right _ 

} Of your great Predeceflor, King Edward the third. 
} In anfwer of which Claim, the Prince our Mafter 


Says that you favour too much of your youth, 


} And bids you be advis’d: There’s nought in France 
| That'can be with a nimble Galliard won, 


You cannot revel into Dukedoms there, 


| He therefore fends you, meeter for your fpirit, 


This Tun of Treafure ; and in lieu of this, 


| Defires you let the Dukedoms that you claim 


Heat no more of you. ‘This the Dolphin fpeaks. 
King. What Treafure, Uncle? 
Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege. 


King, We are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with us, 
| Bis Prefent, and your pains we thank you for : 


When we have match’d our Rackets to thefe Balls, 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play a fet, 


| Shall ftrike his Father’s Crown into the hazard. 


Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts of Frazee will be difturb’d 

With Ghaces. And we underftand him well, 

How he comes ‘o’re us with our wilder days, 

Not meafuring what ufe we made of them. 

We never valu'd this poor feat of Exgland, 

And therefore living hence, did give our felf 

To barbarous licenfe : and ’tis common, 

That men are merrieft, when they are from home = 
But tell the Dolphin, 1 will keep my State, 


| Be like a King, and thew my fayl of Greatnefs, 
When I do rowze me, inmy Throne of France, 
| For that I have laid by my Majefty, 

{ And plodded like a man for working days : 


But1 will rife there with fo full a glory, 


} That 1 will dazle all the Eyes of Frazee, 

| Yea ftrike the Dolphin blind to look on us. - 
And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mock of his 
‘Hath turn’d his Balls to Gun-{tones, and his Soul 


Shall ftand fore charg’d, for the wafteful Vengeance 
That fhall flye with them: For many a thoufand Widows 
Shall this his Mock mock out of their dear Husbands; 
Mock Mothers from their Sons, mock Caftles down : 

And fome are yet ungotten and unborn, 

That fhall have caufe'to curfe the Dolphin’s fcorn. 


1 But this lyes all within the will of God, 


To whoia I do appeal, and in whofe name 

Tell you the Dolphin, 1 am coming on, 

To venge me asi may, and to put forth 

My rightful hand in a well-hallow’d caufe. 

So get you hence in peace, and tell the Dolphin, 

His Jeft will favor but of fhallow wit, . ; 
When thoufands weep more than did laugh at it. 
Fare ye well. 

_ LExeune Ambaffadors. 
Exe, This was a merry Meflage. . . 
King. We hope to make the Sender blufh at it: 


' Qu and ¢ you wrong, for you 
Therefore, my Lord’s omit ne happy hour, were troth-plight to her. = 
a a ee = encore pe SR NTF 
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| More Feathers to our Wings: For God before, 


{ Now thrive the Armourers, and Honours thought 


| Uhe French advis’d by good intelligence 


4 O. England:’Model to thy inward Greatnefs, 


| E’rehe take fhip for France , and in Southamprans 


} And thence to France thali we convey you fafe, 


| To give you gentle Pafs: for if we may, 


| Unto Southampton we do thift our Scene. 
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That may give furth’rance to our Expedition ; 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
Save thofe to God, that run before our bufinefs, 
Therefore letour Proportions for thefe Wars 
Be foon colleéted, and all things thought upon, 
That may with reafonable fwiftnefs add 


We'll chide this Dolphiz at his Father’s door. 
Therefore let every man now task his thought, 
That this fair Aion may on foot be brought. [Exeunt. 
Flourifh. Enter Chorus. 
Now ali the Youth of England are on fire, 
And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 


Reigns folely in the breaft of every man, 

They fell the Pafture now, to buy the Horfe, 
Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings, “ 
Vith winged heels as Englihh Agercuries, 

For now fits expectation in the Air, 

And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, 

With Crowns imperial, Crowns and Coronets, 

Promis’d to Harry, and his Followers. 


Of this moft dreadful preparation, 
Shake in their fear, and with pale Policy 
Seek. to divert the Exgli(h purpotes. 


Like little Body with a mighty Heart: 

What might’ft thou do, that Honour would thee do, 
Were all-thy Children kind and natural : 

But fee, thy fault Fraxce hath in thee found out, 
A neft of hollow bofoms, which he fills 

With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted men; 
One Richard Earl of Cambridge, and the fecond 

Henry Lord Scroop of Mafbam, and the third 

Sit Thomas Gray Knight of Northumberland, 

Have for the Gilt of France (O Guilt indeed) 
Confirm’d Confpiracy with fearful France, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings muft dye; 

If Hell andi Treafon hold their promifes, 


Linger your patience on, and we'll digeft 
Th’abufe of diftance;. force a play: 

The fum is pay’d, the Traitors are agreed, 

The King is fet for Loudon, and the Scene 

Is now tranfported (Gentles) to Southampton, 
Thereis the play-houfe now, there muft you fit, 


And bring, you back: Charming the narrow Seas 


Weill not offend one ftomack with our Play. 
But till the King come forth, and not till then; 
Exit. § 


Enter Corporal Nim, and Lieutenant Bardolph. 


Bar. Well met, Corporal Nim, 

Nim. Good morrow, Lieutenant Bardolpb, 

Rar. What, are Ancient Pijtol and you Friends yet ? 

Nim, For my part, I care not: I fay little: but when 
time fhall ferve;, there fhall be finiles, but that fhall be 
asitmay. I dare not fight; but I will wink, and hold out 
mineIron: itis but a fimple one,but what though ? It will 
toft cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another mans 
{word will: and there’s an end, $3 

Bar. 1 will beftow a breakfaft to make you Friends, 
and well be all three fworh Brothers to France: Let’s 
be fo, good Corporal Nim. 

Nim. Faith, | will live fo long as I may, that’s the cer- 
tainof it: and when I cannot live any longer, I will do 
as Limay: That is my reft: that isthe rendezvous of it. 

Bar. \t is certain, Corporal, that he is married to 
Nel Quickly, and certainly fhe did 
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Nia, Lcannot tell; Things muft be as they may - men Bar. Corporal Wu,and thou wilt be PriendsjbeFrjeng | 


= p : ds. i 
may fleep, and they, may-have their throats about them | and thou wilt not,why then be Enemies with me tog: ‘ 


at that time, and fome fay, knives have edges: It muft be, 
| as it may, though patience be a tyred name, yet fhe will 
} plod, there mait be Conclulions, well, I cannot tell. 
Eater Piftol, avd Quickly. 
Bar, Were comes Anciont Piffol and his Wife: good 
| Corporal, be patient here... How now, mine Hofte Piftol ? 
| pif, Bale Tyke, calli thou me Hofte, now by this| thy hand. 
Vhond, 1 fweard fcorn the term: nor fhall my Wel. keep Nim. \ fhall have my Noble? 
1 Lodgers. Pi st. In cath, molt juftly paid. cidgloth 
{ h/t, Noby my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge Nim. Well then, that’s the humour offt,o/) 9. 4 
and board.a dozen or fourteen Gentlewomen that live Emer Holtefs. Rode 
honeftly by the prick of their Needles, but it will be Hoff. As ever you came of Women, come? ini 
} thought we keep. a Bawdy-houfe {traight. O welliday | to Sir ‘Yoh : A poor heart, he is fo fhak’d of ab 
Lady, if he be not hewn now, we fhall-fee wilful Adultery | quotidian Tertian, that it is moft lamentable to b 
}and Murther committed. Sweet men, come to him. ou he 
1 Bar, Good Lieutenaity) Good Corporal, offernothing| Nim. The King hath run bad humours on the K 
here. Nim, Pith. that’s the even of it. ict rapa 
Pift, Pilhfor thee, Z/land dog: thou prickear’d-Cur of | P(t. Nim, thou has fpoke the right, his heartis 
WI fland. ed and corroborate. "5 
Host. Good Corporal Wim, fhew thy Valour, and put Nim. The King isa good King, but it muftbe 
i up thy Sword. may: he pafles fome humours and carreers. id he 
Nim. Will you fhog, off ? I would have you Solus. Pift. Let us condole the Knight, for (Lambki 


ee a en Cn 


Pit. Solus, egregious Dog; O Viper vile; The folus | will live. 
in thy moft marvellous face, the folus in thy teeth, and 
in thy throat, and in thy hateful Lungs, yea'in thy Maw Enter.Exeter, Bedford, amd Weftmerland, 
| perdy, and which is worfe within thy nafty mouth. 1 ; 
| do retort the /olus in thy Bowels, for I can take, and Ps- Bed. Fore God, his Grace is bold to truft thefe T. 
| tos cock is up, and flafhing fire will follow. Exe. They fhall be apprehended by and by. ~ 
1” Nim, Lam not Barbafon, you cannot conjure me: 1\ Weft. How fmooth and even they do bear ther 
4 heve an humour to knock you indifferently well: If you | Asif all allegiance in their Bofoms fate 
| crew. foul with me, Péfol, I will fcour you with my | Crowned with Faith and conftant Royalty. if 
{ Rapier, as 1 may\in fair terms. If you would walk Bed, The King hath note of all that they inten 
j off, 1 would prick your guts a little in good terms, as | By interception which they dream not of. . 
I may, and that’s the humor of it. Exe, Nay, but the manthat was his Bedfellow, 
Pit, O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, | Whombhe hath lull’d and cloy’d with gracious fay 
The Grave doth. gape, and doting death is'near, That he fhould, for a Foreign Purfe, fo fell 
Therefore exhale. His Soveraigns life to death and treachery. A 
Bar. Hear me, hear me what I fay: We that ftrikes [ Sonmd Trumpets.) 
the firft ftroak,?lerun him up to the hilts,as I am a Souldier. Sen all 
Pift. An Oath of mickle might, and fury fhall abate. Enter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray. } 
Give me thy filt, thy fore-foot to me give : Thy fpirits — 


ie 
are moft tall, - ’ eo wih King. Now fits the wind fair, and we will aboard, —} 
Nim. 1 will cut thy throat one time or other in fair | My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lord of Mafoam, 4 


terms, that is the humor of it. Aud you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts * 
Piftol. Couple a gorge that is the word. I defie thee a- | Think you not, that the Powers we bear with us ! 
gain. O hound of Creer, think’ft thou my fpoufe to get ? | Will cut their paflage through the Force of Frant 
No, to the Spittle go, and from the Powdring tub of in- | Doing the execution, and the ac, ; 
famy, fetch forth the Lazer Kit of Creffid’s kind, Dol | For which we have in head aflembled them. ae 
Tear-{heet, fhe by: name, and her efpoufe. Ihave,and 1] Scro. No doubt, my Liege: if each man do his bee 7 
will hold the -Quondam Quickly for the only fhe: and King. 1 doubt not that, fince we are well periwadea)) 
Pauca, there’s enough to go to. We carry not a heart with us from hence, . 
Enter the Boy, That grows not in a fair confent with ours: 
Boy. Mine Hote Piftol, you muft come to my Ma- | Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wifh 
fter, and your Hoftefs: He is very fick and would to bed. | Succefs and Congneft to attend on us. 
Good Bardolph, put thy face between the fheets, and do Cam, Never was a Monarch better fear’d and lowé 
the Office of a Warming-man: Faith, he’s very ill. Than is:'your Majefty, there’s not I think a Subject 
“<Bard, Away, you Rogue. That fits in heart-grief and uneafinefs 
_ Hoft. By my troth, he’ll yield the Crow a pudding one | Under the {weet fhade of your Government. 
‘of 'thefe dayes : the King has kil’d his heart. Good Gray. True: thofe that were your Fathers Ene 
“Gusband come prefently. (Exit. | Have iteept their Gauls in Honey, and do obferv 
Bar. Come, {hall 1 make you two Friends. We muft | With hearts create of duty, and of zeal. a 
to:France together :. why the Devil fhould we keep Knives] King. We therefore have great canfe of thankfulne 
to cut one another’s throats ? And fhall forget the Office of our hand 
Piff. Let Flouds o’refwell, and Fiends for food howl on. | Sooner than quittance of defert and merit, 
Nim, Yow ll pay me the eight fhillings, I won of you | According to the weight and worthinefs. : ie 
at Betting. Scro. So fervice fhall with fteeled finews toyl, - — 
pijt. Bale is the Slave, that pays. _ | And labour fhall refrefh it felf with hope 
Wim. That now I willhave: that’s the humour of it. | To do your Grace inceffant fervices. 
Pift. Asmanhood fhall compound: pufh home.[Dram. | _ King. We judge no lefs. Uncle of Exeter, ; 
* Bard. By. this Sword, he that makes the firit thruft, | Inlarge the man committed yefterday, ee 
Vie kill him; by this Sword, I will. That raid againft our Perfon: We confider, — 
~ pist. Sword is an Oath,and Oaths muft have their courfe. It was excefs of Wine that fet him-on, 
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e:. 
i _| And on his more advice, We pardon him. From glift’ring Semblances of Piety : 
i  f. Sevo. That’s mercy, but too much fecurity : But he that. temper’d thee, bad thee ftand u 
Let him be punifh’d, Soveraign, left Example Gave thee no inftance why thou fhouldft ue Tre fc 
hy Breed (by his fufferance) more of fuch a kind. Unlefs to dub thee with the nattié of Traitor Mate 
fh King. O let us yet be merciful. [f that fame Demon that hath’ gull’d thee thu 
* Camb. So may your Highnefs, and yet punifh too. Should with his Lyon-gate walle the whole ‘orld 
itl Gray. Sir, you fhew great mercy, if you give him Life, | He may return to vafty Tartar back wh ee 
me After the tafte of much Corr¢¢tion. And tell the Legions, I car neves ai 
King. Alas, your too much love and care of me, A Soul foeafie as that Englifh-mans. 
Are heavie Orifons ’gainft this poor wretch : Oh, how haft thou with jealoufie infected 
If little faults, proceeding on diftemper, The fweetnefs of affiance ? Shew men dutift ? 
fe Shall not be wink’dat, how fhall we ftretch our Eye Why fo didft thou. Seem they grave and learned ? 
When Capital Crimes, chewd, fwallow’d, and difgelted | Why fo didft thou. Come they of Noble Famit ? 
stat Appear before us ? We'll yet enlarge that man, Why fo didft thou. Seem they religious ? spike 
te Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, in their dear care Why fo didft thou. Or are they fpare in dyet 
ti _} And tender prefervation of our Perfon, Free from grofs paflion, or of mirth, or anger. i 
lat | Would have him punifh’d. And now to our French Caufes, Conftant in fpirit, not f werving with the biood 
ne Who are the late Commiflioners ? Garnifh’d and deck?d in modeft complement : 
: Cam. Loue, my Lord, ; Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 
bie Your Highnefs bad me ask for it to day. And but in purged judgment trufting neither ? 
ae Scro. So did youme, my Liege. Such and fo finely boulted didft thou feem : 
3 “| Gray. And 1, my Royal Soveraign. And thus thy fail hath left a kind of blot 
tie | King. Then Richard Earl of Cambridge,there is yours : To make thee full franght man, and beft endued 
a | There yours Lord Scroop of Mufham, and Sir Knight, With fome fufpition, and I will weep for thee, 
it (Lag Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours : For this revolt of thine, me thinks is like 
| Read them, and know | know your worthinefs. Ancther fall of man. Their faults are open 
| My Lord of Weffmerland, and Uncle Exeter, Arreft them to the anfwer of the Law : 
leo, | We willaboard to night. Why, how now Gentlemen ? oe God acquit them of their practices. 
|} What fee you in thofe Papers, that you lofe exe. I arreft thee of High Trea 
ne So much Complexion ? Look ye how they change: Richard Earl of Cambridge. > che ae 
ya) | Their cheeks are Paper. Why, what read you there Iarreft thee of High Treafon, by th 2 
vlai | That hath fo cowarded and chaf ?d your Blood ; Lord Scroop of Marfbem. abel Boos 
a | Out of appearance. Larreft thee of High Treafon, by the na 
ict pe do confefs my fault, G rey, Knight of ‘Norslucnberlind y name of Thomas 
tty: | And do fubmit me to your Highnefs mercy. Scro. Our purpofes God juftly hath difcover’d, 
ato Gray, Scro. To which we all appeal. And I repent my fault more than my death ; 
whe King. The mercy that was quick in us but late, Which 1 befeech your Highnefs to forgive : 
1 pr By your own Counfel is fappreft and kill’d : Although my Body pay the price of it. oa 
oj) | You muft not dare (for fhame) to talk of mercy, Camb, For me the Gold of France did not feduce 
aig, | FOr your own.Reafons turn into your Bofoms, - Althougi I did admit it asa motive, : 
ig | As Dogs upon their Mafters, worrying you - The fooner to effect, what I intended: 
See you, my Princes and my Noble Peers, But God be thanked for prevention, 
‘nal Thefe Englifh monfters: My Lord of Cambridge here, | Which 1 in fufferance heartily will rejoyce, 
"| You know how apt our love was to accord Befeeching God to -pardon ine. i 
ait To farnifh him with all appertinents — . Gray. Never did faithful Subject more rejoyce 
i if Belonging to his Honour : and this man, At the difcovery of moft dangerous Treafon 
i Hath fora few light Crowns, lightly confpir’d Than Ido at this hour joy o’re my felf : 
ja ia And {worn unto.the practices of France Prevented from adamned Enterprize : 
a To kill us here in Hampton. To the which, My fault, but not my body, pardon Soveraign. : 
ett This Knight no lefs for bounty bound to us King. God quit; youin his Merey: Hear yout fentence. 
Than Cambridge is, hath likewife fworn. But O, You have confpir’d againft our Royal Perfon, 
ii | What fhall 1 fay to thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel, Joyn’d With an Enemy: proclaim’d ; ‘and from his Coffers 
isi” | Ingrateful, favage, and inhumane Creature ? Receiv’d the Golden Earneft-of Our death : 
it! | Thou that didft bear the key of all my Counfels, Wherein you would: have fold your King to flaughter, 
is | That knewft the very bottom of my Soul, His Princes and his Peers to fervitide, 
jou | That (almoft) might’{t have coyn’d me into Gold, His Subjects to oppreflion, and contempt, 
i 1 Would*{t thou have practis’d on me, for thy ule ¢ And his whole. Kingdom into defolation ; 
can May itbe poflible, that foreign hire Touching our Perfon, feck we no revenge, 
fa? | Could out of thee extract one fpark of Evil But we our Kingdoms fafety muft fo tender, 
1a! | That might annoy my finger? 7Tis fo ftrange, Whofe ruine you three fought, that to her Laws 
; | That though the truth of it ftand offas grofs, We do deliver you. » Get you therefote hence, : 
re | As black and white, my Eye will fcarcely fee it. (Poor miferable wretches,to your death : : 
fui’ | Treafon and Murther, ever kept together, The tafte whereof, God of his mercy give 
4 | As two yoak Devils fworn to eithers purpofe, Yow patience to endure, and ttue repentance 
ail Working fo grofly in a Natural Caufe, Of all your dear offences. Bearthem hence. [E-veunte. 
dl” | That admiration did not hoop at them. Now Lords for France: the Enterprife whereof 
gj | But thou Cgainft all Proportion) didft bring in Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 
vt Wonder to wait on’ Treafon, and no morther : We doubt not of a fair and lucky War, 
j, | And whatfoever cunning Fiend it was Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 
cot! | That wrought upon ‘thee fo prepofteroufly, This dangerous Treafon, lurking in our way 
- Hath got the voice in’ Hell for excellence: To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 
: And other Devils that fuggeft by Treafons, But every Rub is fmoothed in our way: 
zit, |Do botch and bungle up Damnation, Then forth, dear Country-men: Let us deliver 
Our Puiflance into’ the hand of God, 


With Patches, Colours, and with Forms, being fetcht 


Putting, 
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Putting it {treight. in expedition. ; 


Chearly to Sea, the figns of War advance, 
No King of England, if not King of France. 


[Exeunt. 
Enter Piftol, Nim, Bardolph, Boy, ad Hoftefs. 


Hoft. Prethee honey, fweet Husband, let me bring 
thee to Staines, 

Piftol. No: for my manly heart doth yern. Bardolph, 
be blythe : Nim, rouze thy vaunting Veins: Boy,briftle 
thy Courage up: for Falfaff he is dead, and we muft 
yern therefore. 

Bard. Would 1 were with him, wherefoe’re he is, 
either in Heaven, or in Hell. 

Hofteg. Nay fure, he’s not in Hell : he’s in Arthur's 
Bofom, if ever man went to Arthur's Bofom : a made 
finer end, and went away and it had been any Chriftom 
Child : a parted jnft between Twelve and One, ev’n at 
the turning o’th’ Tyde : for after 1 faw him fumble with 
the Sheets, and play with Flowers, and {mile upon his fin- 
gersend, I knew there was butone way :. for his Nofe was 
as harp as aPen, and a Table of green Fields. How now 
Sir Fohn (quoth{?) what titan ? be a good cheer: foa 
cryed out, God, God, God, three or four times: now I, 
to comfort him, bid hifi a thould not think of God; 1 
hopd there was no need to trouble himfelf with any fuch 
thoughts yet : fo a bad me lay more Clothes on his feet : 
[ put my hand into the Bed, and felt, them, and they 
were as cold asaftone: then I felt to his knees, and fo 
upward and upward, all was as cold as any ftone. 

Nim. They fay he cryed out of Sack. 

Hofteg. 1, that a did. 

Bara. And of Women. 

Hoftef. Nay, that a did not. 

Boy. Yesthat a did, and faid they were Devils in- 
carnate. 

Woman. A could never abide Carnation, twas a Co- 
lour he never lik’d. 

Boy. A faid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women. d 

Hotes. Adidin fome fort (indeed) handle Women : 
but then he was rheumatick, and talk’d of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Do.you not remember a fawa Flea ftick upon Bar- 
dolph’s Nofe, and faid it was a black Soul burning in Hell. 

Bard, Well, the fuel is gone that maintain’d that fire: 
that’s all the Riches! gotin his fervice. ~ 

Nim, Shall we fhogg ? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. } : 

Pist. Come, let’s away. My love, give me thy Lips: 
Look to my Chattels, and my Moveables : Let Senfes 
rule: The world is, Pitch and pay : truft none : for Oaths 
are Straws, mens Faiths are Wafer-Gakes, and hold-faft 
is the onely Dog : My Duck, therefore, Caveto be thy 
Counfellor. Go, clear thy Chryftals. -Yoke-fellows 
in Arms, let us to France, like Horfe-leeches my Boys, 

to fuck, to fuck, the very blood to fuck. 

‘| Boy. And that’s but unwholfome food they fay. 

Pift. Touch her foft mouth, and march, ~ 

Bard. Faréwel, Hoftels. : aes 

Nim, \ cannot kifs, that is the humour of ic : but adieu. 

Pift. Let Houlwifry appear : keep clofe, 1 theecom- 
mand. 

Hofteg. Farewel : adieu. [ Exeunt. 
Enter-the French King, the Dolphin, the Dukes 
of Berry and Britain. 


King. Thus comes the Evglifh with full Power upon us, 
And more than carefully it us concerns, 
To anfwer Royaily in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Brita, 
Of Brabant and of Orleance fhall make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphiz, with all fwift difpatch 
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To line and new repair our towns of War 


With men of courage, and with means defendant; | 


For England his approaches makes as fierce; 
As Waters to the fucking of a Gulf. 
It fits us then to be as. provident, 
As fear may teach us, out of late Examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected Englijh 
Upon our Fields. 
Dolphin, My moft redoubted Father, 
It is moft meet we arm us ’gainft the Foe: - 
For Peace it felf fhould not fo dull a Kingdom, 
(Though War, nor no known Quarrel were in quef 
But that Defences, Mufters, Preparations 
Should be maintain’d, aflembled, and collected, 
As were a War in expe‘tation. 
Therefore I fay, tis meet we all go forth, 
To view the fick and feeble parts of France; 


‘ 
10 
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And letusdo it with no fhew of fear, oa 


No, with no more, than if we heard that England — 
Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance: iy 
For, my good Liege, fhe is fo idly King’d, 
Her Scepter fo phantaftically born, 
By a vain giddy fhallow humorous Youth, 
That Fear attends her not. 

Conft, O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are too much miftaken in this King: 
Queftion your Grace the late Embafladors, 
With what great State he heard their Embaflie, 
How well fupply’d with Noble Councellors, 
How modeft in exception, and with all, 
How terrible in con{tant refolution: 
And you fhall find, his Vanities fore-fpent 
Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 
As Gardenersdo with Ordure hide thofe Roots © 
That fhall firft fpring, and be moft delicate. = 

Dolph. Well, ’tis not fo, my Lord High Conftable.” 
But though we think it fo, it is no matter: a 
In Caufes of defence, "tis beft to weigh 
The Enemy more mighty than he feemis, 
So the Proportions of defence are fill’d: 
Which of a weak and nigardly projection, 


Doth like a Mifer fpoil his Coat, with {canting : 


A little Cloth. 
King, Think we King Harry ftrong: 


And Princes, look, you ftrongly arm to meet him. — 


The Kindred of him hath been flefh’d upon us: 
And he is bred out of that bloody ftrain, 

That haunted us in our familiar Paths: 
Witnefs our too much memorable fhame, 
When Creffy Battel fatally was ftruck, 

And all our Princes captiv’d, by the hand 


Of that black Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales: 
Whiles that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ftanding 


Upinthe Air, crown’d withthe Golden Sun, 
Saw his Heroical Seed, and fmil’d to fee him 
Mangle the Work of Nature, and deface 


The Patterns, that by God and by French Fathers 


Had twenty yearsbeen made. This isa Stem 

Of that Victorious Stock : and let us fear 

The Native mightinefs and fate of him. 
Enter a Meffenger. 


Meff; Ambafladors from Harry, King of England, 


Do crave admittance to your Majefty. 
King. We'll give them prefent Audience. 
Go, and bring them. ” om 
You fee this Chafe is-hotly followed, Friends. 
Dolph. Turn head, and ftop purfuit : for coward D 
Moft {pend their. mouths, when what they feem to thre 
Runs far beforethem. Good my Soveraign . 
Take up the Exglifh fhort, and let them know 
Of what a Monarchy yon are the Head : 
Self-love, my Liege, is not fo vile a fin, 
As felf-neglecting. 
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" Exter Exeter. 


_ King. From our Brother of England ? 


iy 
m Exe, From him, and thus he greets your Majefty ; 


’ 


He wills you in the Name of God Almighty, 
That you deveft your felf, and lay apart 
ly | The borrowed Glories, that, by gift of Heaven, - 
| | By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs 
To himand to his Heires, namely the Crown; 
, And all wide-ftretched Honors, that pertain 
iy, | By seme and po bap: of Times, 
‘ip Unto the Crown of France : that you may know 
Re, *Tis no finifter, nor no awk-ward Claim, 
in (RICH E Bom. the ap ere hols: of pd Maal days, 
ia, Nor from the duft of o ivion rak’t 
it He fends you this moft memorable Line, 
mn In every Branch truly demontftrative ; 
ff Willing you over-look this Pedigree; 
ull And when you find him evenly deriv’d 
tte ty = moft teh arrgc ft Sri 
' Edward the third, he bids you then refign 
at; Your Crownand Kingdom indirectly held 
te, From him, the Native and true Challenger. 
. King. Or elfe, what follows? 
it, Exe Bloody conftraint : for if you a the Crown 
Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he coming, 
Ni: In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a Jove; 
ids, ‘Phat if requiring fail, he will compell. 
‘ahh And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
(clit, Deliver up the Crown, and totake mercy 
iil, On the poor Souls for whom this hungry War 
: Opens his vafty Jaws: and on your head 
ney oe aa Wee hei the ones its 
1 Au, The dead-mens Bloods, the privy Maidens Groans 
f Fd For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers, 
hoe That fhall be fwallowed in this Controverfie. 
(ag This ishis Claim, his threatning, and my Meflage ; 
tig Unlefs the Dolphin be in prefence here 5 
vt, 20 Whom _exprefly I bring greeting too. 
vit. Xing. For us, wewill confider of this further ; 
fe, 10 morrow fhall you bear our full intent 
yj, Back to our Brother of England, 
i Dolpa. For the Dolphin, 
' v1 ftand here for him ; what to him from England ? 
in” “Exe. Scorn and defiance, fleight regard, contempt, 
gpeteciees Secreto ene 
108 Thus fays my King : and if your Father’s Highnefs 
1" Do not, in grant of all Demands at large, $ 
il, Sweeten the bitter Mock you fent his Majefty ; 
ts. a call you a fo hot ay Anfwer of it, 
an t Caves and Womby Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Trefpafs, and return your Mock 
ta ‘ In fecond Accent of his Ordinance. 
pratt!) Dolph. Say: if my Father tender fair return, 
uit It isagainft my will : for I defire 
(asl | Nothing but Odds with Exgland, 
(hi Peet end, as matching to his a and Vanity, 
fe |4 did prefent him with the Paris-Balls. 
el ES He’l make your Paris Louver fhake for it, 
4s | Were it the Miftrefs Court of mighty Europe: 
ft |And be affur’d, you’l find a diffrence, 
i | As we his Subjects have in wonder found, 
_ | Between the promife of his greener days, 
And thefe he mafters now’: now he weighs Time 
Even to the utmoft Grain ; that you fhall read 
Inyour own Loffes, ifthe ftay in France. 
King, Tomorrow fhall you know our mind at full. 
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ch us with all fpeed, left that our King 
Come here ‘himfelf to queftion our delay ; 
For he his footed in this Land already. 


A Night is but {mall breath, and little panfe 
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C Flourifh, 


King. You fhall be foon difpatcht, with fair Conditions. 


95 


( Exewnr. 


T o anfwer matters of this confequence. 


Adlus Secundus. 


Enter Chorus. 


Thus with imagin’d wing our fwift Scene flyes, 

In motion of no lefs celerity, than that of Thought, 
Suppofe, that you have feen 

The wel-appointed King at Dover Peer, 

Embark his Royalty : and his brave Fleet, 

With filken Streamers, the young Phebus fainipg ; 
Play with your Fancies ; and in them behold, 

Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boys climbing ; 
Heart the fhrill Whiftle, which doth order give 

To founds confus’d : behold the threaden Sails, 
Born with th’invifible and creeping V Vind, 

Draw the huge Bottom’s through the furrowed Sea, 
Brefting the lofty Surge. O, do butthink 

You ftand upon the Rivage, and behold 

A Citie on th’inconftant Billows dancing; 

For fo appears this Fleet Majeftical, 

Holding due courfe to Harflew. Follow, follow. 
Grapple your minds to fternage of this Navy, 

And leave your Exglandas dead Mid-night, ftill, 
Guarded with Grandfires, Babies, and old VVomen, 
Either paft, or not arriv’d to pith and puiffance : 
For who is he, whofe Chin is but enricht 

VVith one appearing Hair, that will not follow 
Thefe cull’d and choice-drawn Cavaliers to France? 
VVork, work your Thoughts, and therein fee a Siege: 
Behold the Ordnance on their Carriages, 
VVith fatal mouths gaping on girded Harflem, 
Suppofe th’Embaflador from the French comes back, 
Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 
Katharine his Daughter,and with her to Dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable Dukedoms. 

The offer likes not : and the nimble Gunner 


VVith Lynftock now the devilifh Cannon touches. 


{ Alarum, and Chambers go off. 
And down goes all before him. Still be kind, 
And echoutour performance with your mind. [ Exir. 


Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, and Gloucefter. 
Alavum. Scaling-Ladders at Harflew. 


King. Once more unto the Breach, 
Dear Friends, once more; 
Or clofe the Wall up with our Exglifh dead : 
In Peace, there’s nothing fo becomes a man, 
As modeft ftilnefs and humility : 
But when the blaft of War blows in our ears, 
Then imitate the action of the Tyger: 
Stiffen the finews, commune up the blood, 
Difguife fair Nature with hard-favour’d Rage : 
Then lend the Eye a terrible afpett : 
Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 
Like the Brafs Cannon, let the Brow o’rewhelm it, 
As fearfully, as doth a galled Rock 
O’re-hang and jutty his confounded Bafe, 
Swill’d with the wilde and waftful Ocean. 
Now fet the Teeth, and ftretch the Noftril wide, 
Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit 
To his full height. On, you Nobleft Exgisfh, 
Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of War-poof ; 
Fathers, that like fo many Alexanders, 
Have in thefe parts from Morn till Even fought, 
And fheath’d their Swords for lack of argument, 
Difhonour not your Mothers : now atteft, 


| That thofe whom you call’d Fathers, did beget you. 


Be Copy now to menof grofler blood, 
And teach them how to V Var. And you, good Yeomen, 
Whof 
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Whole Limbs were made in England ; fhew us here 
The mettle of your Pafture : let us fwear, 
That you are worth your breeding, which [ doubt not: 
For there is none of you fo mean and bafe, 
That hath not Noble luftre in your Eyes. 
I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the flips, 
Straying upon the Start. The Game’s a-foot ¢ 
| Follow your Spirit ; and upon this Charge, 
Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 
[ Alarum, and Chambers go off. 


Enter Nim, Bardolph, Piftol, and Boy. 


Bard. On, on, on, on, on,to the Breach, to the Breach. 
Nim, ?Pray thee, Corporal, ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot :and for mine own part, l have not a Cafe of Lives : 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the yery plain-Song of it. 
Pift. The -plain-Song is moft juft: for humors do a- 
bound :. Knocks go and come: God’s Vaflals drop and 
dye : and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth win 
immortal Fame. ; 
Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London, would 
ive all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and fafety. 
Pift. And: if wifhes would prevail with me, my pur- 
pofe fhould not fail with me ; but thither would I hye. 
Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on 
bough. 
Enter Fluellen. 
Flu, Up to the breach, you Dogs 5 avant you Collions. 
Pift. Be merciful, great Duke, to men of Mould, a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage; abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcock, bate thy Rage, ufc lenity, 
fweet Chuck. 
Nim. Thefe be good humors: your Honour wins bad 
humors: Ba pig ie ob? 
Boy. As young asi am, I have obferv’d thefe three 
Swafhers. 1 am Boy to them all three, but all they three, 
though they would ferve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three fuch Antiques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardolph, he. is white-liver’d, and red-fac’d ; by the 
means whereof, a faces it out, but fights not: for Pi/fol, 
hé hath a killing Tongue, and a-quiet Sword , by the 
means whereof, a breaks Words, and keeps whole 
Weapons : for Wim, he hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the beft men, and-therefore he fcorns to fay 
his prayers, left afhould be thought a Coward: but his 
few bad Words are matcht withas few good Deeds ; for 
a never broke any -man’s head but his own, and that was 
| againft a Poft, when he was drunk. They will fteal any 
| thing , and.call it Purchafe. Bardolph ftole a Lute-cafe, 
bore it twelve Leagues, and fold it for three half-Pence. 
Nim and Bardolph are {worn Brothers in filching 3 and 
"\ in Calice they {tole: afire-fhovel. J knew, by that piece 
of Service, the men would carry Coals.. They would 
have me as familiar with men’s Pockets, as their Gloves 
or their Hand-kerchers: which makes much againft my 
Manhood, if I fhould take from anothers Pocket, to put 
into mine ; for. it is plain pocketting up of Wrongs. I 
mutt leave them, and feek fome better Service : their 
Villanie goes. againft my weak ftomack, and therefore I 
mutt caft it up. (Exit. 
; Eater Gower. 
| Gower. Captain Fluellen, you muft come prefently to the 
Mines ; the Duke ‘of Gloucefter would {peak with you. 
| Flu. To the Mines? Tell you the Duke, it 1s not fo 
good to come to the Mines: for look you, the Mines 
| sre not according to the Difciplines of War ; the Con- 
i cavities of it. is not fufficient + for look you, th? ‘athver- 
fary, you may difculs unto ‘the: Duke, look you, is digt 
himfelf four yards. under the Countermines : by Cheflu, 
I think a will plow up all, if. there is not better dire- 
iis. . 
ee The Duke of Gloucefter, 
of the Siege is given; 1s altogether 


err 


to whom the Order 
directed by an Irith 


teh» at 


man, a very valiant Gentleman, I’faith. | am 
Welch. It is Captain Makmorrsce, is it not? 9) 
Gower. \ think it be. § ae 
Welch. By Chefhw he is an Afs, as in the Wor 
will verifie as much in his Beard : he ha’s no more din 
ons in the true difciplines of the Wars, look you, ¢ 
Roman difciplines, than is a’ Puppy-dog. Poe 


Enter Makmorrice, and Captain Jamy, 


Gower. Here a comes, and the Scots Captain, Ca 
Famy, with him. 7 
Welch. Captain Samy is a marvellous valorons Gep 
tleman, that is certain, and of great expedition and know.) 
ledge in th’aunchiant, Wars, upon my particular knoj 
ledge of his directions; by Chefhw he will maintain 
Argument as wellas any Militarie man in the World, 
the Difciplines of the priftine Wars of the Romans,” 
Scot, 1 fay gudday, Captain Fluellen, a 
Welch. Godden to your Worfhip, good Captain $a 
Gower. How now, Captain Aakznorrice, have you yt 
the Mines ?’ have the Pioners given o’re ? ae 
Jrif. By Chrith, Law, tifh ill done : the Work ih gip 
over, the Trompet found the Retreat. By my Hand 
fwear, and my father’s Soul,. The Work ifh il@ 
it ith give over: 1 would have blowed up the 
fo Chrifh fave me, law, in an hour. O tifhill d 
ill done - by my Hand tifh ill done, r 
Welch. Captaine Makorrice, 1 befeech yo 
will you vouchafe me, look you, a few difputati 
you, as partly touching or concerning the difci 
the War, the Roman Wars, in the way of Arg 
look you, and ‘friendly communication : pi 
fatisfie my Opinion, and partly for the fatisfaction, Ine 
you, of my Mind, as touching the direction of the M 
litary difcipline, that is the Point. a 
Scot. \t fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Capte 
and I fall quit you with gud leve, as i may Pick | 
that fal I marry. aa 
Irifh. It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrith faye mey 
The day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, am 
King, and the Duke : it is not time to difcourfe, the 


‘is befeech?d :.and the Trumpet Calls us to the Breac 


we talk, and by Chrifh do nothing, tis fhame for a 
fo ‘God fa’me *tis fhame to ftand ftill, it is fhame. 
hand: and there is Throats to be cut, and Works 
done, and there ifh nothing done, fo Chrift fa’me la 

Scot. By the Mes, ere theife ¢yes of mine take 
felyes to flomber, ayle de gud fervice, or Tle ligg 
grund for it’, ay, or go to death~ and Ile pay’t 
loroufly as I may, that fal 1 furély-do, the br 
the long ; marry, 1 wad full fain heard fome quell 
tween you tway: Sores fi 

Welch. Captain. Makgorrice, Lthink, look you, 
your correction, there is not niany-of your Natl 

Irifh. Of my Nation ? What ith my Nation 
Villain, and a Bafterd, and a Knave, and a Rafcal_ 
ifh my Nation? Who talks of my Nation? - 

Welch. Look you, if you take the matter ot 
than is ‘meant, Captain A4akyorvice, peradventit 
fhall think you do not ufe me with that affabilit 
difcretion you ought. to ufe me, look you, bene 
a man as your felf both in the difciplines of W 
in'the derivation of my birth, and in other particula 

Jrifhb. T do not know, you fo gooda man 4s, my fe at 
Chrith fave me, I’ will ‘cot. off your head,» o .woulll 

Gomer, Gentlemen both, you. will’ mistake each ¢ s 

Scot. A, that’sa foul fault; ~~ 0) [A 

Gower, The. Town founds,a Parley, 5:4. 

Welch. Captain, Atakgorrice,~ when there 1s. 
better opportunity to be required, ‘look you, 1: i 
bold as to tell. you, know the diftiplines of W 
there is an end. ., ‘> niu: pepe Fi 
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Lrain before the Gates. 


Ka. Le doyt , ma foy je ouble le doyt, mats Je me fouyien™ 
dray le doyt, ge penfe qurls ont appellé des fingres, ou de frngres, 


ig ts: . Alice, La main, de Hand, le doyt, le Fingres, Fe. penfe 
b King. How yet refolves th rnour of the Town ? | ve je fuis le bon efcholjer, 
rh This is the lateft Parle we admit: Kath, Pay gaigné denz mots a Anglois viStement com- 
“| | Therefore to our belt mercy give your felves, ment appellé vous les ongles ? : 

/Or like to men proud of deftruction, Alice. Les ongles, les appellons de Nayles, 

| Defie us to our worft: forasI am a Souldier, Kath, De Nayles efcqutez : dites moy, fi je parle bien + de 
© “| A Name that in my thoughts becomes me belt s Hand,~ de Fingres, de Nayles. 

Ifl begin the batt?ry once again, Alice, Ceft bien dit Madame, il eft fort bon Anglois, 
Oy I will not leave the half-atchieved Harflew, Kath, Dites moy en Anglois le bras, 

Till in her afhes the lye buried. Alice. De rme, Madame. 
Hk | The Gates of Mercy fhall be all shut up, Kath, Et le coude, 
tly | Andthe flefh’d Souldier, rough and hard of heart, Alice, D Elbow, 
i | In liberty of bloody hand, thall range Kath, DElbow ; Fe men faitz la repetition de tous les 
‘il, | With Confcience wide as Hell, mowing like Grafs mots que maver apprins des a prefent. 
Mi’ | Your frefh fair Virgins, and your ftowring Infants. Alice. It oft trop difficile Madame, comme Je penfe. 
iti | What is it then to me, if impious War, Kuta, Excn(e moy Alice, efcoute, @ Hand, de Fingre, 
| | Arrayed in games like to the Prince of Fiends, de Nayles, a Arme, de Bilbow, 
it} | Do with his fmircht complexion of fell feats, Alice, Delbow, Madame, 
mi | Enlinckt to wafte and defolation ? 


What is’t to me, when you your {elves are cauke, 
If your pure Maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing Violation ? 
What Rein can hold licentious Wickedne&, 
{| When down the Hill he holds his fierce Carreer ? 
We may. as bootlefs {pend our vain Command 
Upon th’enraged Souldiers in their Spoil, 
As fend Precepts to the Lewathan to come a-thoar, 
Therefore, you men of Az flew, 
Take pity.of your Town and of your People; 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Comimand, 
Whiles yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace 
O’re-blows the filthy and contagions Clouds 
Of heady Marther, Spoil, and Viilany. 
If not : why ina moment look to fee 
The blind and bleody Souldier , with foul hand 
Defire the Locks of your shrill-thricking Daughters: 
Your Fathers taken by the filver Beards, 
, And their moft reverend Heads dafht to the VValls: 
h® Your naked Infants {pitted upon Pikes, 
itt!’ Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confns’d, 
® Do break the Clouds ; asdid the Wives of Fewry, 
si” At Heroa’s bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 
iM” What fay you? Will you yield, and this avoid ? 
, ti Or guilty in defence be thus deftroyd ? 
yh Enter Governour. 
(ii! Gover: Our expectation hath this day an end: 
(@ The Dolphin, whom of Succours we entreated, 
g(* Returns us, that his Powers are yet not ready, 
ull) Toraife fo great a Siege. Therefore, great King, 
4) We yi-ld our Town and Lives to thy foft Mercy ; 
ja Enter our Gates, difpofe of us and ours, 
For we no longer are defenfible. 
(i King. Open your Gates : Come Uncle Exeter, 
jj GOyouand enter Harfirm, there remain, 
yu And fortifie ic ftrongly’gainit the French : 
qi Ufe mercy to them ail tor us, dear Uncle, 
» Lhe Winter coming on, and Sicknels growing 
il Upon our Souldiers, we will retire to Calis, 
f eto night in Harflew will webe your Guelt, 


‘To morrow for tiie March are we addreft. 

val [ Flourifh , and enter the Town, 
yOh", : 

si 

is Enter Katharine and an old Gentlewoman. 
toe 


4 


i Rath. Alice, tu as efte en Angleterre, & tu parbois bien 


ch fe Language. 
fil Alice. En pen, Adadame. 


Kath, Fe te prie de mPenfeigner, il fant que Papprenne a 


_ arler. Comment appellé vous la main en Anglos >? 
1” Alice. La main, il oft appullé, de Hand. 

oh fh Cath. De Hand. 

ie” Alice, Et le doyt. 


Kath, O Seagneur Dien, je men oublie @ Elbow, comment 
appelle vous le col? 

Alice. De Neck, Madame, 

Kath, De Necks @& le manton? 

wlice; De Chin, , 

Kath, De Sin: le lecol, de Weck: le manton. de Sin, 

Alive, Oxy. Sauf vofive hounour en verité vous prononciés 
Les mots auffi dvoith, que le Nariffs @ Angleterre, 

_ Kath, Fe ne doce point @ apprendre parla grace de Dien, 
& cn pen de tempae =3 : 

Al. Navex. vons pas. defia- oubl; 
feigné. 

; Kath, Nomme, je reciteray a vous promptement A’ Hard, 
ae Fingre, de Nayles, Atadame, £ 

“lice, De Nayles, Madame, 

Kath, De Nayles, de Arne, de Ilbom, 

Alice, Sax vofire bonneur a? Elbow, 

Kath, Ainfi dis-je PElbow , de Neck, de Sin + com- 
ment appellé vous les preds & de roba. 

Alice. Le Foot Madame, & le Count, 

Kath, Le Foot, & te Count: O Seigneur Dieu, ce font 
des mots mauvais, corruptible & impudique, & non pour les 
pao: P Honneur @Pufer : $e ne voudrojs prononeer ces mots 
1evant les Seignen 7 tou . 
le Foot aio aaa ee eon a Nae 

; : 3 (O1M5 citeray wn autre. 
fo's ma lecon enfemble, a? Hand, de Fingre, de Naylep, d?Arme 
@Elbow, de Neck, de Sin, dé Foot, de Count, : > 

Alice. Excellent, Atadame, 

Ka. C’eft affex pour une fois, allons nous en difner, [ Exeunt. 


€ c@ que je vous ay en. 


Enter the King of France, the Dolphin, the Conftable 
of France, and others, 


King, ’Tis certain he hath paft the River Some. 
Conft, And if he be not fought withal, my Lord, 
Let us not live in France : let us quit all, 
And give our Vineyards to a barbarous People. 
Dolph, O Dieu vevant | fhall a few Sprays of US, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxury, 


Our Syens, put inwild and favage Stock, 
Spirt up fo fuddenly into the Clouds, 
And over-look their Grafters ? 


Brit. Normans, but baftard Normans, Norman baftards, 


Mort de ma vie, if they march alon 
Unfought withall, but I will fell my Dukedom, 
To buy a flobbry and a dirty Farm 
In that nook-fhotten Ifle of Albion, 


Conft. Dieu de Batailles | where have they this metted ? 


Is not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull ? 

On whom, as indefpight, the Sun looks pale 
Killing their Fruit with frowns ? Can fodden Water, 
A Drench ior fur-reyn’d Jades, their Barly broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to fach valiant heat ? 

And fhail our quick blood, fpirited with Wine, 


| ae a Kk Seem 


ae The Life of King 
Séum froftie? O, for the Honour of our Land, 
Let us not hang like roping Ificles 
Upon our, Houfes Thatch, whiles a more froftie People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich Fields: 
Poor we may call them, in their Native Lords. 
Dolph, By Faith and Honour, 
Our Madams mock at us, and plainly {ays 
Our Mettle is bred out, and they will give 
Their bodies to the Luft of Ex2/i{h Youth, 
To new-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. 
Brit. Thy bid us to the Englifh Dancing-Schools, 
And teach Lavalta’s high, and {wift Carranto’s, 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heels. 
And that we are moft lofty Run-aways- 
King, Where is Afontjoy, the Herald ? fpeed him hence, 
Let him greet Exgland with our fharp defiance. 
Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edged, 
More fharper than your Swords, hie to the Field: 
Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France, 
You Duke of Orleance, Burbon, and of Berry, 
Alanfon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgondie, 
Faques Chatiliion , Rambures, V andemont, 
Beaumont, Grand Pree, Rouffie, and F aulconbridge, 
Leys, Leftrale, Bouciquall, and Charaloys, 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great fhames : = 
Bar Harry England, that {weeps through our Land 
(With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew : 
P.ution his Hoft , as doth the melted Snow 
Upon the Vallies, whofe low Vaflal Seat” 
| he Alpes doth fpit, and void his rhewm upon. 
~ | +9 down upon him, you have Power enough, 
) (ond-in a Captive Chariot, into Roan 
‘ring, him ‘our Prifoner. 
| Conft. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are'fo few, 
| Lis Souldiers fick, an¢ famifht in the March: 
} Forl amfure, when he fhall fee our Army, 
A Hell drop his Heart into the fink of Fear, 
1 And for Atchievinent, offer us his Ranfom. 
|< King, Therefore Lord Conftable, hafte on Adontjoy, 
\ And let him fay to England, that we fend, 
\ To:know what willing Ranfom ‘he will give. 
| prince Dolphin, you fhail ftay with usin Roan, 
Delph, Not |, 1 do befeech your Majefty. 
| King. Be patient, for you fhall remain with us. 
‘| Now forth Lord Conftable, aud Princes all; 
|| And quickly bring us word of Exglana’s fall. . Exeuat. 


| Enter Captains, Welch, and Englith, Gower, and Fluellen. 


Gow. How now Captain Fluellen, come you from the 
} Bridge ? : 

Fiz, f allare you, there is very excellent Services com- 
mitted at the Bridge. 

Gow. Is the Duke of Exerer fafe ? 

Flu, The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aza- 
menmnony and aman that I love and honour with my foul, 
and my heart, and my duty, and my live, and my living, 
and my uttermoft power. He isnot, God be praifed and 
blefled, any hurt in the World, but keeps the Bridge 
moft valiantly, wich excellent difcipline. There 1s an aun- 

| cient Lieutenant there at the Bridge, 1 think in my very 
confcience he is as valiant a man as Mark, Anthony, and he 
is aman of no eftimation in the World, but I did fee him 
\do' as gallant fervice. 

Gow. What do you: call him ? 

Flu. Heis call d’auncient Piftol. 

Gow. 1 know him not. 

Enter Pittol. 
Fly, Here is the man. 
| Pijt. Captain, I thee befeech to do me favours 
Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 
Flu, 1,1 praife God, and I have merited fome love at 


: the 


Henry the Fifth. 


| his hands. 


Pift. Bardalph, a Souldier firm aud foundof heart, 


of buxom valour, hath! by ame! Fate, and giddy Fortu 
furious fickle Wheels tat Goddefs blind, that ft 
upon the rolling 


reftlefs*Stone. 
Flu, By your patience auncient Piftol + Fortune 


painted blind, witha Muffler afore his Eyes, to fign 
to you, 


that Fortune is blind 5 and the is painted 

with a Wheel; to fignifie to you, which is the Moral of 
it, that fhe is turning and inconftant, and mutability, ar 4| 
variation : and her foot, look you, is fixed upona Sphe! 
rical Stone, which rowles, and rowles, and’ rowles: i 
good truth, the Poet makes a moft exellent defeription 
of it: Fortume is an excellent Moral. oa 

Pift. Fortune is Bardolph’s Foe, and frowns on him 
for he hath ftoln a Pax, and hanged muft a be : dammnee 
death : let Gallows gape for Dog, let Man go free, and 
let not Hemp his Wind-pipe fuffocate : but Exeter hatk 
given the doom of death for Pax of little price. There 
fore go fpeak, the Duke will hear thy voice 3 and et 
not Bardolph’s vital thread be cut with edge of Penny 
Cord, and vile reproach. Speak Captain for his Life 
{ will thee requite. if 

Flu. Auncient Piftol, 
meaning. 

Pit, Why then rejoyce therefore. 

Flu. Certainly. Auncicnt, it is not a thing torejo 
for if, look you, he were my Brother, ] would defireth 
Duke toufe his good Pleafure, and put him to Execttio 
for difcipline ought to be ufed. - en 

Pift. Die, and be damn’d, and Figo for thy Friendhip 

Flu. \t is well. a 

Pift. The Fig of Spain. 

Fin, Very good. 

Gow. Why, this is 
member him now : 


1 do partly underftand sa 


an arrant counterfeit Rafeal, It 
a Bawd, a Cut-purfe. “if 
Flu. Pie aflure you, a utt’red as prave words 
Pridge, as you fhall fee in Summers day : but it 
wel]: what he ha’s fpoke to me, that is well, I W 
you, when time is ferve. ri 
Gow. Nighy *tis a Gull, a Fool, 
then goes to the Wars, to grace himfelf at his re 
into London, under the form of a Souldier, and 
fellows are perfit in the Great Commanders Names, 
they will learn you by rote where Services were ¢ 
at fuch and fuch a Sconce, at fuch a Breach, at fucha 
voy :; who came off bravely, who was fhot, . who 
gracd, what terms the Enemy {tood on; and this 
con perfitly in the phrafe of War, which they tit 
up with new-tuned Oaths : and what a Beard of theGe 
nerals Cut, anda horrid Sute of the Camp, will doamong 
foming Bottles, and Ale-wath’t wits, is wonderful 100 
thought on: but you muft learn to know fuch flandets ¢ 
the Age, or elfe you may be be marvelloufly mittook |” 
Flu, \ tell you what, Captain Gower : 1 do perceive® 
is not the man that he would gladly make thew to 
World heis: if I find a holein his Coat, Iwill ell hums 
mind : hear you, the King his coming, aud I molt {ps 
with him*from the Pridge. ‘ta 


a 
Drum and Colours, Enter the King and bis’ 
poor Souldsers, J 


Flu, God plefs your Majetfty. 
King. How now Fluellen, canv’ft 
Flu, 1, fo pleafe your Majefty : The Duke © 
has very gallantly maintain’d the Pridge 5 the £ 
gone off, look you, and there is gallant and mo 
paflages : marry, th’athverfary was have pofletlio 
Pridge, but he is enforced to retire, and the ! 
Exeter is Mafter of the Pridge: I can tell yout 
the Duke is a prave man. \ 
King. What men have you loft, Fluellen? 


thou from the B 


a Rogue, that now | 
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Dr ae ne ee 
. Flu, The perdition of th’athverfay hath been very! And 


great, reafonable great : marry for my part, I_ think the 

Duke hath loft never a man, but one thatis like to be ex- 

ecuted for Robbing a Church, one Bardolph, if your Maje- 

fty know thg man: his face is all bubukles, and whelks, and 

knobs, and flames a fire, and his lips blows at his nofe, 

and it is like a coal of fire, fometimes plew, and fometimes 
{red, but his nofe is executed, and his fire’s out, 

King. We would have all fuch offenders fo cut off; 
and we give exprefs charge, that in our Marches through 
the Country, there be nothing compell’d from the Villa- 
ges; nothing taken, but paid for: none of the French 
upbraided or abufed in difdainful Language : 

i|Levity and Cruelty play for a Kingdom, the gentler 
‘|Gamelter is the fooneft winner. 
Tucker, Enter Mountjoy. 
Mountjoy. You know me by my habit. 
Wye. Well then, know thee : what fhall I know of thee ? 
fount. My Mafter’s mind. 

King. Unfold it. 

Mountjoy. Thus fays my King : Say thou to Harry of 
England, Though we feem’d dead, we did but fleep: 


‘okt? Advantage is a better Souldier than Rafhnefs. Tell him, 


we could have rebuk’d him at Harflew, but that we 
thought not good to bruife aminjury, till it were full ripe. 
Now we fpeak upon our Q. and our voice is imperial : 
England fhall repent his folly, fee his weaknefs, and 
admire our fiifferance. Bid him therefore confider of his 
Ranfom, which muft proportion the lofles we have 
44 born, the.Subjects we have loft, the difgrace we have 
“| digefted ; which in weight to re-anfwer, his pettinefs 
would bow under. For our lofles, his Exchequer is too 
oor; for th’effufion of our blood, the Mutter of his 
ingdom tog faint a number ; and for our. difgracc,. his 
| own Perfon kneeling at our feet, but a weak and worthle{s 
| fatisfaction. To this add defiance : and tell him for con- 
“| elufion, He hath betrayed his Followers, whofe condem- 
| nation is pronounc’d : Sofar my King and Mafter’ ; fo 
‘| much my Office. 
King. What is thy Name? I know thy Quality. 
Moun, Mountjoy. : 
“| King. Thou dorft thy Office fairly. Turn thee back, 
HY! And tell thy King, I do not feck him now, 
“4 But could be willing to march on to Calice, 
i!) Without impeachment: for to fay the footh, 
1 Though ’tisno wifdom to confefs fo much 


Unto. an Enemy of Craft and Vantage, 


| My People are with ficknefs much enfeebled, 
i’) My Numbers leffen’d : and thofe few i have,. 


iba") Almoft no better than fo many French ; 
"| Who when they were in health, I tell chee, Herald, 
_s@] I thought, upon one pair of Exglih Legs 


| Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me, God, 
ol? — I do brag thus; this your air of France 

| Hath blown that Vice in me. { muft repent ; 
| Go therefore tell thy Mafter, here I am; 
My Ranfom is this frail and worthlefs Trunk 5 
My Army, but a weak and fickly Guard : 
Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 
Though France himfelf, and fuch another Neighbour 
Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour, AZountjoy. 
,/ |Go bid thy Mafter well advife himfelf, 
’ | If we may pafs, we will : if we be hindred, 
We fhall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Difcolour : and fo Adntjoy fare you well. 
The fum of all our Anfwer is but this : 
We would notfeek a Battel, as we are, 
| | Nor as we are, we fay, we will not fhun it : 
”/ | So tell your Matter. 

Mount. \ fhall deliver fo: Thanks to your Highnefs. 
Glow. 1 hope they willnot come upon us now. 
King. Weare in Gods hand, Brother, not. in theirs: 

March to the Bridge, it now draws toward night, 
Beyond the River we?llencamp our felves, 


for when | 


} 


ou to morrow bid them march away. [ Exeunt. 
Enter the Constable of France, the Lord Ramburs, 
Orleans, Dolphin, with _ others, . ° 


_ Conf. Tutt have the beft Armour of the World: would 
it: were day. 

Orl. You have an excellent Armour: but letmy Horfe 
have his due. 

Cont, It is the beft Horfe of Europe. 

Orl, Will it never be Morning, ? 

Dolph, My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High 
Conftable, you talk of Horfe and Armour ? 

Ort, You areas well provided of both, as any Prince in 
the World. 

Dolph. What a long Night is this ? I will not.change | 
my Horfe with any that treads but on four; palterns: 
ch’ha : he bounds from the Earth,» as if his entrails were 
hairs : le Cheval volant, the Pegafus, ches les narines de fen, 
When I beftride him, I foar, 1 am.aHawk : he trots 
the air : the Earth fings, when he touches it :_the bafeft 
horn of his hoof is more Mufical than; the Pipe. of 
Hermes. ' 

Ort, He’s of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaft 
for Perfews ; he is Pure Air and Fire, and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water never appear inhim, but one 
ly in patient ftilnefs. while his Rider mounts him: : he 
is indeed a Horfe, and all other Jades you may call 
Beatts. 

Conft. Indeed my Lord, it isa moft abfolite and ex- 
cellent Horfe. 

Dolph, \t isthe Prince of Palfrays, his Neigh is like the 
bidding of a Monarch, and'his Countenance enforces 
Homage. 

Orl. No more, Coufin. 

Dolph, Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the rifing of the Larkto the lodging of the Lamb, vary 
deferved praife on my Palfray : it isa- Theme as fluent ' 
as the Sea : Turn the Sands into eloquent tongues, and | 
my Horfe is argument for them all : ’tis a fubject for a 
Soveraign to reafon on, and for a Soveraigns Soveraign 
to ride on : “And for the World, familiar to us, and un-’ 
known, to lay a part their particular Functions, and | 
wonder at him. I once writ a Sonnet in his praife and 
began thus, Wonder of Nature. 

Orleance. 1 have heard a Sonnet begin fo to. ones 
Mittrefs. 

Dolph, Then did they imitate that, which I comipos’d to 
my Courfer, for my Horfe is my Miftrefs. 
Orl, Your Miftrefs bears well. 

Dolph. Me well, which isthe prefcript praife and per- 
fection of a good and particular Miftrels. a 

Confit, Nay, forme thought. yefterday your : Miftrefs 
fhrewdly fhook your back. 

Dolph, So perhaps did yours. 

Conf. Mine was not. bridled, 

Dolph. O then belike fhe was old and gentle, and you. 
rode likea Kerne of Ireland, your French Hofe off, and in 
you {trait Stroflers, 

Confit, You have good judgement in Horfemanhhip. 

Dolph. Be warn’d by me then : they that ride fo, and 
ride not warily, fallinto foul Boggs : I had rather have 
my Horfe tomy Miftrefs. — , 

Const. Thad as lieve have my Miftrefg a Jade, 

Dolph, 1 tell thee, Conftable; my Miltrefs wears his 
own hair. 

Conft. 1 could make as truea boaft as that, if I. hada 
Sow to my cg ! 

Dol, Le chien eff retourné a fon propre vomi 
la levye lavee au bourbier : ald & ufe Peat 

Conft, Yet dol not ufé my Horfe for my Miftrefs, or 
any fuch Proverb, fo little kin to the purpofe, 

Ramb. My Lord portable, the Armour that I faw inl 
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NE cee lee 
Minding true things, by what their Mock’riesbe. [| Exvit. 


Enter the King, Bedford, and Gloucefter. 


King. Glofter, "tis true that we are in great danger, 

The greater therefore fhould our Courage be. 
Good morrow, Brother Bedford : God Almighty, 
There isfome foul of goodnefs in things evil, — 
Would men obfervingly diftil it out. 

For our bad Neighbour makes us carly ftirrers, 
Which is both healthful, and good husbandry. 
Befides, they are our outward Con{ciences, 

And Preachers to us all , admonifhing, 

That we fhould drefs us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Moral of the Devil himfelf. 


Enter Erpingham. 


Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 
A good foft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better thana churlifh turf of France. 

Erping. Not fo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
Since | may fay, now lye {like a King. 

King. ’Vis good for men to love their prefent pain, 
Upon Example, fo the Spirit is cafed: 
And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt 
The Organs, though defunct and dead before, 
Break up their drowlie Grave, and newly move 
With cafted flough, and freth celerity, 
Lend me thy Cloak, Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend meto the Princes in our Camp : 
Do my Good morrow to them, and anon 
Defire them all to my Pavilion. 

Glofter. We fhall, my Liege. 

Erping. Shall 1 attend your Grace? 

King, No, my good Knight: 
Go with my Brothers to my Lords of England :- 
I and my Bofom muft debate a while, 


And then I would no other company. 
Erping. The Lord in Heaven blefs thee, Noble Harry. 


LExeunt. 


King. Goda mercy old Heart;thou fpeak’ft chearfully. 


Enter Piftol. 

Pift. Che vous la? 

King. A Friend. 

Pift. Difcufs unto me, art thou Officer, or art thou 
bafe, common, and popular ? 

King. 1am Gentleman of a Company. 

Pift. Tray?ft thou the puiflant Pike ? 

King. Even fo : what are you? 

Pift. As good a Gentleman, as the Emperour: 

King. Then you are better than the King. 

Pist, The King’s a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
moft valiant : I kifshis dirty hoo, and from heartftring1 
Jove the lovely Bully. What is thy Name ¢ 

King. Harry le Roy. a 

P. Le Roy? aCornifh Name : art thou of Cornifh Crew ? 

King. No, Lam aWelchman. : 

Pift, Know7ft thou Fluellen ? 

King. Yes. 

Pift. Tell him, Ple knock his Leck about his Pate upon 
S. Davies day. 

King. Do not you wear your Dagger in your Cap that 
day, left he knock that about yours. 

Pst, Art thou his Friend ? 

King. And his Kinfman too. 

Pift. The Figo for thee then. 

King. 1 thank you : God be with you. 
Pift My name is Piftol call’d. 
King. It forts well with your fiercencls. ° 


L Exit. 


{ Manet King. 


Enter Fluellen azd Gower. 


Gower, Captain Fluclen, 

_ Flu, So, inthe Name of Jefu Chrift, fpeak fewer : it 
is the gregteft admiration in the univerfal World, when 
the true and auncient Prerogatifes and Laws of the Wars 
is not kept : if you would take the pains but to examine 
the Wars of Pompey the Great, you fhall find, I warrant 
you, that there is no tiddle taddle , nor pibble babble 
in Pompey?s Camp : | warrant you, you fhall. find thé 
Ceremonies of the Wars, and the Cares of it, and the 
Forms of it, and the Sobriety of it, and the Modefty of 
it, to be otherwife. 

Gower. Why the Enemy is loud, your hear him al} 
Night. 
_ Fix. Tf the Enemy is an Afs and a Fool, and a pra- 
ting Coxcomb ; is it meet, think you, that we fhould 
alfo, look you, be an Afs, and a Fool, and a prating Cox- 
comb, in your own confcience now ? a 

Gow. 1 will {peak lower. 

Flu. 1 pray you, and befeech you, that you will. 

King. Though it appear a little out of fafhion, 
There is much Care and Valour in this Wlehman, 


[, Expt, 


Enter three Souldiers.; John Bates, Alexandr Court, ard 
Michael Williams. 


Court, Brother Fobn Bates, i$ not that the Morning 
which breaks yonder ? = 
Bates, 1 think it be : but we have no great cant 
defire the approach of day. eT oe 
Williams. We fee yonder the beginning of the day, by 
I think we fhall never fee the end of it. SSE & 
there ? Hes 

King. A Friend. 

Will, Under what Captain ferve you ? 

King. Under Sir Yobn Erpingham, ; 

Will. A good olé@ Commander, anda moft kind Gen- 
se : rey you, what thinks he of our eftate : 

ing. Even asmen wrack’t up jar c 
be wafh’r off the next Tide. ee Rama aas « 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King ? 

King. No: not it is not meet he fhould : for though 
[ {peak it to you, Ethink the King is but a man, as I att: 
the Violet finells to him, as it doth to me; the Elomeat 
fhews to him, as it doth to me 3; all his fenfes hae bat 
ae oe elias : his Ceremonies laid by; in his Na 

ednefs he appears but aman ; and though his affeétions 
are higher Sie than ours, yet when i Pasig | 
{toop with the like wing : therefore, when he fore teal, 
of fears, as we do; his fears, outof doubt, be of the fame 
relifh as ours are : yet in reafon, no man fhould pollets 
him with any appearance of fear ; leit he, by fhewing tt. 
fhould dishearten his Army: es ot 

Bates. He may fhew what outward courage he will: 
but, I believe as colda Night as ’tis, he could with hia 
felf in Thames up to the Neck ; and fo I would he wae 
and byhim, at all adventures, fo we were quit hece are 

King. By my troth, I will {peak my cenfcience of the 
King : I think he would not wilh himfelf any where. but 
where he is. saris 4 

Bates, Then would he wete here alone ; fo fhould he be 
fure to be ranfomed, and a many poor mens lives faved 

King, 1 dare fay, you love him not fo ill; to with hint 
here alone : howfoever you {peak this to feel other 
mens minds, methinks'I could not dye any where = 
contented, asin the Kings company : his Cau‘e being j iit 
and his Quarrel honorable, eee 

Will, That’s more than-we know, 

Bates. 1, or more than we fhould feck after; for w 
know enough, if we know we are the King’s § bie oy 
if his Caufe be wrong, our Obedience to the Ki oa 
the Crime of it out of us. phere 3 

Kk 3 


Wailtams. 
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Hailiams. Bur it the Caufe be not good, the King him- 
hen all thofe 
hall 
yed 
at fucha place a Sur- 
fome upsa their Wives left poor behind them 
fome wpen the Debts they ow, fome upon their Chil- 
dren rawly left':l-am e few dic well, 
rhat dig in Bactel: for how can they charitably difpote 
of any thing, when Blood is their argument ¢ Now, if 
hofe men do not dic will, ic will bea black matter for 
* that led them to ity whom to difobsy, were 
ail proportion of fubjection. ; 

Kine. So, 1f a Son, t is by his Father fent about 
Merchandize, do finfully mucarry upon the Sea ; the im- 
putation of his wickedacts, by your Rule, fhould be im- 

; that fent him : or ifa Servant, un- 
det his Mafter’s command, tranf{porting a fam of Mo- 
ney, be allatled by Robbers, and.die in many irreconcil’d 

Lic you may call the bulinels of the Mafter the 
Author of the Servants damnation : but this is not fo; 
The King is not bound to anfwer the particular endings 
yf Souldiers, the Father of his Son, nor the Mafter 
of hisServant; for they parpofe net their Death, when 
they purpofe their Services. Belides, there is no King, be 
ais Caule nev-r fo fpotlefs, if it come to the arbitre- 
ment of Swords, can try it out with all unfpotted Soul- 
diers: fome ‘(peradventure ) have on them the guilt of 
premeditated and contrived Murther 5 fome, of begui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Seals of Perjury ; fome, 
making the Wars their bulwark, that have before go- 
red the gentle Bofom ot Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
ric. Now if thefe men have defeated the Law, and out- 
run Native punifhment ; though they can out-{trip men, 
they have no wings to flie from God. War is his Bea- 
dic, War is his Vengeance : fo that here men are pu- 
nif’t, for before breach of the Kings Laws, in now 
the Kings Quarrel : where they feared the death, they 
have born life away , and where they would be fafe, 
they. perifh, Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the: King, guilty of their damnation, than he was before 
guilty of thofe Impictics, for the which they are now 
vifited. Every Subjects Duty 1s the Kings, but every 
Subjects Soul “is his own. Therefore fthould every 
Souldier in the Wars, as every fick man in his Bed, 
wath every Moth out of his Confcience : and dying fo, 
Death is to him advantage 5 or not dying, the time 
was bleflediy loft, wherein {uch preparation was gained ; 
and in him that efcapes, it were not finto think, that 
making God fo free an offer, he let him outlive that 
day, to fee his G reatnefS, and to teach others how they 

d prepare. 
carat is certain, every man that dyes all, the ill is 
upon his own head, the King, is not to anfwer for it. 

Bates, 1: do not defire he fhould an{wer for me, and 
yet I determine to fight luitily for him. 

King. \ my felt heard the King fay, he would not be 

nd. 
ee [, he faid fo, to make us fight chearfully : but 
when our throats are cut, he may be ranfom’d, and we 

%re the WLicr. 
eit I live to fee it, 1 will never truft his word 
Sil You pay him then : that’s a perilous fhot our 
of an Elder-Gun, that a poor and private difpleafure can 
do againit a Monarch : you may as well go about to 
turn the Sun to Ice, with fanning in his Face with a 
Peacocks Feather S pts never trult his word after ! 

ome, tis a foolifh faying. 
Ones Your peat ig fomething too round, I fhould 
be angry with yous if the time convenient. ; 

Will. Let it be a Quarrel between us, if you live. 

King. 1 embrace it. : 

Will. Bow hall 1 know thee again ? 
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King. Give me any Gage of thine, and I will wears 


in my Bonnet: Then if ever thou dar ft acknowledge} 
[will make it my Quarrel. re 
Will. Here’s my Glove : Give me another of thine 
King. There. : a 
Will. This will 1 alfo wear in my Cap: if evert 
come to me, and fay, after to morrow, This is my Glo 
by this Hand I will give thee a box on the ear, 


Kine. Vf ever | live to fee it, 1 will challenge it. om 


Wil. Thou dar’it as well be hang?d. 


King. Well. 1 will do it; though I take thee in the 


King’s company. ‘i 
Will. Keep thy word : fare thee well. a 
Bates. Be Friends, you Englifh Fools, be Friends) iy 

have Erench Quarrels enow, if you could tell hows 

reckon. Py 


i 
4 


Excunt Souldiers. 


King. Indeed the French may lay twenty 
Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear 
on their fhoulders : but it is no Exghjh Treafon 
French Crowns, and to morrow the King him 
be a Clipper. ; 

Upon the King, let us, our Lives, our Souls, 
Our debts, our careful Wivess 

Our Children, and our Sins, lay on the King; 
He muft bear all. 

O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatnefs, — 
Subject to the breath of every Fool, whofe fenfe. 
No more can feel, but his own wringing. 

What infinite heart-eafe muft Kings neglect, 
That private men enjoy ? is 
And what have Kings, that Privates have not 
Save Ceremony, fave general Ceremony ? 
And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony ? 

What kind of God art thou? that fuffer’ft more 
Of mortal griefs, than do thy Worfhippers, 
What are thy Rents ? what are thy Comings in? 
O Ceremony, fhew me but thy worth. 

What ? is thy Soul of Adoration ? 

Art thou ought elfe but Place, Degree, and Form, 
Creating aw and fear inother men? 
Wherein thou art lefs happy, being fear’d, 

Than they in fearing. 
What drink’{t thou oft, in ftead of Homage fwee 
But poifon’d flattery ? O, be fick, great Greatne 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 

Thinks thou the fiery Feaver will go out 

With titles blown from Adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending? 
Can’ft thou, when thou command*ft the beggars 
Command the health of it ? No, thou, proud BD 
Thou play’ft fo fubtilly with a King’s Repofes 

i am a King that find thee: and know, 

’Tis not the Balm, the Scepter, and the Ball, 
The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 

The enter-tiflued Robe of Gold and Pearl, 

The farfed Title running *fore the King, 

The Throne heefits on : nor the Tide of Pomp,: 
That beats upon the high fhoar of this World: 
No, not all thefe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies; 
Not all thefe, laid in bed Majeftical, $e 
Can ficep fo foundly, as the wretched Slave + 
Who witha body fill’d, and vacant mind, ~~ 
Gets him to reft, cramm’d with diftrefsful bread. 
Never fees horrid Night, the Child of Hell 
But like a Lacqueys from the Rife to Set, ~ 
Sweats in the eye of Phebus , and all night ~ 
Sleeps in Elyfium: next day after dawn, «9 - 
Doth rife and help Hyperion to his Horfe, — | 
And follows fo the‘ever-running year > ie 
With profitable labour to his Graves 
And but for Ceremony, fuch a Wretch, 
Winding up Days with toyl, and Nights wi 
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Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 

The Slave, a Member of the Countries peace, 
Enjoys it: butis grofs brain little wots, 

‘| What watch the King keeps, to maintain the peace ; 
Whofe hours the Peafant beft advantages. 


Enter Erpingham. 


Erp. My Lord, your Nobles jealous of your abfence, 

sd Seek through your Camp to find you. 

“\ King. Good old Knight, collect them all together,, 
| At my Tent: Ile be before thee. 5 

| 7p. I fhall do’t, my Lord. [ Exit. 

| King. O God of Battels, ftcel my Souldiers hearts, 

Mil Poffefs them not with fear: Take from them now 
‘The fenfe of reck’ning of the oppofed numbers : 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 
O not to day, think not upon the fault, 

ti My Father made, in compalling the Crown. 

‘ti | Richard?s Body have interred new, 

‘Ti And on it have beftowed more contrite tears, 

igh Than from it iflued forced drops of Blood. 
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Ii, Who twice a day their wither’d hands hold up | 
Toward Heaven, to pardon blood: 

ely And 1 have built two Chauntrics, 

“Where the fad and folemn Priefts fing ftill 
ita For Richara’s Soul. More will I do: 
kt Though all that I can do, is nothing worth: 

i, Since that my amped a comes after all, 

4 Imploring Pardon. 
a : : Enter Gloucefter. 
sey Glouc. My Liege. : 
sy), King. My Brother Gloucefter?s voice ? 

, T know thy errand, | will go with thee: 


rier The day, my Friend, and all things ftay for me.[Exeunt. 


ip 
Com 
l 


Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Ramburs, 
and Beaumont. 


. Orleance. The Sun doth gild our Armour, up, my 
it Tords. : 
; Dolph. Monte Cheval: My Horfe, Valet Lacquay: Ha . 
th  Orl, Oh brave Spirit ! 

» Dolph. Via les ewes & terre. 
Ho Orl, Rien puis le air & fen, 
at OE Dolph, Cien, Coufin Orleance, 
wt Now my Lord Conftable ? : 

Conft. Heark how our Steeds for prefent fervice 
| neigh. 
fh ‘Daiph. Mount them, and make incifion in their Hides, 
“That their hot blood may fpin in Ezgh{h eyes, 

} And doubt them with fuperfluous courage : ha. 
| Ram, What, will you have them weep our Horfes blood ? 
‘Bow hall we then behold their natural tears? 


[Enter Conftable. 


Enter Meffenger, 


_ Meffenger. The Englifh are embattel’d, you French 
Peers. 
| Conft. To Horfe, you gallant Princes, ftreight to Horfe. 
4 Do but behold yond poor and ftarved Band, 
And your fair fhew fhall fuck away their Souls, 


Si excuns them but the fhales and husks of men. 
‘i | / Here isnot work enough for all our hands, 
a Scarce blood enough in all their fickly Veins,, 
i? Togive each naked Curtle-ax a ftain, 
a That our Frevch Gallants fhall to day draw out, 
ii And fheath for lack of fport. Let us but blow on them. 
"1 The vapour of our Valour will o’re-turn them. 
Tis pofitive *gainft all exception, Lords, 
i 


That our fuperfluous Lacquies, and our Peafants, 
Who in unneceflary aétion fwarm 
| About our Squares of Battel, were enow 
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To purge this Field of fuch a hilding Foe ; 
Though we upon this Mountains Bafis by, 
Took ftand for idle. fpeculation’: 
But that our Honours muft not. What’s to fay ? 
A very little little let us do, 
And all is done : then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance, and the Note to mount : 
For our approach fhall fo much dare the Field, 
Yhat England thallcouch down in fear, and yeild. 
Enter Graundpree. 
__ Graund, Why do you fay fo long, my Lords of France ? 
Yond Ifland Catrions, defperate of their Bones, 
Ill-favour’dly become the Morning Field: 
heir ragged Curtains poorly are let loofe, 
And our air fhakes them paffing {cornfully. 
Big Mars {cems banqu’rout in their begger’d Hoft, 
And faintly through a rufty Bever peeps, 
The Horfemen fit like fixed. Candlefticks, 
With Torch-ftaves in their hand : and their poor Jades 
Lod down their heads, drooping the hide and hips : 
The Gum down roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull Mouths the Jymold Bitt 
Lyes foul with chaw’d grafs, {till and motionlef, 
And their Executors, the knavith Crows, 
Flye o’re them all, impatient for their hour. 
Defcription cannot fuit it felfin words, 
To demonftrate the Life of fuch a Battel, 
In life fo livelefS, as it fhews it felf. 
Conft. They have faid-their Prayers, 
And they ftay for death. 
Dol. Shall we go fend them Dinners, and frefh Sutes, 
Aud give their fafting Horfes Provender, 
And after fight with them ? 
Cont. 1 ftay but for my Guard: on 
To the Field, I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And ufe it for my hafte. Come, come away, 
The Sun is high, and we out-wear the day. [Exeunt. 
Enter Gloucefter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham mith 
all his Hoft ; Salisbury, and Weitmerlaud. 


Glouceft. Where is the King ? 

Bedf. The King himfelf is rode to view their Battel. 
: shea Of fighting men they haue full threefcore thou- 
and. 

Eze, There’s five to one, befides they all are frefh 

Salish. Gods Arm ftrike with us,’tis a fearful odds. 
God buy? you Princes all ; P’'le to my Charge: 
lf we no more meet, till we meet in Heaven ; 

Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My dear Lord Gloucefter, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all, adieu. 

Bed. Farewel, good Salisbury, and good luck go with 
And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it, [thee; 
For thou art fam?d of the firm truth of Valour, 

Exe. Farewel, kind Lord : fight valiantly to day. 

Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindnefs, 

Princely in both. 
Enter the King, 


Weft, O that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England, 
That do no work to day. 

King. What’s he that wifhes fo ? 
My Coufin Weftmerland. No, my fair Coufin :: 
If we are markt to die, we are enow | 
To do our Countrey lofs: and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater fhare of Honour, 
Gods will, I pray thee wifh not one man more, 
By Jove, I am not covetous for Gold, — 
Nor careI, who doth feed upon my coft : 
It yerns me not, if men my Garments wear ; 
Such outward things dwell notin my defires, 
But if it be a fin to covet Honour, 

Iam 


104 


I amthe moft offending Soul alive. 
No ?faith, my Couze, wifh not a man from England : 
God?s peace, I would not lofe fo great an Honour, 
As one man more me-thinks would fhare from me, 
For the beft hope I have. O, do not wi fh one more : 
Rather proclaim it ( We/Pmerland ) through my Hoft ; 
That he which hath no ftomack to this Fight, 
Let him depart, his Pafport fhall be made, 
And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purfe : 
We would not diein that man’s company, 
That fears his fellowfhip, to die with us. 
This day is call’d the Fealt of Crifpian : 
| He that out-lives this day, and comes fafe home, 
Will ftand atip-toe when this day is named, 
And rouze him at the Name of Crifpian : 
He that fhall fee this day, and live old age, 
Will yearly on the Vigil feaft his Neighbours, 
And fay to morrow is Saint Crifpian : 
Then will he ftrip his fleeve, and fhew his Scars : 
Old men forget ; yet all fhall not be forgot : 
But he’ll remember, with advantages, 
What feats he did that day. Then fhall our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth as houfhold words, 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 
Warwick,and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucefter, 
Be in their flowing Cups frefhly remembred. 
This ftory fhall the good man teach his Son: 
And Crifpine Crifpian fhall ne’re go by, 
From this day to the ending of the World, 
But we in it fhall be remembred ; 
We few, we happy few, we band of Brothers - 
For he to day that fheds his blood with me, 
Shall be my Brother : be he ne’re fo vile, 
This day {hall gentile his condition. 
And Gentlemen in England now a-bed, 
Shall think themfelves accurs’d they were not here , 
And hold their Manhoods cheap, whiles any fpeaks» 
That fought with us upon Saint Crifpian’s day. 
Enter Salisbury. 
Sal, My Soveraign Lord, beftow yout felf with fpeed : 
The French are bravely in their Battels fet, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 
King. All things are ready, if our minds be fo. 
Weft. Perith the man, whofe mind is backward now. 
King. Thou do’ not with more help from England, 
Couze ? . 
Weft. God will, my Liege, would you and Lalone, 
| Without more help could fight this Royal Battel. 
| King. Why now thou haft unwifht five thoufand men : 
Which likes me better, than to wifh us one. 
You know your places : God be with you_ all. 


Tucket, Enter Montjoy. 


Mon. Once more I come to know of thee, King Harry, 
If for thy Ranfom thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moft aflured Overthrow : 
+ For certainlv, thou art fo near the Gulf, 
Thou needs muft be englutted. Befides, in mercy 
The Conttable defires thee, thou wilt mind 
Thy Followers of Repentance 5 that their Souls 
May make a peaceful and a fweet Retire 
From off thefe Fields:where(Wretches) theit poor Bodies 
Muft lye and fefter. 
King. Who hath fent thee now Pe, 
Mon. The Conftable of . France. 
King. 1 pray thee bear my former Anfwer back: 
pid them atchieve me, and then fell my Bones. 
‘|Good Godit why fhould they mock poor E ellows-thus ? 
The man that once did fell the Lyon’s skin f 
While the beaft liv’d, was kill’d with hunting him. 
And many of. our) Bodies {hall no. doubt 
sind Native Graves: upon the which, 1 truft 
Shall witnefS live in Brafs of this days work. 
And thofé that leave their valiant Bones in France, 


a 
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Dying like men, though buried in your Dunghills, 

They fhall be fam’d: for there the Sun fhall greet the; 

And draw their Honours reeking up to Heaven, — " 

Leaving their earthly parts to choak your Clineai 

The {mell whereof fhall breed a Plague in France, 

Mark then abounding valour in our Englifh: 

That being dead, like to the Bullets graling, 

Break out into a fecond courfe of mifchief, 

Killing in relapfe of Mortality. 

Let me {peak proudly: Tell the Conftable, 

We are but Warriors for the working day: 

Our Gaynefs and our Gilt are all be-fmircht 

With rainy Marching in the painful Field, 

There’s not a piece of Feather in our Hoft: 

Good argument (1 hope) we will not flie : 

And time bath’ worn us into flovenry. 

But by the Mafs, our hearts are in the trim: 

And my poor Souldiers tell me, yet ere night, 

They’le be in frefher Robes, or they will pluck = 

The gay new Coats o’re the French Souldiers cas. - 

And turn them out of fervice. If they do this, 

As if God pleafe, they hall; my Ranfom then = : 

Will foon be levyed. if 

Herald, fave thou thy labour : a 

Come thou no more for Ranfom, gentle Herald, 

They fhall have none, I {wear, but thefe my Joynts: 

Which if they have as I will leave ?umthem, 

Shall yield them little, tell the Conftable. 
Mon. \ fhall, King Harry. And fo fare thee 

Thou never fhalt hear Herald any more. 
King. \ fear thou wilt once more come 4 

Ranfom. 

: Enter York. — aaa 

York. My Lord, moft humbly on my knee 1 beg 

The leading of the Vaward. i 
King. Take it, brave York. 

Now Souldiers march away 5 

And how thou pleafeft, God, difpofe the day. [E 


Alarum, Excurfions. 
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Enter Piftol, French Souldier, Boy. 


Pift. Yield Cur. iy 
French. Je penfe que vous effes le Gentil-homt de bore | 
qualité. oe 
Pift, Quality calmy cufture me. Art thou a Geil 
man? what is thy Name? difcufs. 
French. O Seigneur Dieu, nea 
Pift. O Signicur Dewe fhould be a Gentleman 
pend my words O Signieur Dew, and mark : OSIM 
Dewe, thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O 9 
thou do give to me egregious Ranfom. 
French, O prennex. mifericorde ayex. pitse de moy. 
Piff. Moy fhall not ferve, 1 will have furty, 
for I will fetch thy rym out at thy Throat, MS 
of Seas ee R 4 a 
vench, Eft-il impoffibile @Pefchapper la force ac tmm ! 
Pift. Brats, Cur thou ae ae 
tain Goat, offer’ft me Brafs ? wg 
French, O pardonne moy. 
Pift. Say’ thou me fo? isthat a Ton of 
Come hither Boy, ask me this Slave in Frenco Wis 
his Name. <3 
Boy, Efcoute comment eftes vous appelle ? 
French, Monfieur le Fer. 
Boy, He fays his name is Mr. Fer. x 
Pit. Mr. Fer: Pile fer him, and firk him, 2m 
him: difeufs the famein French untohim. 
fe . I donot know the French for fer, and ferrty © 
rk. arene eeatte t ‘ ar | 
Pift. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throaty 
French, Que dit-il Monfieur 2: 
_ Boy. Ik me commande de vous dire me Vous © 
niex preft, car cefoldat icy eft Pivolee FOU 


couper .voftre gorge. 
Pift. Owy, cuppele gorge parmafoy pefant, unlefs 


thou be by this my Sword. 

i; | French, O Ie vous supple pour P amour de Dieu: me 
iy, | pardonner, Ie fuis Gentilhome de bonne maifon, gar de ma 
vie, & Fe vous donner ay deux cents efcus, 

Pift. What are his words? 

Boy. He prays you to fave his life, he is a Gentleman 
| of a good houfe, and for his Ranfom he will give you two 
hundred Crowns. 
cl Pift. Tell him my fury fhall abate, and I the Crowns 
, | will take, 
French. Petit Monfieur que dit-ill ? 

Boy. Encore qwil eft contre fon Furement, de pardon- 
| ner aucun prifonnier : meant moins pour les efcus que vous 
| luy promittez, st eff content de vous donner la liberté de 
wi, | franchife. . 
‘| Fre.Sur mes genonx ie voux donne milles remerciement, 
rh & ie me eftime heureux qui ie ne tombe entre les mains 
thy dun Chevalier, ie penfe le plus brave, valiant, & tres de. 
"UY fine Signeur d? Angleterre. 
Piff. Expound unto me, Boy. 
Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thoufand thanks, 
ce and efteems himfelf happy, that he hath fal’n into the 
a hands of one (as he thinks) the moft brave, valorous, and 
i) ghrice-worthy Signeur of England. 
i Pift. As { fuck blood, 1 will fome mercy fhew. Fol- 
bl Jow me. 
Wt} Boy. Suave vous le grand Capitain | 
i] 1 did never know fo woful a voice iffue from fo empty a 
heart: but the Song is true, the empty veflcl makes the 
greatelt found. Bardolf and Nim had ten times more 
\s)i8] valour than this roaring Devil ith’ old Play, that every 
one may pair his nails with a wooden dagger, and they 
are both hang’d, and fo would this be, if he durlt fteal 
any thing adventuroufly. I muft ftay with the Lackies, 
iieui| with the luggage of our Camp, the French might have a 
| good prey of us, if he knew of it, for there is none to 
guard it but Boys. LExit. 


it Enter Conftable, Orleance, Burbon, Dolphin, 
and Ramburs. 
bee Con, O Diable. 
iif Ord Signeur le jour & perdia, route & perdie.- 
Dol. Mort Diew ma vie, all is confounded, all, 
Reproach, and everlafting fhame 
cif Sits mocking in our Plumes. [A hore Alarum, 
‘i (O me/chame fortune, do not run away. 
o Con. Why, all our Ranks are broke. 


Dol. O perdurable fhame, let’s ftab our_felves : 


1 bi Let him go hence, and with: his Cap in hand 


il ”1 Like a bafe Pander, hold the Chamber-door, 
Whilft by a bafe Slave, no gentler than my Dog, 

| His faireft Daughter is contaminated. 
1 Con, Diforder, that hath fpoy!’d us, Friend us now, 
¢ "| Let us on heaps go offer up our lives. 

Orl. We are enow yet living 1n the Field, 
To fimother up the Evg/sfh in our Throngs 
If any order might be thought upon. 

Bur. The Devil take Order now, Ile to the throng ; 


ik 


gi Let Life be fhort, elfe fhame willbe too long. = [_Exit. 
bie . 
fay? Alarum. Enter the King and his Train, 
y with Prifonsrs. 
si 


King. Well have we done, thrice valiant Countrymen, 
‘But all’s not done, yet keep the French the Field, 


; é 
by 


The Life of King Henry. the Fifth. 


105 


Exe. The D. of York commends him to your Majefty. 
King. Lives he, good Uricle: thrice within this hour 


thou give me Crowns, brave Crowns, or mangled fhalt |1 faw him down; thrice up again, and fighting, 


From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was. 

Exe. In which array (brave Souldier) doth he lye, 
Larding the plain: and by his bloody fide, 
(Yoak-tellow to his Honour-owing wounds) 

The Noble Earl of Ssffolk.alfo lyes. 

Suffolk firft dyed, and York all hagled over 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay infteeped, 
And takes him by the Beard, kiffes the gafhes 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face. 

Hecrys aloud: Tarry my Coufin Saffolk, 
My Soul fhall thine keep company to Heayen : 
Tarry (fweet Soul) for mine, then flye a-breaft ; 
As in this glorious and well-foughten Fie 

We kept together in our Chivalry. 

Upon thefe words I came, and cheer’d him up, 
He fmil’?d me in the Face, caught me his Hand, 
And with a feeble gripe, fays, Dear my Lord, 
Commend my fervice to my Soveraign; 

So did he turn, and over Sifolk’s neck 

He threw his wounded Arm, and kift his lips; 
And fo efpous’d to death, with blood he feal’d 
A Teltament of Noble-ending-Love : 

The pretty and fweet manner of it forc’d 

Thole waters from me, which I would have ftop’d, 
3ut I had not fo much of man in me, 
And all my Mother came into mine Eyes, 
And gave me up to Tears. 

King. 1 blame you not, 

For hearing this I mult perforce compound 
With mixtful Eyes, or they will iffue too. 

But heark, what new alarum is this fame? 

The French have re-enforced their fcatter’d men; 
Then every Souldier kill his Prifoners, 

Give the word through. 


[-Alarnim. 


Aétus Quartus. 


Exter Fluellen, and Gower. 


Flu, Kill the poyes and the luggage, *Tis exprefly f 
againft the Law of Arms, ’tis as arrant a piece of Knave- 
ry, mark you now, as can be offert in your Confcience. 
now, is it not? ° 

Gow. ’Tis certaifi, there’snot a Boy left alive, and the } 
Cowardly Rafcals that ran away from the Battel, ha? don § 
this Slaughter : befides, they have burned and carried a- 
way all that was in the King’s Tent, wherefore the King 
mo{t worthily hath caus’d every Souldier to cut his Pri- 
foner’sthroat. O "tis a gallant King. 

Flu, 1, he was porn at Adonmouth, Captain Gower : 
what call you the Town’s name, where Alexander the 
pig was born ? 

Gow. Alexander the Great, . 

Flue. Why I pray yon, is not pig, great? The pig, or 
the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magna- 
nimous are all one reckonings, fave the phrafe is a little 
variations. . 

Gow. 1 think Alexander the Great was born in 
Macedon, his Father was called Philip of Afacedon, as 1} 
take it. 

Flu, \ think it is in A¢scedon, where Alexander ig 
porn: I tell you Captain, if you look in the Maps of 
the Orld, I warrant you fall find in the comparifons be- 
tween Adacedon and Afonmouth, that the fituations, look 
you, is both alike. There is a River in Aacedon,and there 
is alfo moreover a River at Adonmouth, it is call’d Wye at 
Monmouth : but it is out of my prains, what is the name 
of the other River, but tis all one, *tis alike as my Fingers 
is to my Fingers, and there is Salmons in both. If you 
= ‘thark 
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mark Alexander's life well, Harry of Afonmouth’s life is 
come after it indifferent well, for there is Figures in al 
things. “Alexander, God knows, and you know, in his 
rages, and his furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and 
his moods, and his difpleafures, and his indignations, 
and alfo being a little intoxicates in his prains, did in 
his Ales and his angers, (look you) kill his belt Friend 
Clytus, 

| Gow. Our King is not like him in that, he never kilPd 
vany'of his Friends. 

Flu, It is not well done (mark you now ) to take the 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finifhed. | fpeak 
‘but in the Figures, and Comparifons of it: as Alexander 
‘kill’d his Friend Clytws, being in his Ales and his Cups ; fo 
‘alfo Harry Monmouth being in his right wits, and his 
good judgements, turn’d away the fat Knight with the 
great belly doublet : he was fullof jeft, and gypes, and 
|knaveries, and mocks, ! have forgot his name. 
| Gow. Sit Fobn Falftaff. 
| Fin, Thatishe: Ple tell you, 
‘at. Monmouth. 

Gow. Here comes his Majetty. 


there is good men porn 


Alarum. Enter King Harry and Burbon with 
Prifoners, £ louri(h. 


King. Twas not angry fince 1 came to France, 

Until this inftant. Take a Trumpet, Herald, 

Ride thon unto the Horfemen on yond hill: 

If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
'Or voyd the Ficld : they. do offend our fight. 
if they'll do neither, we will come tothem, 

‘And make them’sker away, as fwiftas tones 
‘Enforced from the old Affyrian lings : 
Befides, we'll cut the throats of thofe we have, 
tAnd not aman of them that we fhall take, 
‘Shall tafte our mercy. Go and tell them fo. 
See Enter Montjoy- : 
| Exe. Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege. 
: Glou, His Eyesiaré humbler than they us’d to be. 
King. How now, what means their Herald ? Know’ft 

thou not, 

That I have fin’d thefe Bones of mine for Ranfom ? 
iComft, thou-again for Ranfom ? 

“Her. No, great King : 
I come.to thee for charitable Licénfe, 
that we may wander o’re this bloody F ield, 
iTo book our dead; and then to bury them, 

To fort 6ur Nobles from our common men. 

For many of our Princes (woe the while ) 
ILie drown’d and foak’d in mercenary blood : 
Soo our, vulgar drench their peafant limbs 

In blood of Princes, and with wounded Steeds 
Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wilde rage 

Yerk out their armed heels at their dead Matters, 
Kiting them twice. O give us leave great King, 
‘To view the Field in fafety, and difpofe 
Of their dead Bodies. 
| King. 1 tell thee truly, Herald, 
iL know notif the day be outs or D0, 
For yet amany of yout Horfemen peer’, 
‘And_gallop o’re the Field. 
| Her, The day is yours. ; 

* King. Praifed be God, and not our ftrength forit : 
What is this Caftle call’d,that ftands hard by. 

” Her. ‘They call it Agincourt. ; 

_ Kings Then call we this the Ficld of Agincourt, 
f Crifpin Crifpianus, 

~ Flu. ous memory (an’t pleafe 
our M Edward the Plack 
ae 0 fought 
molt pr 

oa 20. ; 
nop ae Yo e: If your Majefties 
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is remembred of it, the Welchmen did. good fervice in: 
Garden where Leeks did grow, wearing Leeks in the 
Monmouth Caps, which your Majefty know to thi 
is an honorable Badge of the fervice : And I do beliey 
your Majefty takes no {corn to wear the Leek upon. § 
Tavite’s day. "e 
King. 1 wear it for a memorable Honour: te 
For 1 am Welch you know, good Countryman, - ied 
Fin. All the water inWye, cannot wath your Maj. 
ties Wellh plood out of your pody, 1 can tellyou hat: 
God plefs, and preferve it, as long as it pleafes hig 
Grace, and his Majefty too. Ye 
King. Thanks, good, my Countryman. id 
Flu. By Jefhu, Lam your Majeities Countryman, lea 
not who know it: I will confefs it to-allthe Orld, Tea 
not to be afhamed of your Majefty» ‘praifedbe God, 
long as your Majefty is an honeft man. My 
King. God keep me fo. 
Enter Williams. 
Our Heralds go with him, ff 
Bring me juft notice of the numbers. dead er 
On both our Parts. Call yonder Fellow hither, 
Exe. Souldier, you muft come to the King. ce 
King. Souldier, why wear’ft thou that Glove in thy Cap 
will. And’c pleafe your Majefty , *tis the Gage of ont 
that I fhould fight withall, if he be alive. ; 
King. An Exglifhman ? iia 
Will. And?t pleafe your Majefty, a Rafcal that tnag 
ger’d with me laft night : who if alive, and ever date 
challenge this Gloye, I have fworn to take him 
othear: or if Ican fee my Glove in his Cap, 
fwore as he was a Souldier he would wear, ( if 
will ftrike it out foundly. 
King. What think you, Captain Fluellen, is i 
Souldier keep his Oath ? 
Flu. Heis a Craven anda Villain elfe, and’t plea 
Majefty in my Confcience. 
King. It may be, his Enemy is a Gentleman 0 
fort, quite from the anfwer of his degree. ; 
Flu. Though he be as good a Jentlemanas theD 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himfelf, it is neceflary ( 
yourGrace ) that he keep his Wow andhis Oath 
be perjur’d ( fee you now ) his reputation is as a 
Villain and a Jack fawce, as ever his black fhoo trod upd 
Gods ground, and his earth, in my confcience, law.) 
King. Then keép thy vow, Sirrah, when thou. 
the Fellow. a‘ whe 
Will, So, I will my Liege, as I live. ie 
King, Who ferv’{t thou under ? 1 
Will, Under Captain Gower, my Liege. a 
Flu, Gower is a good Captain, and is good knows 
and literatured in the Wars. a 
King. Call him hitherto me, Souldier. © a 
Will. 1 will, my Liege. i 
_ King: Here Fluellen, wear thou this favour for me al 
ftick it in thy Cap : when Alanfow-and my-felf were 


++ 


| together, 1 pluck’t this Glove from his Helm = if 


challenge this, he isa Friend to Alanfon, and anE 
our Perfon, if thou encounter any fuch, appt 
and thou do7{t me love. sie sled a 

Flu, Your Grace does me as great Honours, 4 
defit’d in the hearts of his Subjects : I.would fain 
man, that has but two legs; that fhall find himfelf a§ 
at this Glove ; that is all = but I would: fain fee it 
and pleafe God of his grace that I might fee. 

King, Know’ft thou Gower ? ts 

Flu, He ismy dear friend, and pleafe you. 

King. Pray thee go feek him, and bring him tomy. 

= I Re fetch him. F ‘ si | 

ing. My Lord of Warmick,and m her lyf, 

F ollow Fliuellen clofely at ihe heels iB | 
The Glove which! have given hith for a Favout 
May haply purchafehim abox o’th’ear. ~ bd 
It is the Souldiers: I by bargain fhould 


Pe 
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>») Wear it my felf. Follow, good Coufin Warwick: 
“SL that the Souldier ftrike him, as I judge 
“i By this blunt bearing, he will keephis word ; 
Nigome fudden mifchief may arife of it : 
“Bor Ido know Fixellen valiant, 
‘And touch’t with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, 
And quickly will return an injury. 
it’ Follow, and fee there be not harm between them. 


Till I do challenge it. Give him the Crowns : 
And, Captain, you muft needs be friends with him. 

Flu, By this Day and this Light, the fellow has mettle 
enough in his belly : hold, there is twelve-pence for you, 
and | pray you-ferve God, and keep you out of prawls 
and prabbles, and quarrels and diflentions; and] warrant 
you it is the better- for you * 


And wear it for an Honor in thy Cap, es 


"NGo you with me, Uncle of Exeter. Excunt. Wilt. 1 will none of your Money. 
Way” Flu, It is with a good will : I can tell you it will ferve 
ay | Enter Gower and Williams. you to mend your fhoos ; come, wherefore fhould you 


the 

~ Will, | warrant it is to Knight you, Captain, 
 & Enter Fluellen. 
ity | Flu. Gods will, and his pleafure, Captain, I befeech 
hiyou now, come apace to the King : there is more good 
ti toward you peradventure, then is in your knowledge to 
dream of. 

| Will Sir, know you this Glove ? 

| Flu. Know the Glove ? I know the Glove is a Glove, 

| Will. \ know this, and thus I challenge it. 
ial | [, Strikes him. 
lide 4 Flu. Sbud, anarrant Traitor as any’s in the Univer- 
pi, fal World, or in France, or in England. 
sie, ~G9”. ‘How now, Sir ? you Villain. 
is Will, Do you think, Ple be forfworn ? | 
i. Fix. Stand away, Captain Gower, | will give Treafon his 
' payment into plows, I warrant you. 

_ Will. 1 am no Traitor, 
bo F/z, That’s a Lic in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
\@"Majefties Name apprehend him, he’sa friend of the Duke 


be fo pafhful, your fhoos is not fo good ; ’tis a good 
ulling 1 warrant you, or 1 will change it. 


Enter Herald, 


King. Now Herald, are the dead numbred ? 

fier. Here is the number of the flanght’red French, 

King. What Prifoners of good fort are taken, Uncle ? 

Exe, Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King, 
Fohn Dukeof Burbon , and Lord Bouchiquald : 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, befides common men. 

King. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand Frezch 
That in the Field lie flain : of Princes inthis number, 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead ' 

One hundred twenty fix : added to thefe, 
Of Knights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 

Eight thqufand and four hundred : of the which, 

Five hundred were but yefterday dubb’d Knights, 

So that in thefe ten thoufand they have lott, 


it Alanfons. There are but fixteen hundred Mercenaries : 
in le Enter Warwick aad Gloucefter. The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires, 


And Gentlemen of blood and Quality, 

The Names of thofe their Nobles that lie dead : 
Charles Delabreth,Aigh Conttable of France, 
Jacques of Chatilion, Admiral of France, 

The Mafter of the Crofs-bows, Lord Ramburs, 
Great Mater of France, the brave Sir Guichard Dolphin, 
John Duke of Alanfon, Anthonio Duke of Brabane, 
The Brother tothe Duke of Burgundy, 

And Edward Duke of Barr : of luity Earls, 
Grandpree and Ronffie, Faulconbridge and Foyes, 
Beaumont and Marle, Vaudemont and Leftrale. 

Here was a Royal fellowthip of death. 

Where is the number of our Englifh dead ? 
Edward the Duke of York, the Eay] of Suffolk , 
Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam Efquire 3 

None elfe of name: and of all other men, 

But five and twenty. 


War. How now, how now, what’s the matter ? 
Fil’ Fx, My Lord of Warwick, here is, praifed be God 
for it, a moft contagious Treafon come to light, look 
le you, as you “fhall defire in a Summers day. Here is his 
Maijefty. 
cae oe Enter. King, and Exeter. 
fort «= King. How now, what’s the matter ? 
no? «Flu. My Leige, here is a Villain and a Traitour, 
.s@ that, look your Grace ,_ha’s ftruck the Glove which your 
iii! Majelty is take out of the Helmet of Alanfon, 
wit! _ Will. My Liege, this was my Glove, here is the Fellow 
i OF it > and he that I gave it toin change, promis’d to wear 
wit in bis Cap : I promis’d to ftrike him, it he did: I met 
a this man with my Glove in his Cap, and I have been as 
good as my word. 
Flu, Your Majefty hear now, faving your Majetties 


| Man-hood; what an arrant, rafcally, beggarly , lowfic King. O God, thy Arm was here : 
_ | Knave it is: I hope your Majefty is pear me teftimony | And not tous, but to thy Arm alone, 
i | and witnefs, and will avouchment, thatthis is the Glove | Afcribe we all :. when, without ftratagem, 


OPT of Alanfon, that your Majefties give me, in your Con- 
. | fcience now. 

i King, Give me thy Gloye, Souldier ; 

__.| Look, here is the fellow of it : 

i *T was I indeed thou promifedft to ftrike. 

da!” | And thiou haft given me moft bitter terms. 

Nid Flu, And pleafe your Majefty, let his Neck anfwer for 
fn it, if there is any Marfhal Law inthe world. 

yi") King. How canft thou make me fatisfaction ? 

_| Wilt. Alloffences, my Lord, come from the heart : ne- 
fo” | ver came any from mine, that might offend your Majefty. 
jw 1 . King. It was our felf thou didft abufe. 
ft! | Will. Your Majefty came not like your felf: you ap- 
ii” | pear’d to me but asa common man: witnefs the Night, 
is | your Garments, your Lowlinefs: and what your High- 
"| nefs fuffer’d under that fhape, I befeech you take it for 
your own fault, and not mine; for had you been as 1 
took you be I made no offence; therefore 1 befeech 
your Highnefs pardon me. 


But in plain fhock, and even play of Battel, 
Was ever known fo great and little lofs ? 
On one part and on th’other, take it God, 
For it is none’s, but thine. 
Exet. ?Vis wonderful, 
King. Come, go we in Proceflion to. the Village: 
And be it death proclaimed through our Hoft, 
To boaft of this, or take that praife from God, 
Which is his enely. 
Fix. ts it not lawful and pleafe your Majefty, to tell 
how many is kill’d ? 
King. Yes, Captain ; but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for us. 
Flu, Yes, my confcience, he did us great good, 
King. Do we all holy Rights; 
Let there be fung Non nobis, and Te Deum, " 
The dead with chatity enclos’d in Clay : 
And then to Calice, and to Exgland then, 
Wherene’re from France arriv’d more happy meh. 


ptt King. Here Uncle Exerer, fillthisGlove with Crowns, Excunt; 
And give it to this Fellow. Keep it Fellow, 
Abtits 


Attus Quintus. 


Enter Chorus. 


Vouchfafe to thofe that have not read the Story, 

Thatl may prompt them :‘and of fuch as have, 

I humbly pray them to admit th’excufe 

Of time, of numbers, and due courfe of things 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life 

Be here prefented. Now we bear the King 

Toward Callice : grant him there ; And there being feen, 

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts, ! 

Athwart the Sea ; Behold the Evgijh beach 

Pales in the flood,’ with Men, with Wives, and Boys, 

Whofe fhouts and claps out-voyce the deep-mouth’d Sea, 

Which like a mighty Whiffler *fore the King 

Seems to prepare his way: So let him land, 

And folemnly fee him fet on to London. 

So fwift a pace hath Thought, that even now 

You may imagine him upon Black-eath : 

Where, that his Lords defire him, to have born 

His bruifed Helmet, and his bended Sword 

Before him, through the City = he forbids it, 

Being free from vainnefs, and felf-glorious pride: 

Giving full Trophee, Signal, and Oftent, 

Quite from himfelf , to God. But now. behold, 

In the quick Forge and working-honfe of Thought, 

How London doth pour out her Citizens, 

The Mayor, and all his Brethren in beft fort, 

Like to the Senators of th’antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians {warming at their heels, 

Go forth and fetch their Conqw’ring Cefar in: 

Asby alowet, but by loving likelihood, 

Were now the General of our gracious Emprefs, 

Asin good time he may, from Ireland coming, 

Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword; 

How many would the peaceful City quit. 

To welcome him ? much more, and much more caufe, 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of Exglana’s ftay at home: 

The Emperour’s coming in behalf of France, 

To order Peace between them : and omit 

All the occurrences, what ever chanc’d, 

Till Harrys back retutn again to Fraace: 

There mult we bring him : and my felf have play’d 

The Jnterim, by remembring’ you ’tis palt. 

Then brook abridgement, and your Eyes advance, 

After your thoughts, ftraight back again to France. 
[ Exit, 


Enter Fluellen and Gower. 


Le . 
ea ly ! | Gow. Nay, that’s right: but why wear you your Leek 
E if i to day ? Saint Davies day is patt. 
“| Flu, There is occafions and caufes why, and where- 


fore in all things: 1 will tell youafle my Friend, Captain 
Gower ; the rafcally, fcauld, beggarly, lowfie, pragging 
Knave P:/fol, which, you and your felf, and all the world 
know to beno petter thana Fellow, look you now, of no 
merits : he is come to me, and prings me pread and falt 
yefterday, look you, and bid me cat my Leek : it was in 
a place were | could not breed no contention with him; 
but [ will be fo bold as to wear it in my Cap tilll fee 
him once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of 
my defires. 


Enter Piftol. 


Gow, Why here he comes, fwelling like a Turky-cock. 
Flu. °Tis no matter for his fwelling, nor his Turky- 


Knave, God blefle you. 
Pift. Ha, art thou bedlam ? do?ft thou thirft, bafe T'ro- 


——w 
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jan, to have me fold up Parcas fatal Web ? Hence . Tam 
qualmifh at the fimell of Leck. 1 an 


cocks. God plefle aunchient Pifol : you feurvy lowlic 


Oba 


Flu, 1 pefeech you heartily, feurvy lowfie Knaya 
my defires, and my requefts, and my petitions, tyapt 
look you, this Leek, becaufe, look you, You do nop tye 
it, nor your affections, and your appetites, and ‘ 
difgeftions does not agree with it, | would defire an 
éat it. ‘A 

Pift. Not for Cadwalladar and all his Goats. | 

Fis. There is onc Goat for you, c 
Will you be fo good, {cauld Knave, a$ eat it ? 

Pift. Bafe Trojan, thou thalt die. 

Fiz. You fay very true, fcanld Knave, when Gods wil 
is : I willdelire youto live in the mean time, and eg 
your Viétuals : come, there is fawce for it. Yougiai 
me yelterday Mountain-Squire, but I will make you toda 
a Sguire of lowdegree. | pray you fallto, if you can wl 
a Leek, you caneat a Leek. ae 
Gow. Enough Captain, you have aftonifithim, 
Fin. \ ‘ay, | will make him eat fome part of my Leb 

r I will p.at bis pate four days ¢ bite 1 pray you, itis 
good for your green wound, and your ploody Coxcoth, | 

Pift. Mutt 1 bite? | 

Flu, Yes ccrtainly, and out of doubt, and out of quee| 
lion too, and ambiguities. an 

Pit, By this Leek, I will moft horribly revenge] | 
at and, eat, 1 fwear. “ 

Flu. Eatl pray you, will you have fome more fame 
to your Leek: there is not enough Leek to fwear by,” 

Pift. Quiet thy Cudgel, thou doft fee 1 eat, f. 

Ful. Mach good do you, fcauld knave, heartily, N 
pray you throw ncne away, the skin is good for your) 
broken Coxcomb ; when you take occafions to fee Leeks) 
hereafter, 1 pray you mock at’em, thatis all. aa 

Pift. Good. _ 


Strikes him, 


eg eS ie Ee le 


—_— o~ 


Fix, 1, Leeks is good : hold you, there is a gtoat 
heal your pate: 
Pift, Mea groat ? “an 
Fiz, Yes verily, andin truth you fhall take it, orl lave 
another Leck in my pocket, which you fhall eat. ~™ 
Pift, Ltake thy groat in earneft of revenge. 
Fix, 1f I owe you anything, I will-pay you in Git) 
gels, you fhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of] 
me but Cudgels : Gud bu’y you, and keep you, and lial 
your ‘pate. [ Bait.) 
Pift. All hell fhall ftir for this. ; 
Gow. Go, go, you area counterfeit cowardly Kare) 
will you mock at an ancient Tradition, began upon aly 


honourable refpect, and worn as a memorable Troplit) 


t 
} 


of predeceafed valour, and dare not avouch in yourdests} 
any of your words. I have feen you. gleeking on 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, i] 
he could not {peak Englifh in the native garb, hecoilld) 
not therefore handle an Englifh Cudgel : you find hey 


a i ea Se =e 


therwife, and henceforth let a Welth correction teat 
you a good Exglifh condition, fare ye well. tie 

iff, Doth fortune play the hufwife with me ow!) 
Newshavel that my Doll is dead ith? Spittle of a mala-| 
dy of France, and there my rendezvous is quite cut Oi) 


Old I do wax, and from my weary limbs Honours 
Cudgell’d. Well, Bawd Ple turn, and fomething leant) 
Cut-purfe of quick hand: To England will] fteal, 
there’ le fteal : fi z) 
And patches will I get unto thefe cudgel’d Scars, 
And {wear | got them in the Galliz wats. | 


Enter at one door, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Wat) 

wick, and other Lords , at another, Queen \fabel —) 

the King , the Duke of Burgoign, and ai 

other French, | 

King. Peace to this meeting. -w ewe met? \, 
Unto our Brother France, ane to Peay dc iif 

Health and fair time of day : Joy and good withes ‘ 


* ~~, 


| To our moft fair and Princely Coufin Katharine ; 
_| Andas a branch and member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great Affembly is contriv’d 
i, | Wedo falute you, Duke of Burgoigne, 
.* 4 And Princes Frexch and Peers, health to you all. 
Fra, Right joyous are we to behold your face, 
{ Moft worthy Brother England, fair met. 
(4 | 50 are you Princes ( Englifh every one. ) 
Quee. So happy be,the Iflue, Brother England, 
Of this good day, and of this gracious mecting, 
As we are now glad to behold your Eyes, 
Your Eyes which hitherto have born in them 
| Againft the French, that met them in their bent 
“| The fatal Balls of murtherin g Bafilisks : 
4 The venom of fuch Looks we fairly hope 
ihe} Have loft their quality, and that this day 
“ttt Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 
4 Eng. Tocry Amen to that, thus we appear. 
Quee, You Englifh Princes all, 1 do falute you, 
Burg. My duty to youboth, on equal love. 
} Great Kings of France and England ; that | have labour’d 
log) With all my wits, my pains, and ftrong endeavours, 
| Lobring your moft imperial Maiefties 
i} Unto this Bar, and Royal Enterview: ; 
} Your Mightinefs on both parts beft can witnefs, 
wii] Since then my Office hath fo far prevail?d, 
| That Face to Face, and Royal Eye toEye, 
weit] You have congreeted : let it not difgrace me, 
tnlal If I demand before this Royal view, ; 
‘lug What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 
at,it] Why that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace, 
nig} Dear nurfe of Arts, Plenties, and joyful Births, 
g:| Should not in this beft Garden of the World, 
ia] Our fertile France, put up her lovely Vilage ? 
| Alas, the hath from France too long been chas’d, 
tie’! And all her Husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
| Corrupting in it’s own fertility. 
Her Vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
“ji, Linpruned dies : her Hedges even, pleach’d, 


yj, Like Prifoners wildly over-grown with hair, 
re Put forth diforder’d Twigs: her fallow Leas, 
Ue <The Darael, Hemlock, and rank Fumitory, 
il Doth root upon ; while that the Cuter ruits, 
e That fhould deracinate fach Savagery : 
iI The even Mead, that erft brought f{weetly forth 
The freckled Com/lip, Burnet, and green Clover, 
a Wanting the Sythe, withall uncorrected, rank, 
atl” Conceives by idlenefs, and nothing teems, 


1 But hateful Docks, rough T hiftles, Keck fies, Burs, 

ni Lofing both beauty and utility 5 

wt And all our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads, and Hedges, 

(ti! Defective in their Natures, grow to wildnefs. 

wit Even fo our Houfes, and our felves, and Children, 

li * Have loit, or do not learn, for want of time, 

gl: “Phe Sciences, that hould become our Country : 

ho" But grow like Savages, as Souldiers will, 

) That nothing do, but medirate on Blood, — 

nit To fwearing, and ftern Looks, diffus’d Attire, 

1 Sit! And every thing that feems unnatural. 

ss Which to reduce into our former favour, 

;j !® You are aflembled: and my fpeech entreats, 

(ii That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 

ff) Should not expel thefe Inconveniences, 
And blefs us with her former qualities, 

tl” Eng. If, Dukeof Burgony, you would th & Peace, 

“s. Whote want gives growth to.th’ imperfect’ ons 

~ Which you have cited ; you muft buythat Peace 

+, # With full accord to all our jut Demands, 

‘je’ Whofe Tenures and particular Effects 


jy? YOu have enfchedul’d briefly in your Hand: s, 
i) 


] 


7 


= 


i 


] 


There is no Anfwer made. 
iv Lies in his Anfwer. 
ate 


ont 
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Burg. The King hath heard them : to the which, as yet 


gt’ Eng. Wellthen : the Peace which yor before, fo urg?d, 
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Fran. | have but with a curfelary Eye 
O’re glanc’t the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace 
Toappoint fome of your Council prefently 
Fo fit with usonce more, with better heed 
To re-firvey them : we will fuddenly 
Pafs our accept and peremptory Anfwer. 

Exg. Brother we hall. Go, Uncle Exeter, 
And Brother Clarence, and Brother Gloucefter 
Warwick and Fluntington, go with the King, 
And take with you free power, to ratifie, 
Augment, or alter, as your Wifdoms belt 
Shall fee advantageable for our Dignity, 

Any thing in or out of our Demands, 

And we'll confign thereto. Will you, fair Sifter; 
Go with the Princes, or {tay here with us? 

_ Quee. Our gracious Brother, | will go with them ; 
Haply a Woman’s Voyce may do fome good, 

When Articles too nicely urg’d, be ftood on: 

Eng. Yet leave our Coufin Katharine here with us; 
She is our capital Demand comypris’d 
Within the fore-rank of our Articles, 

Quee, She hath good leave. [ Exennt Omnes, 
Manet King, and Katharine. 


King. Fair Katharine, moft fair, 

Will you vouchfafe, to teach a Souldier terms, 
sach as will enter :at a Ladies ear, 
And plead his Lo,ve-fuit to her gentle heart ? 

Kath, Your Majefty fhall mock at me, 1 cannot {peak 
your Lngland, 

King. O fair Katharine, if you will love me foundly 
with your F rexch-heart, 1 will be glad to hear you confefs 
it brokenl'y with your Englijh Tongue. Do you like me, 
Kate? 

Kath. Pardonne moy, \ cannot tell, wat is like me, 

5% Keng An Angel is like you Kate, and yoware likean 

ngel , 


Kaish, Que dit-il, que de fuis femblable a les Anges? 
Litdy. Ony verament ( fanf voftve Grace) ainfi dit-il, 
King, Vfaidfo, dear Katharine, and | mutt not blufito 

affirm it. 

Kath, O bon Dien, les langues des hommes font plein de 

! rompertes, 

King. What fays fhe, fair one ? that Tongues of menare 
full of deceits ? 

Lady. Ony, dat de tongues of de mans is be full ofde- 
ceits : dat is de Princefs, 

King, he Princefs is the better Englith-woman; ?? faith 
Kate, my wooing is fit for thy underftanding, Iam glad 
thou cant fpeak no better Englifh, for if thou couldt, 
thou wouldit, find me fuch a plair King, that thou 
would’{t think, I had fold my farm to bay my Crown, | 
know no ways to mince it in love, but directly to fay, 
[ love you, then if you urge me farther, then to fay 
Do you in faith ? I wear out my fait : Give me your 
anfwer faith do, and clap hands, and a bargain : how 
fay you, Lady ? 

Kath. Sauf voftre honour, me underftand well, 

Kang. Marry, if you would put me to Verfes, or to 
Dance for your fake, Kate, why you undid me : for the 
one, | have neither words nor meafure ; and for the other, 
[ have no ftrength in meafure, yet a reafonable meafure 
in ftrength. If 1 could win a Lady at Leap-frog, or by 
vaulting into my Saddle, with my Armor on my back ; 
under the correction of bragging be it {poken, 1 fhould 
quickly leapinto a Wife: Or if I might buffet for my 
Love, or bound my Horfe for her favours, 1 could lay on 
like a Butcher, and fit like a Jack an Apes, never off. But 
before God, Kate, 1 cannot look greenly, nor gafp out 
my Eloquence, nor I have no cunning in Proteitation ; 
onely down-right Oaths, which I never us’d till urg?d, 
nor never break for urging, If thou canft love a Fellow 
of this temper, Kate, 1 face is not worth Sun-bur- 


ning? 
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ning ? that never looks in his Glafs, for love of any 
thing he fees there ? let thine Eye be the Cook, I fpeak 
to thee plain Souldier: if thou canft love me for this, 
take me ? if not? to fay to thee that I fhall dye,is truc, but 
for thy love, by the L.No: yet love thee too, An 

while thou liv’t, dear Kate, takea Fellow of plain and 
uncoyned Conftancy, for he perforce muft do thee right, 
becaufe he’ hath not the gift to woo in other places : For 
thefe Fellows of infinite Tongue, that can ryme himfelfe 
into Ladies favours, they do always reafon themfelves 
out again. What? a {peaker is but a prater, a Ryme is 
but a Ballad; a good Leg will fall, a {traight back will 
ftoop, a black Beard will turn white, a curl’d Pate will 
grow bald, a fair Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hollow: but a good heart, Kare, is the Sun and the 
Moon, or rather the Sun, and not the Moon; for it 
fhines bright, and never changes, but keeps his courfe 
truly. If thou would have fach a one, take me? and 
take me; take a Souldier5 takea Souldier ,; take a King; 
And what fay’ft thou then to my Love? fpeak my fair, 
and fairly, 1 pray thee. 

~ Kath, Is it poflible dat I fould love de enemy. of 
France ? 

King. No, it is not poflible that you fhould love the 
Enemy of France, Kate ; but in loving me, you fhould 
love the Friend of France: for I love France fo well, that 
I will not part witha Village of it: I will have itall mine: 
and, Kate, when France is mine, and 1 amyours; then 

ours is France, and youare mine. ; 

Kath. Ycannot tell wat is dat. 

King. No, Kate? I will tell thee in Fresch, which I 
am fare will hang upon my Tongue, like anew married 
Wife about her Husbands Neck, hardly to be fhook off: 
Fe quand fur le poffeffion de Fraunce, & quand vous aves 
le poffeffion de moy, (Let me fee, what then ? Saint Denms 
be my fpeed) Done voftre oft Fraunce, et vous eftes mien- 
ne. It is as eafie for me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom, 
as to fpeak fo much more French + \ fhall never move thee 
in French, unlefs it be to laugh at me. 

Kath, Sauf voftre honeur, le Francois ques von's par- 
leis, il & melins queP Anglois le quel je parle. 

King. No faith is’t-not, Kate: but thy {peaking of 
my Tongue, and I thine, moft truly falfly; mv 
needs be granted to be much at one. But Kate, do’it 
thou underftand thus much Exglifh ? Canft thou love me ¢ 

Kath, \ cannot tell, 

King. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate ? Vle 
ask them, Come, I know thou loveft me: and at night, 
when you “come into your Clofet, youll queftion this 
Gentlewoman about me, and I know, Kate, you will to 
her difpraife thofe parts in me, that you love with your 
heart; but, good Kare, mock me mercifully, the rather, 
gentle Princefs, becaufe I love thee cruelly. 1f ever thou 
beeft mine, Kate, as 1 have faving Faith within me tells 
me, thou fhalt ; 1 get thee with skambling, and thou 
muft therefore needs prove a good Souldier-breeder : 
Shall not thou and I, between Saint Dennis and Saint 
George, compound a Boy , half French half Englsh, 
that fhall go to Conftantinople, and take the Turk, by 
the Beard. Shall we not? what fay’{t thou, my fair 
Flower-de-Luce. : 

Kath. 1 do not know dat. 

King. No: tis hereafter to know, but now to promife : 
do but now promife, Kate, you will endeavour for your 
French part of fuch a Boy 5 and for my Exglifh moiyty, 
take the word of a King, and a Batchelor. How anfwer 
you, La plus. belle Katharine du monde mon trefcher & 
devin ccf 

Kath. Your Majeftee aue faufe Frenche enough to de- 
ceive de moft fage Damoifel dat is in en France. 

King. Now fie upon my falfe French; by mine Honour, 

Llove thee, Kate, by which Honour I dare 
not fwear thou loveit me, yet my blood begins to flat- 
ter me, that thou doit, yet notwithftanding the poor 
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and untempering effect of my Vifage. Now befhrew my 
Father’s Ambition, he was thinking of Civil im 
when he got me, therefore was I created with a fp 
born outfide, with an afpect of Iron, that when I ; 
to woo Ladies, 1 fright them: but in faith, Kate, ¢ 
der 1 wax, the better I fhall appear. My comfort is 
Old Age, that ill layecap of Beauty, can do no 
fpoyl upon my Face. Thou haft me, if thou haft me, 
the worit; and thou fhalt wear “me, if thou wea 
better aud better : and therefore tell me, moft fai 
tharine, will you have me £ Put off thofe Maiden Bluth 
avouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Le 
an Emprefs, take me by the Hand, and fay, Harry 
England, 1am thine: which word thou ‘fhalt no 
blefs mine Ear withall, but L will tell thee aloud, Ep 
gland is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine. and, fe 
ry Plantagenet is thine; who, though I fpeak it before hi 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beft King, th that 
fnd the beft King of Good-fellows. Come yo 
{wer in broken Mufick ; for thy Voice is Mafick, ang 
thy Englifh broken : Therefore Queen of all, Katha 
break thy mind to mein broken Englifh, wilt thou have 
me ? . 
Kath. Dat is as it fhall pleafe de roy mon pere. 
King. Nay, it will pleafe him well, Kate; it fhall 
him, Kate. i 
Kath. Den it fhall alfo content me. oy 
King. Upon that I kifs your Hand, and I call youmy 
Queen. , §: ¥ Un | 
Kath. Laiffe mon Seigneur, laiffe, laiffe, may fy: 
me venus point que Vous abbaiffe voftre grandeur, th 
fant le main @ une noftre Seigneur indignie fervi 
excufe moy. fe vous [upply mon tref-puiffant Seignewr 
King. Then I will kifs your Lips, Kate. = 
Kath. Les Dames & Damoiféls pour effre baile 
vant leur nopcefe il net pasle Coftume de Fraunte, 
King. Madam, my Interpreter, what fays the? 
Lady. Dat is not to be de fafhion pour le adi 
France 5, 1 cannot tell what is buifle en Englifh. 
King. To. Kifs. aS 
Lady. Your Majefty entendre bettre que mo). ee 
_ King. Is it not a fafhion for the Maids in Fr 
«ifs before they are married, would fhe fay ? a 
Lady, Ouy verayment. Pe) 
King. O Kate, nice Cuftoms curfie to great Ig 
Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confin’d withia ¢ 
weak Lift of a Countries fafhion : we are thet 
of Manners, Kate; and the liberty that follows ou 
Places, ftops the mouth of all find-faults, as 1 will do) 
yours, for upholding the nice fafhion of yout Coll) 
try, in denying me a kifs : therefore patiently, am) 
yielding. You have Witch-craft in your Lips, Kate 
there is more eloquence in a Sugar touch of them ; that 
the Tongues of the French Council : and they {howe 
fooner perfwade Harry of England, than a genete ©") 
tition. of Monarchs. “Here comes your Father. 
Enter the French Power, and the Englifh 
Lords. ih 


Burg. God fave your Majelty, my Royal Coufin, fea) 
you our Princefs Englifh ? 
King. 1 would have her learn, 
perfectly I Jove her, and that is good Englifh. 
Burg. Is the apt ? 
_ King, Our Tongue is rough, Coze, hee 
tion is not fmtooth : fo that having neither the Vole, 


my fair Coulity iow 


4 


and my | 
the Heart of Flattery about me, 1 cannot fo conjite ke 
the fpirit of hove in her, that he will appear 12" " 
likenefs. de 

Burg, Pardot\ the franknefs of my mirth, if 1 anf 


you for that. If you would conjure in her, Yo nt 


(a 
mahy 


‘NW! Jikenefs, he muft appeare naked , and blind. Can you 
Ml’ Blame her then, being a Maid, yet ros’d over with the 
(% Virgin Crimfon of Modefty, if fhe deny the appearance 
Ni of a naked blind Boy in her naked fecing felf? It were 
‘(my Lord) a hard Condition fora Maid to confign to. 
‘li Keng. Yet they do wink and yield as Love is blind 
wand enforces. 
‘lies = Burg. They are then excus’d, my Lord, when they fee 
ihe not what they do. 
il) King. Then, good my Lord, teach your Coufin to 
it confent to winking. 
lt Burg. 1 will wink on her to confent, my Lord, if you 
itkwill teach her to know my meaning : for Maids well 
ixiSummer?d, and warm kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo- 
iligamew-tyde, blind, though they have their Eyes, and then 
| (othey will endure handling, which before would not abide 
i¢}| looking on. 
of Kine This Moral ties me over to Time, and a hot 
j, Summer ; and fo I fhall catch the Flie, your Coufin, in 
the latter end, and fhe muft blind too. 3 
jmp Burg. As Love is, my Lord, before it lovés. 
Igy, King. It is fo : and you may, fome of you, thank 
"Love for my blindnefs, who cannot fee many a fair 
French City for one fait French Maid; for that ftands in my 
Way. J 
jal French King. Yes my Lord, you fee them perfpe- 
ijjctively : the Cities turn’d into a Maid ; for they are 
finn girdled with Maiden Walls, that War hath entred, 
? iy King. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 
(| Fran. So pleafe you. eS 
se England. \ am content, fo ‘the Maiden Cities you 
I alk of, tray wait on her: fo the Maid that ftood in the 
"Nay for my With, fhall thew me the way to my Will. 
li Eyance. We have confented to all terms of reafon. 
hat Eng. st fo, My Lords of England? 
ial Weft, The King hath granted every Article: 
Mis Daughter firft ; and then in fequele all, 
\ccording to their firm propofed natures. _ 
n@® Exet: Onely he hath not yet fubfcribed this : 
:\iWhere your Majefty demands, ‘That the King of France 
{having occafion to write for matter of. Grant, hall 
ame your Highnefs in this form, and with this addi- 
yeifion, in French : Noftre trefcher filz Henry Roy, d?An- 
qiilecerre Hleretere de France ; and thus in Latine , Pre- 
 gitlarsffimus Filius nofter Henricus Rex Anglia G Hares 
‘« ti 'rancie. 
i Fran, Nor this I have not Brother fo deny’d, 


ion 
cot 
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Engl, ] pray you then, in love and dear allyance, 
Let that one Article rank with the reft, 
And thereupon give me your Daughter. ‘ 
Fran, Take her, fair Son, and from her Blood raife up | | 
Iffue to me, that the contending Kingdoms : 
Of France and England, whofe very fhoars took pale, 
With envy, of each’ others happinefs, 
May ceafe their hatred ; and thisdear Conjunttion 
Plant Neighbourhood and Chriftian-like ace6rd 
In their fweet Bofoms : that never War advance ~ 
His bleeding Sword ’twixt England and fair France. 
Lords. Amen. 
King. Now welcome, Kate: and bear me witnefs all, || 
That herel kifs her, as my Soveraign Queen. 
Flourtfh: cineca 
Queen. God, the beft maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realms in one, 
As Manand Wife being two, are one in love, 
So be there ’twixt your Kingdoms fuch a Spoufal, 
That never may ill Office, or fell jealonfie, 
Which tronbles oft the Bed of blefled Marriage, 
Thruft in between the Paflion of thefe Kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate League ? 
That Englifh may as French, French English men, 
Receive each other. God fpeak this Amen. 
All, Amen. 
King, Prepare for our Marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy we'll take your Oath 
And all the Peers, for furety of our Leagues. 
Then fhall I fwear to Kate, and yoy to me, 
And may our Oaths well kept and profp’rous be. 
Sonet. (Exeunt. 
Enter Chorus. 
Thus far with rough, and all-unable Pen, 
Our bending Author hath perfu’d the Story, 
In little room confining Mighty men, 
Mangling by ftarts the full courfe of their glory. 
Small time: but in that finall, moft greatly lived 
This Star of England, Fortune made his Sword ; 
By which, the worlds beft Gardei he atchieved : 
And of it left, his Son Imperial Lord, 
Henry the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown’d King 
Of France and England, did this King fucceed: 
Whofe State fo many had the managing, 
That they loft France, and make his England Bleed: 
Which oft our Stage hath fhown ; and for ‘theit fake, 
In your fair minds let this aceeptance take: ; 


Aitus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Dead March. 


\ Enter the Funeral of King Henry the Fifth, attended on by the 


Duke of Bedford, Regent of France. ; the Duke of 
Glofter, Protettor + the Duke of Exeter, 
“WMarwick, the Bifhop of Winchefter, 
and the Duke of Somerfet. 
Bedford. 


| Comets importing change of Times and States, 
Brandifh your Cryftal Trefles in the Sky, 
“And with them fcourge the bad revolting Stars, 
That have confented unto Henrys death : 

King Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long, 
England we're loft a King of fo much worth. 

Gloft. England nore had a King untill his time -: 

Vertue he had,. deferving to command. 

His brandifit Sword did blind men with his Beams, 
His Arms fpread wider than 2 Dragons Wings: 
His fparkling Eyes, repleat, with wrathful fire, 
More dazled and drove back his Enemies, 

Than mid-day fun fierce bent againft their Faces. 
What fhould I fay ? his Deeds exceed all fpeech : 
He ne’re lift.up his hand but. conquered. 


Exe. Wemournin black, why mourn we not in blood ? 


Henry is dead, and never {hall revive : 

a Wooden Coffin we attend - 
And Deaths difhonorable Victory, 
We with our ftately prefence glorifie, 
Like Captives bound toa Triumphant Car. 
What ? fhall we curfe the Plancts of Mifhap, 
That plotted thus our Glories overthrow ? 
Or fhall we think the {ubtile-witted French, 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magick Verfe have contriv’d his end ? 

Winch, He wasa King, bleft of the King of Kings: 
Unto the Freach, the dreadful judgement: Day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his fight. 
The battels of the Lord of Hofts he fought : 
The Churches Prayers made him fo profperous. 
Gloft. The Church ? Where is it? 

1 Wad not Church-men pray’d, 

| His thread of Life had not fo foon decay’d. 
None do you like, but an effeminate Prince, 
Whom like a School-boy you may over-aw. 


Winch. Glofter, whate’re we like, thou art Protector, 


And lookeft to command the Prince and Realm. 
Thy Wife is proud, fhe holdeth thee in aw, 
More than God or Religions Church-men may. 
.Gloft. Name not Religion for thou lov’ ft the Ficth, 
And ne’re throughout the year to Church thou go’it, 
{| Except it be to pray againft thy foes. 


Bed. Ceafe, ceafe thefe Jars, and reft your minds in 
(peace: 


1 Let?s tothe Altar : Heralds wait onus 5 
Initead of Gold, we'll offer up our Arms, 
\Since Arms avail not, now that Henrysdead. — 


Ung be the Heavens with black, yield day to night 5 


els await for wretched years, ty § 
en at their Mothers moift. Eyes, Bab tfick. | 
Our Ifle be made a Nourifh of Fatt Tears, i | 
And none but Women left to wayle the dead. ti 
Henry the Fifth, thy Ghoft linvocate: ~ et 
Profper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broyles, 
pene with nic Planets in the Heavens; 
ar more glorious Star thy Soul wi 
Than gulus Eefar, or bright. i 
_ Enter a Meffenger. : ao 
Moff. My Honorable Lords, health to youall:. sa 
Sad tidings bring 1 to-you out of France, _ 
Of lofs, of flaughter, and difcomfiture: 
Guyen, Champagne, Rheimes, Orleance, od ae 
Paris, Guyfors, Poittiers, are all quite loft. 
Bed, What fay’ftthou man,before dead Hemy’s 0 
Speak foftly, or the lofs of thofe great Towns. 
Will. make him burit his Lead, and rife from death | 
Gloft. 1s Paris loft, and is Roan yielded up? 4 
If Henry were recall’d to life again, acta 
Thefe News would caufe him once more yield the: . 
Exe. How were they loft ? what treachery Was 
Meff. No treachery, but want of Men and Money. 
Amongft the Souldiefs this is muttered, a 
That here you maintain feveral Factions: =, 
And whiltt a/Field should be difpatch’d and fought | 
You are difputing of your Generals. | a 
One would have lingring Wars with little cot; | 
Another would flye fwift but wanteth Wings: aes 
A third man_thinks, without expence at all, a 
By guileful-fair words, Peace may be obtains | 
Awake, awake, Englifh Nobility, —— 
Let not floth dim your Honours, new begots 
Crop’t are the Flower-de-Luces in your Arms 
Of England’s Coat, one half is cut away. | 
Exe. Were our Tears wanting to this Funeral, | 
Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides 
Bed, Me they concern, Regent I am of Frances 
Give me my fteeled Coat, 1’le fight for France. ~ 
Away with thefe difgraceful waylin Robess 
Wounds will [lend the French, in heed of BY | 
To weep 29 rae Miferies...@. 2 | 
mer tothem another Meffenger: aun 
Mef. Lords, view thefe Letters, Pe bad mifchal) 
France is revolted from the Englifh quite, a 
Except fome petty Towns of no import. omy | 
The Dolphin Charles is crowned King in Rhemes* | 
The Baftard of Orleance with him is joym’d: i 
Reynold Duke of Anjou doth his Part, 
de. 


Enemies theoa® | 
ar dat | 


th 
wy 
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The frp Part of King 


Enter another Meffenger. 


Meff. My gracious Lords, to add to your laments 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry's Hearfe, 
I muft inform you ofa difmal fight 


-| Betwixt the ftout Lord Talbot, and the French. 


Win. What ? wherein Talbot overcame, is’t fo? 

3. Mef, Ono: wherein Lord Tulbor was o’rethrown : 
The circumftance ’le tell you more at large. 

The tenth of Auguft laft, this dreadful Lord, 
Retiring from the Siege of Orleance, 

Having full fcarce fix thoufand in his Troop, 
By three and twenty thousand of the French 
Was round encompailed, and fer upon : 

No leifure had to enrank his men. / 

He wanted Pikes to fet before his Archers : 
Inftead whereof, fharp Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitchedin the ground confufedly, 

To keep the Horfemen off, from breaking in. 
More than three hours the fight continued : 
Where valiant Talbot; above human thought, 
Enacted wonders with his Sword and Lance. 
Hundreds he fent to Hell, and none durit ftand him : 
Here, there, and very where enrag’d, he flew. 
The French exclaim’d, the Devil was in Arms, 
All the whole Army {tood agaz’d on him. 

His Souldiers {pying his undaunted Spirit, 

A Talbot, a Talbot, cry’d out amain. 

And rufht into the bowels of the Battel. 
Here, had the Conqueft fully been feal’d up, 
If Sir Fohn Fal/taff had not play’d the Coward, 
He being in the Vauward, plac’t behind 
With purpofe to relieve and follow them, 
Cowardly fled, not having ftruck one {troak. 
Hence grew the general wrack and maflacre 5 
Enclofed were they with their Enemies. 

A bafe Walloon to win the Dolphin’s grace, 
Thruft Ta/bot with a Spear into the Back, 
Whom all France, with their aflembled ftrengths 
Durft not prefume to Jook once in the Face. 

Bed. \s Talbot flain then ?1 will flay my felf; 
For living idely here in pomp and cafe, 
Whilft fuch a worthy Leader, wanting aid, 
Unto his daftard foe-men is betray’d. 

3. Adeff. O no, he lives, but is took Prifoner, 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford : 
Moft of the reft flaughter’d, or took likewife. 

Bed. His Ranfom there is none but I fhall pay. 
le hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
His Crown fhall be the Ranfom of my Friend ; 
Four of their Lords le change for one of ours, 
Farewell, my M afters, to my Task will I, 

Bonefires in France forthwith I am to make, 

To keep our great Saint Georges Feaft withall. 
Ten thoufand Souldiers with me 1 will take, 
Whofe bloody deeds thall make all Europe quake. 

3. Meff. So you had need, for Orkeance is behieg’d, 
The Exglfh Army is grown weak and faint : 

The Earl of Salisbury craveth fupply, 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Since they fo few, watch fuch a multitude. 

Exe. Remember, Lords, your Oaths to Henry {worn 
Either to quell the Dolphin utterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoak. 

Bed. 1 do remember it, and here take leave, 

To go about my preparation. 

Gloft. Ple to the Tower with all the hafte I cen; 
To view the Artillery and Munition, 

And then I will proclaim young Henry King, 


Exe. To Elram willl, where the young King is, 
Being ordain’d his fpecial Governour, 
And for his fafety there Mle beft devife, 


[Exit Bedford. 


[Exit Glofter. 


[Exir. 
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Winch, Each hath hjs place and Function to attend :.4 

I am left out ; for me nothing remains : 
But long I willnot be Jack out of Office, 


The King from Elam | intend to fend, 
| And fit at chiefelt ftern of publick Weal, 


[ Exit. 


Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reigneir, marching 
with Drum and Souldiers. 


Charl, Mars his true moving, even as in the Heavens 
So inthe Earth, to this day is not known. y 
Late did he fhine upon the Exghfh fide : 

Now we are Victors, upon us he finiles. 

What Towns of any moment, but we have? 

At pleafure here we lye, near Orleance ; 
Otherwhiles, the familh’t Englifh, like pale Ghofts, 
Faintly befiege us one hour in a Month. 

Al, They want their Porredge, and their fat Bull- 
Either they muft be dicted like Mules. (Beeves 

Reig, Let’s raife the Siege : why live we idlely here ? 
And have their Provender  ti’d to their Mouths 
Or piteous they: will look, like drowned Mice. 

Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Remaineth none but mad-brain’d Sahsbury, 
And he.may well in fretting {pend his gall, 
Nor Men, nor Mony hath he to make War. 

Char, Sound, found Alarum,we will rufh on them, 
Now for the Honour of the forlorn French: 
Him I forgive my death, that killeth me; 
When he fees me go back on foot, or fiye. 


[Exéunt, 


Here Alarum, they are beaten back, by the 
Englith, with great lofs. 


Emer Charles, Alanfon, and Reignier. 


Charl. Who ever faw the like ? what men have I ? 
Dogs, Cowards, Daftards : I would ne’re have fled, 
But that they left me ’midft my Enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury isa defperate Homicide, 

He fighteth as one weary of his life : 
Too other Lords, like Lyons wanting food, 
Do rufh upon us as their hungry prey. 

Alanf. Froyfard, a Countryman of ours 
England all Olivers and Rowlands breed, 
During the time Edward the third did reign : 
More truly now may this be verified; 

For none but Samf{ons and Goliaffs 

It fendeth forth to skitmifh ; one to ten? 

Lean raw-bon’d Rafcals, who would e’re fuppofe, 
They had fach courage and: audacity ? 

Charl, Let’s leave this Town, 

For they are hair-brain’d Slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 
Of old] know them ; rather with their Tecth 
The VValls they "N tear down, than forfake the 
Reig. 1 think by fome odd Gimmalsor device 
Their Arms are fet, like Clocks, ftill to ftrike on: 
Elfe ne’re could they hold out fo as they do; : 
By my confent, we'll even let them alone. 

Alan. Be it fo. 


» records, 


Siege. 


: Ener the Baftard of Orleance. 
Baft. Where?s the Prince Dolphin? ! have News for him. 
Dolph. Baftard of Orleance, thiice welcome to ier or 
Bef Me thinks your’ looks are fad, your chear appaPd. 
Hath the late overthtow wrought this Offence ? 
Be not difmay’d, for fuccour is at hand : 
A holy. Maid hither with me I bring, 
Which by a Vifion fent to her from’ Heaven, 
Ordained isto raife this tedious Siege, 
And drive the Englifh forth the bounds of France « 
The fpirit of deep Prophefie fhe hath, 
LI 3 
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Exceeding the nine Ssbyls of old Rome ; 
What’s, palit, and whats to come, fhe can defcry. 
Speak, fhall 1 call her in? believe my words, 
For taney are certain, and unfallible. 
Dolph. Go, call her in: but firft, to try her skill, 
Reignicr ftand thou as Dolphin in my places 
Queftion her proudly, let thy.Looks be ftern, 
By this means {hall we found what skill fhe hath. . 
Enter Joan Puzel. 
Reig. Fair Maid,is’t thou,wilt do thefe wondrous feats ? 
Puz, “Rezgnier, ist thou, that thinkeft to beguile me ¢ 
Where isthe Dolphin? Come, come from behind, 
{ know thee well, though never feen before. 
Be not amaz’d, there’s nothing hid from me: 
In private will I talk with thee apart: 
Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while. 
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firft dah. 
Puz. Dolphin, | am by birth a Shepherds Daughter, 
My wit untraiw’d in any kind of Art: 
Heaven atid our Lady gracious hath it pleas’d 
To thine on my contemptible eftate. 
Lo, whil’ft 1 waited on my tender Lambs, 
And to Suns parching heat difplay’d my cheeks, 
Gods Mother deigned to appear to mie, 
And ina Vifion full of Majefty, 
Will’d me to leave my bafe Vocation, 
And free my Country from Calamity : 
Her aid fhe promis’d, and affur’d fuccefs. 
In compleat Glory fhe reveal’d her felf : 
Aud whereas. was-black and fwart before: 
With thofe clear Rays, which fhe infus’d on me, 
That Beauty am I bleft with, which you fee. 
Ask me what queftion thou canft poflible, 
AndI will anfwer unpremeditated : 
My Courage try by Combat, if thou dar’ft, 
And thou fhalt find that I exceed my Sex. 
Refolve on this, thou fhalt be fortunate, 
If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate. : 
Dolph, Thou haft -aftonifht me with thy high terms: 
Onely this proof P’le-of thy Valour make, 
In fingle Combat thou fhalcbuckle with me ; 
And if thou vanquithelt, thy. words are true, 
Otherwife I renounce all confidence. 
Puz. am prepat’d : here ismy keen-edg’d Sword, 
Deck’t with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide, 
The which at. Tourain inS. Katharine’s Church-yard, 
Out of a great deal of old Iron, 1 chofe forth. 
Dolph. Then come a God’s name, J fear ‘no Woman. 
Puzel. And whilel live, Ple ne’re flieno man. 
[Here they fight, and Joan de Puzel overcomes. 
Dolph. Stay, ftay. thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And fighteft with the Sword of Debora. 
Puzel, Chrifts Mother helps me, elfe I were too weak. 
Dolph. Whore’re helps thee, *tis thou that muft help 
impatiently 1 burn with thy defire, (me: 
My heart and kandsthou hait at once fubdu’d, 
Excellent Puzel, if thy namebe fo, 
Let me thy fervant, and not Soveraign be, 
’Tis the Frexch Dolphin fueth to thee thus. 
Puzel. \ muft not yield to any rights of Love, 
For my Profeflion’s facred from above ¢ 
When I have chafed ali thy Foes from hence, 
Then will1 think upona Recompence. 
Dolph, Mean time look gracious on thy proftrate 
~ Thrall. : 
Reig, My Lord, methinks is very long in talk. 
Algn. Doubtlefs he hrives this Woman to her fmock, 
Elfe nere could he fo long protract his fpeech. 
Reign. Shall we difturb him, fince he keeps no mean ? 
Ala, He may mean more thanwe poor men do know? 
Thefe Women are threwd tempters with their Tongues. 
Reig. My Lord, where are you ? what devife you on, 
Shall we give o’re Orleance, or no? 
Puzel, Why no,1 fay: diftruftful Recreants, 
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Fight till the lait gafp : for Ple be yonr guard. 
Dolph, What fhe fays, le confirm = we'll fight it oy 
Puxel, Aflign’dl am tobe the Englijh Scourge. i 
This night the Siege afluredly Ple raife: 
Expect Saint Martin’s Summer, Halcyon days, 
Since I have entred thus into thefe Wars. 
Glory is like a Circle in the Water : 
Which never ceafeth to enlarge it felf, 
‘Till by broad {preading, it difperfe to nought. 
With Henry’s death, the Enghfh Circle ends, ~ 
Difperfed are the glories it included : 3 
Now am like that proud infulting Ship, 
Which Cefar and his fortune bare at once. 
Dolph, Was Adahomet infpired with a Dove # 
Thou with an Eagle art infpired then. 
Helen, the Mother of great Conftantine, 
Nor yet S. Phslips Daughters were like thee, 
Bright Star of Venus, faln down on the Earth, 
How may I reverently worfhip thee enough? j 
Alan, Leave off delays, and let us raife the Siege. ; 
Reig. Woman, do what thou canft to fave our Honor} _ | 
Drive them from Orleance, and be ifnmortaliz’d, aa ba 
Dolph, Prefently we'll try : come, let’s away aboutit, | 
No Prophet willl truft, if the prove falfe. [ Ext, is 


Enter Gloucefter , with his ferving-men, 


_ Gloft. lam tofurvey the Tower this day; 
Since Henry’s death, I fear there is a Conveyance: : 
Where be thefe Warders,: that they wait not hete? ~ 
Open the Gates, tis Glofer that calls. ° 

1, Warder. Who's there, that knocks fo imperioully? | 
Ghft. 1. man, \t isthe Noble Duke of Glofter, | 
2. Warder. Whoe’re he be, you may not belet in. a 
1. Man. Villains, anfwer you fo the Lord Protettor?| 
1. Warder. The Lord protect him, fo we anfwer him, 
Wedo not otherwife than we are will’d. ni 
Gloft, Who willed you ? or whofe will ftands but mine? 
There’s none Protector of the Realm, but I: 
Break up the Gates, Ple be your warrantize ; al 
Shall | be flouted thus by dunghill Grooms? i 


Glofter’s men riufh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile | 
the Lieutenant {peaks within, ae | 


Wood. What noyfe is this ? what Traytors have we here? ¥ 

Glof-; Lieutenant, is it youwhofe voice! hear? | 
Open the Gates, here’s Glofer that would enter. 

Wood, Have patience, Noble Duke,I may not open, 
The Cardinal of Winchefter forbids : Al 
From him I have exprefs commandment, 

That thou nor none of thine fhall be let in. 4 

Gloft. Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizeft him, *foreme? | 
Arrogant Wincheffer, that haughty Prelate, oer 
Whom Henry our late Soveraign ne’re could brook? ~— | 
Thou art no Friend to God, or to the King : bi: 
Open the Gates, or I’le fhut thee out fiortly. A 

Servingmen. Open the Gates to the Lord Protectors” HS 
Or we'll burft them open, if that you come not quickly: | ~ 
Enter to the Protettor at the Tower Gates, Winchefter aad) 

his men in Tawny Coats. | 

Winches. How now ambition Umpire what meats this? 
ee A Piel’d Prieft, dof thou command me to) — 

out : a 


Thou that giv’ft Whores Indul 
Ple canvas thee in thy Broad Codineleea? 
Ig thou proceed in this; thy infolence. é 
Winch, Nay, ftand thou back, J will-not budge a foot: 
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my This be Damafcus, be thou curfed Cain, 
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To flay thy Brother.Abel, if thou wilt. 
Gloft. 1 will not flay thee, but I’le drive thee back : 


‘Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, 


Ile ufe, to carry thee out of this place. 
Winch, Do what thou dart, I beard thee to thy face. 
Gloft. What ? am I dar’d, and bearded to my face? 
Draw men, for all this priviledged place, 
Blew Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieit, beware thy Beard, 


I mean to tuggeit, and to cuff you foundly. 


Under my feet le ftamp thy Cardinals Hat : 
In fpight of Pope, or Dignities of Church, 
Here by the Checks I’ledrag thee up and down. 
‘Winch. Glofter, thou wilt anfver this before the Pope. 
Gloft. Winchefter Goofe, | cry, a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat them hence, why do you let them ftay ? 


| Thee Ile chafe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep’s array. 
}} Out Tawny-Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite: 


i! Here Glofter’s men beat out the Cardinals men, and enter 


in the hurly-burly the Mayor of London, 
and his Offwers. 


Mayor. Fie Lords, that you being fupream Magiftrates, 
Thus contumielioufly fhould break the Peace. 

Glo, Peace Mayor, for thou know’tt little of my wrongs : 
Here’s Beauford, that regards not God nor King, 
Hath here diftrain’d the Tower to his ufe. 

Winch, Here’s Glofter too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One that ftill motions War and never Peace, 
O’re-charging your free Purfes with large Fines ; 
That feeks to overthrow Religion, 
Becaufe he is Protector of the Realm ; 
And .would have Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crown himfelf King, and fupprefs the Prince. 

Gloft. 1 will not anfwer thee with words, but blows. 


Here they - skirmifh again. 


Mayor..Noughit refts for me, in this tumultuous ftrife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 
Come Officer, as loud as e’re thou canft, cry : 

All manner of men affembled here in Arms this day, 
againft Gods Peace and the Kings, we charge and command 


mi you, tn bis Highnefs Name, to repair.to your feveral dwelling 
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Places, and not to wear, handle, or 


ufe any Sword, Weapon, 
or Dagger hence-forward, upon pain of death. 
Glo. Cardinal, Vle ‘be no breaker of the Law: 
But we fhall meet, and break our minds at large. 
Winch, Gloster, we'll meet to thy’dear coft be fare: 
Thy heart-blood I will have for this days work. 


ti, Mayor. Ile call for Clubs, if you will not away : 

tit, This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil. 

tii! =G lofter. Mayor, farewell: thou do?ft but what thou may’ft. 
it, _ Winch, Abominable Giofter, guard thy head, 


qi For I intend to have it e’re be long. 
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{ Exeunt, 
Mayor. See the Coaft clear’d, and then we will depart. 

Good God, thefe Nobles fhould fuch ftomacks bear, 

I my felf fight not once in forty. year. [ Exeunt. 


Enter the Mafter-Gunner of Orieance, and his Boy. 


M. Gun. Sirra, thou know’th how Orleance is 


befiedg?d, 
And how the Englifh have the Suburbs won. ° . 


i? . Boy. Father, 1 know, and oft bave fhot at them, 


How e’re unfortunate I mifs’d my aim. 


Chief Mafter Gunner am I of this Town, 
Something I muft do to procure me grace : 
The Princes efpyals have informed me¢ 


val How the Englijh, in the Suburbs clofe entrencht, 


Went through a fecret Grate of Iron Bars 
In yonder Tower, toover-peer the City, 
pee thence difcover, how with moft advantage 


v) 


Henry the Sixth, 


MM, Gn, But now thou fhalt not. Be thou rul’d by me: 
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They may vex us with fhot or with Affauit. 
To intercept this inconvenience, i 
A piece of Ordnance ’gainft it I have plac’d, 
And fully even thefe three days have I watch’d, 
If I could fee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch, 
For I can ftay no longer. 
If thou fpy’ft any, run and bring me word, 
And thou fhalt find me at the Governors. 

Boy. Father, I warrant you take you no care, 
Ple never trouble you, if 1 may fpy them. 


[ Exit. 


Exter Salisbury, and Talbot on the Turrets, swith others. 


Salis. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d ? 
How wert thou handled, being Prifoner ? 
Or by what means got*{t thou to be releas’d ? 
Difcourfe I prethee on this Turrets top, 
Tal, The Earl of Bedford had a Prifoner, 
Cali’d the brave Lord Ponton de Santrasle, 
For him was! exchang’d, and ranfom’d. 
But with a bafer man of Arms by far, 
Once in contempt they would have barter’d me : 
Which I difdaining, {corn’d, and craved dgath, 
Rather than! would be fo pil?d efteem?d ; 
In fine redeem’d IJ was as J defir’d, 
But O; the treacherous Fal/taf’ wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare Fifts 1 would execute, 
If 1 now had him brought into my power. 
Salis, Yet tell’{t thou not, how thou wert entertain’d. 
Tal. With {coffs and {corns, and contumelious taunts, 
In open Market-place produc’d they me, 
To be a publick fpectacle to alll : 
Here, faid they, isthe Terror of the French, oR 
The Scare-Crow that <affrights our Children {o. 
Then broke I from the Officers that led me, 
And with my nails digg’d ftones our of the Ground, 
Tohurle at the beholders of my fhame, 
My grifly countenance made others flye, 
None durft come near, for fear of fudden death. 
In Iron Walls they deem’d-me not fecure: 
So great fear of my Name ’mongft themwere {fpread, 
That they fuppos’d I could-rend Bars of Steel, 
And fpurn in pieces pofts of Adamant. 
Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot 1 had; 
That walkt about me every Minute while : 
And if I did but ftir out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to fhoot me to the heart. 


Enter the Boy with a Linftock. 


Satis. | grieve to hear what torments you endur’d, 
But we will be reveng’d fufficiently. 
Now it is Supper time in Orleance : 
Here, through this Grate, I can count every ones 
And view the Frexchmen how they fortifie : 
Let us look in, the fight will much delight: thee: ” 


| Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Six Wiliam Glandfdale, 


Let me have your exprefg Opinions, 

Whereis beft place to make our Batvry next ? 
Garg. 1 think at the North Gate, for there ftand Lords. | 
Glandf. And I here, at the Bulwark of the Bridge.’ 
Talb. For ought I fee, this City muft be famitht, 

Or with light Skirmithes enfecbled. 


Here they hot ,.-and Salisbury falls down, 
Salis. O Lord have mercy on us, wretched finners. 


Garg. O Lord have mercy on me, woful man, 
Talo, What chance is this that fuddenly hath croft us? 


| Speak Salisbury ; at lealt, if thou canit, {peak : 


How far’ft thou, Mirror of al] Martial men ? 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheeks fide ftruck off? 
Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatal Hand, 


| That hath contriv’d this woful Tragedy. 
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In thirteen Battels, Salsbury o’recame ; So Bees with fmoak, and Doves with noifom fte 
Herry the Fifth he firft train’d to the Wars. Are from their Hives and Houfes driven away, 
Whillt any Trump did found, or Drum ftruck up, They cal?dus, for our fiercenefs, Englifh Dogs, 
His Sword did ne’re leave ftriking in the feild. Now like the Whelps, we crying Tun away. 
Yet livst thou, Salsbury? though thy fpeech doth fail, A fhort Alarum, 
One eye thou halt to look to Heaven for grace. Heark Countreymen, either renew the fight, 
The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World. Or tear the Lyons out of England’s Coat : é i 
Heaven be thou gracious to none alive, Renounce your Soil, give Sheep in Lyons ftead: | 
If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands. Sheep run not half fo treacherous from the Wolf | 
Bear hence this Body, I will help to bury it. Or Horfe or Oxen from the Leopard, ” ole 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, haft thou any life ? As you flie from your oft-fubdued Slaves. ff) 
Speak unto Talbot, nay, look up to him. 
Salisbury chear thy Spirit with this comfort, Alarum. Here another Skirmifh. 
Thou fhalt not die whiles-— FS 
He beckens with his hand, and {miles on me: it will not be, retire into your Trenches? + 
As who should fay, When Iam dead and gone, You all confented unto Salisburie’s death, 
Remember to avenge me on the French, For none would ftrike a ftroke in his revenge. 
Plantagenet | will, and, JVero like, will Puzel is entred into Orleance, , 
Play on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn : In fpight of us, or ought that we could do, 
Wretched fhall France be onely in my Naime. © would I were to die with Salsbury, 
Here an Alarum, and it Thunders and Lightens. The fhame hereof will make me hide my head, ~~ 
What ftir is this ? what tumult’s in the Heavens ¢ CExit Talbot| 
Whence cometh this Alarum, and the noyfe ? Alarum,, Retreat, Flourifh. 
m Eater a Meffenger. gd 
Meff. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather’d Enter on the Wall Puzel, Dolphin, Reigneir, | 
The Dolphin, with one Foan de Puzel joyn’d, (head. Alanfon,. and Souldsers. ° ft 
A holy Prophetefs, new rifen up, — 
Is come with a great Power, to raife the Siege. Puzel, Advance our waving Colouts on the Wally | 
Refcu’d is Orleance from the Englifh Wolves: 3 
Here Salisbury lifteth himfelf up and groans, Thus Foan de Puzel hath perforad her wotda te i 


; Dolph, Divineft Creature, bright Aftrea’s 
Tal. Hear, hear; how dying Salisbury doth groan, How fhall I honour thee for this fuccels, 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng’d, Thy promifes are like Adonis Garden, 
French-men, Vie be a Salisbury to you. That one day bloom’d, and fruitful-were the next. 
Puzel or Puffel, Dolphin or Dog-fith, France, triumph in thy glorious Prophetefs, 9 
Your hearts le ftamp out with my Horfes heels, Recover’d is the Town of Orleance, : % 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled brains. More blefled hap did ne’re befal our State. 
Convey me Salisbury into his Tent, Reigneir. Why ring not out the Bells aloud, 
And then we'll try, what thefe daftard French-mendare. | Throughout the Town ¢ 
Alarum, (Exit. | Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, 
_ | And feaft and banquet in the open ftreets, 
Here an Alarum again , and Talbot purfueth the Dolphin, To celebrate the jov that Got hath given us. 
ind driveth him + Then enter Joan de Puzel, driving Alanf. All France will be repleat with mirth and jon} 
Englifh-men befor her. Then enter Talbot. When they fhall hear how we have play’d the men | 
Pe” Dolph. *Tis Foan, not we, by whom the day is wont) 
Tal, Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force? | For which, I will divide my Crown with her, ~ .: 
Our Englith Troops retire, | cannot flay them. And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realm, 
A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them. Shall in proceffion fing her endlefs praife. 
Enter Puzel. A ftatelier Pyramis to her I’le rear, 
Here, here fhe comes. Ile have a bout with thee : Than Rbodope’s or Memphis ever was. 
Devil, or Devils Dam, Ve conjure thee : In memory of her when fhe is dead, 
Blood will 1 draw on thee, thou art a Witch. Her -Athes, inat Urn more precious 
And ftraightway give thy Soul to him thou ferv’ft. Than the rich-jewel’d Coffer of Darzas, 
Puz. Come, come, "tis onely I that mutt-difgrace thee. | Tranfported fhall be at high Feftivals 
Here they fight. . Before the Kingsand Queens of France. 
Tal, Heavens, can you fuffer Hell fo to prevail ? No longer on Saint Denis will we cry, 
My breaft Vle borft with {training of my Courage, But Foan de Puzel thall be France's Saint. 
And from my fhoulders crack my Arms afunder, Come in, and let us Banquet Royally 
Burl will chaftife this high-minded Strompet. After this Golden day of Vidtorye” Met | 
They fight again. Flourifh. a il) 
Puz. Talbot farewel, thy hour is not yet come, ' ue 
1 mult go Victual Orleance forthwith ? gn ae 


A {hort Alarum : Then Enter the Town Altus S. C6 undus. SC C na P rim, ; 


mith Souldiers. i 


Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels rh i 


O’re-take me if thou canft, I feorn thy ftrength. 

Go, go, chear up thy hungry-ftarved men, 

Velp Salisbury V0 make his Teftament, _ | Ifany noife or Souldier you: perceive : 

This Day is ours, as many more fhall be. Exit. | Near to the walls, by fomea vias 9 

Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a Potter’s Wheel. | Let us have knowledge at. pret arou t oF Guard one 

1 know not where I am, nor what I do: Cent. Serjeant you fhalk. Thus are poor Servite | 

1 A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, | (When others fleep: upon. their quiet Beds ) ee 
Drives back our Troops, and conquers as fhe lifts Con ftrain’d to watch in darknefs, rain, and colds. 


Ser. Sirs, take your places and. be vigilant be ; if 
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eed 


_ Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with Jcaling 
i. Ladders ; Their Drums beating a 
, Dead March. 
| Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
hi By whofe approach, the Regions of -4rtoys, 
x Wallon, and Picardie, are Friends to us: 
iY | This happy night, the,Frenchmen are {ecure, 
te Having all day carous’d and banguetted, 
’ |Embrace we then this opportunity, 
| As fitting beft to quittance their deceit, 
| Contriv’d by Art, and baleful Sorcery. ’ 
mi Bed. Coward of France, how mnch he wrongs his Fame, 
Defpairing of his own Arms fortitude, 
i }To joyn with Witches, and the help of Hell. 
tt Bur, Traitors have never other company. 
Sty |} But what’s that Puze/, whom they term fo,pure? 
Tal. A Maid, they fay. 
i | Bed, A Maid ? And be fo martial? 
h Bur. Pray God, fhe prove not mafculine e’re long : 
ko {If underneath the Standard of the Fresch 
| {She carry Armour, asfhe hath begun. 
ih. Tal. Well, let them practife arid converfe with Spirits. 
God is our Fortrefs , in whofe conquering Name 
hints 4 Let us refolve to fcale their flinty Bulwarks. 
i | Bed. Afcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 
Tal. Notaltogether : Better far 1 guefs, 
we? | That we do make our entrance feverai ways : 
in | That it if chance the one of us do fail, 
dire | The Other yet may rife againit their force. - 
/ | | Bed. Agreed , Vle to yond corner. 
ht A g 9 4 
xc Bur, And 1 to this. 
mF Tal. And here will Talbot mowmt, or make his Grave. 
inti | Now, Salishury forthee. and for the right 
mt Of Englifh Henry, fhall this night appear 
\ How much in duty, 1 am bound to both. 
“ Cent. Arm, Arm, the Enemy doth make aflault. 
ut Cry, .S.. George. .4 Talbot. 
Belioh 
y | The French leap ove.the Walls in their flirts. . Enter feveral 
ie wayes, Baftard, Alanfon, Reignier, half ready, 
te and half uuready. 
ang 
ae Alan. How now my Lords ? whatall unready fo? 
nt Baft. Unready ?.1 and glad we {cap’d fo well. 
ilo" 
mm | Hearing Alarms at our Chamber doors. 
of fa | Alan, Of all Exploits fince firft 1 follow’d Arms, 
si | Ne’re heard. 1 of a warlike enterprize 
h More venturous, or de{perate than this. 
ts Raft. \ think this Tadbot be a Fiend of Hell. 
a, Reig. If not.of Hell, the Heavens fure favour him. 
us Alan. Here commeth Charles, I marvel how he {ped. 
Dai Enter Charles avd Joan. 
ia Baft. Tut, holy ‘foaz was his defenfive Guard. 
frat Charl, Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful Dame ? 
eo | Didft thou at firft, to flatter us withal, 
1, |Makeus partakers of a little gain, 
all That now our lofs might be ten times fo much ? 
| Joan. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his Friend? 
‘ At alltimes will you have my power alike? 
Sleeping or waking, muft I {till prevail, 
—~ {Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 
f [mprovident Souldiers , had your watch been good, 
fil)’ | This fadden mifchief never could have faln. 
Charl. Duke of -Alanfon, this was your default, 
yg | That being Captain of the Watch to Nigh, 
' Did look no.better to that weighty Charge. 
i Alan{. Had all our Quarter been as fafely kept, 
¢ As that, whereof I had the Government, 
y We had not been thus fhamefully furpriz’d. 
aly Baft. Mine was fecure. 
, ¢ Reign. And fo wasmine, ‘my Lord. 
i 
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_ Charl, And for my felf, moft part of all this Night 
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Within her Quarter , and mine own Precinét, 

1 was employ’d in pafling to and fro, 

About reli¢ving of the Centinels. 

Then how, of which way, fhould they firft break in? 

Foan. Queftion (my Lord) no further of the cafe, 
How, of which way; “tis fure they found fome place, 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made; 

And now there refts no other fhifts but this; 
To gather our Souldiers, featter’d and difpers’t, 
And lay new Plat-forms to endamagethem. ~~ [ Exeunt. 


Alarum, Enter a Souldier, erying, a Talbot, 4 Talbot: 
they fle, leaving their Cloaths behind. 


Soul. Ple be fo bold to take what they have left: 
The Cry of Talbot ferves me for a Sword, 
For [have Joaden. me with many Spoils, 
Ufing no other Weapon but his Name, [ Exit. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundie. 


Bedf. The day begins to break, and Night is fled, 
Whofe pitchy Mantle over-vail’d the Earth 
Here found Retreat, and ceafe our hot purfuit 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 
And here advance itin the Market-place, 

The middle Centre of this curfed Town. 
Now have | pay*dmy. Vow unto his Soul, 
For every drop of Blood was drawn from him, 
There hath at leaft five Frenchmen dyed to night. 
And that hereafter Ages may behold 

What ruine happened in revenge of him, 

Within their chiefeft Temple Tle erect 

A Tomb, wherein his Corps fhall be intérr’d ; 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 

Shall be engrav’d.the fack of Orleance, 

The treacherous manner of his mournful death, 
And what aterrour he had been to France. 

But, Lords, in all our bloody Maflacre, 

I mufe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 

His new-come Champion, virtuous Yoan of Acre, 
Nor any of his falfe Confederates, 

Bedf. ?Yis thought, Lord Talbot, whenthe fight began, 
Rouz’d on the fudden from their drowfie Beds, 

They did amongi{t the Troops of armed men, 


. (Retreat. 


Reig. *Twastime (I trow ) to wake and leave our Beds, | Leap o’re the Walls for refuge in the Field. 


Burg. My felf, as far as1 could well difcern, 
For fmoak, and dusky Vaponrs of the night, 
Am fore I fcar’d the Dolphin and his Trull, 
When Armin Arm they both came fwiftly running, 
Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves, 
That could not live afunder day or night. 
After that things ,are fet in order here, 
We'll follow them with all the Power we have. 
_ . Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. All hail, my Lords : which of this Princely trai 
Call ye the Warlike Zalbot, for his Acts 
So much applauded through the Realm of France? — - 
Talb, Here is the Talbot, who would {peak with him? 
Mef. The virtuous Lady, Countefs of -dvergne, 
With modefty admiring thy Renown, ‘ 
By me intreats ( great-Lord ) thou would?ft vouchfafe 
To vifit her poor Caftle where the lyes, 
That fhe may boaftfhe hath beheld the man, 
Whoft glory fills the World with loud report. 
Burg. \s iteven fo ? Nay, then I feeour Wars 
Will turn unto a peaceful Gomick fport, 
When Ladies io to be encountred with 
You may not (my Lord ). defpife her gentle fit. 
Talb. Ne’retruft, methen : oe wee a World of men 
Could not prevail with all their Oratorie, 
Yet hatha Woman’s kindnefs over-rul’d: 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 
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Andin fubmiffion will attend on her. 
Will not your Honours bear me company ? 
Beaf. No, truly ’tis more than manners will ; 
AndJ have heard it faid, Unbidden Guetts 
Are often welcomeft when they are gone. 
Talb. Well then, alone (fince there’s no remedy) 
{ mean to prove this Ladies courtefie. 
Come hither, Captain, you perceive my mind. 
[Whifpers. 
Capt. 1 do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. [E-eunt. 
Enter Countefs. 
Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge, 

And when you have done fo, bring the Keyes to-me. 
Port. Madam, 1 will. (Exit. 
Count, The plot is laid, if all things fall out. right, 

I thal} as famous be by this exploit, 

As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus death, 

Great is the tumor of this dreadful Knight, 

And his Atchievements of no lefs account : 

Fain would mine Eyes be witnefs with my Ears, 

To give their cenfure of thefe rare reports. 


Enter Meffenger and Talbot. 


eff. Madam, according as your Ladyfhip defir’d, 
By meflage crav’d, fo is Lord Talbot come. 
Count. And he is welcome: what? is this the man ? 
Meff. Madam, it is. 
Count. \s this the Scourge of France ? 
Is this the Zalbor, fo much fear’d abroad ? 
That with his Name the Mothers ftill their Babes ? 
I fee report is fabulous and falfe. 
[ thought 1 fhould have feen: fome Hercules, 
A fecond Heétor, for his grim afpect, 
Alarge proportion of his {trong knit Limbs. 
Alas, this isa Child, a filly Dwarf : 
It cannot be, this weak and writhled fhrimp 
Should ftrike fuch terrour to his Enemies. 
Talb. Madam, 1 have been bold to trouble you : 
But fince your Ladyfhip is not at leifure, 
Ple fort fome other time to vifit you. 
Count. What means he now ? 
Go ask him, whither he goes ? 
Meff. Stay, my,Lord Zatbor, for my Lady craves, 
To know the caufe of your abrupt departure. 
Talb. Marry, for that the’s ina wrong belief, 
1 go to certifie her, Talbots here. 


Enter Porter with keys. 


Count. If thou be-he, then art thou Prifoner. 

Talb. Prifoner ? to whom’? 

Count. To me, blood-thirlty Lord: 

And for that caufe I train’d thee to my Houfe. 
Long time thy fhadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my Gallery thy picture hangs: 

But now the Sub{tance fhall endure the like, 
Andi will chain chefe Legs and Arms of thine, 
That haft by tyranny thefe many yeats 
fWafted our Country, flain our Citizens, 

And feat our Sons and Husbands captivate. 

Talb. Ha, ha, ha. 

Count; Laughelt thou Wretch ? 

Thy mirth fhall turn to moan. 

Talb. \ laugh to fee your Ladyfhip fo fond, r 
To think, that you have ought but Lalbor’s Shadow, 
Wherein to practice your feverity. 

Count. Why ? art thou not the man ? 

Talib. { am indeed. 

Connt. Then have I Subftance too. 

Tulb, No, no, lam but Shadow of my felf: 
You are deceiv’d, my’Subftance is not here, 
For what you fee is but the fmalleft part, 

And jeaft proportion of Humanity : 
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I tell.you Madam, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of fuch a fpatious lofty pitch, 
Your Roof were not fufficient.to contain’t, : 
Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce 
He will be here, and yet he is not here; aa 
How can thefe contraricties agree ¢ ae 
Talb. That will 1 thew you prefently. i 
Winds his Horn, Drums ftrike up, a Peal” fh 
of Ordinance: Enter Souldiers, H 
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How fay you Madam ? are you now perfwaded, ae 
That Talbot is but Shadow of himfelf ? Jad 
Thefe are his Subftance, Sinews, Arms, and Strengt 
With which le yoaketh your rebellious Necks, 
Razeth your Cities, and fubverts your Towns, 
And in a moment makes them defolate. 
Conar. Victorious Talbot, pardon my abufe, 
I find thou art no lefs than Fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gathered by thy fhape, 
Let my prefumption not provoke thy wrath, 
For lam forry, that with Reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. : 
Talb. Be not difmay’d, fair Lady, nor mifconfter 
The mind of Talbot, as you did miftake '% 
The outward compofition of his Body. 
What you have done, hath not offended me : 
Nor other fatisfaétion do I crave, 
But only with our patience, that we may Be 
Tafte of your Wine, and fee what Cates you have.) 
For Souldiers ftomacks always ferve them well. 9) 
Count. With all my heart, and think me honoured 
To feaft fo great a Warriour in my houfe. [a 


Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerfet, 
Pool, aad others. te 


York. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
What means this filence ? 

Dare no man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth ? _ ae 
Sif. Within the Temple Hall we were too foud, ~ 
The Garden here is more convenient. ne 

York. Then fay at once, if] maintain’d the Truth: | 
Or elfe was wrangling, Somerfet in th’error ? “a 

Suff. Faith 1 have been a Truant in the Law, 
And never yet could frame my will to it, pyr 
And therefore frame the Law into my will. | 

Som, Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then betwe 

War. Between two Hawks,which flies the higher pi 
Between two Dogs,which hath the deeper mouth, — 
Between two Blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two Horfes, which doth bear him beft, ~~ 
Between two Girls, which hath the merrieft Eye, — 

I have perhaps fome fhallow fpirit of judgment : - 
But in thefe nice fharp Quillets of the Law, 
Goodfaith, I am no wifer than a Daw. ay 

Tork. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance } — 
Truth appears fo naked on my fide, : 
That any pur-blind Eye may find it out. 

Som. And on my fide, it is fo well apparel?’d, © 
So clear, fo fhining, and fo evident, a 
That it will glimmer through a blind mans Eye. 

York, Since youare Tongue-ty’d, and fo loth to fpeamy| 
In dumb fignificants proclaim your thoughts: 
Let him that is a true-born Gentleman, 
And ftands upon the Honour of his Birth, oe 
If he fuppofe that I have pleaded trvth, Te 
From off this Bryar pluck a white Rofe wit ; 


a 


hme. | 

Som, Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterety 

But dare maintain the party of the Truth, : 

Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorn with me. = #7} 

War. 1 love no Colours: .and without all coloot 
Of bafe infinuating Flattery, i } ; 
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~ [I pluck this white Rofe with Plantagenet. Will 1 for ever, and my Faction wear, 
le | Swf. 1 pluck this red Rofe with young Somer fet, Uutil it wither with me to my Grave, 
And fay withal, I think he held the right. Or flourifh to the height of my Degree. 
t Vernon, Stay,Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck nomore | Saf. Go forward, and be choak’d with thy ambition : 
fn, {Till you conclude, that he upon whofe fide And fo farewel, until I meet thee next, [ Exit 
; | The feweft Rofes are crop’t from the tree, Som. Have with thee, Pool: Farewel, ambitions Ri- 
Shall yield thejother in the right Opinion. chard, [ Exit. 
Som. Good Mafter Vernon, it is well objected : York, How I am brav’d, and muft perforce en- 
If I Wt feweft, I fub{cribe in filence. dure it? 
yy York, And I. Warw. This blot, that they object againft 
i, 4 Vernon. Then for the truth, and plainnefs of the Cafe, | Shall be wip’t out in the next Parliament, pen 
I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloffom here, Calld for the Truce of Winchefter and Gloucefter : 
im Giving my Verdict on the white Rofe fide. And if thou be not then created York, 
Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, I will not live tobe accounted Warwick, 
caf Left bleeding, you do paint the white Rofe red, Mean time, in fignal of my love to thee, 
ej | And fallon my fide fo againft your will. Againft proud Somerfer, and Wiliam Pool, 
ly | _ Zervon. If 1, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed, Will I upon thy party wear this Rofe. 
, “| Opinion fhall be furgeon to my hurt, And here I prophefie : this Brawl to day, 
nb And kecp me on the fide ftill where lam. Grown to this Faction inthe Temple Garden, 
bl Som. Well, well, come on, who elfe? Shall fend between the Red-Rofeand the White, 
nial ayer. Unlefs my Study and my Books be falfe, A thonfand Souls to Death and deadly Night. 
: "Y The Argument you held, was wrong in you; York, Good Matter Verzon, 1 am bound to you, 
We) Tn fign whereof, I pluck a white Rofe too. That you on my behalf would pluck a Flower, . 
York, Now Somerfet, where is your Argument ? Ver. In your behalf {till will I wear the fame? 
.| Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, Lawyer, And fo will I. 
it Shall dy your white Rofe in a bloudy red. York, Thanks, gentle Sir. 
lt York, Mean time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes, | Come, let us four to dinner : I dare fay; 
| Bor palethey look with fear, as witnefling This Quatrel will drink Bloud another day. [ Exenwt, 
i el The truth on-our fide. ‘ 
Som, No, Plantagenet. Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chair, and Faylors. 
i) |?Tis not for fear, but anger, that my cheeks 
ats! Bluth for pure fhame, to counterfeit oumRofes, Mort. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age, 
a® And yet thy tongue will not confefs thy Error. Let dying Adortimer here reft himfelf. ; 
knit = York, Hath not thy Rofe a Canker, Somer fet ? Even like a man new haled from the Wrack, 
yiot =» Som, Hath not thy Rofe a Thorn, Plantagenet ? So fare my Limbs with long Imprifonment : 
York. 1, fharp and piercing to maintain his truth, And thefe gray Locks, the Purfuivants of De ath, 
ti, Whiles thy confuming Canker eats his falfhood. Neftor-like aged, in an Age of Care, 
Som, Well, Ple find Friends,to wear my bleeding Rofes, | Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 
That fhall maintain what I have faid is true, Thefe Eyes, like Lamps, whofe wafting Oilis fpent, 
Where falfe Plantagenet dare not be feen. Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent. 
York, Now by this Maiden Bloffom in my hand, Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief, 
ni? 1 fcorn thee and thy fafhion, peevifh Boy. And pithlefs Arms, like to a withered Vine, 
» Suff. Turn not thy fcorns this way,Plantagenet. That droops his fap-lefs Branches to the ground. 
York, Proud Pool, I will, and fcorn both himand thee. | Yet arethefe Feet, whofe ftrength-lefs ftay is num, 
‘ui Swf. Ple turn my part thereof into thy throat, ( Unable to fupport this Lump of Clay ) 
oe Som, Away, away, good William de la Pool, Swift-winged with defire to get a Grave, 
le jy, We grace the Yeoman, by converfing with him. As witting I no other comfort have. 
ue" Warm. Now by God’s will thou wrong’it him,Somerfet: | But tell me Keeper, will my N ephew come ? 
wy His Grandfather was Lyovel Duke of Clarence, Keeper.. Richard Plantagenet, my Lord, will come: 
|". Third Son to the third Edward Duke of England: We fent untothe Temple, his Chamber, 
di Spring Creftlefs Yeomen from fo deepa Root? And anfwer was return’d, that he will come 
isthe York, He bears him on the place’s Priviledge, Mort. Enough : my foul then fhall be fatisfied. 
ep" Or durft not for his craven heart fay thus. Poor Gentleman, his.wrong doth equal mine, _ 
eb” Som. By himthat made me,Vle maintain my words | Since Henry Monmouth firft began to Reign, 
iat On any plot of Ground in Chriftendom. , Before whofe Glory I was great in Arms, 
ptt Was not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridge, This loathfom fequeftration have I had 5 
(i For Treafon executed in our late King’s days ? And even fince then, hath Richard been obfcur’d, 
{af; And by his Treafon, ftand’ft not thou attainted, Depriv’d of Honor and Inheritance.} 
“. . Corrupted and exempt from ancient Gentry ? But now, the Arbitrator of Defpairs, 
| His trefpafs yet lives guilty in thy blood, Juft Death, kind Umpire of men’s Miferics, 
| And till thou be reftor’d, thou art a Yeoman. | With fweet Enlargement doth difmifS me hences « 
wt...) _ York, My Father wasattached, not attainted , I would his troubles likewife were expir’d, 
yp Condemn’d to dye for Treafon, but not Traytor 3 That fo he might recover what was loft. 
And that ’le prove on better men than Somer/er, Enter Richard. 
mis!| Were growing time once ripened to my will. Keeper. My Lord, your loving Nephew now is come. 
id pl For your partaker Pool, and you your felf, Mort. Richard Plantagenet, my Friend, is he come? 
igi | Ple note you inmy Book of Memory, Rich, 1, Noble Unde, thus ignobly us’d, 
4, | £0 fcourge you for this apprehenfion : Your Nephew, late sig ai Richard, comes. 
ith Look to it well, and fay you are well warn’d. Mort. Direct mine Arms, I may embrace his Neck, 
; Som. Ah, thou fhalt find us ready for thee ftill: And in his Bofom fpend my later gafp. 
fe i) And know us by thefe Colours, for thy Foes, Oh tell me when my Lips do touch his Cheeks, 
ig Forthefe, my Friends in fpight of thee hall wear. ThatI may kindly give one fainting Kitt: 
i York, And by my Soul, this pale and angry Rofe, And now declare, fweet Stem from York’s great Stock, 
sit? As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, Why did’ft thou fay of late thou wert defpis’d? 
Le See SESE SS Rich. Firtt | 


Rich. Firft, lean thine aged Back againft mine Arm, 
And in that cafe I’le tell thee my Difeafe. ; 
This day in argument upona Cafe, 

Some words there grew’twixt Somerfer and me : 
Amongft which terms, he us’d his lavifh tongue, ; 
And did upbraid me with my Father’s death ; 

W hich obloguie fet bars before my tongue, 

Elf with the like I had requited him. 

Therefore, good Uncle, for my Father’s fake, 

In honour of a true Plantagenct, 

And for Alliance fake, declare the Caufe, 

My Father, Earl of Cambriage, loft his Head. 

Mort. That Caufe (fair Nephew ) that imprifon’d me, 
And hath detain’d me all my flow’ring Youth, 
Within a loathfom Dungeon, there to pine, 

Was curfed Inftrument of his deccafe. 

Rich. Difcover more at large,what Caufe that was, 
For lam ignorant, and cannot gues, 

Mort, 1 will, if that my fading breath permit; 
And Death approach not, e’re my Tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 
Depos’d his Nephew Richard, Edward’s Son, 

The firft begotten, andthe lawful Heir 

Of Edward King, the third of that Defcent. 
During whofe Reign, the Péercses of the North, 
Finding his Ufurpation moft unjuft, 
Endeavour’d my advancement to the Throne. 
The Reafon mov’d thefe Warlike Lords to this, 
Was, for that ( young Richard thus remov’d, 
Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body ) 

I was the next by Birth and Parentage : 

For by my Mother I derived am : 

From Lyonel Duke of Clarence, the third Son 
To King Edward the Third , whereas he, 
From Yok of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being but the fourth of that Heroick Line. 

But mark: asia. this haughty great attempt, 
They laboured to Plant the rightful Heir, 

{ loft my Liberty, and they their Lives, 

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth 

( Succeeding his Father Bullingbrook) did reign; 
Thy Father, Earl of Cambridge, then detiv?d 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 
Marrying my Sifter, that thy Mother was 3 
Again, in pity of my hard diftrefs, 

Levied an Army, weening to redeem, 

And have inftall?d me in the Diadem: 

But as the reft, fo fell that Noble Earl, 
And:was beheaded. Thusthe Adortimers, 

| inwhom the Title refted, were fuppreft. 

Rich. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the laft. 

Mort, True; and thou feeft, that Ino Iflue have 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 

Thou art my Heir ; the reft, 1 wiih thee gather : 
But yet be wary in thy {tudious care. : 

Rich. Thy grave admonifhments prevail with me : 
But yer, methinks, my Father’s execution 
Was nothing lefs, than bloody Tyranny. 

Mort. With filence, Nephew, be thou politick, 
Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancafter, 

‘And like a Mountain, not to be remov’d. 

But now thy Uncle is removing hence, 

AsPrinces do their Courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a fetled place. 

Rich. O Uncle, would fome part of my young years 
Might bat redeem the paflage of your Age. 

Mort. Thou do's then wrong me, as that flaughterer 
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill. (doth, 
Mourn not, except thon forrow for my good, 

Onely give order for my Funeral. 
And fo fatewel, and fair be all thy hopes ; 
And profperous be thy Life in Peace and War. [ Dyes. 

Ricb. And Peace, no War, befall thy parting Soul. 
in Prifon haft thou {pent a Pilgrimage, ; 
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And likea Hermite over-paft thy days. 
Well, I will lock his Counfel inmy Breaft, 
And what I do imagine, let that reft. — 
Keepers convey him hence, and! my ‘elf 
Will fee his Burial better than his Life. 
Here dyes the duskie Torch of A4ortimer, 
Choak’t with Ambition of the meaner fort. 
And for thofe Wrongs, thofe bitter Injuries, 
Which Somer fet hath otter’d to my Houfe, 

I doubt nag, but with Honour to redrefs, 
And therefore hafte 1 to the Parliament, 
Either to be reftored to my Blood, 

Or make my will th’advantage of my good. 


pal 


Altus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


F. louri{h. Enter King, Exeter, Glofter, Winchefter, I, 
wick, Somerfet, Suffolk, Richard Plantagenet, Ck 
offirs to put up a Bill; Winchelter fnatches it, t aa 

ans 


Winch, Com?ft thou with deep premeditated Li Pe 
With written Pamphlets, ftudioufly devis’d ? 
Humfrey of Glofter, if thou canit accufe, 
Or ought intend’ft to lay unto my charge, 
Doit without invention, fuddenly, 

As I with fudden, andextemporal fpeech, a 
Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft object. (pp 

Glo, Prefumptuous Prieft , this place com 
Or thou fhould’ft find thou haft dishonour’d me, 
Think not, although in Writing! preferr’d 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 
That thereforeI have forg’d, or am notable 
Verbatim to rehearfethe Method of my Pen. 
No, Prelate, fuch is thy audacious wickednefs, 
Thy leud, peftiferous, and diflentious pranks, 
As very infants prattle of thy pride. ee 
Thou arta moft pernicious Ufurer, en 

( 
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Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, 
Lafcivious, wanton, more than well befeems 
A man of thy Profeffion, and Degree. 
And for thy Treachery, what’s more manifeft ? 
In that thou laid’ft a Trap to take my Life, ii 
As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Befide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were fifted, -# 
The King, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy {welling “heart. a 
Winch. Glofter, 1 do defie thee. Lords, vouchfafe | 
To give my hearing what I fhall reply, aa 
If I were Covetous, Ambitious, or Perverfe, 
As he will have me: how am I fo poor? 
Or how hap’s it, I feek not to advance sa 
Or raife my felf? but keep my wonted Calling. a 
And for Diflention, who preferreth Peace al 
More than I do? except 1 be provok’d. | 
No, my good Lords, it isnot that offends, sf 
Itis not that, that hath incens’d the Duke : 
It is becaufe no one fhould fway but he, 
Noone, but he, fhould be about the King $ 
And that engenders Thunder in his breait, 
And makes him roar thefe Accufations forth. 
But he fhall know, I am as good 
Gloff. As good? 

Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. 
Winch, 1, Lordly Sir: for what are you, I prays 
But one imperious in another’s Throne ? a 
Gloft. Am not I Protector, fawcie Prieft? 
Winch, And am not! a Prelate of the Church ? 
Gloft. Yess. asan Out-law in a Caftle keeps» 

And ufeth it, to patronage his Theft. . 
Winch, Unreverend Glocefter. j 
Gloft. Thou art Reverend, 

Touching thy Spiritual Function, not thy Life. 


. 
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_ Winch, Rome fhall remedy this. 
‘) Wary. Roam thither thén. 
My Lord, it were your duty to forbear. 
|| Som. 1, fee the Bifhop be not over-born: 
it] Me thinks my Lord fhould be Religious, 
ti} And know the Office that belongs to fuch. 
| Warm. Me thinks his Lordhip fhould be humbler, 
‘It fitteth not a Prelate fo to plead. 
| Som. Yes, when his holy State is touch’d fo near. 
Warw, State holy, or unhallow’d, what of that ? 
ii Isnot his Grace Protector to the King ? 
Rich. Plantagenet 1 {ee mutt hold his tongue, 
™ Left itbe faid, Speak, Sirrah, when you fhould, 
Muft your bold Verdict enter talk with Lords ? 
ub Elie would | have a fling at Wsnchejfer. 
King. Uncles of Gloffer and of Winchefter, 
iy The fpecial Watch-men of our Englifh Weal, 
I I would prevail, if Prayers might prevail, 
‘ig LO join your hearts in love and amity. 
Oh, what a Scandal is it to our Crown, 
mm Phat two.fych Noble Peers, as ye, fhould jar ? 
(gi, Believe me, Lords, my tender years can tell, 
m, Civil diflention is a viperous Worm, 
ma That gnaws the Bowels of the Common-wealth. 
A noife within. Down with the Tawny Coats. 
ng, Xing. What Tumult is this ? 
i Warw, An Uproar, I dare warrant, 
He Begun through malice of the Bifhop’s men. 
at A noife again, Stones, Stoves, 
f 7 Enter Mayor. . 
Ml, Mayor, Ohmy good Lords, and virtuous Henry, 
| Pity the City of London, pity us: 
The Bifhop and the Duke of Gioffer’s men, 
I" Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
ita fil’d their Pockets full of peble ftones ; 
SA nd banding themfelves in contrary parts, 
é Do pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, 
That: many have their giddy brains knock’t out: 
a, Our Windows are broke down in every Street, 
id And we, for fear, compeli’d to fhut our Shops. 


Enter in skirmifh with bloody Pates, 


y 
Tom 
fis TO hold your flanghtering hands, and keep the Peace: 
vane tay Uncle Gloter mitigate this ftrife. ° 


King. We charge you on allegiance to our felves, 


i 1. Serving. Nay, if we be forbidden ftones,we’ll fall to 
quilt with our teeth. 
‘ 2. Serving, Do what ye dare, we are as refolute. 
rt Skirmifh again, 
ws), Cf. Youof my houfhold leave this peevifh. broil, 
, And fet this unaccuftom’d fight afide. 
es Serving: My Lord,we know your Grace to be. a man 
o Juft, and upright; and for your Royal Birth, 
i Inferiour to none, but to his Majefty : 
égh And ¢’ré that we will fuffer fuch a Prince, 
oe So kind a Father of the Common weal, 
D To be diferaced by an Ink-horn Mate, 
& We and our Wives and Children all will fight, 
Me And have our Bodies flaughtred by thy Foes. 
ne’. Serv, I, and the very paring of our Nails 
sil Shall pitch a Field when. we are dead. 
ah Begin again. 
Gloft. Stay, ftay, 1 fay, wes 

\And if you love me, as you fay you do, 
7{ Let me perfuade you to forbear a while. 
¢! , King. Oh how this difcord doth afflict my Soul. 
2h Can you, my Lord of Wincheffer, behold 8 
it” My Sighs and Tears, and will not once relent ? 
ie” Who thould be pitiful, if you be not ? 
, Orwho fhould itudy to prefer a Peace, 

_Ifholy Church-men take delight in Broils? 
Warw. Yield, my Lord Protector, yield Winchefter: 

ii)Except you mean with obftinate repulfe 
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To flay your Soveraign, and deitroy the Realm. 
You fee what mifchief, and what Murther too, 
Hath been enatted through your enmity : 
Then be at' Peace, except ye thrift for blood. 

Winch, He thall fubmit, or I will never yield. . 

Glof. Compaflion on the King commands me ftoop, 
Or I would fee his heart out, e’re the Prieft 
Should ever get that priviledge of me. 

Warw. Behold, my Lord of Wiachejter, the Duke 
Hath banifht moody difcontented fury, 

As by his fmoothed Brows it doth appear: 
Why look you ftill fo ftern, and Tragical ? 

Gloft,. Here Winchefter, \ offer thee my Hand. 

King. Fie, Uncle Beauford, 1 have heard you preach, 
That Malice was a great and grievous fin : 

And will not you maintain the thing you teach ? 
But prove a chief Offender in the fame. 

Warw. Sweet King: the Bifhop hath a kindly gird : 
For fhame my Lord of Winchefter, relent ; 

What, fhall a Child inftruct you what to do? 

Winch. Well, Duke of Glofer, I will yield to thee, 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand I give. 

Gloft. 1, but fear me with a hollow Heart. 

So here my Friends, and loving Countrymen, 
The token ferveth for a Flag of Truce, 
Betwixt our felves, and all our Followers: 
So help me God, as I diffemble not. 

Winch. So help me God, as I intend it not. 

King. Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Glofter, 
How joyful am I made by this Contra¢t ? 

Away my Mafters, trouble us no more, 
But join in Friendfhip, as your Lords have done. 

1. Serv. Content, le to the Surgeon’s. 

2. Serv. And fo will I. 

3. Serv, And I will fee what phyfick the Tavern af- 
fords. [Exeunt. 

Warw. Accept this Scrowl, moft gracious Soveraign, 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet, 

We do exhibit to your Majefty. 

Glo, Wellurg’d my Lord of Warwick: for,fweet. Prince, 

And if your Grace mark every cicumftance, 
You have great reafon to do Richard right, 
Efpecially for thofe occafions 

At Eltham place I told your Majefty. 

King. And thofe occafions, Uncle, were of force : 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleafure is, 

That Richard be reftored to his Blood. 

Warw. Let Richard be reftored to his Blood, 
So fhall his Fathers wrongs be recompens’d. 

Winch. As willthe reft, fo willeth Winchefter. 

King. If Richard will be trué, not that alone, 
But all the whole Inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the Houfe of Tork, 
From whence you fpring, by lineal defcent. 

Rich. Thy -humble Servant vows obedience, 
And humble fervice till the point of death* 

King. Stoop’ then, and fet your Knee againft my Foot, 
And in reguerdon of that duty done, 

I gird thee with the valiant Sword of York, 
Rife Richard like a true Plantagenet. 
And rife created Princely Duke of York, 

Rich, And fo thrive Richard, as thy Foes may fall, | 
And as my duty fprings, fo perifh they, 
That grudge one ‘thought againft your Majefty. 

All, Welcome high Prince, the mighty Duke of York. 

Som, Perifhy bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of York. 

Gloft. Now will it beft avail your Majefty, 

To crofs the Seas, and to be Crown’d in France : 
The prefence of a King engenders love, | 


Amongft his Subjects and his loyal Friends, 
As it dis-animates his Enemies. 

King. When Glojter fays the word, King Heary goes, | 
For friendly counfel cuts off many Foes. . 
Gloft, Your fhips.already are in readinefs. [Ex eunt 
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Manet Exeter. * oe 
- Exe. -J, we may tharch in England or in France, Enter Talbot and Burgonie without : within Pyzel 
Not feeing what is likely to enfue 5 Charles Bajtard, and Reignier on the Wall,” 
This late diflention grown betwixt the Peers, ae 
Burns under ene afhes of forg’d love, . 
And will at lait break out into a flame, 1 think the Duke-of Burconie sll fall 
As feftred members rot but by degree, Spy he gaara ’ 
Till Bones, and flefh, and finews fall away, Before hell: bay againe at uct = ae 
So will this bafe and. envyous difcord breed. Twas full of Darnel : do you like the tate? 
Andl now I fear that fatal Prophecy | Barg.' Scott op, vile Fiend, and thamelefs Cox 
Which in the time of Henry nam’d the Fifth, I — re long eae cee own 
Was inthe mouth of every fucking Babe, An rs as thee curie the en of that Corn. 
’That Henry born at AfZonmouth fhould win all, Ares. Your Grace may ftarve ( pethaps ) 
‘And Henry born at Windfor fhould lofe all : pi Re a 5 dc tint decd een 
‘Which is fo plain, that Exerer doth with, - f. Oh let not words,but ceeds,revenge this Treafy 
‘His days may finifh ere that haplefs time- [Exit. uzel. What will you do, good gray Beard? 
Break a Launce, and run a Tilt at Death © 
| Within a Chair. 
Talb. Foul Fiend of France, and Hag ofall 
Scena Secunda. {ncompaf’d with thy luftful Paramours, 
Becomes it thee fo See his valiant Age, . 
‘seni Pd. and four Souldiers with And twit with Cowardife a man half dead? ~ 
ssp peer gibi et bali Damfel Ple have a bout with you again, ‘ 
Or elfe let Talbot perifh with this fhame, 
Puzel, Thefe are the City Gates, the Gates of Roan, Puzcl. Are ye fo hot, Sir: yet Puzel hold thy pe 
Through which our policy nar make a breach. If Tabor do but Thunder, Rain will follow. 
Take heed, be'wary how you place your words, They whifper together in counfel, 
Talk like the vulgar fort of Market men, God fpeed the Parliament : who fhall be the p 
That come to gather Money for their Corn. | Talb. Dave ye come forth, and meet us in the Fi 
If we have entrance, as | hope we ‘hall, Pyzel. Belike your Lordfhip takes us then for Fook 
And that we find the floathtul Watch but weak, To try if that our own be ours, or no, 
Ple by a fign give notice to our Friends, Talo. 1 fpeake not to that railing Hecate, ~~ 
That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. é But unto thee Alanfon, and the reft. 
Sculdier. Our Sacks fhall be a mean to fack the City, Will ye, like Souldiers, come and fight it out ? 
And we be Lords and Rulers over Roan, Alanf. Seignior, no. " 
Therefore we'll knock. [Knock.| Talb. Seignior, hang : bafe Muleters of France, 
Watch Che la 2 Like Pefant foot-Boys do.they keep the Walls, —~ 
- Puzel, Peafiuns la ponure gens de France. And dare not take up Arms, like Gentlemen, 
Poor Market-folks that come to fell their Corn. Puzcl, Away Captains, let’s get us from the a 
Watch, Enter, go in, the Market Bell is rung. For Talbot means no goodnefs by his Looks. | 
Puzel, Now Roan, Vle fhake thy Bulwarks to the | God b’uy my Lord, we came Sir but to tell you, ~ 
ground. {Exeunt. | That we are here. ee ye ee 
Baftard, Alanfon. sxeunt from the Wal 
pee Ci Pe Talb. And there we will be too, e’re it be long, 
Charles, Saint Dennis blefs this happy Stratagem, Or elfe Reproach be Zalbor’s greateft Fame. 
And once again we'll fleep fecure in Roan, Vow Burgome, by Honour of thy Houle, oh 
Baftard, Here entred Puzel, and her Practifants: Prick’t on by publick Wrongs foftain din France, — 
Now is fhe there, how will the fpecifie ? Either to get the Town again or dye. a 
Here is the beft and fafeft paflage in. And I, as fare as Englifh Henry lives, 
Regn. By thrufting out a Torch from yonder Tower, | Andas his Father here was Conquerour; — 
Which once difcern’d fhews that her meaning is, As fure as in this late betrayed Town, 
No way to that (for weaknefs) which fhe entred, ~ Great Cordelion’s heart was buryed; 
So fure I fwear, to get the Town or die. ay Tae 
2 the top, thrufting out a Torch burning. Burg. My Vows are equal partners with thy ews: 
Sg et rhe Serie b: Tabb. But e’re we 2 shetats this dying Prince, 
Puxel. Begold, this is the happy Wedding Torch, | The valiant Duke of Bedford: Come, my Lord, © 
That joineth Roan unto her Countrymen, We will beftow you in fome better place, — 
But burning fatal to the Zalbonites. Fitter for ficknefs, and for crazie Age. 
Baftard. See, Noble Charles, the Beacon of our Friend, |  Bedf. Lord Talbor, do not fo difhonour me: 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ftands. Here | will fit, before the Walls of Roam, 
Charels, Now shines it like a Comet of Revenge, And will be partner of your weal or wo. 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. Burg. Couragious Redford, let ussnow perfuad 
Reign, Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends, Bedf. Not to be gone from hence; for once | 
Enter, and cry, the Dolphin, prefently, That’ ftout Pendragon, in his Litter fick, > Aa 
And then do execution on the Watch. [Alarum, | Came to the Field, and vanguifhed his Foes. 9 
: Me thinks } fhould revive the Souldiers Hearts, 9 
An Alarum, Talbot in an Exeurfon. Becaufe I ever found them as my felf; ~ 
Talb. France,thou fhalt rue this Treafon withthy teats, | — Zulb. Undaunted Spirit ina dying Brealt, 
if Talbot but furvive thy Treachery. ° Then be it {9; Heavens keep old Bedford fafe. 
Puzel that Witch, that damned Sorcerefs, And now no more ado, brave Bargenie, a 
) Hath wrought this Hellith seared pepe Eke roe rae Bie on te i of hand, ay 
: ? Pride of France. +LE¥*t. | J our boafting- Enemy.\ Ri 
That hardly we efcap’d a 2 A ae ate Enpifion Dee sey 
An Alarum 2 Exturfions. Bedford brought 1 fick in a Chair. Falitaff, and a Captain, 


Pyx.Good morrow, Gallants,want ye Corn for Br 


iia Sal) 


Cap. Whither away, Sir Yohn Falftaff, in fuch hafte 2 

Falff, Whither away ? to fave my felf by flight, 
Weare like to have the overthrow again. 

Cap. What ? will you flye, and leave Lord Talbor ? 


Retreat. Excurfions, Puzel, Alanfon, 2rd Charles fie. 


| For Lhave feen our Enemies overthrow. 

. | What is the truft or ftrength of foolifh man ? 
They that of late were daring with their fcoffs, 
Are glad and fain by flight to fave themfelves. 

Bedford. dyes, and 1s carried by two in his Chair: 


* An Alarum, Enter Talbot, Burgonie, and the reff, 


}__ Talb. Loft, and recovered in a day again, 
This isa double Honour, Burgonie : 

| Yet Heayens have glory for this Victory. 

Burg. Warlike ‘and Martial Talbor, Burgonie 

| Infhrines thee in his heart, and there ere¢ts 

ii} Thy Noble Deeds, as Valour’s Monuments. 


i} 1 think her old Familiar is afleep. 


ty) | What, allamort ? Roan hangs her head for grie 
4 That fuch a valiant company are fled. 
Now will we take fome order in the Town, 
.| Placing therein fome expert Officers, 
And then'depart to Paris to the King, 
eve] FOr there young Henry with his Nobles lye. . 
“| Barg. What will’s Lord Talbot pleafeth Burgonie: 
magit  Lalb. Butyet before we go, let’s not forget 
“iif Lhe Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas’d, 
| But fee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roan, 
| A braver Souldier never couched Laince, 
BM A gentler heart did never fway in Court. 
‘| But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft die, 
"| For that’s the end of Humane Miferie, 


cena Tertia. 


Enter Charles, Baftard, Alanfon, Puzel. 


Puzel. Difmay not (Princes) at this accident, 
"Nor grieve that Roan is fo recovered. 

: Care is no cure, but rather corrofives 

i For things that are not to be remedy7d. 

| Let frantick Talbot triumph for a while, 

sia And like a Peacock fweep along his tail, 

i We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his Train, 
i" If Dolphin and the reft will be but rul?d. 
(Charles: We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
Mt. And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 

nit”! One fudden Foy} hall never breed diftruft. 

| Baftard. Search out thy wit for fecret policies, 
(| And we will make thee famous through the World. 
wil]  Alanf. Well (et thy Statue in fome holy place, 
al And have thee reverenc’d like a bleffed Saint. 
Employ thee then, fweet Virgin, for our good. 
is Puxel. Then thus it muft be, this doth Foan devife: 
ei” By fair perfwafions, mixt with fugred words, 

i, , We will entice the Duke of Burgonie 

| Br To leave the Talbot, and -to follow us. 

ui’ Charles. 1 marry, fweeting, if we could do that, 
it, | France were no place for Hezry’s Warriours, 

“h | Nor fhall that Nation boaft .it fo with us, 

- |But be extirped from our Provinces. ° 

0)  Alanf. For ever fhould they be expuls’d from France, 
go |And not have Title of an Earldom ‘here. 
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Faljt. 1, all the Talbots in the world, to fave my life. 
‘ ; [ Ext. 
Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill Fortune follow thee. [ Exit. 


Bedf. Now, quiet Soul, depart when Heaven pleafe, 


Talo. Thanks, gentle Duke :_ but where is Puzel now ? 


| Now where’s the Baftard’s braves, and Charles his buikes ? 
? 


[ Exeunt. 
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Pxz. Your Honours fhall perceive how I will work. 
To bring this matter to the wifhed end. . 
Drum founds a-far off: 
Heark, by the found of Drum you may perceive -—-—— 
Their Powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 
Here found an Englifo’ march, 
There goes the Talbor with his Colours fpread , 
And all the Troops of Exglifh after him. 
4 French tnarch, 
Now in the Rereward comes jhe Duke and his; 
Fortune in favour makes him ag behind. 
Summon a Parley, we will talk w ith him. 
Trumpets found a Parley. 
Charles. A Parley with the Duke of Burgonic ? 
Burg. Who craves a Parley withthe Byrgone? ~ 
Pyxel. The Princely Charles of France, thy. Coun- 
tryman. . 
Burg. What fay*ft thou, Charles? for Lam marching 
hence. 
Charles, Speak Puzel, and enchant bim with thy 
words. 
Puzel. Brave Burgonie, undoubted hope of France, 
Stay, let thy humble Hand-maid fpeak to thee, 
Burg. Speak on, but be not over-tedions, 
Puz. Look on thy Country, look on fertile France, 
And fee the Cities and the Towns defac’t, 
By wafting Ruine of the cruel Foe, 
As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes, 
See, fee the pining Malady of Frazce : 
Behold the Wounds, the moft unnatural Wounds, 
Which thon thy felf haft given her woful Breaft. 
Oh turn the edged Sword another way, 
Strike thofe that hurt, and hurt not thofe that help: 
One drop of Blood drawn from thy Country’s Bofom, 
Should grieve thee more than {treams of common gore, 
Return thee therefore with a floud of Tears, 
And wafh away thy Country’s ftained Spots. 
Burg. Either fhe hath bewitch’t me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent, 
Puzel. Befides, all French and France exclaims on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and Lawful Progenie, 
Whom joyn’ft thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not traft thee but for profits fake ? 
When Talbct hath fet footing once in France, 
And fafhion’d thee that Inftrument of II, 
Who then, but Exglifh Henry, will be Lord, 
And thou be thrutt ont like a Fugitive ? 
Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof; 
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 
And was he not in England Prifoner ? 
But when they heard he was thine Enemy, 
They fet him free, without his Ranfom pay?d, 
In fpight of Burgonie and all his Friends, 
See then, thou fight’{t againft thy Conntrymen, 
And joyn’ft with them will be thy flanghter-men. 
Come, come, return, return thou wandring Lord, 
Charles and the reft will take thee in their arms, 
‘Burg. Lam vanquithed : 
Thefe haughty words of hers 
Have batter?d me like roafing Cannon-fhot; 
And made me almoft yield upon my knees. 
Forgive me Country and {weet Countrymen : 
And Lords accept this hearty kind embrace. 
My Forces, and my Power of men, are yours. 
So farewel Falbor, Ple no longer truft truft thee. . 
Puz, Done like a French man: turn, and turn again, 
Charles. Welcome, brave Duke, thy ffiendfhip makes 
us frefh. ) | ; 
Baftard.. And doth beget new Courage in our } 
Breafts. 
Alan{. Puzel hath bravely play’d her part in this, 
And doth deferve a Coronet of Gold. 
Charles. Now let us on; my Lords, 
Mm 2 


And joyn our Powers, 


And feek how we may prejudice the Foe. [Ext 


Scena ©uarta. 


Glocefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, 
Warwick, Exeter : 70 them, with 
his Souldiers, Talbot. 


Enter the King, 
. Somerfet, 


Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this Realm, 
I have a while given Truce unto my Warts, 
To do my duty to my Soveraign. 
In fign whereof, this Arm, that hath reclaim’d 
To your obedience, fifty Fortrefles, 
Twelve Cities, and feven walled Towns of ftrength, 
Befide five hundred Prifoners of efteem ; 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefs feet : 
And with fubmiffive loyalty of heart 
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft got, 
4 Firft tomy God, and next unto your Grace. 
King. 1s this the Lord Talbor, Uncle Glocefter, 
1 hat hath fo long been Refident in France ? 
| Gloft. Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty, my Liege. 
elcom, brave Captain, and victotious Lord. 


King. W 
lam not old ) 


When I was young ( as yet 
{I do remember how my Father faid, 
1A ftouter Champion never handled Sword. 
Long fince we have refolved of your truth, 
1 Your faithful fervice, and your toil in War : 
Yet never have you tafted our reward, 
Or been reguerdon’d with fo much as Thanks, 
Becaufe till now, we never faw your face ; 
Therefore ftand up, and for thefe good deferts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, 
| And in our Coronation take your place. 
Manent Vernon and Ballet. 
Vern. Now, Sir, to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours that 1 wear, 
In honour of my Noble Lord of York, ; 
Dart thou maintain the former words thou fpak’ft ? 
Baff. Yes, Sir, as wellas you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your fawcie Tongue, 
Againft the Duke of Somerfet. 
Vern. Sirrah, thy Lord I honour as he is. 
Baff, Why what is he ? as good a man as York, 


Vern. Heark ye : not fo: in witnefs take you that. 
[Strikes him. 


[Exennt. 


Baff. Villain, thou knowett 
The Law of Arms is fuch, 
That who fo draws a Sword, ’tis prefent death, . 
) Or elfe this Blow fhould broach thy deareft Biood. 
But le unto his Majefty, and crave, 
I may have liberty to venge this Wrong, 
When thou fall fee, le meet thee to thy coft. 
Vern, Well, mifcreant, Vle be there as foon as you, 
And after mect you, fooner than you would. [E-xeunt. 


Adtus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, Glocefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, Somer- 
fet, Warwick, Talbot, and Governor Exeter. 


Glo, Lord Bifhop, fet the Crown upon his head. 
Win, God fave King, Henry of that name the fixth. 
Glo. Now Governour of Paris take your Oath, 
That you elect no other King but him ; 
Ffteem none Friends, but fach as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but ‘fuch as fhall pretend 
| Malicious practices againft his State: 
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help you righteous God, te 
Enter Falttaff. eo 
Fal. My gracious Soveraign, as I rode from Caljge | 
To hafte unto your Coronation : Bi Cale Y 
A Letter was deliver’d to my hands, 
Writ to your Grace, fromth’ Duke of Burgundy 
Tal, Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee = 
Lvow’d (bafe Knight) when I did meet thee next, : 
To tear the Garter from thy Craven’s leg, 
Which I have done, becaufe ( unworthily ) 
Thou watt inftalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon, my Princely Henry, and the reft, 
This Daftard, at the Battel of Pottzers, ; 
When (but in all)1 was fix thoufanditrong, = J 
And that the French were almoft ten to one, a 
Before we met, or that a ftroke was given, 
Like to a trufty Squire, did run away. 
in which aflaulc we loft twelve hundred men 
My felf, and divers Gentlemen befide, 
Were there furpriz’d, and taken Prifoners. 
Then judge, (great Lords) if.1 have done amifs ¢ 
Or whether that fach Cowards ought to wear 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no ? 
Glo, To fay the truth, this fact was infamous, 
And ill befeeming any common man: 
Much more a Knight, a Captain, and a Leader. 2 
Tal, When firft this Order was ordain’d, my Loi, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; ‘an 
Valiant, and Virtuous, full of haughty Courage, | 
Such as were grown to credit by the Wars: ae 
Not fearing Death, nor fhrinking for Diftrefs, 7] 
But alwaies refolute, in moft extreams. a 
He then, that is not furnifh’d in this fort, 
Doth but ufurp-the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moft Honourable Order, 
And fhould (if I were worthy to be Judge) 
Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-born Swains 
That doth prefume to boaft of Gentle Blood. 
K. Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hearit thy doom; 
Be packing therefore, thou that waft a Knight: 
Henceforth we banifh thee on pain of death.» [Est 
And now my Lord Protector view the Letter, 
er our Uncle Duke of Burgundie. 

o. What means his 4S 
wae Grace,that he hath chang’¢ 
No more but plain and bluntly ? (Zo the King. 
Hath he forgot he is his Sovertige S q 
Or doth this.churlifh Superfcription ‘ 

Pretend fome alteration in good will ? 

What’s here ? J have upon efpecial caufe, 

Mov'd with compaffion of my countries wratk, 

Together with the pitiful complaints 

Of fuch as your Oppreffion feeds upony 

Forfaken your pernicious Fattion, 

And joynd with Charles, the rightful King of France. 

O monftrous Treachery ! Can this be fo ? 

That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 1 

There fhould be found fach falfe diffembling guile? | 
King. What ? doth my Uncle Burgundy revolt ? | 
Glo. He doth, my Lord, and is become my Foes 
King. 1s that the worft this Letter doth containf = | 
Glo. It is the worft, and all (my Lord) he writes. | 
King, Why then, Lord Talbot there fhall talk with | 

And give him chaftifement for this abufe. ut | 


a 


This fhall ye do, fo 


‘ 


Tal. 1go, my Lord, in heart defiring fill 
You may behold confufion of your F oan 
[Enter Vernon aad Baflet. 
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iy} — Yer. Grant me the Combat, gracious Soveraign. 


Baf. And me (my Lord) grant me the Coinbat too. 


York. This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince. 


Som. And this is mine (fweet Henry) favour him. 

dn Y) 

ai] _ King. Be patient, Lords,and give them leave to fpeak, 
thy! SAY, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim 


js | And wherefore crave you Combat? or with whom 


) 
: |. Baf. And 1 with him, for he hath done me wrong. 


\ a‘ =e 
| King, What is that wrong whereon you both complain ¢ | 


" | Firft let.me know, and then I’Ie anfwer you. 

yw |. Baf Croffing the Sea, from England unto France, 
" This Fellow here with carping tongue, 

| Upbraided me about the Rofe 1 wear, 

) Saying, the fanguine Colour of the Leaves 

Did prefent my Mafter’s blufhing Cheeks : 

Wit! When ftubbornly he did repugn the truth, 

\ | About acertain gueftion in the Law, 

i | Argw’d betwixt the Duke of York.and him : 

i With other vile and ignominious terms. 

iN In confutation of which rude Reproach, 

tt! And in defence of my Lord’s worthinefs, 

sim [ crave the benefit of Law of Arms. 

a Ver. And that-is my Petition (Noble Lord :) 
tile For though he feem with forged quaint conceit 
tity To fet a glofs upon his bold intent, 

itis, Yet know (my Lord, I was provok?d by him, 

iy; And he firft took exceptions at this Badge, 

lla, Pronouncing that the palenefs of this Flower, 

‘Diy Bewray’d the faintnefs of my Mafter’s heart. 

wt | York, Will not this malice, Somerfet,be left ? 

60 
ib Though ne’re fo cunningly you fmother it. 
et, 
Juda) 
Sa 
th Ba 


men. 

When for fo flight and frivolous a caufe, 

Such factiousemulations fhall arife ? 

shat Good Coufins both of York. and Somer fet, 

phat Quict your felves, and beat peace. 

beh York. Let this diffention firft be tryed by fight, 
ti And then your Highnefs fhal} command a Peace. 
i "1 Som. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 
is | Betwixt our felves let us decide it then. 

thie York, There is my pledge, accept it Somerfer, 
Ver. Nay let it reft, where it began at firlt. 


Tit Baf. Confirm it fo, mine honourable Lord. 


Glo. Confirm it fo? confounded be your ftrife, 
1 | And perifh ye with your audacious prate ; 

I) | Prefamptuous Vaflals, are you not afham’d 

‘il, | With this immodeft clamorous outrage, 

| To trouble, and difturb, the King, and Us ? 


And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverfe Objections : 

_| Much lefs to take occafion from their mouths, 

(| To raife a mutiny betwixt your felves : 

Let me perfwade you take a better courfe. 

Exet. It grieves his Highnefs, 

Good my Lords, be Friends. 

King Come hither you that would be Combatants, 
“wk? | Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour, 
do Quite to forget this Quarrel, and the Caufe. 
i) And you, my Lords, Remember where you are, 
“fol? In France among a fickle wavering Nation : 

In they perceive diflention in our looks, 


os And that within our felves we difagree , 

wf How will their grudging ftomacks be provok’d 

ot To wilful Difobedience, and Rebel ? 

i Befide, What infamy will there arife, 

uw" | When Forreign Princes fhall be certified, 

110) That for a toy; a thing of no regard, 

: a King Henry’s Peers, and chief Nobility, 

i | Deftroy’d themfely’s, and loft the Realm of France ? 
i” | O think upon the Conqueft of my Father, 

j 4 My tender years, and let us not forgo 


Ver, With him,(my Lord) for he hath done me wrong. | 


Som, Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out, 


King. Good Lord! What madnefS rules in brain-fick 


, That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 


Let me be Umpier in this doubtful ftrife : 

I fee no Reafon, if I wear this Rofe, 

That any one fhould therefore be fufpicious 
1 more encline to Somerfer than York : 


| Bothare my Kinfmen, andI love them both. 


As well they may upbraid me with my Crown, 
Becaufe (forfooth) the King of Scors is Crown’d. 
But your difcretiors better can perfwade, 

Than I am able to inftr uct or teach: 

And therefore as we hither came in peace, 

So let us ftill continue peace and love. 

Coufin of York, we inftitute your Grace 


| To be our Regent in thefe parts of France : 


And good my Lord of Somerfer, unite 
Your Troops of Horfemen, with his Bands of Foot, 


| And like true Subjects Sons of your Progenitors, 
| Go chearfully together, and digeft 


Your angry choler on :your Enemies. 


| Ourfelf, my Lord Protector, and the reft, 


After fome refpite will return to Calice ; 

Fromthenceto England, where I hope e’re long 

To be prefented by your Victories, 

With Charles, Alanfon, and that traiterous rout: 
Exeunt. Manet York, Warwick, Exeter, Vernon. 
War. My Lord of York, I promife you the King 

Prettily (me:thought) did play the Orator: 

York. And fo he did, but yet [like it not, 

In that he wears the Badge of Somerfet. 

War. Tuth, that was but his fancy, blame him not, 

I dare prefume ({weet Prince) he thought no harm. 
York. And if I wifh he did. But let it reft, 

Other affairs muft now be managed. [Exennt. 

Flourifh: Manet Exeter. 
Exct. Well didi thou Richard to fupprefS thy voice : 

For the paflions of thy heart burft out, 

1 fear we fhould have feen decypher’d there 

More rancorous fpight, more furious Raging Broyls, 

Than yet can be imagin’d or fuppos?d : 

But howfoe’re, no fimple man’ that fees 

This jarring ‘difcord of Nobility, : 

This fhouldering of each ‘other in the Court, 

This factious bandying of their Favourites, 

By that it doth prefage fome ill event. 

Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens: hands : 

But more, when Envy breeds unkind Divifion : 

Then comes the Ruin, there begins Confufion. LE xt. 


Enter Valbot tith Trumpets and Drum 
before Burdeaux. 


Talb, Goto the Gates of Bardeaux, Trumpeter, 

Summon their General unto the Wall. (Sounds. 
Enter General aloft. 

Englith ohn Talbot (Captains) calls you forth, 
Servant in Arms to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would: Open your City Gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my Soveraign yours, 
And do him homage as obedient Subjects, 
And Ple withdraw me, and my bloody Power. 
But if you frown upon this proffer?d Peace, 
And tempt the fury of my three Attendants, 
Lean Famine, quart ering Steel, and climbing Fire, 
Who in 4 moment even with the Earth 
Shall lay your ftately, and air-braving Towers, 
If you forfake the offer of their love. 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearful Owl of death, 
Our Nations terrour, and their bloody fcourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth, 

On us thou canft not enter but by Death: 
For. protest we are well fortified, 
And ftrong enough to iffve out and fight. 
If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed, 
Stands with the Snares of War to tangle thee. 
Mm 3 On 
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The firft 

On either hand thee, there are Squadrons pitcht, 

To wall thee from the liberty of Flight ; 

Tenthoufand Frevch have ta’ne the Sacrament, 

And no way canft thou turn thee for Redrefs, 

But death doth front thee with apparent fpoil, 

And pale deftrudtion meets thee in the Face : 

To rive their dangerous Artillery 

Upon no Chriftian foul, but Englifh Talbot : 

Lo there thou ftand’ft a breathing valiant man 

Of an invincible uncanquer’d fpirit : 

This is the lateft Glory of thy praife, 

That | thy Enemy dew thee withall ; 

For e’re the Glafs, that now begins to run, 

Finifh the procefs of his fandy hour, 

Thefe Eyes that fee thee now well coloured, 

Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 
[Drum a-far off. 

Heark, heark, the Dolphin’s drum, a warning Bell. 

Sings heavie Mufick to thy timorous foul, 

And mine fhall ring thy dire departure out. 
Talb, He.Fables not, I heard the Enemy : 
Out fome light Horfemen, and perule their Wings. 

O negligent and heedlefs Difcipline, 

How.are we park’d and bounded in a pale? 

A little Heard of Exgland’s Timorous Deer, 
°>Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French Cars, 

If we be Englifh Dear, be then in blood, 

Not Rascal-like to fall down with a pinch, 

But rather moodie mad and defperate Stags, 
Turn on the bloody Hounds, with heads of Steel 
And make the Cowards ftand aloof at bay: 

Sell every. man his life as dear as mine, 

And they fhall find.dear Deer of us, my F riends. 
God and S. George, Talbot and Englana’s right, 
Profper our Colours in this dangerous fight. 


(Exit. 


LExcunt, 


Enter a Meffenger that meets York, Enter York 
with Trumpet, ana many Souldters. 


York. Are not the fpeedy Scouts return’d again, 
That dogg’d the mighty Army of the Dolphin ? 

Meff. They are return’d, my Lord, and give it out, 
That he is march’d to Burdeaux with his Power 
To fight with Talbot: as he march’d along, 
By your efpyals were difcovered 
Two mightier Troops, than that the Dolphin led, 
Which join’d with him and made their march for 


That thus delays my promifed fupply 
Of Horfemen that were levied for the Siege. 
Renowned Talbor doth expect my aid, 
And I amlowted by a Traitor Villain, 
And cannot help the Noble Chevalier : 
God comfort him in this neceflity : 
{f he mifcarry, farewel Wars in France. 
Enter another Meffenger. 
2. Meff. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifh ftrength, 
Never fo needful on the earth of France, 
Spur to the Refcue of the Noble Talbot, 
Who now is girdled with a waite of Iron, 
| And hem’d about with grim deftruction : 
To Burdeaux, warlick Duke, to Burdeausx, Tork. 
Elfe farewel Jalbot, France, and England’s Hononr. 
York. O God, that Somerfet who in proud heart 
Doth top my Cornets, were in Talbots place, 
So fhould we fave a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeiring a Traitor anda Coward : 
Mad ire, and wrathful fury makes me weep, 
That thus we dye, while remifs Traitors fleep. 
Meff. O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord. 
York. He dyes, we lofe: 1 break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France {miles : We lofe, they dayly get: 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerfet. ; 
Me, Then God take mercy on brave Talbots Soul, 
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York. A plague upon that Villain Somerfer, (Burdeanx. 


‘But dies betray’d to Fortune by your ftrife. 


And on his Son, young %ohx, who two hours fince. 
[ met in travel towards his warlike Father ; : 
This feven years did not Yalbor fee his Son, tk 
And now they meet, where both their lives aredone | 
York. Alas! What joy fhall Noble Talbot haye, 
To bid his young Son welcome to his Grave ; or 
Away, vexation almoft ftops my breath, if 
That fundred Friends greet in the hour of death, 
Lucie farewel, no more my fortune can, 4 
But curfe the caufe, I cannot aid the man. il} 
Maine, Bloys, Poytiers, and Toures, are won away, | 
Long all of Somerfer, and his delay, ) 
Meff. Thus while the Vultute of Sedition, 
Feeds in the bofom of fuch great. Commandets, j 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to lofs, f 
The Conquefts of our fcarce cold Conqueror, } 
That ever-living man of Memory, | 
Henry the fifth. Whiles they each others crofs, 
Lives, Honours, Lands, and all, hurry to lof Bap} 
At 


Enter Somerfet with his Aymy. 


Som. It is too late, I cannot fend them now: j 
This expedition was by York and Talbot fe) 


Too rafhly plotted. All our general force 

Might with a fally of the very Town 

Be buckled with: the over-daring Tatbor 

Hath fullied all his glofs of former Honor a] 

By this unheedful, defperate, wild Adventure: 

York fet him on to fight, and dye in fhame, he 

That Talbot dead, great York, might bear the name. 
Capt. Here is Sir William Lucte, who with me, 

Set from our o’re-matcht Forces forth for aid. 

Som. How now, Sit William, whither were thou fent? 
Lu.Whither my Lord? from bought and fold L. Tali, | 

Who ring’d about with bold adverfity, E 

Cryesout for Noble York and Somer fer, | 

To beat aflailing death from his weak Regions; 

And whiles the Honourable Captain there 

Drops bloody fweat from his war-wearied Limbs, 

And in advantage lingring looks for Refeue, 

You, his falfe hopes, the truft of Exgland’s Honour, 

Keep off aloof with worthlefs emulation : : 

Let not your private difcord keep away 

The levied Succours that fhall lend him aid, 

While he renowned Noble Gentleman 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds. 

Orleance the Baftard, Charles, and Burguadit, 

Alanfon, Reignard, compafs him about, 

And Talbot perifheth by your default. 3 
Som. York fet him on, York fhould have fent him ai. 
Lue. And York as faft upon your Grace exclaims, 

Swearing that you with-hold his levied Hoft, 

Collected for this Expedition. } 
Som. York lyes: He might have fent,and had the Horle: 

I owe him little Duty, and lefs Love, | 

And take foul fcorn to fawn on him by fending. . 
Luc. The fraud of England, not the force of Frant, 

Hath now entrap’t the Noble-mninded Talbot : | 

Never to England fhall he bear his Life, 


Som. Come, go, I will difpatch the Horfemen ftraight:| 
Within fix hours, they will be at his aid. i 
Luc, Too late comes Refcne, if he is ta’ne, ot fail 
For flie hegould not, if he would have fled : | 
And flie would Yalbor never, though he might. 
Som. If he be dead, brave Talbor then adieu. 
Luc, His fame lives inthe World, his fie ¥ pe 
Enter Talbot and his Son. a 
Tal, O young Folm Talbor, 1 did fend for thee, 
To tutor thee in Stratagems of War 
That Talbots Name might be in thee reviv’d, 
When faplefs Age, and weak unable Jimbs, 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chait. 


Bat He 
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But O malignant and ill-boading Stars, 

Now art thou comé unto a Feaft of death, 

A terrible and unavoided danger : 

Therefore, dear Boy, mount on my fwifteft Horfe, 

And Vle direct thee how.thou fhalt efcape 

By fudden flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 
Fobn. Is my name Talbot ? and am_J your Son? 

And fhall I fiye? O, if youlove my Mother’s, 

Difhonour not her honoutable Name, 

To make a Baftafd and a flave of me, 

The World will fay, heis not Talbots blood, 

That bafely fled, .when Noble Zulbot ftood. 
Talb. Flye, to revenge my death, If I be flain, 
fobn, He that flyes fo, will ne’re return again. 
Talbot. 1f we both ftay, we both are fire to dye. 
Fohn. Then let me ftay, and, Father, do you flye 3 

Your lofs is great, fo your regard fhould be; 

My worth inknown, no lofs is known in me. 

Upon my death, the French can little boaft ; 

In yours they will, in you all hopes are loft. 


| Flight cannot ftain the Honour you have won, 


But mine it will, that no exploit have done. 
You fled for Vantage, every one will {wear - 
But if I bow, they’l fay it was for Fear, 
There is no hope that ever I will ftay, 

If the firft hour I firink and ron away. 


‘| Here ony kneel beg Mortality, 


Rather than Life, preferv’d with Infamy. 
Talb. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lyein one Tomb? 
Fobn. 1, rather then V’le fhame my Mother’s Womb. 
Talb. Upon my blefing I command thee go. 
Sohn. To fight 1 will but not flye the Foe. 
Talb. Part of thy Father may be fav’d in thee. 
Sohn, No pattof him, but will be fhame in me. 
Talb, Thou never hadit Renown; nor canit not lofe it. 
Fohn.Yes, your. renowned Narme: fhall flight abufe it ? 
Talb. Thy Father’s charge fhall clear thee from the ftain. 
Soba. You cannot wituels for me, being flain. 
If Death be fo apparent, then both flye, : 
Talb. And leave my Followers here to fight and die? 
My age was never tainted with fuch fhame. 
gokn, And shall my Youth be guilty of fuch blame ? 
No more can I be fevered from your fide, 
Than can your felf yout felfin twain divide : 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like dol ; 
For live] will not: if my Father die. 
Talb, Then here | take my leave of thee, fair Son, 
Born to eclipfe thy life this afternoon : 
Come, fide by fide, together live and die, 
And Soul with Soul from France to heaven flye. 
L Exeunt. 


Alarum : 
about, and Talbot refcues him, 


Tal. §. George, and Victory, fight Souldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the tage of France his Sword. 
Where is fohn Talbot ? pawfe, and take thy breath, 
I gave thee Life, and refcu’d thee from Death. 
Sohn. O twice my Father, twice amI thy Son - 
The Life thou gav’ft me firft, was loft and done, 
Till with thy Warlike Sword, deaient of Fate, 
To my determin’d time thou gav’ft new date. 


It warm’d thy Fathers heart with proud defire 
Of boid-fac’t Victory. Then Leaden Age, 
Quicken’d with Youthful Spleen, and Warlike Rage, 
Beat down Alanfon, Orleance, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gallia refcued thee. 

The ireful Baftard Orleance, that drew Blood 


| From thee, my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 


Of thy firft fight, I foon-encountered, 
And ingerchanging blows, I quickly fhed 


4?Tis but the fhortning of my Life one day. 


. by ? 
Excurfions, wherein Talbot?s Son is hemm’d 


Talb. When from the Dolphins Creft thy Sword <a 
re, 
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Some of his Baftard blood, and in difgrace 
Befpoke him thus : Contaminated, bafe 

And mis-begotten blood, I {pill of thine, 

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mine, 
Which thou Gidft force from Tibor, my brave Boy. 
Here purpofing the Baftard to deltroy, 

Came in {trong refcue.. Speak, thy Fathers care ? 
Art thou not weary, ‘Yohn ? How do’ft thou fare ? 
Wilt thou yet leave the Battel, Boy, and flye, 
Now thou art feal’d the Son of Chivalry ? 

Flye, to revenge my death when | ain dead, 

The help of one ftaitds me in little ftead . 

Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot, 

To hazard all our lives in one {mall Boat. 

If [today dye not with Frech-mens Rage, 

To morrow I fhall die with mickle age. 

By me they nothing gain, and if I ftay, 


In thee thy Mother dies, our Houfehold’s Name, 

My Death’s Revenge, thy Youth, and Exglana’s Fame: 
All thefe, and more, we hazard by thy ftay 5 
All thefe are fav’d, if thou wilt flye away. 

Foln, The Sword of Orleance hath not made me fimart, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from my heart. 
On that advantage, bought with fuch a fhame, 

To favea paltry Life, and flay bright Fante, 

Before young Talbot from old Talbor flye, 

The Coward Horfe that bears me, fall amd die: 
And like ‘me to the pezant Boyes of France, 

To be Shames fcorn, and fubjeét of Mifchance. 
Surely, by all the Glory you have won, 

And if I fye, 1am not Tatboes Son. 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, 

If Son to Talbot , die at Talbot?s foot. 

Tal, Then follow thou thy defp’rate Sire of Creer, 
Thou Icarus, thy life to me isdweet : 

If thou: wilt fight, fight by thy Father’s fide, 
And commendable prov’d let’s die in pride. [[ Exit. 
Alarum, Excurfions. Enter old Talbot led. 


Talb. Where is my other Life ? mine own is gotie. 
O, where's young Talbot ? where is valiant Yohn ? 
Triumphant Death; finear’d with Captivity, 
Young Talbor’s Valour nakes me finile at thee. 
When he perceiy’d me fhrink, and on my Knee, 

His bloody Sword he brandifh’t over tne, 
And like a hungry Lyon did commetice 
Rough deeds of Rage, and {tern impatience : 
But when my angry Guardant ftood alotie, 
Tendring my ruine, and affail’d of none, 
Dizzy-ey’d Fury, and great rage of heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart 

Into the cluftring Battel of the French: 

And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit; and there dy’d 
My Jcarus, my Bloffom in his pride. 


Enter with Yokn Talbot, born. 


Serv. O, my dear Lord, lo where your Son isborn. 
Ta. Thou antick Death, whith laugh’ft us here to fcorn, 
Anon from thy infulting Tyranny, 
Coupled in Bonds of perpetuity, 
Two Talbot’s winged through the lithér Skie, 
In thy defpight fhall fcape Mortality. 
O thou, whofe wounds become hard favoured death, 
Speak tothy Father, e’re thou yield thy breath, 
Brave death by fpeaking, whether he will or no: 
Imagine him a Freach.man, and thy Foe. 
Poot Boy, he fimiles, me thinks, as who fhould fay, 
Had Death been French, then Death had died to day. 
Come, come, and lay him in his Fathers Arms, 
My fpirit can no longer bear thefé harnis. 


S$ ouldiers 
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Souldiers adieu : 1 have what I would have, 


Now my old arms are young Sobn Falbor’s Grave. [ Dies. 


Adtus Quintus, Scena Prima. 
Enter Charles, Alanfon, Burgundy, Baftard, and Puzel. 


Char. Had Yorkand Somérfer brought refcue in, 
We fhould have found a bloody day of this. 

Baft. How the young whelp of Talbots raging wood, 
1 Did fiefh his puny-fword in French-mens blood. 
1 Puz, Once I encountred him, and thus I faid : 

Thou Maiden youth, be vanquifht bya Maid. 

But with a proud Majeftical high fcorn 

He anfwer’d thus: young 7a/bor was not born 

To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench, 

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtlefs he would have made a noble Knight : 

See where he lies inhearfed in the arms 

Of the moft bloody Nurfer of his harms. 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones afunder, 

Whofe life was Exgland’s glory, Gallza’s wonder. 

Char. Oh no, forbear : For that which we have fied 

During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

~ Enter Lucy, . 
Lu. Herald, ‘couduét me to the Dolphins Tent, 

To know who hath obtained the glory of the day. 
Char, On what fubmiflive meflage art thou fent ? 
Lucy. Sabmiflion, Dolphin? ?tis a meer French word : 

We Englifh Warriors wot not what it means. 

I come to know what Prifoners thou haft ta’ne, 

And to furvey the Bodies of the dead. 

Char. For Prifoners ask’ft thou ? Hell our Prifon is. 
} But tell me whom thow feek’ft ? 
Luc, But where’s the great. Alcides of the Field, 

Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shremsbury ? 

Created for his rare fuccefs in Arms, 

Great Earl of Wafhford, Waterford, and Valence, 

Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield , . 

Lord Strange of Blackyere, Lord Verdon of Alton, 

Lord Cromwel of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffeild, 

The thirice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, 

Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, 

Worthy S. Avichael, and the Golden Flece, 

Great Marfhal to our King Henry the fixth, 

Of all his Wars within the Realm of France, 

Puz. Here’sa filly ftately ftyle indeed : 

The Turk that two and fifty Kingdoms hath, 

Writes not fo tedious a Style as this. 

Him that thou magnifi’ft with all thefe Titles, 

Stinking and flye-blown lies here at our feet. 

Lucy, Xs Talbot flain, the French-mens only Scourge, 

Your Kingdoms terrour, and black Memejis ? 

Oh were mine eye-balls into Bullets turn’d, 

That I in rage might fhoot them at your faces, 

Oh, that I could but call thefe dead to life, 

It were enough to fright the Realm of France, 

Were but his Picture left among you here, 

It would amaze the proudeft of you all. 

Give me their Bodies that | may bear them hence, 

And give them burial, as befeems their worth. 

Puz. 1 think this apftart is old Talbor’s Ghoft, 

He {peaks with fuch a proud commanding Spirit : 

For Gods fake, let him have him: to keep them here, 

They would but ftink, and putrifie the air. 

Char. Gotake their Bodies hence. . 
Lucy. Pie bear them hence : but from their afhes fhall 
be rear’d 

A Phoenix that fhall make all France aftear’d. (wilt. 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with them what thou 

And now to Paris in this conquering vein, ; 

All will be ours, now bloody Za/bor’s flain. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter King, Glocefter, and Exeter. 


King. Have you perus’d the Letters from thePope, | 

The Emperour, and the Earl of Arminack ? ’ 
Glo. Lhave, my Lord, and their intent is this, 

They humbly fue unto your Excellence, 

To havea godly Peace concluded of, 

Between the Realms of England and of France, 
King. How doth your Grate affect this motion? — | 
Glo. Well (my good Lord) and as the only means} 

To ftop effufion of our Chriftian blood, a 

And ftablifh quietnefs on every fide. : alt 
King. \ marry, Uncle, for | always thought, 

It was both impious and unnatural, 

That fuch immanity and bloody ftrife 

Should reign among Profeffors of one Faith, 

Glo. Befide, my Lord, the fooner to effect, 

And furer birid his knot of Amity, 

The Earl of Arminack. near knit to Charles, 

A man of great Authority in France, 

Proffers his onely Daughter to your Grace, 

In marriage, witha large = fumptuousDowry. 
King. Marriage, Uncle? Alas my years are young: | 

And fitter is rhy Study, and my Books “I 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yet call th’ Ambaffadours, and as you pleafe, 

So let them have their Anfwers gvery one: 

I fhall be ‘well content with any choice 

Tends to God’s glory, and my Country’s weal. 


Enter Winchefter, and three Ambaffadours. 


Exet. What, is my Lord of Winchefter inftall'd, 
And call’d unto a Cardinals degree ? 
Then I perceive, that will be verified 
Henry the Fifth did fometime prophefie. 
If once he come to be a Cardinal, 
He’ll make his Cap coequat with the Crown. 
King. My Lords Aabalitconr’. your feveral fuits 
Have been confider’d and debated on, 
Your purpofe is both good and reafonable : 


' And therefore are we certainly refolv’d, 


To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace, 
Which by my Lord of Winchefter we mean 
Shall be tranfported prefently into France, sgl 
Glo, And for the proffer of my Lord your Matter, — 
Ihave inform’d his Highnefs fo at large, 
As liking of the Ladies virtuous gifts, 
Her Beauty, and the value of her Dower, 
He doth intend fhe fhall be Exglands Queen. | 
King. \n argument and proof of which contract, | 
Bear her this Jewel, pledge of my Affection. lt 
And fo, my Lord Protector, fee them guarded, 
And fafely brought to Dover, where infhipp’d 3 
Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. [Exewt | 
Win. Stay my Lord Legat, you hall firft receive ‘ee 
The fum of mony which! promifed oo. 
Should be delivered to his Holinefs | 
For cloathing me in thefe grave Ornaments. 
Legat. \ will attend upon Lordfhips leifure. 
Win. Now Winchefter will not fubmit, I trow, 
Or be inferiour to the prondeft Peer. 


Humphry of Glocefter, thou fhalt well perceive, 
_ That neither in birth, or for Authority, 


The Bifhop will be over-born by thee : 
Ple either make thee ftoop, and bend thy knee, 


Or fack this Country with a mutiny. Exes: + 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Charles, Burgundy, Alanfon, Baftard, 
Reignicr, aad Joan. 


Charl, This news (my Lords) may cheer our droop- 
ing fpirits : 

Tis faid, the ftout Parifians do revolt, 

‘And return again unto the warlike French, 
Alan, Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France. 

_| And keep not back your Power in dalliance. 


lise | 4%. Peace be amongft themif they turn to us, 
Me Elfe ruine combat with their Palaces. 
l a Enter Scout. 


Scout. SuccefS unto our valiant General, 
, | And happinefs to his Accomplices. 

Char. What tidings fend our Scout ? I prethee fpeak. 

Scout. The Englifh Army that divided was 
Into two Parties, is now conjoyn’d in one, 

And means to give you Battel prefently. oak 

Charl. Somewhat too judden, Sirs, the warning is, 
But we will prefently provide for them. 

Bur. 1 truft the Ghott of Talbot is not there: 

Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear: 

Puz, Of all bafe paffions, Fear is moft accurft. 
Command the Conqueft, Charles, it fhall be thine 
* Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Charl. Then on, my Lords, and France be fortunate. 

[Exeunt. Alarnm. Excurfions, 
Enter Joan de Puzel. 

Pux, The Regent conquers, and the French-men flye. 
Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts, 
iti And ye choife fpirits that admonifh me, 

And give me fignes of future accidents. 
Arlt’, You fpeedy helpers, that are Subfticutes 
‘Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
it ar, and aid me in this enterprize. 
‘ug APRNs Enter F: pets 
This fpeedy and quitk appearance argues proof 
, Of your acouftomrd diligence to me. 
"Now, ye familiar Spirits, that are cull’d 
Out of the powerful Regions under cei sla 
" Is once, that France may get the Field. 
eee : Prey walk and [peak not. 
Oh hold me not with filence over long : 
Where I was wont to feed you with my Blood, 
Ple lop a member off, and give it you 
In earneft of a further benefit : 
So you do condefcend to help me now. 
[They hang their heads. 
No hope to have redrefS ? My Body , 
yo | ence, if you will grant my fuit. 
ges tae The hake their heads, 
| Cannot my Body, nor blood-facrifice, 
Intreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 
| Then take my Soul ;my Body, Soul, and all, 
Before that England give the French the foy). 
[They depart, 
See, they forfake me. Now thetime is come, 
| That France muft vail her lofty plumed Creft, 
And let her head fall into Exglana’s lap. 
My ancient Incantations are too weak, 
And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with: 
Now france thy glory droopeth to the dutft. 


[Thunder. 


LExit. 


Excurfione, Burgundy and York fight hand to 
hand. French fiye, 


York, Damfel of France, 1 think I have you faft, 
Unchain your Spirits now with fpelling Charms, 
{And try if they can gain your liberty. 

‘JA goodly prize, fit for the Devils grace. 


a So nme 


—— The Firft part of King Henry the Sixth. 


129 


Sce how the ugly Witch doth bend her brows, 

As if with Circe, fhe would change my thape. 
Pux. Chang’d toa worfer fhape thou can7ft not be, 
York, Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man, 

No fhape but his can pleafe your dainty eye. 

Pu. A Plaguing mifchief light on Charles and thee, 
And may ye both be fuddenly furpris’d 
By bloody hands, in fleeping on your Beds. 

York. Fell banning Hag, Inchantrefs, hold thy 

tongue. 

Puz. 1 prethee give me leave to curfe a while. 

York, Curfe Mifcreant, when thou com’ft to the ftake. 

[ Exeunt. 


Alarum, Enter Suffolk with Margaret iz his hand, 


Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Prifoner. 
[Gazes on her. 
Oh faireft Beauty, do not fear, nor flye : 
For I will touch thee but with reverend hands, 
I kifs thefe fingers for eternal peace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou, fay ? that I may honour thee. 
Mar. Marcaret my name, and daughter to a King, 
The King of Vaples, who fo e’re thou art. 
Saf. An Earl | am, and Suffolk am I calld. 
Be not offended, Natures miracle, 
Thou art allotted to be ta’ne by me: 
So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 
Keeping them Prifoners underneath her wings; 
Yet if this fervile ufage once offend, ) 
Go, and be free again, as Suffolk’s Friend. [She is going. 
Oh ftay : Ihave no power to let her pafs, 
My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no, 
As plays the Sun upon the glaflie ftreams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 
So feems this gorgeous Beauty to:mine Eyes : 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not {peak : 
Ple call fot Pen and Ink, and write my mind; 
Fie De /a Pole, difable not thy felf: 
Haft nota Tongue ? Is fhe not here thy Prifoner ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight ? 
I, Beauties Princely Majefty is fuch, 
Confounds the Tongue, and makes the Senfes rough. 
Mar. Say, Earl Suffolk, if thy Name be fo, 
What Ranfom muft 1 pay before 1 pafs ? 
For I perceive 1am thy Prifoner. 
Swf. How canft thou tell, fhe will deny thy fuit, 
Before thou make a trial of her Love ? pay? 
M. Why fpeak’ft thou not ? What Ranfom muft J 
Suf. She’s beautiful ; and therefore to be wooed : 
She isa Woman, therefore to be won. 
Mar. Wilt thon accept of Ranfom, yea or no ? 
Swf. Fond man, remember that thou haft a Wife, 
Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? 
Mar. \ were belt to leave him, for he will not hear. 
Suf. There all is marr’d : there lies a cooling card. 
Mar, He talks at random: fure the man is mad. 
Suf. And yet a difpenfation may be had. 
Mar. And yet I would that you would anfwer me: 
Suf. Ple win this Lady Afargaret. For whom ? 
Why, for'my King : Tuth that’s a wooden thing, ° 
Mar, He talks ot wood - It is fome Carpenter, 
Suf. Yet fo my fancy may be fatisfied, 
And peace eftablifhed between thefe Realms; 
But there remains a {cruple in that too: 
For though’ her Father be the King of Nzples, 
‘Duke of Anjou and Afan, yet he is poor, 
And our Nobility will fcorn the Match. 
Mar. Hear ye Captain ? are you not at leifure? 
Swf. It fhall be fo, difdain they ne’re fo much: 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. 
Madam, I] have a fecret to reveale. 
Mar, What though I be inthrall’d, he feems a Knight, 


And 


130 


And will not any way difhonour me. 
Suf. Lady, vouchfafe to liften what I fay. 
Mar. Perhaps I fhall be refeu’d by the F rench, 

And then I need not crave his courtefie. 

_ Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing ina caufe. 
Mar. Tuth, women have been captivate ere now. 
Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you fo ? 

Mar, \cry you mercy, tis but Quid for Quo. 
Suf. Say, gentle Princefs, would you not fuppofe 

Your Bondage happy to be made a Queen ? 

Mar. To bea Queen in Bondage, is more vile, 

Than is a Slave in bafe fervility : 

For Princes fhould be free. 

Suf. And fo fhall you, 

If happy Evglana’s Royal King be free. 

Mar. Why, what concern’s his freedom unto me ? 
Snf. Pile undertake to make thee Heary’s Queen, 

To puta Golden Scepter in thy hand, 

And fet a precious Crown upon thy head, 

Ifthou wilt condefcend to my 
Mar. What ? 

Suf. His love. 
Mar. Lam unworthy tobe Henry’s Wife. 
Suf. No, gentle Madam, 1 unworthy am 

To woo fo fair a Dame to be his Wife, 

And have no Portion in the choice my felf. 

How fay you, Madam, are you fo content ? 

Mar, And if my Father pleafe, 1 am content. 
Suf. Then call our Captains and our Colours forth, 

And, Madam, at your Father’s Caftle Walls, 

Weil crave a Parley to confer with him. 

Sound. Enter Reignier on the Walls. 

See Reignier fee, thy Daughter Prifoner. 

Reig. To whom ¢ 
Suf. To me. , 
Reig. Suffolk, what remedy ? 

| am a Souldier and unapt to weep, 

Or to exclaim on Fortunes ficklenels. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my Lord, 

Confent, and for thy Honour give confent, 

Thy Daughter fhall be wedded to my King: 

Whom I with pain have woo’d and won thereto: 

And this her eafie held Imprifonment 

Hath gain’d thy Daughter Princely liberty. 

Reig. Speaks Suffolk, as he thinks ? 
Suf. Fair Margaret knows, 

That Siffolkdoth not flatter, face, or fain. 

Reig. Upon thy Princely Warrant, 1 defcend, 

To give thee aniwer of thy juft demand. 

Suf. And here I will expect thy coming. 


Trumpets found. Enter Reignier. 


Reig. Welcome, brave Earl, into our Territories, 
Command in Anjou what your Honour pleafes. 
~ Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for fo fweet a Child, 
Fit to be made Companion with a King : 
What anfwer makes your Grace unto my fuit ? 
Reig. Sirce thou doft daign to woo her little worth, 
To be the Princely Bride of fuch a Lord : 
Upon condition I may quietly ; 
Enjoy mine own, the Country Main and. Anjou, 
Free from oppreflion, or the ftroke of War, 
My Danghter fhall be Henry’s, if he pleafe. 
Suf. That isher Ranfom, | deliver her, 
And tho%etwo Counties, 1 will undertake, 
Your Grace fhall well and quietly enjoy. 
Reig. And again in Heary’s Royal name, 
As Deputy unto that gracious King, ‘ 
Give thee her hand for fign of plighted Faith. 
Suf. Reremer of France, {give thee Kingly thanks, 
Becanfe it is in Traffick of a King. 
And yet methinks I could be well content 
To be mine own Attorney in this cafe. 
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[le over then to England with this News, 

And make this Marriage to be folemniz’d: 

So farewel Reignier, fet this Diamond fafe 

In Golden Palaces as it becomes. 
Reig. 1 do embrace thee, as I would embrace 

The Chriftian Prince King Henry, were hehere. 
Mar. Farewel my Lord, good withes, praife,and prayers ry 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. Shes eal 
Suf. Farewel, fweet Madam: but hark you? Margarg ty 

No Princely Commendations, to my King ? Bi) | 
Mar. Such Commendations as becomes a Maid, 

A Virgin and his Servant, fay to him. ae 
Suf. Words {weetly plac’d, and modeftly directed, 

But, Madam, 1 muft trouble you again, he 

No loving Token to his Majefty ¢ 
Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unfpotted hea 

Never yet taint with love, I fend the King. et 
Suf. And this withal. [Kiffes e 
Wark, That for thy felf, I will not fo prefume, —} 

To fend fach peevifh Tokens to a King. : 
Suf. Oh wer’t thou for my felf: but Sufolk ftay, a 

Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth, ie 

There Minotaurs, and ugly Treafons lurk. 

Solicite Henry with her wondrous praife 

Bethink thee on her Virtues that furmount, 

Made natural Graces that extinguilh Art, 

Repeat their femblance often on the Seas, 

That when thou com’ft to kneel at Henry’s feet, 

Thou mayeft bereave him of his wits with wonder. [J 


Pe 
7 i 
7. a 
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Enter York, Warwick, Shepherd, Puzel. ae 


Yor. Bring forth that Sorcerefs condemn/d to bur 

Shep. Ah, Yoan, this kills thy Fathers heart out 
Have | fought every Country far and neat, | 
And now it ismy chance to find thee out, 

Muft ! behold thy timelefs cruel death : 
Ah Yoan, {weet Daughter, 1’le die with thee. 
Puz. Decrepit Mifer, bafe ignoble Wretch, 
I am defcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. Be 

Shep. Out, out: My Lords, and pleafe you, "tis notio; 
I did beget her all the Parifh knows: ry 
Her Mother liveth yet, can teftifie ie 
She was the firft fruit of my Batch’lor-fhip. 

War. Gracelefs, wilt thou deny thy Parentage? 

Yor. This argues what her kind of life hath been, ” 
Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. 4 

Shep. Fie Foan, that thou wilt be fo obftacle : 

God knows thou art a Collop of my Flehh, — 
And for thy fake have I fhed many a tear: 
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Foam, 

Puz, Pezant avant; you have fuborn’d this man |) 
Of purpofe to obfcure my Noble Birth. 

Shep. ?Tistrue, I gave a Noble to the Prieft, 
The morn that I was wedded to her Mother.. ., 
Kneel down and take my bleffing, Good my Girl. 
Wilt thou not ftoop? Now curfed be the time 
of thy Nativity - I wouldthe Milk _ ae 
Thy Mother gave thee, when thou fack*dit her breaft,” | 
Had been a little Ratsbane for thy fake : ‘ye 
Or elfe, when thou didft keep thy Lambs afield, 
I wifh fome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee. 
Doft thou deny thy Father, curfed Drab ? 

O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. 

Yor. Takeher away, for fhe hath liv’d too longs 
To fillthe world with vitious qualities. i 

Puz, Firft, let me tell you whom you have condedilty 
Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain 
But iffued from the Progeny of Kings. : 


+ 


| Virtuous and Holy, chofen from above, 


By infpiration of Celeftial Grace, 
To work exceeding Miracles on earth, 
I never had to do with wicked Spirits, 


~~ 


But you that are polluted with your lufts, 
Stain’d with the guiltlefS blood of Innocents, 
t | Corrapt and tainted with a thoufand Vices: 
Becaufe you want the grace that others have, 
i | You judge ic ftreight a thing impofiible 
iy | Lo compats Wonders, but by the help of Devils. 
ty No, mifconceived Joan of 4ire hath been 
, | A Virgin from her tender infancy, 
{, | Chafte, and immaculate in very thought, 
iy) | Whofe Maiden-blood thus rigoroutly effus’d, 
| Will cry for vengeance at the Gates of Heaven, 
Yor, 1,1: away with her to execution. 
diy | _ ar. And heark ye, Sirs: Lecaufé the is a Maid 
Spare for no Faggots, ict there be enow : 
Place Barrels of pitch upon the fatal ftake, 
nf That fo her torture may be fhortned. 
Met Pax. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts? 
Nag Then Foan difcover thine infirmity, 
.) That warranteth by Law, to be thy priviledge. 
‘| I am with Child, ye bloody Homicides : 
® | Murther not then the Fruit within my Womb, 
‘| Althowg!rye hale me to a violent death. 


3 


shi | = War. The greateft Miracle that ¢’re ye wrought : 

f, | Isall your ftrict precifenef§come to this ? 

nit) | _ Yor. She and the Dolphin have been juggling, 

Ar, Idid imagine what would be her refuge. 

‘iy War, Well, go to, we will have no Baftards live, 

inj: Efpecially fince Charles muft Father it. 

wim = Paz, You are deceiv’d, my Child is none of his, 
It was Alinfon thatenjoy’d my love. 

hii, += Yor, Alanfon, that notorious Matchevile 2 

_ Itdies, andif it had a thonfand lives. 

nla Pux. O give me leave, I have deluded you, 

teste” Twas neither Charles, nor yetthe Duke I nam’, 

|, But Reiger King of WVaples that prevail’d. 

wt, War. A married man? thats moft intolerable. 

‘ata (1 here were fo many) whom fhe may accufe, 

sid War. It’sa fign fhe had been liberal and free. 

en Yor, And yet forefeeth fhe is a Virgin pure. 

Strumpet, thy words condemn thy Brat, and thee. 


fa Ufe no intreaty, for it is in vain. 


lea | 


May never glorious Sun reflex his Beams 
Upon the Country where you make abode: 
ia But darknefs, and the gloomy thade of death 
®” Inviron you, till Mifchiefand Defpair 
we Exter Cardinal, 
po” Yor. Break thouin pieces, and confume to afhes, 
fit, You foul accurfed maaan of Hell. 
(a Car. Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 
it With Letters of Commiffion from the King. 
ual For know, my Lords, the States of Chriftendom, 
th, Mov’d with remorfe of thefe outrageous broyles, 
ite! Have ecarneftly implor’d a general Peace, 
yo, Betwixt our Nation, and th? afpiring French ; 
gi And here at hand, the Dolphin and his Train 
(i? Approacheth, toconfer about fome matters. 
Yor. Is all our travel turn’d to this Effect, 

ie After the flaughter of fo many Peers, 
i: , 89 many Captains, Gentlemen, and Souldiers, 
iis That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 
je And fold their Bodies for their Countries Benefit, 
ch Shall we at laft conclude effeminate Peace ? 

Have we not loft moft part of all the Towns, 
bs ») By treafon, falfhood, and by treachery, 
I"" Our great Progenitors had conquered ? 
“tf Oh Warwick, Warwick, } forefee with grief 
w” The utter lofs of all the Realm of France. 
bh War. Be patient, York, if we conclude a Peace, 

It fhall be with fuch ftritand fevere Covenants, 

As little thall the French-men gain thereby. 


, 


ti, | Yor, Now Heaven forfend, the holy Maid with Child ? 


Yor. Why here’s a Girl : I think fhe knows not well 


Puzx, Then lead me hence: with whom I leave my curfe, 


ib Drive you to break your necks, or hang your felves. [ Exit. 
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Enter Charles, Alanfon, Baftard; Reignier, 


Char, Since, Lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
hat peaceful Truce fhall be proclaim’d in France, 
We come to be informed by your felves, 
W hat the Conditions of that League muft be, 
Yor, Speak, Winchefter for boyling choler chokes 
The hollow pailage of my poifon’d voyce, 
By fight of thofe our baleful Enemics, 
Win, Charles, and the relt, it is enacted thys : 
That in regard King Henry gives confent, 
Of meer compaflion, and of Ienicy, 
To eafe your Country of diftrefsful War, 
And fuffcr you to breath in fruicful peace, 
You fhall become true Liegemen to his Crown. 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt {wear 
Jo pay him Tribute, and fubmit thy felf, 
Thou ftalt be plac’d as Viceroy under him, 
And ftill enjoy thy Regal Dignity. 
Alan, Mutt he be then a fhadow of himfelf? 
Adoin his Temples with a Coronet, 
And yet in Subitance and Authority, 
Retain but priviledge of a private man ? 
This profer is ebfurd, and reafonlefs. 
Char. ?Tis known already, that I am pofleft 
With more than half the Galan Tery itories, 
And therein reverenced for their lawful King. 
Shall I for lucre of the reit un-vanquitht, 
Detract fo much from that Prerogative, 
As to be call’d but Viceroy of the whole? 
No, Lord Ambafladour, Vle rather keep 
That which I have, than coveting for more; 
Be caft from poflibility of all. 
Yor. Infulting Charles, haft thou by fecret means 
Us"d interceflion to obtain a League, 
And now the matter grows to compremize, 
Stand?ft thou aloof upon Comparifon. 
Either accept the Title thou wfarp’it, 
Of benefit proceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Defert, 
Or we will plague thee with inceflant Wars. 
Reig. My Lord, you do not well, in obftinacy 
To cavilin the courte of this Contract; 
If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We fhall not find the like opportunity. 
Alan, Yo fay the truth, it is your policy, 
To fave your Subjects from fuch maffacre 
And ruthlefs flaughters as are daily feen 
By our proceeding in Hoftility. 
And therefore take thiscontract of a Truee, 
Although you break it, when your pleafure ferves. 
War. How fay?ft thou Charles ? 
Shall our Condition ftand ? 
Char. Ic fhall: 
Onely referv’d, you claim no intereft 
In any of our Towns of Garrifon. 
Yor. Then {wear Allegiance to his Majetty, 
As thouart Knight, never to difobey, 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crown of England. 
So, now difmifs your Army when you pleafe: 
Hang up your Enfigns, let your Drums be ftill, 
For here we entertain a folemn peace. [Exeunt. 
Enter Suffolk ia conference with the King, 
Glocefter, and Exeter. 


King. Your wondrous rare defcription (noble Earl ) 
Of beauteous Adfargaret hath aftonifh’d me: 
Her Virtues grac'd with external gifts, 
Do breed Loves fettled Paflions in my Heart, 
And like as rigour with tempeftuons gults 
Provokes the mightieft Hulk againft the tide, 
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So ain I driven by breath of her Renown, 
Either to fufter Shipwrack, or atrive 
Where I may have fruition of her Love. 
Suff. Tuth, my good Lord, this fuper ficial tale 
Is but a preface to her worthy praife : 
The chief Perfections of that lovely Dame, 
(Had | fufficient skill to utter them) 
Would make a Volume of inticing lines, 
Able to ravith any dull conceit. 
And which is more, fhe is not fo Divine, 
So full repleat with choyce of all delights, 
But with a humble lowlinefs of mind, 
She is content to be at your command : 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chafte intents, 
To love, and honour Henry as her Lord. 
King. And otherwife, will Henry ne’re prefume : 
Therefore, my Lord Protector, give confent, 
That Margaret may be Engtand’s Royal Queen. 
Glo. So fhould I give confent to flatter fin, 
You know (my Lord) your Highnefs is betroth’d 
Unto another Lady of efteem. 
How fhall we then difpence with that contract, 
And not deface your honour with reproach? 
Suf. Asdotha Ruler with unlawful Oaths, 
Or one thatata Triumph, having vow’d 
To try his ftrength, forfaketh yet the Lifts 
By reafon of his Adverfaries odds. 
A poor Earl’s Daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 
Glo. Why, what (I pray) is Margaret more than that? 
Her Father is no better than an Earl, 
Although in glorious Titles he excel. 
Suf. Yes, my good Lord, her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples and Ferufalem, 
And of fuch great Authority in France, 
As his alliance will confirm our peace, 
And keep the French-men in Allegiance. 
Glo. And fothe Earl of Armmack, may do, 
Becaufe he is near Kinfman unto Charles. 
Exet. Befide, his wealth doth warrant liberal Dower, 
Where Reignier fooner will receive than give. 
Suf. A Dower, my Lords? difgrace not fo your King, 
That he fhould be fo abject, bafe, and poor, 
To chofe for wealth, and not for perfect Love. 
| Henry is able to enrich his Queen, . 
And not to feek a Queen to make him rich : 
So worthlefs Pezants bargain for their Wives, 
As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horfe. 
But Marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than to be dealt in by Atcurney-fhip : 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affects, 
Maft be companion of his Nuptial Bed. 


e 
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And therefore, Lords, fince he affects her moft, ~ a 


Henry the Sixth. 


Mott of all thefe Reafons bindeth us, 

In our Opinons the fhould be preferr’d, 

For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, 
An age of difcord and continual ftrife ?. 
‘Whereas the contrary bringeth forth blifs, 
And isa pattern of Celeftial peace. 


\Whom fhould we match with Henry, Pn King, ‘ : 


But Afargaret, that is Daughter to a King 


j 


Her peerlefs Feature, joyned with her birth, = 


Approves her fit for none, but for a King. 
Her valiant Courage, and undaunted Spirit, 
(More than in Women commonly is feen) 
Will anfwer our hope in iffueofa Kings — 
For Henry, Son unto a Conquerour, 

Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 

If with a Lady of fo high refolve, 
(As is fair Adargaret) he be link’d in Love: 
Then yield my Lords, 


That Margaret fhall be Queen, and none but fhe. 


King. Whether it be through force of your repe t 


My Noble Lord of Smffolk; Or for that 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any Paffion of inflaming Love, 
I cannot tell: but this I am affur’d, 
I feel fuch fharp diffention in my Breaft, 
Such fierce alarums both of hope and Fear, 
‘As | am fick with working of my thoughts. 
Take therefore fhipping ; poft, my Lord, to France, — 
Agree to any Covenants, and procure " 
That Lady A4argaret do vouchfafe to come 
To crofs the Seas to England, and be Crown’d — 
King Henry's faithful and anointed Queen. 
For your Expences and fufficient Charge, 
Among the people gather upa tenth. 
Be gone, 1 fay, for till youdo return, , 
I reft perplexed with a thoufand Cares. 
And you (good Uncle ) banifh all offence: 
If you docenfure me, by what you were, 
Not what youare, I know it will excufe 
This fudden execution of my Will. 
And fo conduct me, where from company, 
I may revolve and ruminate my grief. 

Glo. 1, grief 1 fear me, both at firft and laft. 

[Exit 


Suf. Thus Sufolk hath prevail’d, and thus he g 


As did the youthful Pars once to Greece, 

With hope to find the like event in love, 

But profper better than the Trojan did : 
Margaret {hall now be Queen, and rule the King: 
But I will rule both her, the King, and Realm. - 


FINTIS. 


and here conclude withme, — 
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The Hecond Part of 
KING HENRY VI 


With the Death of the 


Good Duke Humphrey. 


Adus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Flourifh of Trumpets: Then Hoboyes. 


Enter King, Duke Humprey, Salisbury, Warwick, and 
Beauford on the one. fide. 


‘|’ The Queen, Suffolk, York, Somerfet, and Bucking- 


ham on the other. 


Suffolk. 
S by your, high Imperial: Majelty, 
| had in charge at my depart from France, 
As procurator to your Excellence, 
To marry Princefs Adargarer for your Grace 5 
So in the famous ancient City, Zours, 
In prefence of the Kings of France, and Siczl, 
The Dukes of Orleawce, Calabar, Britaigne, Alanfor, 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Bifhops, 
I have perform’d my Task, and'was efpous’d, 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, © 
In fight of England, and her Lordly Peers, 
Deliver up my Title in the Queen 


_ To your molt gracious hand, that are the Subftance 


’ Of that great Shadow I did reprefent: 
¥ The happieft gift that ever Marquefs gave, 
gh The faireft Queen that ever King receiv’d. 


King. Suffolk arife.: Welcome, Queen Margaret, 
I can éxprefs no kinder fign of Love 
Than this kind Kifs: O Lord, that lends me life, 
Lend mea heartrepleat with thankfulnefs : 
For thou haft given mein this beauteous Face . 
_A world of earthly Bleflings to my Soul, 
If fympathy of Love unite our thoughts. 
Quee. Great King of England, and my gracious Lord, 
The mutual conference that my mind hath had, 
By day, by night; waking, and in my dreams, 
In Courtly company, or at my Beads, 
With you mine Alder licfe/ Sovereign, 
Makes me the bolder to falute my King; 
With ruder terms, fuch as my wit affords, 
And over-joy of heart doth minifter. 
King. Her fight did ravifh, but her grace 
Her words yclad with Wifd om’s Majelty, 
Make me from wondring, fall to weeping Joys, 
Such is the fulne&S of my hearts content. 
Lords, with one cheerful voyce, welcome my Love. 
All kneel, Long live Q. Margaret, England’s happinefs. 
Quee, We thank you all. ; { Flourifh. 
Soff, My Lord Protector, fo it pleafe your Grace, 
Here are the Articles of contracted peace, 
Between our Soveraigh, and the French King Charles, 
For eighteen Months concluded by confent. 
1 Glo, Reads. imptimis , 


in Speech, 


It és agreed between the French 


| King, Charles,and William de la Pole, MZarquef of Suffolk, 


Ambaffador for Henry King of England, That the faid Hen- 
ry {hall efponfe the Lady Margaret, Daughter unto Reignier 
King of Naples, Sicilia, and Jertifalem,and Crown her QOncen 
of England, re the thirtierh of May next enfuing et 

Item, Zhat the Dyrchy of Anjou, avd the County of 
Main, fhall be releafed and delivered to the King her Father. 

King. Uncle, hownow? 

Glo. Pardon me, gracious Lord, 

Some fudden qualm hath ftruck me to the heart, 
And dim’d mine Eyes, that 1 canread no further. 

King. Uncle of Winchefter, I pray réad on. 

Win, \tem, It ws further agreed between them, That tire 
Dutchef of Anjou and Main, {hall be releafed and delivered over 
tothe King her Father, and fhe fent over of the King of Eng 
land?s own proper Coft and Charge, without having any*Dowry 

King. They pleafe us well. Lord Marquef,kneel down, 
We here create thee the firft Duke of Suffolk, ' 
And girt thee with the Sword. Coufin of York, 

Wehere difcharge your Grace from being Regent 

I th? parts of France, till term of eighteen Months 

Be full expir’d. Thanks, Uncle Winebefter, 

Glocefter, York, Euckingham, and Somerset, 

Salisbury, aud Warmck, 

We thank yourall. for this great favour done, 

In Entertainment to my Princely Queen. 

Come, let us in, and with all {peed provide 

To fee her Coronation be perform’d, 

fExeunt King, 

Manent the reft. 

Glo. Brave Peers of England;Pillars of the State, 
To you Duke Humphrey mutt unload his grief : 

Your grief, the common grief of all the Land. 
What ?. did my Brother Henry {pend his youth, 
Eis Valour, Coyn, and People in the Wars ? 
Did he fo often lodge in open Field, 
In Winters cold, and Summers parching heat, 
To conquer France, his true Inheritance ? 
And did my Brother Bedford toy his wits, 
To keep by policy what Henry got : 

Jave you your filves, Somerfet, Buckingham, 


qe 
ucen, and Suffolk. 


| Brave York; Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 


Receiv’d deep {cars in France and Normandy : 

Or hath mine Uncle Beauford, and my felf, 

With all the learned Council of the Realm, 
Studied fo long, fat inthe Council-houfe, 

Early and late, debating to and fro 

How France and French-men might be kept in awe, 
And bath his Highnefs in his infancy, 

Crown’d in Parzs in defpight of foes, 

Nn 


And 
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And fhallthefe Labours, and chefe Honours dié? 
Shall Henry’s Conqueft, Bedforeds vigilance, 
Your Deeds of War, and all our Counfel die ! 
O Peers of England, fhamefulis this League, » 
Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Books of memory, 
Rafing the Characters of your Renown, 
Defacing Monuments of Conquer’d France, 
Undoing all, as all had never been. 

Car, Nephew, what means this paffionate difcourfe ? 
This peroration with fuch circumftance : ; 
For France, *tis ours, and wewill keep it fill. 

Glo, 1, Vncle, we will keep it, if we can: 

But now it is impoflible we fhould. 

Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the rofl, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Anjou and Main, 
Untothe poor King Rergnter, whofe large ftyle 
Agrees not with the leanxefS of his purie. 

‘Sal. Now by the death of him that di’d for all, 
Thefe Counties were the Keys of Normanay : 

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant Son £ 

War. For grief that they are pait recovery. 

For were there hope to conquer them again, 
|My Sword fhould fhed hot Blood, mine Eyes no Tears. 
Anjou and Man? My felf did win them both: 

Thofe Provinces thefe Arms of mine did conquer, 
And are the Cities that‘are got with wounds © 
Delivered up again with peaceful words ? 

Mort Dien. a 

Yor, For Suffolkes Duke, may he be fuffocate, 
That dims the Honour of this Warlike Ifle : 

France fhould have torn and rent my very Heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this League. 

I never read but Englana’s Kings have had 

Large fums of Gold, and Dowries with their Wives, 
Andour King Heary gives away his own, 

To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Hum. A proper jcit, and never heard before, 

That Suffolk thould demand a whole Fifteenth, 
For Coft and Charges in tranfporting her : 
She fhould have ftaid in France, and ftarv’d in France 
Before . 
Car. My Lordof Glofter, now ye grow too hot, 
It was the pleafure of my Lord the King. 
‘| Hum, My Lord of Winchefter, 1 know your mind.* 
’Tis not my Speeches that you do milflike : 
But tis my prefeice that doth trouble ye, 
Rancour will out, proud Preiate, in thy Face 
I fee thy fury: If 1 longer flay, 
We fhall begin our ancient bickerings : 
Lordings farewel, and fay when lam gone, 
I propheficd, France will be loft ere long. 7] Exit Humph. 

‘Car. So, there goes our Protector ina rage 

Tis known to you he is mine Enemy : 
Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 
Andno, great friend, 1 fear me, to the King 5 
Confider Lords, he isthe next of Blood, 

| And Heir apparent to the Engh Crown : 
Had Henry got an Empire by his Marriage, 
Andall the wealthy Kingdoms of the Welt, 
There’s reafon he fhould be difpleas’d atit: 
Look to it, Lords, let not his {moothing words 
Bewitch your Hearts, be wile and circum{pect, 
What though the common People favour him, 
Calling him Aumphrey rhe good Duke of Gloster, 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, 
Jefu maintain your Royal Excellence, 

With God preferve the good Duke Humphrey. 

I fear me, Lords, for ail this flattering glofs, 

He will be founda dangerous Proteétor. 

_ Buck. Why fhould he then protect our Soveraign ? 
He being of age to governof himielf. : 
Coufin Somerfet, joyn you with me. 

And altogether with the Duke of Suffolk, 
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We'll quickly hoyfe Duke Humphrey from his feat. 
Car. This weighty bufinefs will not brook delay 
Pe tothe Duke of Suffolk prefently. [Exit 


Som. Coufin of Buckingham, though Humphreys p he: 


And greatnefs of his place be grief to us, 
Yet let us all watch the haughty Cardinal, 
His infolence is more intolerable 
Than all the Princes in the Land befide ; 
If Glofter be difplacd, he?ll be Protector, . 
Buck, Or thou, or 1, Somerfet. will be Protector 
Defpight Duke Humphrey, or the Cardinal, ; 
[Exit Buckingham and Som 
Sal. Pride went before, Ambition followshim, 
Wile thefe do labour for their own preferment 
Behoves it us to labour for the Realm. ' 
[never faw but Humphrey Duke of Gloffer, 
[Did bear him like a Noble Gentleman: 
Oft have I feen the haughty Cardinal, 
More like a Souldier than a Man o’th? Church, 
As {tout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Swear like a Ruffian, and demean himfelf 
Unlike the Ruler of a Common-weal. 
Warwick my Son, the comfort of my age, 


Thy deeds, thy plainnefs, and thy Houf-keeping, es 


Hath won the greateft favour ofthe Commons, 
Excepting none but Good Duke Humphrey. 
And Brother York, thy acting in Jreland, 

in bringing them to Civil Difcipline : 

Thy late exploits done in the Heart of France 
When thou wert Regent for our Soveraign, 


Have made thee fear’d and honour?d of the People, 


Joyn we together for the publick good, 
In what we can, to bridle and fupprefs 
The pride of Swfolk, and the Cardinal, 
With Somerfer?s and Buckingbams ambition, 
And as we may cherifh Duke Humprey’s deeds, — 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. _ 
‘War, SoGodhelp Warwick, ashe loves the 
And common profit of his Country. 
Yor. And fo fays York, 
For he hath greateft caufe. 
* Sal. Then let’s make halt away, 
And look unto the main? 
War. Unto the main? 
OhFather, Adaz7 is loft, 


4 
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That Main, which by main force Warwick did win : 


And would have kept, fo long 
Main-chance Father you meant, but, I meant 44am, 
WhichI will win from France, or elfebeflain. 
[Exit Warwick and Salisbury. Mant 
York, Anjou and Main are given to the French, 
Paris is loft, the ftate of Normandy 
Stands ona tickle point, now they are gone: 
Saffolk.concluded.on the Articles, at 
The Peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas’ds 
To change two Dukedoms for a Dukes fait Daught 
[ cannot blame them all, what is’t to them ? 
Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their pillag 
And purchate Friends, and giveto Curtezams, 
Still revelling like Lordstili all be gone. 
While asthe filly awner of the Goods , 
Weepsover them, and wrings his haplefs hands, _ 
And thakes his Head, and trembling itands alooky. 
While all is fhar’d, and all is born aways 
Ready to itarve, and dare not touch his own. 
So York muft fit, and fret, and bite his Tongues. 
W hile his own Lands are bargain’d for, and fol 
Methinks the Realms of England, France and Jré 
Bear that proportion to my Flefhand Blood, 
As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 
Unto the Princes Heart of Calidon ; % 
Anjou and Main both given unto the F renoh? 


é 
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| Cold news for me: For I had hope of France, 


as breath did laft: | 7 | 


7 
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Even as | have of fertile Englands foil. 

‘| A day will come, when York fhall claim his own, 

And therefore I will take the Nevslls parts, 

\ | And make a fhew of Love to proud Duke Humphreys 
And whenI {py advantage, claim the Crown, 

For that’s the golden mark I {eek to hit: 

) | Nor hall proud Lancafter ufurp my Right, 

"| Nor hold the Scepter in his Childifh Filt, 

th | Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head, 

Whofe Church-like Humours fits not for a Crown. 

ite, | Then York be ftill a while, till time do ferve : 

Watch thou, and wake when others be alleep, 

To pry into the fecrets of the State, 

| | Till Henry furfeiting in joys of Love, 

il, | With his new Bride, and Englands dear-bought Queen, 

a; | And Hmpbrey with the Peers be faln at Jarrs. 

|, | Then will I raife aloft the Milk-white Rofe, 

With whofe {weet fmell the Air fhall be perfum’d, 

fd, 4 And inmy Standard bear the Arms of York 

ing? | Lo grapple with the houfe of Lancafter, 

| | And force perforcel’le make him yield the Crown, 

Whofe Bookifh Rule hath pull’d fair Exoland down. 


? 


Hox [Exit York. 
Cie Emer Duke Humphrey, and his Wife Elianor. 
nl Elia. Why droops my Lord, like over-ripen’d Corn, 
‘ Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous Load ? 
. ihe Why doth the great Duke Humphrey knit his brows, 
th As frowning at the favours of the World ? 
ie Why are thine Eyes fixt to the fullen Earth, 
He Gazing on that which feems to dim thy Sight ? 
0, | What feeft thou there ? King Henry’s Diadem, 
: 'Inchac’d with all the Honours of the World? 
tna 


) Iffo, gaze on, and grovel on thy Face, 
iit, Until thy. Head be circled with the fame. 
nS Put forth thy hand, reach at the Glorious Gold. 
tela What, is’t too fhort? Pe lengthen it with mine. 
ist And having both together heav’d it up, 
Well both together lift our Heads to Heaven, 
And never more abafé our Sight fo low, 
As to vouchfafe one glance upon the ground. 
| Hum, QO. Nell{weer Nell,if thou doft love thy Lord, 
Banifh the Canker of ambitious Thoughts : 
And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Againft my King and Nephew, virtuous Henry, 
rit Be my laft breathing in this Mortal World. 
gilt My troublous Dreams this Night dothmake me fad. 


(|! Elz. What dream?’d my Lord,tell me,and le requite it 


ers With {weet Rehearfal of my mornings Dream ? 

jg! 44um.Me thought this Staff, mine Office-badg in Court, 
itl? Wasbroke in twain; by whom, I have forgot, 

Butas] think, it was by th’ Cardinal, 
y; Andon the pieces of the broken Wand 
Were plac’d the Heads of Edmond Duke of Somerfer, 

198 And William de La Pole firft Duke of Suffolk, 
ar This was the Dream, what it doth bode, God knows. 
ia! El. Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, 
ot is That he that breaks a Stick of Glofter’s Grove, 
in shall lofe his Head for his Prefumption. 
so But lift tome, my Humphrey, my {weet Duke : 
a" Me thought I fate in Seat of Majetty, 


v* Inthe Cathedral Church of Weftmiajter, 


art 


ith” Where Henryand Margaret knee? to me, 
Jw” And on my Head did fet the Diadem. 

ih Aum, Nay, Elianor, then muft 1 chide out-right : 
is" Prefumptuous Dame, ill-natur’d Elanor, 

is] Art thou not fecond Woman in the Realm ? 
fot * And the Protectors Wife belov’d of him ? 
ot? Haft thou not worldly Pleafure at command, 
(30" Above the reach or compafs of thy Thought ? 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering Treachery, 

, To tumble down thy Husband, and thy felf, 
fi’ From top.of Honour, to Difgraces Feet ? 
EHO sey . 
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ols yAnd in that Chair where Kings and Queens were Crown’d, ! 


deliver our Sapplications in the Quill. 
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Away from me, and let me hear no more. 
Eli, What, what, my Lord, are you fo Cholerick 
With Elanor, for telling but her Dream ? 
Nexttime, Ple keep my Dreams unto my felf, 
And not be check’d. 
Hum, Nay, be not angry, Iam pleas’d’ again. 
Enter Meffenger, 
Meff. My Lord Protector, ’tis his HighnefS pleafure, 
You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans, 
Whereas the King and Queen do inean to Hawk. 
| £7u,1g0: Come Well,thou wilt ridé with us ? [Ex.Az. 
| _ Ela. Yes, my good Lord, Pil follow prefently. 
Follow I muft, I cannot go before, 
While Glofter bears this bafe and humble Mind. 
Were I aMan, a Duke, and next of blood; 
| would remove thefe tedious {tumbling blocks, 
And fmooth my way upon their Headlefs Necks. 
And being a Woman, I will not be flack 
To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. 
Where are you there? Sir Fohn; nay fear not Man, 
We arealone, here’s none but theeandI.  [Enrer Hume. 
Hume, Jefus preferve your Royal Majefty. 
Eli, What faift thou ? Majefty: I ambut Grace. 
Hume, But by the Grace of God, and Humes advice, 
Your Graces Title fhall be multiply7d. 
Elz, What fay’{t thou Man ? Haft thou as yet conferr’d 
With AdLargery Jordan the cunning Witch, 
With Roger Bullingbrook the Conjurer, 
And will they undertake to do ine good ? 
Hume.This they have promifed to thew your Highnefs 
A Spirit rais’d from depth of under Ground, 
That fhall make anfwer to fach Queftions, 
Asby your Grace fhall be propounded him. 
Et, It is enough, Ple think upon the Queftions : 
W hen from Saint Albans we do make return 3 
Well fee thofe things effected to the full. 
Here Hume, take this reward, make merry Man 
With thy Confederates in this weighty Caufe. 
(Exit Elianor. 
Hum, Flume mutt make merry with the Dutchefs Gold : 
Marry and fhall: but how now, Sir Fohn Hume ? 
Seal up your Lips, and give no words but Mum, 
The bufinefg asketh filent fecrecy. 
Dame Elzanor gives Gold, to bring the Witch: 
Gold cannot come amifs, were fhe a Devil, 
Yet have I Gold flies from another Coaft : 
Idare not fay, from the Rich Cardinal, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk; 
Yet I do find itfo: For tobe plain, 
They (knowing Dame Elianors humour) 
Have hired me to under-mine the Dutchefs, 
And buz thefe Conjurations in her Brain. 
They fay, a crafty Knave does need no Broker, 
Yet am I Sufolk’s, and the Cardinal’s Broker. 
Hume, if you take not heed, you fhall gonear 
To call them both a pair of crafty Knaves. 
Well, fo it ftands : and thus! fear at laft, 
Humes Knavery will be the Dutchefs Wrack, 
And her attaintnre will be Awmphrey?s fall : 
Sort how it will; 1 fhallhave Gold for all. 


LExit. 


Enter three or four Petitioners, the Armorers Man being 
one. 


t Pet. My Matters, let’s ftand clofeé, my Lord Pro» 
tector will come this way by and by, and then we may 


2 Pet. Marry the Lord protect him, for he’s a good 


Man, Jefu blefs him. 


. Enter Suffolk, and Queen, 


: 


1 Pet. Here a comes methinks , and the Queen with] 


‘him : Plebe the firft fare. 


Nn 2 2 Pet. 


> 
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2. Per. Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk.s 
not my Lord Protector. 

Suff. How now, fellow: would’ft any thing 

1. Pet. | pray, my Lord, pardon me, } too 
Lord Protector. 

Queen. Tomy Lo 


with me? 


k ye for my 


; rd Protector ? are your Supplications 
to his Lordfhip? let me fee them : what is thine? 

1. Pet. Mine is, and’t pleafe your Grace, againft Foln 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my Houle, 
and Lands, and Wife and all from me. 

Suff. Thy Wife too ? that’s fome Wrong indeed. 
What?s yours ? what’s 


here ? againft the Duke of Suf- 
folk, for enclofing, the Commons of Afford. How now, 
Sir Knave ? 
2. Per. Alas, S 
whole Townhhip. 
Pet, Againft my Mafter, 
That the Duke of York was rig 
Queen, What fay’ft thou ? Did the 
He was rightful Heir to the Crown ? 
Pet. That my Miftrefs was ? No forfooth: my Mafter 
{aid, that he was; and that the King was an Usurper. 
‘Suff. Who is there 
; Enter Servant. 
and fend for hi 
1] hear more of your ma 


ir, I. am but 4 poor Petitioner of our 
Thomas Horner, for Saying, 
htful Heir to the Crown. 

Duke of York fay, 


s Mafter with a Pur- 
tter before 
(exit. 


Take this fellow in, 
fevant prefently: we 
the King. 
Queen, And as for you that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our Protectors Grace, 
Begin your Suits anew, and fue to him. 
Tear the Swpplication. 
Away, bafe Cullions: Suffolk, let them go. 
Ail, Come, lev’s begone. LExi. 
Queen, My Lord of Suffolk, fay, is this the guile ¢ 
Is this the Fafhion of the Court of England? 
Is this the Government of Britains ifle ? 
And this the Royalty of Albions King ? 
What, fhall King erry be a Pupil ftill, 
Under the furly G/ofters Governance ? 
Andla Queen in Title and in Style, 
‘And muft be made a Subject to a Duke ? 
Itell thee, Pool, when in the City Tours 
Thou raft a tilt in honour of my Love, 
And ftol’ft away the Ladies Hearts of France; 
{ thought King Hemry had refembled thee, 
Jn Courage, Courthhip, and Proportion: 
But all his mind is bent to holinets, 
To number Ave-maries on his Beads : 
His Champions are the Prophets and Apoftles, 
His Weapons, are Holy Saws of facred Writ, 
His Study is his Filt-yard, and his Loves 
Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints. 
I would the ‘College of the Cardinals 
Would chufe him Pope, and carry him to Rome, 
And fet the Triple Crown upon his Head; 
That were a Stace fit for his Holinefs. 
Suff. Madam, ‘be patient: as | was caufe 
Your Highnefs came to England, fo will L 
In England work your Graces full content. 


“Queen. Befide the haught Protector, have we Beauford, 
Somer fet, Buckingham, 


The imperious Church-man 5 
‘And grumbling York: and not the leaft of thefe, 
But can do more in England, than the King. 

Swf. And he of thefe that can do moft of all, 
Cannot domore in England, than the Nevils : 
Salisbury and Warmickare No fimple Peers. 
) thefe Lords do vex me half fo much, 


' Queen. Not all f 
| As that proud Dame, the Lord Protector’s Wife: 
ith troops of Ladies, 


She fweeps it through the Court w 
More like an Emprefs, than Duke Humphrey's Wife : 
Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen + 

She bears a Dukes Revenues on her back, 

¥ And in her Heart fhe fcorns our Poverty + | 


Shall I not live to beaveng’d ou her? 


eee 


ing Klenry the Sixth. 
Contemptuous bafe-born Callot as fhe is, 

She vaunted >mongi{t her Minions other day, 

The very train of her worft wearing Gown 

Was better worth than all my Fathers Lands, 

Till Suffolk, gave two Dukedoms for his Daughter. J 

sufi, Madam, my felf have lim’d a_bulh for her | 

And plac’d a Quire of fach enticing Birds, 5 

That {he will light to liften to the Lays, 

And never mountto trouble you again. 

So let her reft: and, Madam, lift tome, 

For 1am bold to counfel you in this 5 

Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 

Yet muit we joya with him, and with the Lords, J" 

Till we have brought Duke Hlumpbrey in diferace, | 

As for the Duke of York, this late Complaint 

Will make but little for his benefit : 

So one by one we'll weed them all at laft, 

And you your felf {hall fteer the happy Helm. 


Enter the King, Duke Humphrey, Cardinal, Bucking 
York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Dutchef. 
King. For my part, Noble Lords, I ¢ - 
Or Somerfet, on fork. all’s one to ri a 
Yor. If York have ill demeaned himfelf i 
‘Then let him be deny’d the Regent-fhip. 
Som, If Somerfet be unworthy of the place, 
Let York, be Regent, I will yield to him. 
War. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, ; 
Difpute not that, York is the worthier. . , 
Card, Ambitious Warnick, let thy Betters {peak 7 
War. The Cardinal’s not my Better in thefield. 
Buck. Allin this prefence are thy Betters, Warnick, 
War. W. armick may live to be the beft of all. 
Salish. Peace, Son, and fhew fome reafon, B 
Thy Somer fet fhould be preferr’d in this? 
Queen, Because the King forfooth will have it fo. 
Hum, Madam, the King is old enough himfelf 
To give this Cenfure: Thefe are no Womans matters 
_— Queen. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Proteétor of his Excellence ? 
€tor of the Realm, 


| 
ic} 


n Franct, F | 
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The Dolphin hath p 
And all the Peers an 
Have been as Bond-men to thy Soveraignty. 

Cur. The Commons haft thou rack’d, the Clergié 
Are lank and lean with thy Extortions. 

Som, Thy fumptuous Buildings, and thy Wives 2 

| Have cofta mafs of publick Treafure. . 

Buck, Thy Cruelty in execution 
Upon Offenders hath exceeded Law 
And left theeto the mercy of the Law. 

Queen. Thy fale of Offices and Towns in Frantt, 
[fthey were known, as the fufpect is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. - 

(Exit 
Give me my Fan: what, Minion, can ye not ? 


She gives the Dutchefs a box on the Ear. 


[ cry you mercy, Madam: was it you? i, 
Dutch, Was'tl ?- yea, Lit was, proud French-w 

Could I come near your Beauty with my Nails: 

I could fet my Ten Commandements in yout Face. 
King. Sweet Aunt, be quiet, *twas againft het f 
Dutch. Againft her will, good King ? look to’t in 

she'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a Baby + 

Though in this place moft Mafter wears no Breeche 

She fhall not ftrike Dame Elianor unreveng’d. | — 

. oa Exit 
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Buck, Lord Cardinal, 1 will follow Elianor, 
And liften after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 
She’s tickled now, her Fume can need no {purs, 
She’ll gallop far enough to her deftruction. . 
[Exit Buckingham. 


Enter Humphrey. 


Humph. Now, Lords, my Choler being over-blown, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
I come to talk of Common-wealth Affairs. 
As for your fpightful falfe Objections, 
Provethem, and I lye open to the Law: 
But God in mercy fo deal with my Soul, 
As I in Duty love my King and Country. 
But to the matter that we have in hand : 
Ifay, my Soveraign, York is meeteft man 
To be your Regent in the Realm of Frazce. 
Sif. Before we make Election, give me leave 
To thew fome reafon, of no little force, 
That York, is moft-unmeet of any Man. 
York. Pletell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmect. 


| Sirft, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride: 


Next, if 1 be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord of Somerfet will keep me here, 
Without Difcharge, Money, or Furniture, 
Till France be won into the Dolphin’s hands. 


*) Lat time I danc’t attendance on his will, 


Till Paris was befieg’d, famifh’t, and loft. 
Warw, That can! witnefs, anda fouler Fact 
Did never Traytor inthe Land commit. 
Suff, Peace, head-ftrong Warwick, 
War.1 mage of Pride, why fhould I hold my Peace? 


Enter Armorer and his Man. 


Suff. Becauf here is a Man accus’d of Treafon, 
Pray God the Duke of York excufe himfelf. 
York, Doth any one accuie York, for a Traytor ? 
King. What meaw’ft thou, Suffolk? télIme, what are 
thefe ? 
Suff. Pleafe it yout Majefty, this is the Man 


#| That doth accufe his Mafter of High-Treafon : 


His words were thefe: That Richard, Dukeof York, 


») Was rightful Heir unto the Engiifh Crown, 
i) | And that your Majefty was an Ufurper, 


King, Say man, were thefe thy words? 
4rmo, Andt fhall pleafe your Majefty, 1 never faid 
nor thought any fuch matter: God is my witnefs, 1 am 


| falily accus?d by the Villain. 


Perer. By thefe ten bones, my Lords, he did fpeak 
them to mein the Garret one Night, as we were {cow- 


yi{ Ting my. Lord of York’s Armour. 


York, Bafe Dunghil Villain, atid Mechanical, 
Ple have thy Head for this thy Traytors fpeech : 
I do befeech your Royal Majefty, 
Let him have all the rigour of the Law. 
_ Arm, Alas, my Lord, hang me if ever I fpake the words: 
my accufer ismy Prentice, and when I did correét him 


“| for his fault the other day, he did vow upon his Knees he 
| Would be even with me: I have good witnefS of this, 
| therefore I befeech your Majefty, do not caft away an 


honeft Man for a Villains Accufation. 
King. Uncle, what fhall we fay to this in Law ? 
Humph, Thisdoom, my Lord, if I may Judge: 
Let Sonerferbe Regent o’re the French, 


| Becaufe in York this breeds fufpition : 
| And let thefe havea day appointed them 
| For fingle Combat, in convenient place, 


For he hath witnefs of his Servants Malice : 
This is the Law, and this Duke Humphrey's doom. 
Som. 1 humbly thank your Royal Majefty. 
4Armorer. And Laccept the Combat willingly. 
Peter. Alas, my Lord,I cannot fight ; for God’s fake 
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pity my cafe: the fpight of my Mafter prevaileth againft 
‘me, O Lord have mercy upon me, I fhall never be able to 
fight a blow: O Lord; my heart. 
Humf, Sirrah, or you muft fight, or elfe be hang’d. 
King, Away with them to Prifon: and the day of 
Combat, Shall be the laft of the néxt Month, Come So- 
merfit, we'll fee thee fent away. 
Flourifh, [ Exeunt. 
Enter the Witch, the two Priefts, and Bullingbroox. 


Hume. Come, my Mafters, the Dutchefs, I tell. you, 
expects performance of your promifes. 

Bulling, Mafter Hume, we are therefore provided: 
Will her Ladifhip behold and hear our Exorcifimes ? 

Flume. 1, what elfe? Fear you not her Courage. 

Bulling. | have heard her reported to be a Womdan of 
an invincible fpirit : but it fhall be convenient, Mafter 
Hume, that yoube by her aloft, while we be bufie be- 
low : and fo, | pray you, go in God’s Name,and leave us, 

[Ex, Hume. 

Mother ‘jordan, be you proftrate, and groyel on the 
Earth ; ohn Southwell, read you, and let us to our work. 


Enter Elianor aloft. 


Elian. Well faid, my Mafters, and welcome to all: To 
this geer, the fooner the better. 

Bull. Patience, good Lady, Wizards know their times: 
Deep Night, dark Night, the filent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Zroy was iet on Fire, 
The times when Screech-owls cry, and Ban-dogs how] ; 
And Spirits walk, and Ghofts break up their Graves " 
That time fits beft the work we have in hand. 
Madam, fit you, and fear not: whom we raife, 
We will make fait within a hallow’d Verge. 


Here dothe Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle , Bul- 
lingbrook, or Southwell reads, Conjuro te) Cac 
Thynders and Lightens terribly : then the Spirit rifeth, 


Spirit, Adfum, 

Witch. Afmath, by the Eternal God, 
Whofe Name and Power thou tremblett at, 
Anfwer that I ask: For till thou fpeak, 
Thou fhalt not pafs from hence. 

Spirit. Ask what thou wilt 5 that I had faid, and done. 

Bulling. Firft of the King: What fhall of him be- 
come ? 

Spirit, The Duke yet lives, that Henry fhall depofe ; 
But him out-live, and dye a violent Death. 

Bull, What Fates await the Duke of Suffolk? 

Spirit. By Water fhall he dye, and take his end. 

Bull. What fhall befall the Duke of Somer/et ? 

Spirit. Let him fhun Caftles. 
Safer fhall he be upon the fandy Plains, 
Than where Caftles mounted ftand. 
Have done, for more! hardly can endure. ; 

Bull. Defcend to Darknefs, and the burning Lake ; 
Falfe Fiend avoid. 

Thunder and Lightning. [ Exgt Spirit. 
Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham, mith 
their Guard, and break in, . 


York. Lay hands upon thefe Traytors, and their trahh: 


Beldam, I think we watch’t you at an Inch. 


What,Madam,are you there? The King and Common-weal 


Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains 5 
My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not, 
See you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts. 


Elsan. Not half fo bad as thine to Englands King, 


Injurious Duke, that threatn’ft where’s no caufe. 


Buck, True, Madam, none at all; what call you this ? 
Nn 3. 


{ 


138 
Away with them, let them be clap’t up clofe, 
And kept afunder: you, Madam, fhall with us. 
Stafford take her to thee. 
Weill fee your trinkets here all forth-coming.- 
All away. 
York. Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch’t her 

A pretty Plot, well chofen to build upon. : 
Now, pray my Lord, let’s fee the Devil’s Writ. 
What have.we here? [ Reads. 
The Duke yet lives, that Henry fall depo/ es 

But bim out-live, and dye a violent acath. 

Why this is juft: do c£ acide Romanos vincere pofse. 
Well, to the reft: 
Tell ne what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk? 

By Water fhall he dye, and take his end. 

What fhall betide the Duke of Somerfet? 

Let bisa {hun Caftles, 

Safer {hall be be upon the fandie Plains, 

Tian where Castles mounted ftand, 

Come, come, my Lords, 

Thefe Oracles are hardly attain’d, 

And hardly underftood. 

The King is now in progrefs towards Saint Albans, 
With him, the Husband of this lovely Lady : 
Thither goes thefe News, 

As faft as Horfe can carry them : 

A forry breakfaft for my Lord Protector. 


Buck, Your Grace fhall give me leave, my Lord of York, 


To be the Poit, in hope of his reward. 
York, At your pleafure, my good Lord. 
Who’s within there, hoe ? 
Eater a Serving-man, 
Invite my Lords of Salsbury and Warwick, 
‘To fup with me to morrow Night. Away. 


LExeunt. 


Enter the King, Queen, Protettor, Cardinal, and 
Suffolk, wth Fanlkgers hollowing. 


Queen, Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook; 
J faw no better fport thefe feven years day 
Yet by your leave, the wind was very high, 
And ten to one, old Yea had not gone out. 


King, But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, 


And what a pitch fhe flew above the reft: 

To fee how God in all his Creatures works, 

Yea Man and Birds are fain of climbing high. 
Suff. No marvel, and it like your Majefty, 

My. Lord Protector’s Hawks do towre fo well; 

They know their Mafter loves to be aloft, 

And bears his thoughts above his Falcons pitch. 
Glof. My Lord, tis but a bafe ignoble mind, 

That mounts no higher than a Bird can foar. 


Card. 1 thought as-much, he would be above the 


‘| Clouds. 


Gloft. 1, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that ? 
Were it not good, your Grace could flie to Heaven ? 
King. The Treafury of everlafting Joy. 


Card, Thy Heaven is on Earth,thine Eyes and Thoughts 


Beat on aCrown, the Treafure of thy Heart, 


| Pernicious Protector, dangerous Peer, 


That fmooth’{t it fo with King and Commonweal. 
Gloft, What, Cardinal ? 
Is your Prieft hood grown peremptory ? 
Tantane animis Ceclejiibus ire, Church-men fo hot ? 
Good Undle, hide fach Malice: 
With fuch Holinefs can you do it? 
Suff. Normalice, Sir, no more than well becomes - 
So good a Quarrel, and fo bad a Peer. 
Glo. As who, my Lord ? 
Suff. Why, as you, my Lord, -. 
An’t like your Lordly Lord Protectorfhip. 
Gloft. Why Suffolk, England knows thine infolence. 
Queen. And thy Ambition, Gloster. ' 


oes yee: 


«well. 
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King. I prethee peace, good Queen, 
And whet not on thefe too-too-furious Peers, 
For blefled are the Peace-makers on Earth. _ 


Card. Let me be blefled for the Peace I make 


(Exit. | Againft this proud Protector with my Sword, 


Gioft. Faith, Holy Uncle, would *twere come tothat 
Card. Marry, when thou dar7ft. a 
Glojt.. Make upno faétious numbers for the’ matter i 

In thine own perfon anfwer thy abufe. , a 
Card. 1, where thou dar’ft not peep: 

Andif thou dar’{t, this evening, 

On the Eaft fide of the Grove. 

King. How now, my Lords? 
Card, Believe me, Coufin Glofter, 

Had not your man put up the Fowl fo faddenly, 

We had had more {port. 

Come with thy two- hand Sword. 

Gloft. True, Uncle, are ye advis’d ? 

The Eaft fide of the Grove : 

Cardinal, 1am with yon. ° : ata 
King. Why how now, Uncle Glofter ? Ms i» 
Gloft. Talking of Hawking, nothing elfe, my Lo fe 

Now by Gods Mother, Prieit, a 

Ile fhave your Crown for this, 

Or all my fence fhall fail. ae 
Car. Medice teipfum, Protector fee too’t well, protet 

your felf. : 
King. The Winds grow high, 

So do your Stomacks, Lords: 

How irkfome is this Mufick to my heart ? i 

When fuch Strings jarr, what hope of Harmony? ~ 

| pray, my Lords, let me compound this ftrife. Ef 


Enter one crying-a Miracle. 


Gloft. What means this noife ? 
Fellow, what Miracle do’ft thou proclaim? 
One. A Miracle, a Miracle. 
Suffolk, Come to the King, and tell him, what i 
One.. Forfooth, ablind man at St. Alban’s Shrine, 
Within this half hour hath receiv’d his fight, 
Aman that ne’re faw in his life before. - a 
King. Now God be prais’d, that to believing Souls | 
Gives Light in Darknefs, Comfort in Defpait. 


ae 

Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans, and bis. 
Brethren, bearing the Maan between a 

two in a Chair. ing 


Card. Here comes the Towns-men on proceflion, a 


_| To prefent your HighnefS with the man. 


King. Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
Although by his fight his fin be multiplied. a 
. Gloft. Stand by, my Mafters, bring him neat the Kings| 
His Highnefs pleafure isto talk with him, : 
King. Good-fellow, teli us here the circumftance, 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord, 
What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor’d? 


Simp. Born blind, and’t pleafe your Grace. 
Wife. 1 indeed was he. , 


we an Woman is this? . 
ife. His Wife, and?t pleafe your Worhhip. “ee 
Gloft. Had?{t thou been his Mother, thou could’t 


_{ better told. 


King. Where wert thou born? 


Simp. At Barwick in the North, a 
Grace. 


King. Poor Soul, 
God’s goodnefs hath been great to thee: 
Let never Day nor Night unhallowed pafs, _ 
But ftill remember what the Lord hath done. 
neen. Yell me, Good-fellow, 


Cam’ft thou here by Chane ; 
To this Holy Shrine? €, or of Devotion, 


it! 


~ 


_ Simp. God knows of pure Devotion, 
Being call’d a hundred times, and oftner, 
{In my fleep, by good Saint Albaz : 
Who faid , Simon, come, come offer at my Shrine, 
And I will help thee. 

Wife. Moft true, forfooth: 
And many atime and oft my felf have heard a Voice, 
To call him fo. ~ 

Card, What, art thou lame ? 

Simp. 1, God Almighty help me. 

Suff. How cam’{t thou fo ? 
' Simp. A fall offa Tree. - 

Wife. A Plum-tree, Matter. 
Gloft. How long haft thou been blind 2 
Simp. O born fo, Matter. 
Glojt, What, and would’ft climba Tree? 
Simp. But That inall my life, when I was a youth. 
Wife. Tootrue, and bought his climbing very dear. 
_ Gloft, Mafs, thou lov’dft. Plums well, that would’ft 
venture fo. 
Simp. Alas, good Mafter, my Wife defired fome Dam- 


1} fons, and made meclimb, with danger of my Life. 


Gloft. A fubtil Knave, but yet it fhall not ferve: 
Let me fee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them, ' 
}In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well. 

Simp. Yes, Matter, clear as day, I thank God and Saint 
Alban. 

Gloft, Say?f thou me fo: what Colour is this Cloak of ? 

Simp. Red, Mafter, Redas Blood. 

Glojt. Why that’s, well faid: What Colour is my 
Gownof? . 

Simp, Black, forfooth, Coal-black, as Jet, 

King, Why then, thou know’ft what Colour Jet is of ? 

Suf. And yet, I think, Jet he did never fee. 

Gloft But Cloaks and Gowns, before this day, a 
many. 

W, e. Never before this day, in all his life, 

Gloft;. ‘Tell me, Sirrah, what’s my vanie ? 

Simp. Alas Matter,. I know not. 


Lo Glojt. What's his Name ? 

Ae Simp. 1-know not. 

sl Gloft.. Nor his ? 

i. Simp. No indeed, Mafter. 

lee Gloft What’s thine own Name? 

in Siomp. Saunder Simpcox, andif it pleafe you, Mafter. 


Glost, Then Saunder, fit there, 


bw’ The lying {t Knave in Chriftendom. 


mi 


If thou had?ft been born blind, 
Thou might’ft as well have known all our Names, 
As thus to know the feveral Colours we do wear, 


n}"| Sight may diftinguifh Colours : 


mi | But fuddenly to nominate them all, 

;{at!| Itis impoflible. 

pe My Lords, Saint 4/ban here hath done a Miracle : 
ta And would ye not think it, Cunning to be great, 
is | Phat could reftore this Cripple to his Legs again ? 
et] © Simp. O Matter, that you could ¢ 

if Gloft. My Mafters of Saint Albans, 


Have you not.Beadles in your Town, 


And things call’d Whips ? 
Mopor. Yes, my Lords, if it pleafe your Grace. 
Gloft. Then fend for one prefently. 
Mayor. Sirrah, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 
; [ Exit. 
Gloft, Now fetch mea Stool hither by and by. 
Now Sirah, if you mean to fave your felf from Whip- 
ping, leapme over this Stool, and run away. 
Simp. Alas Mafter, 1 am not able to ftand alone: 
| You go about totorture mein vain. 


Enter a Beadle with Whips, 
Gloft. Well Sir, we mufk have you find your Legs.: 
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Bead. Y will, my Lord, 
Come on Sirrah, off with your Doublet, quickly. 
; — Alas, Mafter, what fhall I do? Tam not able to 
ftand. 
After the Beadle hath hit him once, be leaps over 
the Stool, and runs away: and they follow, 
and cry, a Miracle, 

King. O God, feeft thouthis, and beareft fo long ! 

Queen, It made me laugh, to fee the Villain run, 

Gloft. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away. 

Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glost. Let him be whipt through every Market Town, 
Till theyconte to Barwick, from whence they came. 
[Exit. 
Card, Duke Humphrey has done a Miracle to day. 

Swf. True,made the Lame to leap, and-flie away. 

Gios?. But you have done more Miracles than I - 
You made ina day, my Lord, whole Towns to fle. 


Exter Buckingham. 


King. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham? 
Buck, Suchas my Heart doth tremble to unfold : 
A fort of naughty perfons, lewdly bent, 
Under the Countenance and Confederacy 
Of Lady Elianor, the Protectors Wife, 
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Have practis’d dangeroufly againft your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 
Whom we have apprehended in the Fact, 
Raifing up wicked Spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King Henry's Life and Death, 
And other.of your Highnefs Privy Councel, 
As more at large your Grace hall underftand. 
Card. And {o, my Lord Protector, by this means 
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London. 
This news I think hath turn’d your Weapon’s edges 
Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour. 
Gloft, Ambitious Church-man, leave to afli& my Heart :. 
Sorrow and grief have vanquifht all my powers ; 
And vanquilht as I am, I yield to thee, 
Or to the meaneft Groom. 
King. O God, what mifchiefs work the wickéd ones? 
Heaping confufion on their own Heads thereby. 
Queen, Glofter, fee here the Taindture of thy Neft, 
And look thy felf be faultlefS, thou.wert beft. 
Gloft.. Madam, for my felf, to Heaven1 do appeal, 
How! have lov’d my King, and Common-weal : 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ftands, 
Sorry amI to hear, what | have heard: 
Noble fhe is; but ifthe have forgot 
Honour and Virtue, and convers’t with fuch, 
As like to Pitch, defile Nobility ; 
I banifh her my Bed, and Company, 
And give het as.a Prey to Law and Shame, 
That hath difhonoured G/offer’s honeft name. ‘ . 
King. Well, for this Night we will repofe us here: 
To morrow toward London, back again, 
To look into this Bufinefs thorowly, 
And call thefe foul Offendors to their anfwers; 
And poife the Caufe in Juftice equal Scales, 
Whofe Beam ftands fure, whofe rightful caufe prevails, 
[Exeunt. 


Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 


York, Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 
Our fimple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this clofe Walk to fatisfy my felf, 
In craving your opinion of my ‘Title, 
Which isinfallible to Englands Crown, 
Salisb, My Lord, I long to hear it thusat full, 
War, Sweet York, begin: andif thy claim be good, 


|Sirrah Beadle, whip him till he leap over that fame Stool. | The Nevi/s are thy Subjects ¢o command. 


York, 
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York, Then thus: 
Edvard the third, my Lords, had feven Sons: 
The firft Edward the Black-Prince, Prince of Wales; 
The fecond, William of Hatfield, and the third, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence: next to whom, 
Was Fohn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafter 
The fifth, was Edmard Langley, Duke of Tork ; 
The fixth, Thomas of Woodjtock, Duke of Glofter, 5 
William of Windfor, was the feventh, and laft. 
Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, 
And left behind him Richard, his only Son, 
Who after Edward the third’s death, reign’d King, 
>Till Henry Bullingbrook, Duke of Lancafter, 
The eldeit Son and Heir of Sohn of Gaunt, 
Crown’d by the name of Henry the fourth, 
Seiz’d on the Realm, depos’d the rightful King, 
Sent his poor Queen to France, from whence fhe came, 
And him to Pomfret where, as all you knew, 
Harmlels King Richard was murthered traiteroufly. 
Warw. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; 
Thus got the Houfe of Lancafter the Crown. 

York. Which now they hold by force, and not by right: 

For Richard the firft Son’s Heir, being dead, 

The iflue of the next Son fhould have reign’d. 
Salis. But William of Hatfield dyed without an Heir. 
York. The third Son, Duke of Clarence, 

From whofe Line I claim the Crown, 

Had iflue Phelip, a Daughter, 

Who married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of Afarch: 

Edmond had iffue, Roger Earl of March : 

Roger had iflue, Edmond, Anne, and Elianor. 

Salis. This Edmond, in the reign of Bullingbrook 

As I have read, laid claim unto the Crown, 
And, but for Owen Glendour,, had been King ; 
Who kept him in Captivity, till he dy’d. 
But, to the relt, 

Tork, His eldeft Sifters Ame, 

My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown, 
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge, 
Who was to Edmond Langley, 

Edmard the third’s fifth Son’s Son; 

By her { claim the Kingdom : 

She then was Heir to Xoger, Earl of March, 
Who was the Son of Edmond Mortimer, 
Who married Phikp, fole Daughter 
Unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence, 

So, if the iffue of the eldeit Son 

Succeed before the younger, I am King. 

Warw. What plain proceeding is more plain than this ? 
Henry doth claim the Crown from ohn of Gaunt 
The fourth Son, York claims it from the third : 
rTill Lyonel’s illue fail,, he fhould not Reign. 

It fails not yet, but flourifheth in thee, 

And in thy Sons, fair Slips of fuch a Stock, 

Then Father Salzsbury, kneel we together, 
And in this private Plot be we the firft, 
That fhall falute our rightful Soveraign 
With honour of his Birth-right to the. Crown. 

Both, Long live our Soveraign Richard, England?s King. 

York, We thank you, Lords : 
But lam not your King, “till 
And that my Sword be ttain’d 
With heart-blood of the Houfe of Lancafter 
And ‘that’s not fuddenly to be perform’d, 
But with advice and filent fecrecy. 
Do you, as 1 do, in thefe dangerous days 
Wink at the Duke of Suffolk’s Infolencey 
At Beanford’s Pride, at Somerfers Ambition, 
Ac Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, 
Till they have fhar’d the Shepherd of the Flock, 
That virtuous Prince, thie good Duke Humfrey * 
> Pis that they feck, and they, in feeking that, 
Shall find their deaths, if York can prophefie. 
_ Sabif. My Lord, break we off, we know your 


I be Crown’d 


mind 


The fecond Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


at full. = a eo Fart r 
Warw, My heart aflures me, that the Eerl of Wa 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a King, 
York, And Nevil, this I do aflure my felf, 
Richard Shall live to make the Earl. of Warwick, 
The greateft man in England, but the King. 


i 


Excum,| 


Sound Trumpets. Enver the King, and State, with 
Guard, to banifh the Dutchefs. — Pt 


King. Stand forth, Dame E4anor Cobham, 
Glofter’s Wife : 
In tight of God, and us, your guilt is great, 
Receive the fentence of the Law for fin, 
Such as by God’s Book are adjudg’d to death, 
You four from hence to Prifon, back again 
Fromm thence, unto the place of Execution; 


| The Witch in Smithfield fhall be burn’d to afhes, 


And you three fhall be ftrangled on the Gallows, 17 
You Madam, for you are more Nobly born, oe 
Defpoyled of your Honour in your life, 
Shall after three days open Penance done, ji 
Live in your Country here, in Banifhment, “ 
With Sir John Stanly, in the Ile of man. a 
Elian, Welcome is Banifhment, welcome were i 
Death. a 
Glost. Elianor, the Law thou feeft hath judged 
i cannot juftifie, whom the Law condemns, 
Mine eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief. — 
Ah Humfrey, this difhonour in thine Age, | 
Will bring thy Head with forrow to the Ground. | 
I befeech your Majeity give me leave to go, | 
Sorrow would folace, and mine Age would cafe, 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Glofer, 
E’re thou go: give up thy Staff, 
Henry will to himfelf Protector be, me. | 
And God fhall be my Hope, my Stay, my Guide, | 
And Lanthorn to my Feet. my 
And go in peace, Awmfrey, no lefs belov’d, 
Than when thou wert Protector to thy King. 
Queen, | fee no reafon, why a King of years 
Should be to be protected like a Child: — 
God and King Henry govern Englang’s Realm: 
Give up your Staff, Sir, and the King his Realm, 
Gloft. My Staff? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staff: | 
As willingly do I the fame refign, ‘he 
As ere thy Father Henry made it mine; ” 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 
As others would ambitioufly receive it. 
Farewel good King: when I am dead and gone, — 
May honourable Peace attend thy Throne. oi. 
[Exit Gloftet:| 
Queen. Why now is Henry King, and Margart Queen)” 
And Humfrey, Duke of Glojter, {carce himfelf, | 
That bears fo fhrewd a maim; two Pulls at ott; ~ 
His Lady banifh’d, and a Limb lopt off, ot 
This Staff of Honour raught, there let it ftand, 
Where beft it fits to be, in Henry's hand. =a 
Suff. Thus droops this lofty Pine,and hangs his spray 
Thus Elianor’s Pride dyes in her younger days. | 
York, Lords, let him go. Pleafe it your Majefty, | 
This is the day appointed for the Combate, ca 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, ; 
The Armourer and his Man, to enter the Lifts, 
So ‘pleafe your Highnefs to behold the Fight. 9 
Queen, 1, good my Lord: for purpofely therefore BE 4 
Left 1 the Court, to fee this Quarrel tryd a | 
King. A God’s Name fee the Lifts and all chings A) 
Here jet them end it, and God defend the righty | 
York, 1 never faw a fellow worfe beftead, | 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the Ae ae 2 
$V 


| 
Aan; 
a 


it 


The Servant of this Armourer, my Lor 


~ 


~ The Second part of King 
wl an 
hiy : 

ih Enter at one Door the Armorer and his Neighbours, drink: 

Li ing to him fo much, that he is drunk 5 and he enters 
Ma with a Drum before him, and his Staff with a Sand- 


Ke bag faftned to it: and at the other Door. his Man, 
' with a Drum anda Sand-bag, and Prentices drink: 
ing to him, 


| 1. Neighbour. Here, Neighbour Horner, I drink to 
youin a Cup of Sack; and fear not,Neighbour, you {hall 
do well enough. 


ta 2: Neighbour, And here, Neighbour, here’s a Cup of 
Charneco. 

HG) 3. Neighbour. And here’s a Pot of good double-Beer, 

fy, Neighbour: drink, and fear not your Man. 

Wie) _Armorer. Let it come yfaith, and V’le pledge you all, 

il Jand a fig for Peter. 


1. Pren. Were Perer | drink to thee, and be not a- 
nila fraid. 
thi! 2s Pren. Be merry, Perer, and fear not thy Mafter ; 
Iii | Fight for the credit of the. Prentices. 

li, | Peter. I thank you all: drink, and pray for me, 1 pray 
dt, you, for 1 think | have taken my laft Draught in this 
tllag| World. Here Robin, if 1 dye, 1 give thee my Apron; 
ma and )Vsil, thou fhalt have my Hammer : and here, Tom, 
inte take all. the Moncy that I have. O Lord blefs me, I. pray 
| God, for I am never able to deal with my Mafter, he 
hij hath learnt fo much to fence already. 

oan | Salis. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 

at f(y Sitrah, what’s.thy Name? 


: Peter, Peter, forfooth. 

ne A 3 : 

‘niet Salis. Peter ? what more ! 

tot 

mene eter Thump. 

gi 844s. Thump? Then fee thou thump thy Mafter well. 

tis Armorer. Nafters, 1 am come hither as it weré upon 
‘i 


my Man’s inftigation, to prove hima Knave, and my felf 

an honeit: man: and touching the Duke of York, | will 

4 take my death,! neyer meant him any ill, nor the King 

i, nor the Queen, and therefore Peter have at thee with a 
rdown right blow. 

belt York. Difpatch,' this Knaves tongue begins to double. 

wot! Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatants. 


King ff They fight, and Peter ftrikes him down, 
Chil: _Armorer. Hold Peter,hold,| confefs, I confefs Treafon. 
wist® York, Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank God, 


Kilt! and the good Wine in thy Mafters way. ae 

dm)" Peter. O God, have I overcome mine Enemy in this 

» —prefence? O Pererthou haft preyail’d in right. 

ita) King. Go, take -hence that Traytor from our fight, 

jjat For by his death we do perceive his guilt. 

gi And God in Juftice hath reveal’d to us 

jai’ The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow, 

‘That Which he had thought to have murther’d wrongfully. 
Come Fellow, follow. us for thy Reward. [Exeunt. 


i jie Enter Duke Humfrey and his Men in Mourning Cloaks. 
net 

 ? ( , 

ie Glof. Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day a Cloud ;. 
: yi} And after Summer, evermore fucceeds _ 

ee Barren Winter, with his wrath{ul nipping Cold; 
‘yt 80 Cares and Joyes abound, as Seafons flect. 

i 


«(| Sirs, what’s a Clock ¢ 
ot | Serv, Ten; my Lord. 
Glof, Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 
To watch the coming of my punifh’d Datchefs ; 
| Unneath may flie endure the. Flinty Streets, 
To tread them with her tender-feeling Feet. 
Sweet Well, ill can. thy Noble mind a-brook 
The abject People gazing on thy; Face, 
\) With envious Looks ftill laughing at thy fhame, 
| That erft did follow thy proud. Chariot-Wheels, 
When thou didft ride;i Triumph. through the itreets. 
But foft, 1 think the comes, and V’le prepare. 
My Tear-ftain’d, Eyes, to fee her; Miferies.. 


zt 
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ee 


Enter the Dutchefs in a white Sheer, and a Taper bur 
wing in ber hand, with the Sheriff and Officers. 


Serv, So pleafe your Grace, we'll take her from the 
Sheriff. 
Glofter. No, ftir not for your lives, Jet her pafs. by. 
El:an. Come you, my Lord, to fee my open fhame ? 
Now thou do’{t Penance too. Look how they gaze, 
Sec how the giddy multitude do point, 
And nod their heads, and throw their Eyes on thee. 
Ah Glojfer, hide thee from their hateful looks, 
And in thy Clofet pent up, rue my fhame, 
And ban their Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Glof, Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this G rick 
Elian, Ah Glofter, teach me to forget my felf : 
For whil’ft I think | am thy married Wife, 
And thou a Prince, Proteétor of this Land : 
Methinks | fhould not thus be led along, 
Mail’d up in fhame, with Papers on my Back; 
And follow’d with a Rabble, that rejoice 
To fee my Tears, and hear my deep-fet Groans, 
The ruthlefs Flint doth cut my tender Feet, 
And when I ftart the envious People laugh, 
And bid me be advifed, how I tread. 
Ah Humfrey, can! bear this fhameful yoak ? 
Troweft thou, that ¢’re I’le look upon the World; 
Or count them happy, that enjoyes the Sun ? 
No: Dark thallbemy Light, and Night my Day. 
To think upon my Pomp, fliall be my Hell. 
Sometime Ple fay lam. Duke Aumfrey?s Wife, 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land : 
Yet fo he Rul’d, and fuch a Prince he was, 
As he ftood by, whileft I his forlorn Dutchef, 
Was madea Wonder, and a pointing Stock 
Toevery idle Rafcal Follower. 
But be thou mild, and bluth not at my thame, 
Nor ftir at nothing, till the Axe of Death 
Hang over thee, as fure it fhortly will, 
For Suffolk, he that can do all in all 
With her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, 
And York, and impious Beauford, that falfe Prieft, 
Have all lim’d Bufhes to betray thy Wings, 
And flie thou how thou canft, they?! tangle thee, 
But fear thou not until thy Foot be fnar’ 
Nor ever feek prevention of thy Foes, 
Gloft. Ah, Nell, forbear: thou aimeft all awry. 
I mutt offend, before I be attainted : 
And had I twenty times fo many Foes, 
And each of them had twenty times their power, 
All thefe could not procure me any fcathe, 
Solong asI am loyal, true, and crimelefs, ° 
Would’ft have me refcue thee from this Reproach ? 
Why yet thy Scandal were not wip’t away, 
But I in danger for the breach of Law. 
Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Well: 
I pray thee fort thy Heart to Patience, 
Thefe few dayes wonder will be quickly worn. 
Enter a Herald, 
Her, 1 fummon your Grace to his Majefties Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the firft of this next Month. 
Gloft. And my confent ne?re ask’d herein before ? 
This is clofe dealing. Well, I will be there, 
My Well, L take my leave ;, and Mafter Sheriff, 
Let not her Penance exceed the Kings Commifiion. 
Sher, And’t pleafe your Grace,here my Commiflion ftays: 
And Sir Joba Stanly is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the Ifle of Man. 
Gloft. Muft you, Sir Fobn, protec my Lady here ? 
Stanly. Soam I given in charge, may’t pleafe your Grace 
Gloft. Entreat her not the worfe, in that ] pray 
oe ufe her well: tis esi may laugh again, 
And I may live to do you kindnefs. if v i 
And. fo, Sir <Fobn, Farewel Ratios eta 


? 


Elian. 
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Elian. What, gone ny Lord, and bid me not farewel. 
Gloft.. Witnefs my Tears, I cannot flay to {peak: 
fExit Glofter. 
Elian, Art thou gone too? all comfort go with ‘thee, 
For none abides with me: my Joy is Death, 
Death, at whofe Name I oft have been afear’d, 
Becaufel wifh?d this World’s Ecernity. 
Stanly prethee go, and take foe hence, 
I care not whither, for 1 beg no Favour ; 
Onely convey me whete thou att commanded. 
Stan, Why Madam, that isto the Jfle of many 
There tobe us’d according to your State. 
Elian. That’s bad enough, for I am but Reproach: 
And fhall I then be us’d reproachfully |? 
Stan: Like to a Dutchefs, and Duke 
According to that State you fhall be us?d. 
Elian. Soerift farewel, and better, than I, fare, 
Although thou haft been Conduct of my fhame. 
She. It is my Office, and Madam pardon me. 
Elian. 1, 1; farewel, thy Office is difcharg?d : 
Come Stanly, fhall we go? 
Stan, Madam, your Penance done, 
Throw off this Sheet, 
And go we to attire you for our Journey. 
Elan. My fhame willnot be fbifted with my 
No, it will hang upon my richeft Robes, 
And fhew it felf, attire me how I can. 
Go, lead the-way, 1 long to feé my Prifon. 


Humfrey’s Lady, 


Sheet : 


Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck- 


Enter King, Queen, 5 
and Warwick, to the Parleament. 


ingham, Salisbury, 


King. 1 mufe- my Lord of Gloffér is not come; 
*Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man, 
What ere occafion’ keeps him from us now. 
Queen, Can you not fee? or will-ye not obferve 
The itrangnefs of his a}ter"d “Countenance ; 
With what a Majefty he beats ‘himéelf, 
How infolent of late‘he is become, ” 
How proud, how peremptory, and unlike himfelfe 
We know the fimie fince he was mild and difable, 
And if we-did but glance a far-off Look, 
Immediatly he was upon his Knee, 
That alj-the Court admir’d him for. f{ubmiffion. 
But meet him now, aiid beitin the Morn, 
When every one will give the time of day, 
He knits his Brow, and fhews-an angry hye; 
And pafleth by with Stiff unbowed Knee, 
Difdaining duty that to us belongs. 
Small Cuts aré not regarded when they grins 
But Great men tremblé when the Lyon roars, 
|And Humfrey isfo Tittle man in England. 
Firft note, that he is near you in defcent, 
And fhould you fall, he is the next will mount. 
Me feemeth then,- it is no Policy, 
Refpecting what a’ Rancorous mind he bears, 
And his Advantage following your Deceafe, 
That he fhould come about your Royal Perfon, 
Or be admitted to. your Highnefs Councel. 
By Flattery hath he won-the Commons Hearts: 
And when he pleafe' to make Commotion, 
Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him. ; 
| Now °tis the Spring, and Weeds are fallow Rooted, 
Suffer them now, and they'll o’re-grow the Garden, 
And choak the Herbs for want of Husbandry, 
The Reverent care I bear: unto my Lord, * 
Made me collect thefé' Dangersia the Duke. 
If it be fond, call it a Womans Fear : 
| WhichFear, if better Reafons can fupplant, 
| | will fubf{cribe, and fay 1 wrong’d ‘the Duke. 
‘My Lord of Suffolk Buckingham, and T ork, 
Reprove my Allegation, if you can, 
Or elie conclude my words-effectual. . eg oe 
Suf. Well hath your Highnefs {eer into this Duke: 


[Excunt. 
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And had I firft been put to fpeak my mind, 
I think 1 fhould have told your Graces Tale. 
The Dutchefs, by his Subornation, 
Upon my Life began her Devilifh Practices: 
Or if he were not privie to thofe Faults, - 
Yet by reputing of his high Defcent, 
As next the King, he was fucceflive Heir, 
And fach high Vaunts of his Nobility, 
Did inftigate the Bedlam brain-fick Dutchefs, 
By wicked means to frame our Soveraign’s Fall. : 
Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is deep, 
‘And in‘ his fimple fhew he harbours Treafon. ¢ 
The Fox barks not, when he would fteal the Lamb, © 
No, no, my Soveraign, Glofter is a Man a 
Unfounded yet, and full of deep Deceit. 
Card, Did he not, contrary to form of Law, 
Devife ftrange Deaths, for small Offences done? 
York, And did he not, in his Proteétorfhip, ee: 
Levy great fumms of Money through the Realm, |= 
For Souldiers pay in France, and never fent it? et 
By means whereof the Towns each day revolted. 
Buck, Tut, thefe are petty faults to faults u 
Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke 4; 
King. My Lords at once: the care you have of 
To mow down Thorns that would annoy our Foot, 
is worthy praife: but fhall 1 fpeak my confcience, 
Our Kinfivan Gloffer is as innocent, 
From meaning Treafon to our Royal Perfon, 
As is the fucking Lamb, or harmlefs Dove : 
The Duke is Virtuous, Mild, and too well given: 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfal. 
Qu.Ah! what’s more dangerous,than this fonda 
Seems hea Dove ? his Feathers are but borrow’d, 
For he is difpofed as the hateful Raven. 
Ishe a Lamb? his Skin was furely lent him, ~ 
For he’s enclin’d as is the Ravenous Wolves. 
Who cannot fteal a Shape that means Deceit? | 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us all, a 
Hangs on the cutting fhort that Fraudful man. 
Enter Somerfet. weld 
Som. All Health unto my Gracious Soveraign. 
King. Welcome Lord Somerfer; What news moll 
France ? Bi 
Som. That all our intereft in thofe Territorigs,; | 
Is utterly bereft you : all is loft. 
King. Cold News, Lord Somerfet : but Gods 
done. a 
York, Cold News for me: for! had hope of Fraitt,) 
As firmly as 1 hope for Fertile England. a 
Thus are my- Bloffoms blafted in the Bud, 
And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. 
But I will remedy this geare e’re long, 
Or fell my Title for a glorious Grave. 
Exter Glocefter. 
Gloff, All happinefs unto my Lord the King : 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ftay’d fo long. 
Suff. Nay, Gloffer, know: that thou art come too #! 
Unlefs thou wer’t more Loyal than thou art : 
I do arreft thee of High Treafon here. oa 
Gloft. Well Suffolk, yet thou fhalt not fee me blull 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreft 
A heart unfpotted is not eafily daunted. 
The pureft Spring is not fo free from mud, 
As lam Clear from Treafon to my Soveraign, 
Who ean accufe me? wherein am I guilty? 
York.’ Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you took Bribes of France, 
And being Protector ftay’d the Souldiers pay, 
By means whereof his Highnefs hath loft Frantt. 
Gloft. Is itbut thought fo ? Fide 
What are they that think it? 
I never rob’d the Souldiers of their pays 


-} Nor never had one penny Bribe from Frace. 


So help me God, as 1 have watcht the Night, 


-~. 


Pers7 


\ |, Night by Night, in ftudying good for England, 
lt | That Doit that e’re I wrelted from the King, 
Or any Groat I hoarded to my ufe, 
li Be brought againft me at my Tryal day. 
|No: Manya Pound of mine own Proper ftore, 
Becanfe I would not tax the needy Commons, 
, |Have I disburfed to the Garrifons, 
_ }And never ask’d for reftitution. 
li} Card. It ferves you well, my Lord, to fay fo much. 
i ‘| Glo. \ fay nomore than truth, fo helpme God. 
uti’ York, In your Proteéctorship, you did devife 
te, | Strange Tortures for Often ers, never heard of, 
alii} Eat England was defam’d by Tyranny. 


"AR. 


s 


‘i, | Pitie was all the fault that was in me: 

nil For I fhould melt at an Offendor’s tears, 

And lowly words were Ranfom for their fault : 
.{Unlefs it were a bloody Murtherer, 

Or foul felonious Thief, that fleee’d poor paflengers, 
.jL never gave them condign punifhurent. 

ere Murther indeéd, that bloody fin, I tortur’d 

nn Above the Felon, or what Trefpafs elfe. 

S10 Ly 


nt “ But mightier Crimes are lay’d unto your charge, 
¢/t® Whereof you cannot eafily purge your felf. 
a T do arreft you in his a eereNares oe 
‘n/@ And here commit you to my Lord Cardina 
To keep, until pour further time of Tryal. 
ilk, King. My Lord of Ghoceffer, ’tis my {pecial hope, 
Dn: That you will clear your felf from all fufpence, 
wil) My Confcience tells me you are innocent. 
ion, . . Gloff. Ah gracious Lord, thefe days are dangerous: 
haitith Virtue is choak’t with foul Ambition, 
 butit And Charity chas’d hence by Rancour’s hand ; 
vt Foul Subornation is predominant, 
vat Aud Equitie exil’d your Highnefs Land. 
Wide f Know, their Complot isto have my Life: 
zs And if my death might make this Ifland happy, 
fyi, And prove the period of their Tyranny, 
ae eae cree en ea 
ut mine is madethe Prologue € : 
: yg For thoufands more, that yet fufpect no peril, 
he Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy. apa 
‘ Beauford’s red fj arkling Eyes blab his heart’s malice; 
and Sufoiihs boii Brow his ftormy hate; 
tc arp Buckinoham unburthens with his tongue 
4 2 he envious Load that lyes upon his heart : 
it: And dogged York, that reaches atthe Moon, 
i Whole over-weening ‘Arm 1 have plackt back, 
[wi By falfe accufe dothlevel at my Life, E 
/@ (And you, my Soveraign Lady; with there 4 
rh =: nfelef ue lay’d difgraces on my head, 
And with your beft endeavour have ftirr’d up 
gif, My liefeft Liege to be mine Enemy : 
Nt all of yon havelay’d your heads together, 
¢ . My felf had notice of your Conventicles, 
{tkl@ Andall to make away my guiltlefs life. 
(ol@ Lfhall not want falfe Witnefs, to condemn me, 
wi Nor ftore of Treafons, to augment my guilt : 
it’ The ancient Proverb will be well effected, 
yt. A Staff isquickly found to beat a Dog.. 
at’ Card. My Liege, his railing is intolerable. 
is 4¢ If thofe that care to keep your Royal Perfon 
From Treafon’s fecret Knife, and Traytor’s Rage, 
“ @ Bethus upbraided, chid, and a =: ‘ 
vi And the Offender granted {cope of fpecch, 
ol >T will make them cal in zeal untoyour Grace. 
ul Suff. Hathhe not twit our Soveraign Lady here 
With ignomipious words, though Clark] y coucht ? 
ii ASif fhe had fiborned fome to fwear 
sel Falfe allegations, to o’rethrow his ftate. 


h Queen. But! can can give the lofer leave to chide, 
Gloff, Far truer fpoke than meant: I lofe indeed, 
' Befhrew the winners, for they play’d me falfe, — 
oP) 
id 


, Gloft. Why ’tis well known, that whiles I was Protefor 


. oi ‘The Second part of King Henry the- Sixth, 


? 


Suf. My Lord, thefe faults are ealie, quickly anfwer’d : 
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And well fiuch Lofers may have leave to {peak. ; 
Suck. He’ll wreft the fenfe, and hold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinal, he is your Prifoner. 
Card. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure. 
Gloft. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 


| Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body, 


‘Thus is the Shepherd beaten from thy fide, 
And Wolves are gnarling, who fhall gnaw thee firft. 
Ah that my fear were falfe, ah thatit Were ; 
For good King Henry, thy decay I fear. [Exit Glocefter. 
King. My Lords, what to your Wifdomes feemeth beft, 
Do, or undo, as if our felf were here. 
Queen. What. will your Highnefs leave the Parlia- 
ment ? 
King. | Margaret : my Heart is drown’d with Grief, 
W hofe Floud begins to flow within my Eyes; - 


| My Body round engirt with Mifery : 


For what’s more miferable than Difcontent ? 

Ah Uncle Humphrey, in thy fad Face T fee 

The Map of Honour, Truth, and Loyalty : 

And yet good Humphrey, isthe hour to come 

That e’re I prov’d thee falfe, or feard thy Faith. 

What lowring Star now envyes thy eftate ? 

That thefe great Lords, and Margaret our Queen, 

Do feck fabverfion of thy harmlefs Life, 

Thou never didft them wrong, nor no man wrong: 

And as the Butcher'takes'away the Calf, 

And binds the Wretch} andbeats it when it ftra 

Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houfe ; 

Even fo remot flefs have they born him ‘hence : 

And as the Dame rans lowing up and down, 

Looking the way her harthéfefs young one went, 

And can do nought but ‘wail her Darlings lofs ; 

Even fo my felf bewails good Glofter’s cafe, 

With fad anhelpful Tears and with dimn’d FE 

Look after him, and cannot do him good : 

So mighty are his vowed Enemies, 

His Fortunes | will weep, and’twixt each groan, 

Say, whofe a Traitor ? Glofter he is none. 
Queen, Free Lords: ; 

Cold Snow melts with the Sun’s hot Beams : 

Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Affairs, 

Too full of foolith pity:'and Glofter’s fhew 

Beguiles him, as the mioutnful Crocodile 

With forrow fnares relenting Paflengers ; 

Or as the Snake, rol’doin a flowring Bank, 

With fhining checker’d "Slough doth {ting a Child, 

That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 

Believe me Lords, wete*none more: wife than I, 

And yet herein I judge my own Wit good, ™ 

This Glofter thould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Card. That he fhould dy, is worthy policy, 

But yet we want a Coleur for his death : 

’ Tis meet he be condemn’d by courfe of Law. 

Swf. But in my mind, that were no policie: 

The King will labour ftill to fave his Life, 

The Commons haply rife to fave his Life ; 

And yet we have but trivial Argument, 

More than miftruft, that fhews him worthy death. 

York. So that by this; you would not have him dye, 

Sif, Ah York, no man alive, fo fain as I. 

York, >Tis York that hath more-reafon for his death. 
But my Lord Cardinal, and’ you my Lord of Suffolk, 
Say as you think, and {peak it from your Souls : 

Wer’t not all one, an empty Eagle were fet 

To guard the Chick from a hungry Kite, 

As place Duke Hampbrey for the Kings Protector ? 
Queen. So the poor Chicken fhould be fure of death. 
Suff. Madam, ?tis true, and wer’t not madnefs then, 

To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold ? 

Who being accus’d a crafty Martherer, 

His Guilt fhould be but idly pofted over, 

Becaufe his purpofe is not executed. 


yes, 


Yess 
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No: 
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No: let him dye, in that-he is a Fox, 
By Nature prov’d an Enemy to the Flock, 
Before his Chaps be ftain’d with Grimfon Blood, 
As Humphrey prov’d by Reafons to my Liege. 
And do not ftand on Quillets how to flay him : 
Be it by Ginns, by Snares, by Subtilty, 
Sleeping, or Waking, *tisno matter how, 
| So hebe dead for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firft, that firft intends deceit. 
‘Queen. Thrice noble Suffolk, ?tis refolutely fpoke. 
Siff. Not refolute, except fo much were done, 
| For things are often fpoke, and feldom meant, 
| But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue, 
| Seeing the deed is meritorious, 
And to preferve my Soveraign from his Foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his Prieft, 
Card. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolk, 
E’re you can take due Orders for a Prieft : 
Say youconfent, and cenfure well the deed, 
And I’lz provide his Executioner, 
I tender {o the fafety of my Liege. 
Suff. Bereis my hand, the deed is worthy doing. 
Queen. And fo fay 1. 
Tork, And 1: and now we three have fpoke it, 
[tskils fot greatly whoimpugnes our dcom. 
Enter a Poft. : 
Poft. Great Lords, from Jreland am I come amain, 
To fignifie, that Rebels there are up, 
And put the Exglifhmen unto the Sword ; 
Send Succours (Lords) and ftop the Rage betime, 
Before the Wound do grow incurable ; 
For being green, there is great hope of help. 
Card. A Breach that craves a quick expedient ftop. 
What Counfel give you inthisweighty Caufe? 
York, That Somerfer be fent a Regent thither : 
sTis meet the lucky Ruler be imploy’d, 
Witnefs the Fortune he hath had in France. 
Som. Vf York,,. with all his far-fet Policy, 
Hadbeen the Regent there, inftead of me, 
He never would have ftay’d in France fo long. 
York. No, not to lofeitall, as thou bait done. 
I rather would have loft my Life betimes, 
"Than bring aburthen of Difhonour home, . 
By ftaying there fo long, rill -all were loft. 
Shew me one Skar. charaéter’d onthy Skin. _ 
Men’s Flefh preferv?d fo whole, dofeldomwin. 
Queen. Nay then, this fpark will prove a raging Fire, 
If Wind and Fuel be brought, to feed it with : 
No morey good Yorks fweet Somerfet be ftill. 
Thy Foréune, York, adit thou been Regent there, 
Might haply Have prov’d far worfe than his. 
' York, What, worfethan naught ? nay, then a fhame 
take all. . 
"Somer. And inthe number, thee, that wifheft fhame. 
| Card. My Lord of York, try what your Fortune 1s, 
Th’ uncivil Kerns of Jreland are in Arms, 
‘And temper Clay with Blood of Evglsfh-men. 
To Ireland will youlead a Band of men, 
Collected choicely, from each Country fome, 
‘Andtry your-hap againft the Jrifh-men ice 
York, I will, my Lord, fo pleafe his Majefty. 
Suff. Why, our Authority is his Confent, 
And what we do Eftablifh he Confirms ; 
‘Then, Noble York, take thou this task in hand, 
York, 1 am content : Provide me Souldiers, Lords, 
Whiles I take Order for mine own Affairs. — 
Suff, A charge, Lord York, that J will fee perform’d. 
| But now return we to the falfe Duke Humphrey. 
Card. No more of him: for I willdeal with him, 
That henceforth he fhall trouble us no more : 
And fobreak off, the day is almoft fpent, 
Lord Sifolk,, youand I muft talk of that event. 
York, My Lord of Sufo/k, within fourteen days. 
At Briftow 1 expect my Souldiers, 
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For there le fhip them all for Ireland. 


Suff. Pie fee it truly done, my Lord of York. [E. 
[ Manet Y 

York. Now York, or never, fteel thy fearful “thoy 
And change mif-doubt to Refolution ; a 
Be that thou hop’ft to be, or what thou art —~ 
Refign to death, itis not worth th? enjoying ; Bi 
Let pale-fac’d Fear keep with the mean-born man, 
And find no harbour in a Royal Heart. re) 
Fafter thanSpring-time fhowers,comes thought on th 
And not athought, but thinks on Dignity. 
My Brain, more bufiethan the labouring Spider, 
Weavestedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 
Well Nobles, well: tis politickly done, 
To fend me packing with an Hoft of Men: oh 
I fear me, you but warm the ftarved Snake, ae 
Who cherifh’d in your Breafts, will {ting your Hearts, 7) 
*Twas Men I lack’d, and you will give them me; ial 
Itakeit kindly : yet be well affur’d, ae |’ 
You put fharp Weapons in a Mad-man’s hands. 
Whileft I in Jreland nourifha mighty Band, 
{ will {tir up in England fome black Storm, 
Shall blow ten thoufand Souls to Heaven or Hell: 
And this fell Tempeft thall not cea to rage, 
Until the Golden Circuit on my Head 
Like to the glorious Sun’s tran{parent Beams, 
Do calmthe Fury of this mad-bred Flaw. 
And for a Minifter of my intent, 
I have feduc’d-a head-ftrong Kentifh-man, 
ohn Cade of Afhford 
To make Commotion, ‘as full well he can, 
Under the Title of ‘fehn Mortimer. 
In Ireland have | {een this ftubborn Cade 
Oppofe himfelf againft a Troop of Kerns, : 
And fought fo long, till that his Thighs with Darts” 
Were almoft like a fharp-quil’d Porpentine; of 
And inthe end being reicued, 1 have feen 
Him caper upright, like a wild Morifco, 
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 
Full often, like a fhag-hair’d crafty Kern, 
Hath he converfed with the Enemy, 
And undifcover’d come to me again, 
And give me notice of their Villanies. 
This Devil here fhall be my fubftitute, 
For that Yohn Adortimer, which is now dead, 
In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth refemble. 
By this, I fhall perceive the Commons mind, wee) 
How they affect the Houfe and Claim of York. aa 
Say he be taken, rack’d and tortured ; ee 
| know, no pain they can inflict upon him, 
Will make him fay, 1 mov’d him to thofe Arms. 
Say that he thrive, as ’tis great like he will, fl 
Why then from Jreland comel with my ftrength, “t 
And reap the Harveft which that Rafcal fow’d, 
For Humphrey being dead, as he fhall be, 
And Henry put a-part : the next for me. 


Enter two or three running over the Stage, from the Muti 
Duke Humphrey. | 


1. Run to my Lord of Suffoik: let him know 


We have difpatch’d the Duke, as he commanded. — 


2. Oh, that it wereto do; what have we done 
Did’ it ever hear 4 Man fo penitent? [Enters 
1, Here comes my Lord. a 
Suff. Now, Sirs, -have you difpatcht this thing a 
1. I, my good Lord, he’sdead. ; 
Suff. Why that’s well faid. Go, get you to my 
I will reward you for this venturous deed: 
The King andall the Peersare here athand. 
Have you laid fair the Bed’? and are all things well, 
According as I gave directions ? eee 
1, Tis, my good Lord. - 
Suff. Away, be gone. 


tor, 


ei, 
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Enter the King, the Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, 
Somerfet with Attendants, 
King. Go call our Uncle to our prefence ftraight : 
Say we intend to try his Grace to day, 
Ifhe be guilty, as °tis publifhcd. 
Swf. Vie call him prefently, my Noble Lord, 
King. Lords take your places; and I pray you all 
Proceed no ftraiter gainft our Uncle G/ fer, 
Than from trie evidence of good efteem, 
He be approv’d in practice tulpable. 
Queen, God forbid any malice fhould prevail, 
That faultlefs may condemn a Noble man : 
Pray God he may acquit him of furfpicion, 
King. 1 thank thee Well, thefe words content me 
much. 
Enter Suffolk, 
How now? why look’ft thon pale? why trembleft thou ? 
Where is our Uncle ? what’s the matter, Suffolk ? 
Suff. Dead in his bed, my Lord, Gloffer is dead. 
Queen. Marry God forfend. ; 
Card. Gods fecret Judgment: I did dream to night, 
The Duke was dumb, and could not fpeake a word. 
King Swoons. 
Queen. How fares my Lord ? Help Lords, the King is 
dead. 
_ Som. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Nofe. 
ween. Run, go, help,help : Oh Henry ope thine Eyes. 
Suff. He doth revive again, Madam be patient. 
King. Oh Heavenly God! 
Qucen. How fares my gracious Lord ? 
Suf. Comfort my Soveraign,, gracious Henry comfort. 
King. What, doth my Lord of Sifolk comfort me ? 
Came he right now to fing a Raven’s Note, 
Whofe dilmal tune bereft my Vital powers: 


t'} And thinks he, that the chirping of a Wren, 


By crying Comfort from a hollow Breatft, 
Can chafe away the firft conceived found ? 
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred words, 
Lay not thy Hands on me: forbear I fay, 
Their touch affrights me as a Serpent’s fting. 
hou baleful Meflenger, out of my Sight : 
Upon thy Eye-balls murderous Tyranny 
Sits in grim Majefty, to fright the World, 
Look not upon me, for thine Eyes are wounding 3 
Yet do not go away; come Baililick, 
And kill the innocent Gazer with thy fight: 
For in the fhade of death, I fhall find joy ; 
In life, but double death, now Glofter?s dead. 

Queen, Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus ? 


3 Although the Duke was, Enemy to him, 


et he moft Chriftian-like laments his death; 
And for my felf, Foe as he was to me, 


'_j Might liquid Tears, or heart-offending Groans, 


t blood-confuming Sighs recal his life ; 


"TL. would be blind with we ping, fick with Groans, 


Look pale as Prim-rofe, with blood-drinking Sighs, 


4 And all to have the Noble Duke alive. 


What know I how the world may deem of me ? 


‘} For it is known we were but hollow Friends: 


It way be judg’d I made the Duke away, 
So fhall my name with Slander’s tongue be wounded, 
And Princes Courts be fil?d with reproach: 
This get I by his. death: Aye me unhapppy, 
To be a Queen, and Crown?d with infamy. 
King. Ah woe is me for Gloffer wretched man. 
Queen, Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 


{| What, Do’ thou turn away and hide thy face ? 


Iam no loathfome Leper, look on me. 


i} What ? art thou like the Adder waxen deaf? 


Be poyfonous too, and kill thy. forlorn Queen. 
Is all thy comfort fhuc in Glofter’s Tombe ? 
Why then Dame Elianor was ne’re thy joy. 
Erect his Statue, and worhhip it, 


| And make my image but an Ale-houfe fign. 
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CExit. 


Was i for this nigh wrackt upon the Sea, 
And twice by aukward wind from Englana’s bank 
Drove back again unto my Native Clime. 

What boaded this? but well fore-warning wind 
Did feem to fay, feek not a Scorpion’s Nett, 

Nor fet no footing on this unkind fhoar, 

What did I then? but curft the gentle guits, 

And he that loos’d them from their Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards England’s belied thoar, 
Or turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock : 

Yet -£olus would not be a Murtherer, 

But left thar hateful Office unto thee. 

he pretty vaulting Sea refus’d to drown me, 
Knowing that thou would’it have me drown’d on fhoar 
With tears as falt as fea, through thy unkindnefs, 
The fplitting Rocks cowr’d in the finking fands, 
And would not dah me with their ragged fides, 
Becaufe thy flinty heart more hard than they, 

Might in thy Palace perith Elanor : 

As far as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffs, 
When from thy fhoar, the Tempeft beat 
I ftood upon the Hatches in the ftorm, 
And wheu the dusky sky began to rob 
My earneft-gaping-fight of the Land’s view, 

I took a coitly Jewel from my neck, 

A Heart it was bound in with Diamonds, 
| And threw it towards thy Land : the Sea receiv’d it, 
And fo 1 wilh’d thy body might my Heart: 

And even with this I loft fair England’s view, 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my hearv, 

And call’d them blind and dusky Spectacles, 

For lofing ken of Albion’s wifhed Coat. 

How ofien have I.tempted Suffolk?s tongue 

(The agent of thy foul inconftancy) 

To fit and watch me, as Afcanius did, 

When he to madding Dido wonld unfold 

His Father’s Acts, commenc’d in burning Troy, 

Am I not witchtJike her? or thou not falfe like him ? 
Aye me, I can no more: Dye Elianor , 

For Henry weeps, that thou doft liye fo long, 


us back, 


Noife within, Emer Warwick, and many Commons. 


Warw. It is reported, mighty Soveraign, 
That good Duke Humphrey Traiteroufly is nurthered 
By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beauford’s means : 

The Commons like an angry hive of Bees | 
That want their Leader, tcatter up and down, 
And care not who they fting in his revenge, 
My {cl have calw’d their fpleenful mutiny, 
Unull they hear the order of his death. 

King. That he is dead, good Warwick, *tis too true, 
Bat how he dyed, God knows, not Henry: 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathlef§ Corps, 

And comment then upon his fudden death, 

Wary. That fhall 1 do, my Liege: Stay Salisbury 
With the rude multitude, till I return. 

King. O thou that judgeftall things,ftay my thoughts: 
My thoughts, that labour to perfuace my foul, 

Some violent hands were laid on Humphreys life: 
if my fufpect be falfe, forgive me God,’ 

For judgment only doth belong to thee : 

Fain would I goe to chafe his paly lips: 

With twenty thoufand kifles, and to drain 

Upon his face an Ocean of falt Tears 

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 

And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 

But all in vain are thefe mean Obfequies. 

Bed put forth,» 
| And to furvey his dead and carthly Image : 

What were it but to make my forrow greater ? 

Warw. Come hither.gracious Soveraign, view this body. 

K.ag. That is to fee how deep my grave is made, 

For a foul. fledall my wordly folace; 
0 
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|For fecing him, i fee my Life is Death. 
War, As farely as my Soul intends to lives- 
W ith that dread King that took our ftate upon hin, ° 
Lo freeius from his Fathers wrathful curfe, 
I do believe that violent Hands were Jaid 
Upon the life of tits thrtce-famed Duke. 
Suff. A dreadful Oath, {worn with a folemn Tongue + 
What inftance gives Lord Warwick. for his Vow ? 
War. See how the Blood is fettled in his Face. 
Ofc have | feen a timely-parted Ghott, 
Of afhy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlefs, 
Being all defcended to the labouring Heart, 
Who inthe Conflict that it holds wich death, 
Attracts the fame for aidance ’gainft the Enemy, 
Which with the Heart there cools, and ne’re returneth 
To bingh and beautify the Cheek again. 
But fee, his Face is black, and full of Blood : 
His Eye-balls further out, than when he lived, 
Staring full gaftly, likea ftrangled Man: 
reardl, his Noftrils ftretcht with ftrugling : 
, as one that grafpt 
ngth fubdued. 
fee) is fticking>. 


? 
gerd, 


His well-proportio 
Like to the Summer’s Corn b 
it cannot be but he was murdered here, 
The leat of all thefz figns were probable. 
Suff. Why Warwick, who fhould do the Duke to death ? 
My felfand Beauford had him in protection, 
And we, 1 hope, Sir, are no Murtherers. 
War, Bur both of you have vow’d Duke Humphreys death. 
And you (forfooth) had the good Duke to keep: 
Tis like you would not feaft him like a Friend, 
And’tis viell feen, he foundan Enemy. 
| . Queen, Then you belike fufpect thefe Noble-men, 
| As guilty of Duke Hampbrey’s timelefs.death. 
| liar. Who finds the Heifer dead, and bleeding frefh, 
And fees faft-by, a Butcher with an Ax, 
| But will fafpect, ’twas he that made the flaughter ? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttocks Nett, 
But may imagine, how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kite foar with unbloodied Beak ? 
Even fo fafpitiousis this Tragedy. 
Qu, Are you the Butcher, Suffolk? where’s your Knife ? 
Is Beaufordterm’d a Kite? where are his Tallons ? 
Suff. 1. wear 10 Knife, to flaughter fleeping men, 
But here?s a ?vengful Sword, tufted with eale, 
That fhall be fcoured in his rancorous Heart, 
That flanders me with Murther’s Crimfon Badge. 
Say, if thou dar’ft, proud Lord of Warwickshire, 
That Lam faulty in Duke Aumphreys death. 
War. What dares not Warwick, if falfe Suffolk. dare him ? 
Queen, He dare not calm his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceafe to. be anarrogant Controller, 
Tho Suffolk dare him twenty thoufand times. 
War. Madam be ftill: with reverence may I fay, 
For every word you {peak in his behalf, 
Is flaunder to your Royal Dignity. 
Suff. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanor, 
1f ever. Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much, — 


oO 


‘Thy Mother took into her blameful Bed, 


Some {tern unturor’d Churl , and Noble Stock 


Was graft with Crab-tree flip, whofe Fruit thou art, 
And never of the Newils Noble Race. 
Wer. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 

And I fhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee) 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fhames, 

And that my Soveraigns prefence makes me mild, 

{ would, falfe murd?rous Coward, on thy Knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy pafled fpeech, 

And fay, it wasthy Mother that thou meanvit. 
That thou thy felf walt born in Baftardy 5 

And after all this fearful Homage done, 
Give thee thy hire, and fend thy Soul to Hell, 


Fi eT 


If from this prefence thou 


Unworthy though th 
And do fome fervice 


Thrice is he arm’d, 
And he but naked, tI 
Whofe Confcience with 
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Pernicious Blood-fucker of fleeping Men. 


Suff. Thou fhalt be waking, while I fhed thy Blood, . 
darit go with me. 

War. Away even now, orl will drag thee hence, 

ou art, Pile cope with thee, 7 

to Duke Humphrey's Gholt. [E 

Kino, What ftronget Breaft-plate than a Heart untai 

that hath his Quarrel juft; ~ 

though lockt up in Sted), 

injuftice is corrupted. ” 

A noife within, 

Queen. What noife is this? 


ee 


a a =7 


Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their meapons dr sie 


King. Why how now Lords? 
Your wrathful Weapons drawn, 
Here in our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ?- 
Why, what tumultuous clamor have we here? 3 
Sujf. The trayrous Warwick with the Men of Bury, 
Set all upon me, mighty Soveraign. " oe 
Enter Salisbury. ‘a 
Salis, Sirs, ftand apart, the King fhall know your 
Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me, 
Unlefs Lord Suffolk ftraight be done todeath, 
Or banifhed fair Englana’s Territories, e 
They will by violence tear him from your Palace, ~~ 
And torture him with grievous lingring death, ~~ 
They fay, by himthe good Duke Humphrey dy: ~ 
They fay, in him they fear your Highnefs death, © 
And mere inftinct of Love and Loyalty, ey 
Free from a ftubborn oppofite intent, : 
As being thought to contradict your liking, 
Makes them thus forward in his Banifhment. 
They fay, in-care of your moft Royal Perfon, 
That if your Highnefs fhould intend to fleep, 
And charge that no Man fhould difturb your reft, 
In pain of your diflike, or pain of death; : 
Yet notwithftanding fuch a range Edict, 
Where there is a Serpent feen with forked Tongue; 
That flyly glided towards your Majefty, 
It were but neceflary you were wak’t: 
Left being fuffer’d in that harmlefs flumber, a 
The mortal‘: Worm might make the fleep Eternal, 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you whe’re you will, or no, 
From fach fell Serpents as falfe Suffolkis; 
With whofe invenomed and fatal fting, 
Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth, 
They fay is fhamefully bereft of life. 
Commons within. An Amfwer from the King, my? 
of Salisbury. 
Suff. *Tis likethe Commons, tude unpolifhe hit 
Could fend fach Meffage to their Soveraign: 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ’d, 
To fhew how queint an Orator you are. 
Butall the honour Salisbury hath won, a 
Is, that he wasthe Lord Embaflador ‘| 
Sent from a fort of Tinkers tothe King. | 
Within, An Anfwer fromthe King, oF We M 
break in. oan 
King. Go Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 
I thank them for their tender loving care 5 , 
And had I not been cited fo by them, | 
Yet did I purpofe as they do intreat : . | 
For fure my thoughts do hourly rophefie ° al 
‘Mifchance unto my State by Su/folk’s means. 
‘And therefore by his Majeity | {wear, 
Whofe far-unworthy Deputy I am, ‘ae 
He thal} not breed infection in this Air, fe 
But three days longer, onthe pain of death. a 4 


Ss 2 SS SS SS SS SOS STS SL Sa SD 


ee 


ba 


Ls oa 


mh 


Queen, Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle Swfalk, 


King. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Sujo% 
No more, [ fay: ifthou do’ft plead for him, 


Thou wilt but add increafe unto my Wrath. 
Had | but faid, I would have kept my word ; 
‘| But when I {wear it is irrevocable : 
If after three days fpace thou here be’ft found, 
On any ground thatl am Ruler of, 
The World fhall not be Ranfome for thy Life. 
Come Warwick, come good Warwick, , go with me, 
[ have great matters to impart to thee. 
Queen. Mifchance and Sorrow go along with you, 
Hearts Difcontent, and fower Affliction, 
Be Play-fellows to keep you company : 
There’s two of you, the Devil made a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend u pon your fteps, 
Suff. Ceafe, gentle Queen, thefe Execrations, 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave, 
Queen. Fie Coward woman, and foft-hearted wretch, 


Haft thou not Spirit to Curfe thine Enemy ? 


Y Would Curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan, 

I would invent as bitter fearching terms, 

Ascurft, as harh, and horrible to hear 

it] Deliver’d ftrongly through my fixed Teeth, 

| With foll as many fignes of deadly tate, 

al,| As lean-fac’d Envy in her loathfome Cave. 

My Tongue fhould ftumble in mine earneft words, 
itty Mine Eyes fhould sparkle like the beaten F lint, 

sg) Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diftraét : 

j1, every Joynt fhould feem to Curfe and Ban, 

i And even now my burthen’d heart would break, 

. Should I not Curfe them. — Poifon be their Drink, 

” Gall, worfe than Gall, the daintieft that they taite: 
iin, L heir fweeteft thade, a Grove of Cyprefs Trees : 

H Their chiefeft Profpect, murd’ring Bafilisks : 
heir fofteft Touch, as fmartas Lizards ftings : 
“Their Mufick, frightful as the Serpents hif, 

1" And boading Screech-Owls, make the Confort fall, 
‘All the foul Terrors in dark-feated Hell 
) . Queen, Enough {weet Suffolk, thou torment>ft thy felf, 
, And thefedread Carfes like the Sun gainit Glafs, 
th'Or like an overcharg’d Gun, recoil, 
!, And turns the force of them upon thy felf, 

: Suff. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 
als, Now by-the ground that I am banifh’d from, 
eAVell could 1 Curfe away a Winters N ight, 

ail hough ftanding naked on a Mountain top, 

il W here biting Cold would never let Grafs grow, 
is, And think it but a'minute {pent in fport. 


) 
‘ 
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rt L£ may dew it with my mournful 


‘Tet the Rain of Heaven wet this 
vafh away my woful Monuments. 
duld this kifs be printed in thy Hand, 
thou might’ft think upon thefe by the Seal, 
Ehrough whom a thoufand fighs are breath’d for thee, 
igo get thee gone, that! may know my grief, 
~~ Tis but furmiz’d whil’ft thou art {tanding by, 
' Asone that Surfeits, thinking ona want : 
will repeal thee, or be well aflur’d, 
Adventure to be banifhed my felf: 
ytnd banifhed I am, ifbut from thee. 
30, fpeak not to me ; even how be gone, 
jg) Bo natyet. Even thus, twoFriends Condemn’d 
HM mbrace, and kifs, and take ten thoufand Jeaves, 
" oather a hundred times to part than dye ;, 
etnow farewel, and farewel Life with thee. 
. Swf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banifhed, 
* Ince by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 
i Tis not the Land | care for, wer’t thou hence, 
. Wildernefs is populous enough, 
> Suffolk, had thy heavenly Company, 
4 where thou art, there isthe World it fe] f; 
) Jith every feveral Pleafure in the World : 
age where thou art not, Defolation. 
‘a 
io 
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pace, 


The fecond Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


CExit. 


Swf, A Plague upon them: wherefore fhould | Curfe 
them ? 


Queen. Oh, let me intreat thee ¢eafe,give me thy hand, 


{can no more: Live thou to joy thy Life ; 
My felf no Joy in ought, but that thou liyft. 
Enter Vavx. 
Queen. Whither goes Vanx fo faft ? 
prithee? 
Vaux. Yo fignifie unto his Majefty, 
That Cardinal Beauford is at the point of death: 
For fuddenly agrievous ficknefs took him, 
That makes him gafp, and ftare, and catch the Air 
‘Blafpheming God, and Curfing Men on Earth, 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Humphrey's G hot 
Werg by his tide : fometimes he calls the Kin > 
And whifpers to his Pillow, as to him, ih 
The fecrets of his over-charged Soul, 
And am fent to tell his Majefty, 
That even now he cries aloud for him. 
Queen. Go tell this heavy Meilage to the King. [Exit 
Ay me! What is this World ? What news are thefe ? 
But wherefore grieve I at an hours poor lofs, 
Omitting Suffolk's Exile, my Soul’s Treafure al 
Why only Suffolk moura I not for thee ? 
And with the Southern clouds, contend in tears ? 
Theirs for the Earths inereafe , mine for my Sorrows, 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know?ft is coming, 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 
Suf. 1€1 depart from thee, Icannot live, 
And in thy fight todye, what were it elfe, 
But like apleafant flumber in thy lap? 
Here coudid! breathe my foul into the Air, 
As mild and genile, as the Cradle: babe, 
Dying with Mother’s Dug between its lips. * 
Where from thy fight, I fhould be raging mad: 
And cry ont for thee to clofe up mine Eyes : 
To have thee with thy Lips to ftop my Mouth: 
So fhould’ft either turn my flying Soul, 
Or | fhould breathe it fo into thy Body, 
And then it lives in {weet Elyfium, 
To dye by thee, were but to dye in jeft, 
From thee to dye, were torture more than death 3 
Oh let me ftay, befal what may befal. 
Queen, Away : though parting bea fretful Corrofive 
[t is applyed toa deathful wound. H 
To France fweet Suffolk: Let me hear from thee: 
For wherefoever thou art in this VVorld’s Globe, 
le have an Jrés that fhall find thee out. 
Suff. I go. 
Queen. And take my heart with thee. 
Suff. A Jewel lock’d into the wofaltt Cask, 
That ever did contain athing of worth, 
Even asa {plitted Bark, fo funder we : 
This way fall 1 to death, 
Queen.’ This way for me. 


what News, I 


[Exeunt, 


Enter the King, Salisbury, and VVarwick, to the Cardinal 


tn bea, 


King. How fares my Lord? Speak Beauford to thy}, 

Soveraign. 

Car. If thou beeft Death I’le give thee Englands Treafire, 

Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland, 

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain 
King. Ah, whata fignit is of Evil Life, 

V Vhere Death’s approach is feen fo terrible. toxg 
War, Beaxford, itis thy Soveraign {peaks to thee, | by 2 
Beau, Bring me unto my Tryal when you will. 

Dy’d he not in his Bed? Where fhould he dye? 

Can! make Men live where they will no ? 

Oh torture meno more, I will confef, 

Alive again? Then fhew me where he is: 

V’le give a thoufand pound to look upon him, 

He hath no Eyes, the Duft hath blinded them : 

Combe down his hair 3 look, look, it ftands upright, 

Like Lime-twigs fet to catch my winged Soul : nate 

Give ~ fome drink, andbid the A pothecary 

02 
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Bring the {trong poyfon that I bought of him. 
King. O thou eternal Mover of the Heavens, 

Look with:a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 

Oh beat away the bufie medling Fiend, 

That lays ftrong Siege unto this Wretch’s Soul, 

‘and from his Bofom purge this black defpair. . 
War. See how the pangs of death domake him grin. 
Sal. Difturb him not, let him pafs peaceably. 
King. Peace to his Soul, if Gods good pleafure be. 

Lord Card’nal, if thou think’{t on Heavens bliG, 

Hold up thy Hand, make fignal of thy hope. 

He dies, and makes no Sign : Oh God forgive him. 
War. Sobada Death argues a monftrous Life. 

King, Forbear to judge, for we are finners all. 

Clofe up hisEyes, and draw the Curtain clofe, 


‘And let us all to Meditation. [ Exeunt. 


Alarum, Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off. 
Enter Lieutenant, Suffolk, and others. 


Liew. The gaudy blabbing and remorfeful day, 
Iscrept-into the bofom of the Sea: - 
‘And now loud howling Wolves aroufe the’ Jades 
That drag the Tragick melancholy night : 
Who with their. drowfie, flow, and flagging wings 
Cleap dead mens Graves; and fromtheir milty Jaws, 
Breath foul contagious darknefs inthe Air: 
Therefore bring forth Souldiers of our prize, 
For whil’ft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downs, 
‘Here hhall they make their Ranfomon the Sand, 
Or with theit Blood ftain this difcoloured fhore. 
Mafter, this Prifoner freely give I thee. 
‘And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this : 
The other Walter Whitmore is thy fhare. 
1. Gent. What is my-Ranfom, Matter, let me know. 
Ma. A thoufand Crowns, or_elfe lay down your Head. 
Mate. And fo much fhall you-give, or off goes yours. 
| Liew, What think-you much'to pay 2000 Crowns; 
‘And bear the name and port of Gentlemen? . 
ut-both:the Villains Throats, for dye you fhall-: 
ke lives of thofe which. we have loft in fight, 
e counter-pois’d with fuch a petty Sum. 
1. Gent, Plogivelit, Sir, and therefore fpare my life. 
2. Gent. And fo will 1, and write home for it ftraight. 
Whitm. 1 loft mine Eye in laying the prize aboard, 
nd therefore to revenge it, fhalt thou die, 
nd fo fhould! thefe, if 1 might have my Will. 
Liew. Be not fo rah, take Ranfom, Jet him live. 
| Suff. Look on my:George, lama Gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt-be paid. 
|) p@hie And foam 1: my name is Walter Whit more, 
ow now ? why ftart’ft thou? what doth death affright ? 
 Suff.. Thy: nameéaffrightsme;. in whofe found is Death : 
man did calculate. my Birth, 
tby Water | fhould die : 
hee be Bloody-minded, 
ame is Gualrier, being rightly founded. 
t. Gualtier ob Walter, which itis I care not, ~ 
ifhonour blur our name, 


Lien. But ove was 
bfcure and lowfie Swain, 
suff. The Honourable B 

uft not’be fhed by:fuch ‘a jaded Groom: 
aft thou not kift thy Hand, and-‘held my 
are-headed plodded 


TT 
peat 


Stirrop? 
by- my Foot-cloth Mule, is 
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| 1.Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him; 


And thought thee happy when 1 fhook» my Head 
How often halt thou waited at my Cup, ee 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel’d down at the Boar@: 
When | have feaited with Queen Margaret? ’ 
Remember it, and Jet it make thee Creft-faln 
[, and allay this thy abortive Pride: : 
How in our voiding Lobby haft thou ftood 
And duly waited for my coming forth? ; 
This Hand of thine hath writ in thy behalf 
And therefore fhall it charm thy riotous Tet ue: i 
Whit. Speak Captain, fhall 1 ftab the forlorn Sih rh, 
Liew, Firftlet my words ftab him, ashe hath me, ah 
Suff, Bafe Slave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thot, 
Lien. Convey him hence; and on our Long-boats fide, | 
Strike off his Head. Suff. Thou dari not for thy own, | 
Lieu, Péole, Six Poole? Lord ? \ 
\1 kennel, puddle, fink, whofe filth and dirt % 
| Troubles the Silver Spring, where England drinks: 
Now will 1 dam up this thy yawning Mouth * 
| For {wallowing up the Treafure of the Realm: 
| Thy Lips that kilt the Queen, fhall {weep the'Groud? | 
| And thou that fmild’ft at good Humphrey's Death; nth 
Againft the fenfelefs Winds fhalt grin in vain, ; 
Who in contempt fhall hifs at thee again. : 
And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell 
For daring to aftye a mighty Lord ; 
Unto the Daughter of a worthlefs King, 
Having neither Subject, Wealth, nor Diadem: 
By devilifh policy art thou grown great, 
And like ambitious Syl over-gor’d, 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding Heart. 
By thee Anjos and Adain were fold:to France, 
The falfe revolting Normans through thee. 
Difdain to call us Lord, and Picarde : i 
Hath flain their Governors, furpriz’d our Forts, "| 
And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home: Hs 
The Princely Warwick, and the Wevils all, 5 
Whofe dreadful Swords were never drawn in vain, | 
As hating thee, and rifing upin Arms. ie 
And now the Houfe of York thruft from the Crown, 
By fhameful murther of a guiltlefs King, a 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, Re) 
Burns with revenging Fire, whofe hopeful colours ae 
Advance our half-facd Sun, ftriving tofhine, | 
Under the which is writ, Javitis nubibas, ; 
The Commons here in Kent are wpin Arms, 
And toconclude, Reproach and Beggery, 
Is crept into the Palace of our King, 
And allby thee: away, convey him hence. 
Suff. O that lwere aGod, to fhoot forth Thuidet 
Upon thefe paltry, fervile, abject dradges: rea 
Small things make bafe Men prond. This Villain Here 
Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more * 
Than Bargullus the ftrong illyrian Pirate, 
Drone¥ fuck not Eagles Blood, bur rob Bee-bsves. 
Ir is impoffiblethat I fhould die 
By fuch a lowly Vaflal-as thy fei = 
Thy words move Rage, and not Remorfe in me: 
I. go of Meflage from the Queen to France: : 
[ charge thee waft me fafely crofethe Channel. 
Liew, Water: W. Come Suffolk, 1 mult waft t 
thy death. fe’ 
Suff Gelidus vimor-occnpat artits, itis thee I feat. 
Wal Thou fhalt have caule to fear beforel eave 


‘What, are ye daunted’ now? willyou ftoop? " 
N peak hi 
Suff. Suffolks Imperial Tongue is tera and rough: 
Ud to command, untavght co plead for favour 
Far beit, we fhould- honour flich as thele fs: 
With humble fuit: no, rather let Aead 
Stoop to the Block, thai thefe Kitees Bow to anya 77 
Save to the God of Heaven, andtoimy Rings j 
‘And fooner danéeupon‘a bloody pole 9) 


pa OE 


Than ftand uncover’d tothe Vuiddr-Groom : 


a 
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True Nobility. is exempt from fear : 
More can I bear , than youdare execute. 
Liew. Hale him away, and let him talk no more : 
Come Souldiers, thew what Cruelty ye can. 
Suff- That this my Death may never be forgot. 
Great Men oft dye by vile Bezonians, 
A Roman Sworder, and Bandetto Slave 
Marder’d fweet Tully. Brutus Baftard hand 
Stab’d Fulius Cafar. Savage Iflanders 
Pompeythe Great, and Suffolk dies by Pyrats. 
(Exit Walter with Suffolk. 
Lien. And as for thefe whofe ranfome we have fet, 


But. 1 by my Faith the Field is Honourable, and there 
was he born, under a Hedg: for his Facher had never 2 
Houfe but a Cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Weaver. A muft needs, for Beggery is valiant, 

Cade. 1am ableto endure much. 

But, No quettionof that: for I have feen him whipt 
three Market days together. 

Cade. I fear neither Sword nor Fire. 

Weav, He need not fear the Sword, for his Coat is of 
proof. 

ut. But methinks he fhould ftand in fear of Fire, be- 


ati; | It isour. pleafure one of them depart : ing burnt ith the hand for {tealing.of Sheep. 
ls | Therefore come you with us, and let him go. Cade. Be.brave then, for your Captain. is brave, and 


[Exit Lieutenant and the reff. 
Manet the firft Gent. Emer Walter with the Body, 
Wal. ‘There let his Head, and livelefs Body lie. 
Until the Queen his Miftrefs bury it. CExit Walter. 
I Gent. O barbarous and bloody fpectacle ! 


vows Reformation. There hall be in England {even 
half penny Loaves fold for a penny : the three hoop’d pot 
fhall have ten hoops, and will make it Felony to drink 
finall Beer. All the Realm fhall be in Common, and. in 
Cheap-fide fhail my Palfrey go to Grafs: and when I am 


Ret His Body willl bear unto the King : King, as King I will be - 
ni | [fhe revengeit not, yet will his Friends, “il. God fave your Majefty. : 

mij, | 50 will the Queen, that living held him dear. [ Exit. Cade. 1 thank you good People. There thall be no 
it Money, all fhall cat and drink upon my Score, and I will 
i Enter Bevis, aad John Holland. apparel them all in one Livery, that they may agree. like 


Brothers, and worfhipme their Lord, 
Sut. The firft thing we do, lets kill all the Lawyers. 
Cade. Nay, that | mean to do. Is not this a lamen- 


Bevis. Come and get thee a Sword, though made of a 
Lath, they have been up thefe two days. 
Fill, They have the more need to fleep now then. 


a tablething, that the Skin of an innocent Lamb fhould 

Dea Bevis. 1 tell thee, Sack, Cade the Clothier means to] be made Parchment; that Parchment being fcribled o’re, 

a drefs the Common-wealth, and turn it, and fet a new| fhould undoa Man. Some fay the Bee ftingsym but I fay, 
| Nap upon it. tis Bees wax : for I did but Seal once thiffe,and I was 

Ml) Holl, Sohe had need, tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, never my own man fince. How now ’s there ? 

Of} 5 was it never a merry World in England, fince Gentle- Enter a Clerk, 

Mths) men came up. Weav. The Clerk of Chattam; he eam Write and Read, 

4. . Bevis. Omiferable Age: Vertue is not regarded in | and caft Accompt. 

ont Handy-crafts men. Cade. O monftrous! 

ici) — Holl. The Nobility think {corn to goin Leather Aprons.| Weav, We took him fetting Boys Copies. 

ial = Bevis. Nay more, the Kings Councel are no good| Gade. Here’s a Villain. 

at} Workmen. 


Weav, Ha’sa Book in his Pocket with red Letters in’t. 
Cade. Nay then he isa Conjurer. 

But. Nay,he can make Obligations, and write Court- 
hand. 

Cade. 1am forry for’t : The Man is a proper Man of 
mine Honour : unlef$ 1 find him Guilty, he fhall not die. 
Come hither, Sireah, I mufexamine thee : What is thy 
Name ? 

Clerk, Emanuel. 

Fut. They ufe to write it on the top of Letters : Twill 
go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone: Do’ft thou ufe to write thy Name? 
Or haft thoua mark to thy felf, like an honeft plain 
dealing man ? 

Clerk, Sir, I thank God, I have Been fo well brought up, 
that I can write my Name. 

All. He hath confeft, away withhim: he is 2 Villain 
and a Traytor. : 

Cade. Away with him; I fay: Hang bin with his Pen 
and Ink-horn about his Neck. 


fioll. True: and yetit is faid, Labour in thy Vocati- 
H ou : which is as much as to fay, let the Magiftrates be la- 
ii, | bouring men, and therefore fhould we be Magiftrates. 

f, Bevis. Thou haft hit it: for there’s no better fign of 
oplid a brave Mind, than a hard Hand. 

pw =© Holl, 1 fee them, Ifee them: There’s Bef?s Son, the 
‘i, | Tanner of Wingham, 

in|  Bevss. He fhall. have the Skins of our Enemies, to 
gi, | Make Dogs Leather of. 

| All. ‘And Dick the Butcher. 

@) Bowe. Thenis Sin {truck down like an Ox, and Ini- 
©S= Ghroat cut like a Calf. 

nd Smith the Weaver. 

Argo, their thred of Life is fpun. 

Zo. Gome, come, lets fall in with them. 


je. Drum. Enter Cade, Dick Butcher, Smith the Weaver, and 
aSawyer, with infinite numbers, 


yi Cade. We Fohn Cade.fo term’d of our fuppofed Father. 
. But. Or rather of ftealing a Cade of Herrings. 

ff Cade. For out Enemies fhall fall before us, infpired 
with the Spirit of putting down Kings and Princes. Comgiih 
+ mand Silence. 

But. Silence. 

Cade. My Father was a Mortimer. 

tt” . But. He was an honeft Man, anda good Bricklayer. 
iM, Cade. My Mother‘ a Plantagenet. 

(!" ° Bue. Uknew her well, the was a Midwife. 

i” Cade. My Wife defcended of the Lacies, 

jh” But, She was indeed a Pedlers Daughter, and fold ma-| sich. No, re Ferat st: 

i’ my Laces. Cade. Toequal him I will make my felf a Knight pre- 
fi? Weaver, But nowof late, not able to travel with her | fently;, Rife up, Sir John Mortimer. Now have at him. 
"furr’d Pack ; fhe wathes Bucks here at home. 

i Cade, Therefore am} of an Honourable houfe. 

hg oh Oo 3 
Bie " - 


Lixit one with the Clerk. 


Enter lichaels 


Atich, Where is ov General ? 

Cade. Hete | am, thou particular Fctlow. 
Mich, Fly,fly sly, Sir Humphrey Stafjord and his Brother 
re hard by, with the Kings Forces. 

Cade. Stand Villain, ftand or le fell thee down: he 
Mhall be encountred witha Man as good as himfelf. He 
is byica Knight, isa? 


Enter 


OF 
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Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford and his Brother, with Drum 


and Souldiers. 


Staf. Rebellous Hinds, the filth and {cum of Keat, 
Mark’d for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 
Home to your Cottages: forfake this Groom. 

The King is merciful if you revolt. ; 

Bro, But angry, wrathful, and inclin’d to Blood, 
If you go forward ; therefore yield or dic. 

Cade. As for thefe Silken-coated Slaves J pafs not, 
It is to you good People, that I fpeak, 

Over whom (in time to come) I hope to reign 
For 1 am rightful Heir unto the Crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy Father was a Plaifterer, 
And thou thy felfa Shearman, art thou not is 

Cade, And Adam was a Gardiner. 

Bro, And what of that ? “i 

Cade. Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl 0% March, 
married the Duke of Clarence?s Daughter, did he not? 

Stafford. | Sir. } 

Cade. By her he had two Children-at one birth, 

Bro, That’s falfe. : 

ftion; but I fay, "tis true: 
Nurfe, 


But. Nay, 

Weav. Sir, nac 
and the Bricks arCaaity 
deny it not. we 

Staf. And will you credit this bafe Drudges words, that 

| {peaks he knows not what ? 

All, { marry will we, therefore get yougone. 

Bro, Yack Cade, the D. of York hath taught you this. 

Cade. Helies, for l invented it my felf. Go too, Sit- 
rah, tell the King from me: That for his Fathers fake Her- 
ry the Fifth, (in whofe time Boys went to Span-counter 
for French Crowns) 1 am content he fhall Reign, but Vle 
be Protector over him. 

But. And further more we'll have the Lord Says Head, 
for felling the Dukedom of Main. 

Cade, And good reafon: for thereby is England maim’d, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my puiffance holds 
it up; Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that Lord Say hath 
gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch: and 
more than that, hecan fpeak French, and therefore he 1s 
a Traitor. 

Staff. O grofs and miferable ignorance. 

Cade. Nay, anfwer if you can: the Frenchmen are 
our Enemies: go toothen: 1 ask but this, Can he that 
{peaks with the Tongue of an Enemy,bea good Councellor, 
orno? 

All, No, no, and therefore welll have his Head. 

Bro. Well, feeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Affayl them with the Army of the King. 

Staf. Herauld away, and throughout every Town, 
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Cude, 

That thofe which flye before the Battel ends, « 

May even in their Wives and-Childrens fights 

Be hang’d up for Example at their Doors: 
And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. [Exit 

Cade, And you that love the Commons follow me: . 

Now fhew your felves Men, *rjs for Liberty. 

Weill not leave one Lord, one Gentleman : 

Spare none, but fuchas go in clouted-Shoons 

For they are thrifty honeit Men, and fuch 

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. - 

Bur/ They are allin order, and march towardsus. 

Cade, But then are we inorder, when we are moft out 
oforder. Come march forward. 


a Chimny in my Fat 


at this day to teftify it: therefore 


| own Slaughter-houfe : 


Until a power be rais’d to put them down. 


Alarum to the fight, wherein both the Staffords are 
Enter Cade and the reft. 


Cade. WWhere’s Dick, the Butcher of Afbford? a 
But. Here Sir. a 
Cade, They fell before thee like Sheep and Oxen 

thou behaved’ft thy felf, as if thou hadft been in gh 

Therefore thus I will reward th 

the Lent {hall be as long again as it is, and thou fhale 

4 Licenfe to kill for a hundred lacking one. 

But, 1 defire no more. : 

Cade, And to fpeak truth, thou deferv’it no lef, 
This Monument of the Victory will I bear, and th 
dies fhall be drag’d at my Horfes heels, till Ido come 
London, where we will have the Mayor’s Sword born be. 
fore us. 2 

But. If we mean to thrive, and do good, break agi 
the Goals, and let out the Prifoners. ae). 

Cade, Fear ‘not that, I warrant thee. Come lets 
towards London. [Exe 


Enter the King with a Supplication, and the Queen wit 
folks Lead, the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord’ 


Queen. Oft have I heard that Grief foftens theM 
And makes it fearful and degenerate, ips 
Think therefore on revenge, and ceafe toweep. 
But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this, 
Here may his Head lye throbbing on my Breft: 
But where’s the Body that I fhould imbrace? ; 

Buck, What anfwer makes your Grace to the Reel 
Supplication ? Si 

King. Vie fend fome Holy Bifhop to intreat; 
For God forbid, fo many fimple Souls 
Should perifh by the Sword. And I my felf, 
Rather than bloody War fhall cut them fhort, 
Will parly with Jack Cade their General. 

But ftay, Ple read it over once again. ae 
Qucen, At barbarous Villains: Hath this lovely F: 

Ruld like a wandring Planet over me, “ 

And could it not inforce them to relent, 

That were unworthy to behold the fame ? — 
King. Lord Say, Fack Cade hath {worn to have thy Heat) 
Say. 1, but | hope your Highnefs fhall have his. 
King. How now Madam? pt 

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolsdeath? 

| fear me (Love) if that I had been dead, ‘ie 

Thou would’ft not half have mourn’d fo much for me) 
Qu, No, my Love, I fhould not mourn,but ¢ 


BP 


* 


Enter a Meffenger. Be 
King. How now? What news?) Why com’ t 
fuch haft ? mer 
Nef. The Rebels are in Southwark: Flie my HOt 
Fack Cade proclaims himfelf Lord Mortimer, 
Defcended from the Duke of Clarence?s Houfes 
And calls your Grace Ufurper openly, 
And vows to Crown himfelf in Wejtminfler, 
is Army isa ragged multitude 
Hinds and Peafants, rude and mercilefs: 
Humphrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, 
hgiven them heart and courage to proceed + 
| Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, nae 
ney call falfe Caterpillars, and intend theit death. 
King. O gracelefs Men: they. know not what they | 
Buck, My gtacious Lord, retire to K illingworthy ‘aa 
‘ae 
Queen. Ab! were the Duke of S#falknow alive — 
Thefe Kentifh Rebels fhould be foon appeas’d. ae 
King. Lord Say, the Traitorshatethee, sa 
Therefore away withusto Killingworth, Re: 
Say, Somight your Graces perfon be in danger 7 


“a 
: 
fy The fight of me is odious in their Eyes; 
< | And therefore in this City will I fay, 
And live alone as fecret as 1 may. 
ki. 
Enter another Meffenger. 


Mef. Yack Cade hath gotten Lonzdon-bridze, 
The Citizens fly him and forfake their Houtes : 


FA The Rafcal People thirfting after prey 


a Joyn with the Traitor, and they joyntly fwear 
: To fpoyle the City and your Royal Court. : Enter George with the Lord Say. 
ny Buck, Then linger not, my Lord, away, take Horie. . a ee : 
rs King. Come, Margaret, God our hope will fu cour u Caz ? W ell, he fhall: be beheaded for it ten times. 
a Queen, My hopeis gone, now Suffolk is deceas’d. Ah thou Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord; now 
Ay King. Farewel, my Lord, truft not to Kevte ‘Rebels. | art thou within point-blanck of our Jurifdiction Regal. 
BD) Buck. Truft no body for fear you be betray’d W hat canft thou anfwer to my Majefty for giving up of 
Say. The truft | have is in mine innocence, Vormandy unto Monfieur Bafimecu, the Dolphin of 
eit! | And therefore am I bold and refolute. [Exewnt.| France? Be it known unto thee by thefe prefents, even 
the prefence of Lord Aéortimer, that I am the Befom 
Ue Enter Lord Scales upon the Tomer walking. Then eter two that muft {weep the Court clean of fuch filth as thou 
' or three.C stexens-below. art: Thou haft moft traiteroufly corrupted the youth of 


tnQe Scales. How now? Is Sack Cade iain ? 
an 1. Cit. No my Lord, nor like to be flain 
For they have won the Bridge, 
fi | Killinggall thofe that withitand them: 
| The Ly Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Tower 
kim. | Lodefend the City from the Rebels. 
ont Scales. Such aid as I can {pare you fhall command, 
my et But I am troubled here with them my felf. 
tye) | Phe Rebels have allay’d to win the Tower. 


But get you into Smithfield, and gather Head, 
And thither will I fend you AZztthew Gaf. : 
Fight for your King, your Countrey, and your Lives, 


Gratt 


i And fo farewel, for 1 mult hence again. [Exeunt.| a foot-cloth, do’ thou not? 

rs Say. What of that ? 

i m Enter Jack Cade and the reft, and ferikes his Staff on Cade. Marry, thou oughtit not. to let thy Horfe wear a 

eal TLogdon Sian. Cloak, when honefter Menthan thou go in their Hofe and 

ned, Doublets. ] 

lL Cade, Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, Dick, And work in their fhirt too, as my felf for ex- 

ath And here fitting upon London-ftone ; ample, that am a Butcher. 

Ky I charge and command, that of the Citics coft Say. You Men of Kent. 

1a The pifling Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine Dick. What fay you of Kezt? 

ma The firft year of our Reign. Say. Nothing but this: ?Vis bona terra, mala gens. 

om? | And now henceforward it fhall be Treafon for any, Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpaks Latin. 

li 4} That-calls me other than Lord Aortimer. Say, Hear me but fpeak, and bear me where you will; 
Enter a Souldier running. Kent in the Commentaries Ce/ar writ, 


Soul. Sack Cad Fack Cade. 
Cade. Knock him dewn there. [They kill him. 
But, \f this fellow be wife, hell never call ye Fack Cade 
more, I think he hatha very fair warning. 
} Dick. My Lord, there’s an Army gathered together in 
mithfield. . 


Oo 
Gade, Come, then le 


o fight with them: 
1-brid 7é Ol rire, 


_ Exeunt omnes. 


fire | Come, let’s away. 
fyi ake 
“isto Alarums. Matthew Goff is flan, and all the reff. 
Then enter Jack Cade, with ns Company, 
, 
if 
i" 


Cade. So Sirs: now go fome and pulldown the Savoy : 
Others to the Inns of Court, down with them all. 
Bur. 1 have a Suit unto your Lordfhip. a 
Cade. Be ita Lordhhip, thou fhalt have it for that word. 
But, Onely the Laws of England may come out of 
your Mouth. 
Fohn. Mafs, ?twill be fore Law then, for he was thfutt 
in the Mouth.with a Spear, and ’tisnot whole yet. 
Smith. Nay Yoba, it will be ftinking Law, for his 
breath ftinks with tofted Cheefe. 
Cade. V have thought upon it,it fhall be fo. Away, 
burn all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth fhall be the 
Parliament of England, 


har 


tnat 
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Fob. Then we are like to have biting Statutes, 
Unlefs his Teeth be puli’d out. 

Cade, And hence-forward all things thall be in Com- 
mon. 


Fvter a Meffenger. 

lef My Lord, a prize, a prize, here’s the Lord Say, 
Id the Towns in France, He that made us pay 
twenty fifteens and one Shilling to the pound, 


+ Snhfidie 
C SuUDHaIE. 


ich fo 
j 


me and 


= 
a 


the Realm in erecting a Grammar School: and ‘where 
as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Books but the 
Score and the Tally, thou-haft caufed Printing to be usd, 
and contrary to the King, his Crown, and Dignity, thou 
haft built a Paper-Mill. It will be proved to thy Face, 
that thou haft Men about thee, that ufually talk of a 
Noun and a Verb, and fuch abominable words, as no 
Chriftian ear can endure to hear. Thou haft appointed 
Juftices of Peace, to call poor Men before them, about 
matters they were not able to.anfwer. “Moreover thou 
haft put them in Prifon, and becaufe they could not read 
thou haft-hang’d them, when (isideed) only for that caufe 
they have been moft worthy to live. Thou do’ft ride on 


a 


an 
ais 


[s term?’d thecivilit place of all this Ifle : 
Sweet isthe Country, becaufe full of Riches, 
The People Liberal, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity. 

I fold not Adin, 1 loft not. Normandy, 

Yet to recover them would lofe my life: 

Juftice with favour have Dbalways done, 

Prayers and Tears have mov’d me, Gifts could never 3 
When have I ought exacted at your Hands ? 

Kent to maintain, the King, the Realm and you, 
Large gifts have 1 beftow’d on learn’d Clearks, 
Becaufe my Book preferr’d me tothe King. 
And feeing Ignorance is the curfe of God, 

Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye to' Heaven, 
Unlefs you be pofieft with devilifh Spirits, 

Ye cannot but forbearto murther me : 

This Tongue hath parlied unto Forraign Kings 

For your behoof. : 

le. Tut, when ftruck’{t thou one blow in the Field? 


Jaq 


ho 


Cade. 
Say. Great Men have reaching hands: oft have I ftruck 
Thofe that I never faw, and ftruck ‘themt dead. 
Geo. O monitrous Coward! What, to come behind 
Folks ? 
Say, Thefe Cheeks are pale with watching for your good. 
Cade, Give hima box o’thear, and that will make ’em 
red again. 
Say. Long fitting to determine poor Mens Caufes 

Hath 
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that made all France to quake, 7 | 


Hath made me full of Sicknefs and Difeafes. Henry the Fifth, 
and pafs by. 


Gade. Ye thal) have a hempen Caudie then , and the | Shake he his Weapon at us, 4) - 
help of a Hatchet. All. God fave the King, God fave the King. A 
Dic. Why do’ ft thou quiver, man ? Cade. What Buckingham and Clif ord, are ye fo brave?) 
Say. The Palfie, and not Fear provokes me. And you bafe Pezants, do ye believe him, will you needs) 
Cade. Nay, he noddsat us, as who fhould fay, Vie be | be hang’d with your Pardons about your Necks? Hg 
even with you. Ple fee if his Head will ftand fteadier ona | my Sword therefore broke through London gates, th 
Pole, orno: Take him away, and behead him. ‘| youfhould leave me at the White-have in Southwark, 
Say. Tell me: wherein have I offended moft ? thought ye would never have given out thefe Arms 
Have I affeéted Wealth or Honour? Speak. you had recovered yout ancient Freedom :: but you a 
Are my Chelts fill’d up with extorted Gold? all Recreants and Daftards, and delight to live in flavery 
is my Appatel Sumptuous to behold ? co the Nobility. Let them break your backs with bur- 
} Whom have I injur’d, that ye feck my Death ? thens, take your Houfes over your Heads, ravifh your 
Thefe hands are free from guiltlefs blood-fhedding. Wives and Daughters before your Faces. For me, I will] ~ 


This Breaft from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts. make fhift forone, and fo Gods Curfe light upon you all) 


O let me live. All, Weil follow Cade. 
Cade. 1 feel remorfe in my felf with his words: but | We'll follow Cade. ba 
Pie bridle it : hefhall dye, and be it but for pleading tc Clif. 1s Cade the Son of Henry the Fifth, er 
well for his Life. Away with him, he ha’s a Familiar | That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him. | 
under his Tongue, he fpeaks nota Gods Name. Go, take | Wil! he Conduét you through the heart of France, 
him away I fay, and ftrike off his Head prefently, and | And make the meaneft of you Earlsand Dukes ? 
then break into his Son in Laws Houfe, Sir Fames Cromer,| Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to: 
and ftrike off his Head, and bring them both upon tw 2\ Nor knows he how to live, but by the Spoyl. 
Poles hither. Unlefs by robbing of your Friends, and us. 
All, It fhall be done. Wert not afhame, that whil’ft you live at jar, 
Say. Ah Country-men ; if when you make your Pray’rs, The fearful Fresch, whom you late vanquifhed 
God fhould be fo obdurate as your felves : Should make a ftart o’re Seas, and vanquilh you? 
How would it fare with your departed Souls ? Methinks already in this civil broyl, 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my Life. i fee them Lording it in Lozdon itreets, 
Cade, Away-with him, and do asi command ye: the | Crying /slago unto all they meet. 
proudeft Peer of the Realm fhall not wear a Head on| Better ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarry, 
his Shoulders, unlefshe pay me tribute: there fhall not | Than you fhould ftoop unto a French-mans Mercy. ~ 
a Maid be married, but fhe fhall pay me her Maiden- | To France, to France, and get what you have loft; 
head e?re they have it: Men fhall hold of me in Capite. | Spare England, for it is your Native Coaft : 
And we Charge and Command, that their Wives be as| Heary hath Mony, you are {trong and manly : 
free-as Heart can wifh, or Tongue can tell. God on our fide, doubt not of Victory. 
Dick, My Lord, All, A Clifford, a Glifford, 
When hall we goto Cheapfide, and take up Commodities | We'll follow the King and Clifford. a 
upon our Bills? : Cade. Was ever Feather fo lightly blown to aud fro, 
Cade, Marry prefently. asthis multitude ? The name of Henry the Fifth,halesthem| — 
All, O brave. to-an hundred mifchiefs, and makes them leave me de-| 
Enter one with the Heads. folate. Ifee them lay their Heads together to farprize) 
Cade, But is not this brave me. My Sword make way for me, for here is no ftaying:| 
Let them kifs one another: For they lov’d well in defpight of the Devils and Hell, have through thevely) 
When they were alive. Now part them again, mid{t of you, and Heavens and honour be witnefs, that 
Left they confult about the giving up — no want of Refolution in me, but only my Followers 
Of fome more Towns in Fraace. Souldiers, bafe and ignominious Treafons make me betake metomy) 
Defer the fpoil of the City until Night; — Heels. [Exits 
For with thefe borne before us, inftead of Maces, Buck, What, is he fled ? Go fome and follow him. — | 
We will ride through the Streets, at every Corner And he that brings his Head unto the King, at 
Havethemkifs, Away. [ Exit. | Shall have a thoufand Crowns for his reward. aah | 
, [Exeunt [ome of Uta 
Alarum,and Retreat. Enter again Cade,and all his Rabblement. Follow me Souldiers, we'll devife a mean, Bi 
To reconcile you all unto the King. [Exeunt omits: 
Cade, Up Fifh-ftreet, down Saint AZagnes Corner, kill Be ig”, 
and knock down, throw them into Thames. Sound Trumpets. Enter King, Queen, and Somerfet om tht] 
Sound a Parley. Pog By 
What noife is this I hear ? a 
Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley, King. Was ever King that joy’d an Earthly Throne, — s 
When I command them kill ? And could command no more Content than ? J’ 
z : No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford. But I was made a King at nine months old: 
: Was never fubject long to be a King, 
Buck, 1 here they be that dare and will difturb thee: | AsI dolong and wifh to’be a Subject. 
Knotts Cade, we come Ambafladors or = King 
ato the Commons, whom thou haft mifled, nter i Cli - 
And here pronounce free Pardon to them all, ¥ e hve te Be Clifford ; 
That will forfake thee, and go home in peace. Buck, Wealth and glad tydings to your Majefty. } 
| Clif. What fay ye, Countrymen, wiil ye relent King. Why Buckingham,is the Traytor Cade furprivd i 
And yield to Mercy, whiPit*tis offered you, Or is he but retir’d to make him itrong. ceria | 
gi ort a Rabble lead you to your Deaths. 3 : ie 
9 loves the King, and will imbrace his Pardon, Enter Multitudes with Halt ‘ a 
Fling ap hisCap, i fay, God fave his Majefty Halters about their Nea 
| Who hateth him, and honours not his Father, Clif. Heis fled my Lord, and all his powers do yie 


ee ae ae ee ee o> aie 
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» And humbly, thus with halters on their necks, of the King, by carrying my head to him, but I’le make 

_ Expect your Highnefs doom of Life or Death. thee eat Iron like an Oftridge , and fwallow my Sword 

t King, Then Heaven ferope thy everlalting gates, like a great pin, e’re thou and I part. 

i’ To entertain my Vows of Thanks and Praife. Iden. \Why rude Companion, whatfoe’re thou be, 

"\ Souldiers,this day have you redeem’d your lives, { know thee not, why then fhould I betray thee? 


\ 


And fhew’d how well youlove your Prince and Country: | [s’t not enough to break into my Garden, 


© Continue ftill inthis fo good a mind. And like a Thief, to come to rob my Grounds: 

i And Henry though he be unfortunate, Climbing my Walls in fpight of me the Owner, 

‘| Affare your felves will never be unkind : But thou wilt brave me with thefe fawcie termes ? 

4 And fo with thanks and pardon to. you all, Cade. Brayethee ? I, by the beft biood that ever was 


[ do difmifs you to your feveral Courtries. broach’d, and beard thee too. Look on me well] have | | 
| All, God fave the King, God fave the King. eat no meat thefe five dayes, yet come thou and thy five 
A ‘ men, and if 1 do not leave you all as dead asa door nail, | | 
it Enter a Mefrenger. I pray God I may never eat. grafs more. 
in) /den, Nay, it inall ne’re be iaid, while England ands, 
|| Mef. Pleate it your Grace to be advertifed, That Alexander Iden an Efquire of Kent, 
The Duke of York is newly come from Jreland, Took odds to combate a poor famifh’d. mah. 
i | And with a puiflanc and mighty Power Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine, 
ba Of Gallow-glaffes and ftout Kernes, See if thou cantt out-face me with thy looks : 
Jid ls marching hitherward in proud array Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the lefler+ 
Dis| And {till proclaimeth as he comes along, Thy hands but a finger to my fift, | 7 
, |His Armies are only to remove from thee Thy Leg a ftick compared with this Truncheon, 


ue ke of Somerfet, whom he termes a Traitor. My Foot thall fight with all the ftrength thou haft 
i The _ my State, *twixt Cadé and York:| And if mine re be heaved in the hit, , 
ts attr, : Thy Grave is digg?d already in the Earth : 
“|| Like to a Ship, that having fcap’d a Tempett, 
uj Is ftraightway calm’d and boarded with a Pyrate. 
" But now is Cade driven back, his men difpers’d, 
And now is Yorkin Hodes to — ae 
hee Buckingham go and mect him, 
; bed La him aod she Rieastin of thefe Arms: 
\) Teil him, Pie fend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
al) And Somerfet, we will commit thee thither, 
iit ati his Army be difmift from him. 
at Somer. My Lord, A. 
iil | te yield my felf to prifon willingly, 
. | Or unto Death, to do my Gountry good. | 
King. In any, cafe, be not too rougli in termes, 
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard Language. 
wit! Buck, 1 will, my Lord, and doubt not:fo to deals 
i!| As all things fhall redound unto your good. 
het ke King. Come Wife; let’s in, and learn to govern better ; 
ik) For yet may England curfe my wretched reign. CExcunr. 


As for words, whofe greatnefs anfwers words, 
Let this my Sword report what fpeech forbears. 

Cade. By my valour:*the moft compleat Champion 
that ever | heard. _ Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut 
not oyt the burly bon’d Clown in chines of Beef, e’re 
thou ileep in thy Sheath, I befeech Jove on my knees 
thou may’{t be turned to Hobnails, 

Here they Fight, 


OI am flain, Famine and no other hath flain me, let. ten 

thoufand Devils come againft me, and give me burt. the} 

ten meals I have loft, and I’de defye themall. Wither 

Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 

dwell in this houfe, becaufe the unconquered foul of. 

Cade is fled. 
Iden.1st Cade that I have flain,that monftruous Traitor ? | 

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed. 

And hang thee o’re my Tomb when: Jam Dead. 

Ne’re fhall this Blood be wiped from, thy Point, 

But thou fhalt wear it as a Heralds Coat, 

To emblaze the Honour thy Mafter got, " 
Cade, Iden farewell, and be proud of thy victory: Tell 

Kent from me, fhe hath loft her beft man, and exhort all 

the World to be Cowards: for I that never feared any 

‘am vanquifhed by Famine, not by Valour. [ Dies.’ 
Jd. How much thou wrong’ me, Heaven be my Judge § }) 

Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee: 

/AndasI thruft thy Body in with my Sword, 

'So with {, I might thruft thy Soul to Hell. 

‘Hence will 1 drag thee headlong by the heels 

Unto a Dunghill, which fhall be thy Grave, 

And there cut, of thy moft ungracious Head, 

Which I will bear in Triumph to the King, wn BS 

Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to feedupon.  [Exit. 


Enter Jack Cade. 


iat Cade. Fie on Ambition: fie on my felfe, that have a 
ha Sword, and yet am ready to famifh Thefe five dayes have 
I hid me in thefe Woods, and durft not peep out, for all 

i {the Country is laid for me: But now-am I hungry, that 
if Lmight have a leafe of my life for a thoufand years, | 
could itay no longer. Wherefore on a Brick wall have 
\{climb’d into this Garden, to fee if 1 can eat Grals, or 
"Vick a Sallet another while, which is not amifs. to cool 
rf tins tomack this hot weather : and I think this word 
is SSallet was born to do me good ; for many a time but for 
i Sallet my Brain-pan had been cleft with a brown Bill; 
|S Vand many atime when I have been dry, and bravely mar- 
ching, it hath ferv’d me in ftead of a quart pot to drink 

« fin: and now the word Sailer, muft ferve me to feed on. 


Sel 


Enter York , and his Army of: With, with 


Enter Iden. Drum and, Colours. 


York.. From Jreland thus comes York to claisn his Right, 
And pluck the Crown from feeble Aenry’s. head. 
Ring Bells aloud, burn, Bonfires clear and bright, 
To entertain great Englands lawfull King. ' 
| Ah Santta Adfaeftas: who would not buy thee dear.? 
Let them obey that knows. not how to, Rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought -but.Gold, 


id: Iden. Lord, who would live turmoyled in the Court, 
And may enjoy fuch quiet walks as thefe, 
This fimall inheritance my Father left me, 
}Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. 
yb | 1 feck not to wax great by others warning, 
, | Or gather =_— I care not with “ envy: 
Woe ave maintains my State, V 
if oe paar Poor well pleafed eas my Gate. — I cannot give due action to my words; ' 
i Cade. Here’s the Lord of the Soil come’ to feize me | Excepta Sword or Scepter ballance it, ; 
for a ftray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave. Ah | A Scepter fhall ithave, have La Soul, |. 
rh \Villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a tooo Crowns On which Ple tofs the Floure-de-Luce of -Frauee. P a 
ate; 
. - > ~ . ¢ — / ’ ; ch | 


‘ 


ines 


Enter Buckingham. 


Whom have we here? Buckingham to difturb me ? 
The King hath fent him fure: Imnftdiflemble. 
Buck, York, if thou meaneft well, I greet the well. 


Art thou a Meflenger, or comi€of pleafure ? 

Buck. A Meflenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 

To know the reafon of thefe Armes in peace. 

Or why, thou being a Subject, as I am, 

Againft thy Oath, and true Allegiance {worn, 
Should raife fo.great a Power without his leave ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force fo near the Court ? 

Yor, Scarce can I fpeak my Choler is fo great. 

Oh, I could hew up Rocks, and fight with Flint, 

I am fo angry at thefe abject terms. 

And now like Ajax Telamonius, 

On Sheep or Oxen could! fpend my fury. 

I am far better born than is the King : 

More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts. 
But I muft make fair Weather yet a while, 

Till Henry-be more weak, and I more ftrong, 

O Buckingham, 1 prithee pardon me, 

That I have given no an{wer all this while ; 

My mind was troubled with deep Melancholly. 
The caufe why I have brought this Army hither, 
Is to remove proud Somerfer from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

Buck, That istoo much prefumption on thy part, 
But if thy Armes be to no other end, 

The King hath yielded unto thy demand: 
The Duke of Somerfet is in the Tower. 

York. Upon thine Honour is he Prifoner ? 

Buc. Upon mine Honour he is Prifoner. 

York, Then Buckingham, 1 do difmifs my Powers. 
Souldiers, I thank you all: difperfe your felves : 
Meet me to morrow in S, Georges field, 

You fhall have pay, and every thing you wilh. 
And let my Soveraign, vertuous /izry , 
Command my eldeft, nay all my Sons, 

As pledges of my Fealty and Love, 
Ple fend them all as willing as 1 live: 
Lands, Goods, Horfe, Armour, any thing I have 
Is his to ufe, fo Somerfet may dye. 

. Buck. York, 1 commend this kind fubmiflion, 
We twain will go into his Highnefs Tent. 


Enter King and Attendants, 


That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm? 

| York, In<all fubmiffion and humility, 

York. doth prefent himfelf unto your Highnefs. 

| King. 
York. To have the Traitor Somerfer from hence, 

And fight againft that monftrous Rebel Cade, 

Whom fince [ heard to be difcomfited. 


Enter Iden with Cades Head. 


Iden. If one fo. tude, and of fo mean condition 
May pas into the prefence of a King: 
Lo, I prefent your Grace a Traitors Head, 
The head of Cade, whom I in Combat flew. 


O let me view his Vifage being dead, 
That living wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. 


Iden, 1 was, an’t like your Majefty. 


1 Jden. Alexander Iden, that’s my name, 

1A poor Efquire of Kent, that love the'’King. | 

1 Buck, So pleafe you my Lord, *twere not ainifs 
THe were’created Knight for his good fervice. 
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York. Humfrey of Buckingham, | accept thy greeting. 


| See where they come, I’le warrant they'll make it go 


King. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to us, 


hen what intend thefe Forces thou doft bring ? 


King. The head of Cade? great God ! how juftart thou ? 


Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him ? 


King: How art thou call’d ? And what is thy degree ? 


King. Iden, knee] down, rife up a Knight: 
We give thee for reward a thoufand Merks 
And will, that) thou henceforth attend on us, 

Iden. May Iden live to merit fuch a Bounty, 
And never live but true unto his Liege, 


Enter Queen and Somerfet. 


King. See Buckingham, Somerfer comes with th’Oueen. | 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. Que i 

Queen, For thoufand Yorks he fhall not hide his Head ‘ 
But boldly ftand and front him to his Face, it 

York. How now ? Is Somerfet at liberty ? eS) 
Then York unloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts |) 
And let thy Toung be equal with thy Heart, { 
“Shall I endure the fight of Somer/er ? : 
Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me, a 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe ? Hy 
King did I call thee? no, thou artno King: i iy 
Not fitto Govern, and rule multitudes, . | 
Which durft not, no nor canft not rule a Traitor. | 
That Head of thine doth not become a Crown : t | 
Thy hand is made to grafp a Palmers Staff 
And not to grace an awful Princely Scepter. 
That Gold muft round engirt the Brows of ming | 
Whofe fmile and frown, like Achilles Spear ie 
Is able with the change, to kill and cure. ; 
Here is a Hand to hold a Scepter up, a) 
And with the fame to act controlling Laws; i 
Give place: by Heaven thon fhalt Rule no more 
O’re him, whom Heaven created for thy Ruler, - 

Som, O:{Monitrous Traitor ! I arreft thee York | 
Of Capital Treafon gainft the King and Crown: | 
Obey audacious. Traitor, kneel for Grace. ‘i 

York, Would’ft have me kneel ? Firft let me askof the 
If they can brook ; I bow a knee to man! 
Sirrah, cail in my Sons to be my Bail: 

i know e’re they will jet me go to Ward, 
Theyli pawn their Swords for my enfranchifement, | 

Queen, Call hither Chjford, bid him come amain, | 
To fay, if that the Baftard Boys of York, ; 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 

York. O bloud befpotted Neapolitan, 
Out-catt of Naples, Englands bloody Scourge : 
The Sons of York, thy Betters in their Birth, 
Shall be their Fathers Bail, and bane to thofe 
That for my Surety will refufe the Boys. 

Enter Edward and Richard. 


8 
Ti) 


ge) 54 308 a Clifford. eit 
Rucen. And here comes Clifford to deny their Bail 
Cif. Health and all happinefs to the Lord the King. F 
York, I thank thee Clifford. Say, what news with the i] 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry look: te 
We are thy Soyeraign, Cifford, kneel again ; be 
For thy miftaking fo, We pardon thee. a 
Clif. This is my: King, York, I do not miftak 
But thou miftak’ft me much to think’I do ee 
To Bedlam with him, is the man grown mad ? 
King. 1 Chford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him oppofe himfelf againit his King. 
Clif. He isa Traitor, let him to the Tower, 
And crop away that factious: Pate of his. 

Qwen, He is arrefted, but will rot obey : ae 
His Son (he fayes ) fhall give their’words for him — | 
York. Will you not, Sons? > oe 

Edm. 1, Noble Father, if our words will ferve. 
Rich. And if words will not, then our Weapons fhall.| 
Cliff. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here!) 
York. Look in a Glafs, and call thy Image fo. i 
Tam the King, and thoua falfe-heart Traitor: 
Call hither to the Stake my two.brave Bears, ° 
That with the very thaking of their Chains, | 
They 6 aftonith thefi fell-lurking Curs: : i" 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick,come to me. 


- 


» , 
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: And if thou doft not hide thee fromthe Bear, 

i Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. Now when the angry Trumpet founds Alarum, 


And manacle the Bearard in their Chains, 


¢ | if thou dar’f bring them to the baiting place. 
\ : xf = fe 4 5 p 
Rich. Oft havel feen a hot o’re-weening Cur 
‘i | Run back and bite, becaufe he was with-held 
d Ce ye 5) 
| Who being fuifer?d with the Bears fell paw, 
ae Hath clapt his tail betwixt his legs and cry?d, 
& } And fuch-a piece of fervice will you do, 
| If you fuppofe your felves to match Lord Warwick, 
tty Clif. Hence heap of Wrath, foul indigefted Lump, 
Jie } As crooked inthy Manners, as thy Shape. 
York. "Nay, we fhall heat you thoroughly anon. 
thay Clif. Take heed left by your heat you burn your elves. 
ny 3 ; — yy , / of 
i) King. Why Warwick hath thy Knee forgot to bow ? 
‘Ky Old Salisbury, fhame to thy filver Hair, 
§ | Thou mad mifleader of thy Brain-fick Son, 
lay | What wilt thou on thy Death-bed play the Rufhar ? 


alm, } And feck for Sorrow with thy. Spectacles ? 
i | Oh where is Faith ¢ Oh where is Loyalty ? 
Sq, j Tfit be banifh’d fromthe Frofty head, 
bmg | Where fhall it find a harbour in the Earth ? 
1 | Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War, 
{, | And fhame thine Honourable Age with Blood ? 
Why art thou old, and want’ft experience ? 

slg, | OF wherefore dort abufe it, if thou haft it? 
kn | FOF fhame in duty bend thy Knee to me 
ting |. Phat bows unto the Grave with Milky Age. 
ry | S44, My Lord, I have confidered with my felf 
al Che ‘Title of this molt renowned Duke, 
me Andin my Confcience, do. repute his Grace, 
tip The Rightful Heir to Englands Royal Seat. ‘ 

| |  Koag. Haft thou not fworn Allegiance ynto me: 
va Sal. t have. 
; Kin.Canit thou difpenfe with Heaven for fuch an Oath? 
lal | Sal. Itisa great finto {wear unto afin: 
nt} But greater fin to keep a finful Oath : 
M iti | \Who can be bound by any folemn Vow 
ik | Todo a murd’rous deed, to Rob aman, 
hii} To force afpotlefs Virgins Chaftity, 
#, 4 Yoreave the Orphan of his Patrimony, 
Sei] To wring the Widow from her cuftom’d right, 
it it} And have no other reafon for his wrong, 
ott | But that he was bound by a folemn Oath? 
Bofs Qi, A fubtle Traytor needs no Sophitter.. 
ital | King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himfelf. 
wile} © York. Call Buckingham, and all the Friends thou haft, 

[-am refolv’d for Death and Dignity. 

nyt} Old Clif. The . : warrant ge mir prove true. 

ii} “War. You were beft to Zo to Bed, and dream again, 
ote To keep thee from the Tempeft of the Field. 
nih | Old Cf. Lam refolv’d to bear a greater ftorm, 
Pel Than any thou can{t Conjure up to day : 
. And that Ple write upon thy Burgonet, 
si j} Might | but know thee by thy Houfes Badge. 

| . Ware Now by my Fathers Badg, old Mevils Creft, 

4, ' The rampant Bear chain’d to the ragged Staff, 
“ ig}, Lhis day Ple wear aloft my Burgonet, 
on As ona Mountain top, the Cedar fhews, 
Lg ‘That keeps his Leaves in fpight of any ftorm, 
ee ‘Even fo affright thee with the view thereof. 
ts Old Clif. And fromthy Burgonet, Ple rend thy Bear, 
m1 And tread it under foot with all contempt, — 
ti Defpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear. 

au] _. 19 Clif.. And fo to Arms victorious noble Father, 
5 ae To quell the Rebels, and their Complices. 
| Rich. Fie, Charity for fhame, fpeak not in fpight, 
si") For you fhall fap with Jefu Chrift to night. 
in”) Yo, Clif. Foul Stigmatick,that’s more than thou canft tell. 
fo") Rich, \f not in Heaven,you’l furely fup in Hell. [Exeunt. 
Brat Js Enter Warwick. — 
Chi War. Clifford of Cumberland, "tis Warwick.calls: 
put 


Clif.Are thefe thy Bears? We'll bait thy Bears to death, 


-No more will I their Babes, Tears Virginal, 


And dead Mens cries do fill the empty Air, 
Clifford, Ufay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarfe with calling thee to Arms. 
Enter York. ; 

War. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot? 

Tork, The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed : 
But match to match I Have encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion, Kytes and Crows, 
Even of the bonny Beaft he lov’d fo well. 

Enter Clifford. 

War. Ofone or both of us the time is come. . 
. fork, Hold Warwick: feek thee out fome othet Chute, 
For I my felf muft hunt this Deer to death. 
War, Then nobly York, tis for a Crown thou fightil : 
As lintend, Clifford, to thrive to day, 

It grieves my Soul to leave thee unaflail’d. 
Cif. What feeft thou in me, York? 
Why doft thou paufe ? 

York, With thy brave bearing fhouldT bein 
But that thou art fo faft mine Enemy. 
Clif. Nor fhould thy Prowefs want praife and efteem. 
But that *tis fhewn ignobly, andin Treafon. 
York, So letit help me againft thy Sword, 
AsI in Juftice, and trie Right exprefs it. 
Clif. My Soul and Body on the Action both. 
York, A dreadful day, addrefs thee inftantly. 
Clif. La fin Corronue les oevres. [ Dies. 
York. "Thus War hath given thee Peace » for thou art 
till, Peace with hisSoul, Heaven if it be thy will. 
Enter young Clifford. 
Clif. Shame and Confufion allis on the rout, 
Fear frames diforder, and diforder wounds 
Where it fhould guard, O War thou Son of Hell, 
Whom angry Heavens do make their Minifter, 
Throw inthe frozen bofoms of our Part, 
Hot Coals of Vengeance. Let no Souldiers flye, 
He that is truly dedicate to War 
Hathno Self-love- nor he that loves him lf, 
Hath not eflentially, butby circumftance 
Thenameof Valour. © let the vile World end; 
And the premifed Flames of the laft day, 
Knit Earth and Heaven together. 
Now let the general Trumpet blow his blaft, 
Particularities, and petty founds 
Yo ceafe. Was’t thou ordained (O dear Father) 
To lofethy Youth in Peace, and to atchieve 
TheSilver Livery of advifed Age, 
And in thy Reverence, and thy Chair-days, thus 
To die in Roffian Battel ? Even at this fight, 
My heart is turn’d to ftone: and while’tis mine, 
[t fhall be ftony. York, not our old men {pares : 


[Exit.War. 


love, 


Shall be tome, even as the Dew to Fire, 
And Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims, 
Shall to my flaming Wrath, be Oyland Flax: 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity, 
Meet I an Infant of the Honfe of York, 

Into as many gobbits will Il cut it, 

As wild 4édea, young Abfirtis did. 

Tu cruelty, willl feek out my Fame. 

Come thou new ruin of old Cliffords houfe : 
As did e£neas old Anchifes bear, 

So bear I thee upon my manly fhoulders : 

But then, eneas bare a living load; 
Nothing fo heavy as thefe woes of miiie. 


Enter Richard , and Somerfet to fight. 


Rich. So lie thou there: 
For underneath an Ale-honfe paltry figne, 
The Caftle in St. Albans, Somerfer 


Hath 


sa 
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| Hath made the Wizard famous in his Death : That Winter Lyon, who in Rage forgets 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathful {till : Aged Contufions, and all bruth off time : 
Priefts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, » 
Fight. * Excurfions. Repairs him with occafion. This happy day 
: [s not it felf, nor have we won one Foot, 


bs ; If Salisbury be loft. 
Enter King, Queen, and others, Rich. My Noble Father : 


Qu. Away my Lord, you are flow, for fhame away. | Lhree times to day I hope him to his Horfe 
King. Can ae sfeata the Heavens ? Good pe ene Three times beftri'd him: Thrice 1 led him off, 
ftay. Perfwaded him from any further Act ¢ 
Qu. What are you made of ? You’l not fight nor flye : | But ftill where danger was, ftill there I met him, 
Nowis it Manhood, Wifdom, and Defence, And like rich Hangings in an homely Houfe, 
To give the Enemy way, and to fecure us So was his V Vill in his Old feeble Body. 
Bait what we can, which can no more but flye. But Noble as he is, look where he comes. 
[ Alarum afar of: | 
If you be tane, we then fhould fee the bottom Enter Salisbury. : 4 
Of allour Fortunes: but if we haply fcape, a 
(As well we may, if not through your neglect ) Sal. Now, by my Sword, well haft thou fought to day: | 
We fhall to London get,, where you are lov’d, By th’ Mafs fo did we all. 1 thank you Richard. he 
And where this breach now in our Fortunes made God knows how long itis I have to live: y: 
May readily be ftopt. And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day 
You have detended me from Eminent Death. 
Enter Clifford. V Vell Lords, we have not got that which we have, 
Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled, cam 
Clif. But that my Hearts on future mifchief fet, Being oppofites of fuch repairing Nature. a 
| would {peak Blafphemy e’re bid you ‘lye : York. | know our fafety is tofollow them, 
But flye you muft: Uncureable difcomfite For (as| hear) the King is fled to London, 
Reignsin the hearts of all our prefent parts, To call a prefent Court of Parliament. 
Away for’your relief, and we will live Let us purfue him e’re the V Vrits go forth. 
To fee their Day, and then our Fortune give. What {ays Lord Warwick, Shall we after them? 


A 


Away my Lord, away. CExeunt.| War, After them ! nay, beforethem, ifwe ca: 
Now by my hand ( Lords) >twasa glorious day, 
Alarum, Retreat. Enter York, Richard, Warwick, aed | Saint Albansbattel won by famous York; 
Souldiers, with Drum and Colours. Shall we be eterniz’d in all Age to come. 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to Londonall, 
York, OF Salisbury, who can report of him, And more fuch days as thefe to us befall. 
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hy ae Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Notfolk, Moun-| War. Neither the King, nor he that loves him belt, 
% taguc, Warwick, ad Souldiers. The provdelt he that holds up Lancafter, 
td ; Dares tir a Wing, if Warwick fhake his Bells. 
fate Warwick. itis plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares : 
i Wonder how the King efcap’d our Hands ? Refolve thee £ichard, Claim the Exglifh Crown, 
Foil Pl. While we purfu’d the Herfemen of the North, : 
iy He flily ftole away, and left his Men: | Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, W eftmer- 
Whereat the great Lotd of Northumberland, land; Exeter, and the ref. 
mM Whofe Warlike Ears could never brook retreat, ? 
Lotichearrd up the drooping Army, and himfelf. Hen, My Lords, look where the fturdy Rebel fits, 
fll ford Cliffordand Lord Stafford all a-breatt Even in the Chair of State : belike he means, 
Charg’d our main Battels Front: and breaking in, Backd by the Power of Warwick, that falfe Peer, 
Were by the Swords of Common Souldiers flain. Yo afpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King. 
Edw. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, Earl of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 
Is either flain or wounded dangerous. And thine,Lord Cifford,and you have both vow’d revenge 
[ cleft his Beaver with adown-right blow : On him, his Sons, his Favourites, and his Friends. 
That this istrue (Father) behold his Blood. Worth. 1f1 bs not, Heavens be reveng’d on me, 
Mount, And Brother,here’s the Earl of Wilefhires Blood, | Cligord. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in 
Whom | encountred asthe Battels joyn’d. | Steel, 
Rith. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. | 
} 


Weft. What, fhall we fuffer this ? Let’s pluck him down, 
Plan. Richard hath beft defery’d of all my Sons ; 


My Heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it. 


— But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somer/ee ? | Henry, Be patient, gentle Earlof Weft merland, 
Nor. Such hope have all the Line of John of Gaunt. Clifford. Patience is for Poltroons, and fuch is he : 
Rich. Thus do ¥ hope to fhake King Henry’s Head. He durft not fit there had your Father liv’d. 
‘War. Aud fo dol, victorious Prince of York, My Gracious Lord, bere in the Parliament 
Before! fee thee feated in the Throne, Lect us aflayl the Family of York, 
Which now the Houfe of Laxcafter ufurps, North, Well haft thou fpoken, Coufin be it fo. 
Lvow by Heaven, thefe Eyesfhall never clof&. Henry. Ah, know you not the City favours them, 
This. is the Palace of the fearful King, And they have Troops of Souldiers at their beck ? 
Ant this the Regal Seat : poflefs it York, Wefim. But when the Duke is flain, theyll quickly flye. 
For this is thine, and not King Henry’s Heirs. Henry, Far‘be the thought of this from Henry's Heart. 
Plan, Affift me then, fweet Warwick, and | will, To makea Shambles of the Parliament Houfe. 
— For hither we have broken in by force. Coutin of Exerer, Frowns, Words, and Threats, 
Norf. We'll all aflift you : he that flies fhall dye. Shall be the War that Henry means to ufe: 
Plant, Thanks gentle Norfolk, ftay by me my Lords, | Thou Factious Duke of Tork, defcend my Throne, 
And Souldicrs ftay and lodge by me this Night. And kneel for Grace and Mercy at my Feet, 


(They coup. | 1 am thy Soveraign, 
War. And when the King comes, off-r him no viclence,} Yk J ain thine. 


Unleis he feek to thrult you out perforce. Exet. For fhame come down, he made thee Duke of | 
Plant. The Queen this day here holds het Parliament, | York, ; 
But little thinks we fhail be of her Connfel, York. It. was my Inheritance, as the Earldem was. 
DPS Words or Blows here let us win our right. Exet. Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crown. 
Rich. Arm’das we are, let’s ftay within this Houle. Warw, Excrer thou arta Traytor to the Crown 
War. The bloody Pariiament fhall this be called, In following this ufurpiag Henry. : 
UnlefS Plantagenet, Duke of York, be King, Cliff. Whom fhould he follow, but his. natural King ? 
And bafhful Henry depos’d, whofe Cowardizé War. Yrue,Cliford, and that’s Richard Duke of York. 
Hath made us by- words to our Enemies. fenry. And fhall t ftand, and thou fit inmy Throne? 
Plant. Then leave me not, my Lords be refolute, | York, It mult and.fhall be fo, conten: thy felf, 
mean to take pofleflion of my Right. War. Be Duke of Lancaffer, let him be King. 
< eal PP Wefiin 
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Weftm. He isboth King and Duke of Laxcaffer, 
And that the Lord of Weftmerland fhall maintain. 
War, And Warwick fhall difprove it. You forget, 
That we are thofe which chas’d you from the Field, 
And flew your Fathers, and with Colours {pread 
March’d through the City tothe Palace Gates. 
North. Yes, Warwick, | remember it to my grief. 
And by his Soul, thou and thy Houfe fhall rue it. 
| Weft. Plantagantt, of thee and thefethy Sons; 
Thy Kinfmen, and thy Friends, Ple have more lives 
Than drops of blood were in my Fathers Veins. 
Clif, Urge it no more, lealt that inftead of words 
| fend thee, Warmick, fuch a Meflenger, 
As fhall revenge-his-death, before | ftir. 


War. Poor Clifford, how | {corn his worthlefs Threats. 


Plant. Will you, we fhew our Title to the Crown ? 
If not, our Swords fhall"plead it in the Field. 


Hen. What Title hait thou, Traitor, to the Crown? 
? ) 


My Father was, as thou art, Duke of York, 

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earl of March. 

Iam the Son of Henry the Fifth, 

V Vho made the Dolphin and the French to ftoop, 

And feiz?d upon their Towns and Provinces. 

War. Talknot of France, fith thou hait loft it all. 

Henry. The Lord Protector loft it, and not 1; 

V Viren was Crown?d'I was but nine months old. 
Rich. You are old enough now, 

And yet methinks you lofe : 

Father, teat the Crown from the Ufarpers Head. 
Edw. Sweet Father do fo, fet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother, 

As thou lov?{t and honoreit Arms, 

Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cavelling thus. 
Rich, Sound 

flye. 

Plant. Sons, peace. 


Hen. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to fpeak. 


War, Plantagenet thall {peak firft: Hear him Lords, 
And be you filent and aitentive too, 
For he that interrupts him, fhall not live. 


Hen. Think? thou that! will leave my Kingly Throne, 


VVherein my Grandfire and my Father fat ? 

No: firftfhall V Var unpeople this my Realm; 

I, and their Colouts often born in. France, 

Aftd flow in Excland, to our hearts great forrow, 
Shall be my V Vinding-fheet, why faint you Lords ? 
My Title’s good, and better far than his. 

War. But prove it, Henry, and thou fhalt be King. 
Hen, Henvy the Fourth by Conqueft got the Crown, 
Plant. ?Twas by Rebellion againft his King. 

Hen. 1 know not what to fay, my Title’s weak: 
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Drums and Trumpets, and the King, wil! 


on 


Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud, 
Can fet the Duke up in defpight of me. 


Cliff. King Heury, b. thy Title right or Wreng, a 


Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence: 
May that ground gape, aud {wallow mealive : 
Where I fhall kneel to him that fiew my Father, 
Hen, Oh Clifford, how thy words revive my Heart, ~ 
Plant. Henry of Lancafter, retign thy Crowng 
What muiter you, or what conipire you, Lords ? : 
War: Do right unto this Princely Duke of York, ~ 
Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men, “a 
And o’re the Chair of State where now he fits 
Write up his Title wich ufurping Blood. ; 
He: ftamps with bis foot, and the So ., 
fhew themfelves. 
Hen. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one wi rd; 
Let me for this time reign as King. * 
Plant. Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs 
And thou fhalt Reign in quiet while thou liv’f, 
fin, 1am convent : Richard Plantagenet 7 
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceafe. -¥ 
Cliff. What wrong is this unto the Prince, your Sop 
War. What good is this to Exgland, and him a 
Veft. Bafe, fearful, and defpai:ing Hemy. 
Cif, Bow halt thou injur?d both thy felf and us? 7 
Weft. | cannot ftay to hear thefe Articles, 1 
Northurb. Nor I. ae 
Ciff. Come Coufin, let us tell the Queen thefe News 
Weft, Farewel faint-hearted and degenerate King, 7 
in whofe cold blood no {park of honour bides. 9 
North, Bé thou a prey unto the Houfe of Pry ae 
And die in Bands, for this unmanly deed. oy 
Chiff. In dreadful War, mayft thou be overcome, 
Or live in peace abandon’d and deipis’d, ; 
War. Turn this way, /cnry, and regard them no 
Exeter. They feck revenge, and therefore will not 
Hen, Ah Exeter. 
War, Why fhould you figh, my Lord ? : 


hd 
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Hen, Not for my felf, Lord Warwick, but my Son, 


Whom I unnaturally fhai ditinherit, 


| 


( 
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But be it as it may : There entayl _ a 
The Crown to thee, and to thine Heirs for every 


Conditionally, that here you take an Oath, 

To ceafe this Civil-war,: and whilft I live, 

To honour me 4s thy King and Soveraign: 

Neither by Treafon nor Hoftilicy, 

To feck to put me down, and Reign thy felf. 
Plant. This Oath J willingly take, and will perform. 
Wer. Long live King Henry: Plantagenet embrace iil 
Hen. And long live thou, and thefe thy forward Sams 
Plant, Now York.and Lancaffer are reconcil’d, 
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Exet. Accurft be he that fecksto make them foes | 
Sonet, Here they come down, | 
Plant. Farewel, my gracious Lord, Ple to my Caltle. 
War. AndV’lc keep London with my Souldiers 
_Norf.. And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 
Mount. And 1 unto the Sea from whence I came. 
Hen, And with grief and forrow to the Court. 
Enter the Oucen, 
Exet. Here comes the Queen, 
VVhofe looks bewray, her anger 
Ple fteal away. 
Henry. Exeter, fo will I. ae 
Queen, Nay, gonot fromme, I will follow thee... 
Hen. Be patient, gene Queen, and I willftay. 
Queen, VV ho can be patient in fuch extreams? 
A wretched Man, would I had dy’da Maid, a 
And never feen thee, never born thee Son, 
Seeing thou haft prow’d fo unnatural a Father. 
Hath he deferv’d to lofe his Birth-right thus? 
| Hadft thou but lov’d him half fo much as I, 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nourifht him, as I did with my blood 5 
Thou would’ft have left thy deareft Heart-blood t 


Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir ¢ 
Plant, VVhatihn? 
Hen, \fhe may, then am I lawful King : 
For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
Refign’d the Crown to Henry the Fourth, 
V Vhofe Heir my Father was, and I am his. 
Plant. He role againgt him, being his Soveraign, 
And made him to refign his Crown perforce. 
War. Suppole; my Lords, he did it unconitrain’d, 
Think you ’twere pteyitdicial to his Crown ? 
Exet. No: for he could not fo relign his Crown, 
But that the next Heir fhould fucceed and reign. 
“Hen. Arc thouagainft us, Duke of E-xerer ? 
Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardonme. 
Plant. VVity whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not ? 
Exet. My Confcience tells me, he is lawful King. 
Hen, Ali will revolt from me, and turn to him. 
North, Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay’ft, 
Think not, that Hevry fhall be depos’d. 
War. Depos’d he fhall be in defpight of all. 
Northumb, Thou art deceiv’d : 
Tis not thy Southern power 
Of Effex, Norfolk, Sufolk,, norof Kent, 
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‘nf Rather than made that favage Duke thine Heir, 
1 And dif-inherited thine only Son. 
Prin. Father, you cannot dif-inherit me : 
If you be King, why fhould not I fucceed ¢ 
Hen, Pardon me, Margaret, pardon me, fweet Son, 
“| The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforc’d me. 


»1 fhame to hear thee fpeak: ah timorous Wretch, 
| Thou Haft undone thy felfy thy Son, and me, 
} And given unto the Houfe of York fuch head, 
| As thou fhalt Reign but by their fufferance. 
rbd To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 
» What is it, but to. make thy Sepulchre, 
"And creep into it far before thy time ? 
Warwick is Chancellor, and the Lord of Cakce, 
“Stern Falconbridge commands the Narrow Seas, 
Wit PRS Duke is made Protector of the Realm, 

And yet fhalt thou be fafe ? fuch fafety finds 
ath Phe trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves. 
iittHad I been there, which am a filly Woman, 
it} “Fhe Souldiers fhould have tofs’d me on their Pikes, 
‘ Before I would have granted to that Act. 
thi But thou preferr’t thy life before thine honour. 
hiAnd fecing thou do’it, I here divorce my felf, 
64 Both from thy Table, Heary, and thy Bed, 
thildntil that Act of Parliament be repealed, 
Anis Whereby my Son is dif-inhericed. : 

The Northern Lords, that have forfworn thy Colours, 
Quit Will follow mine, if once they fee them {pread : 
igttAnd fpread they fhall be, to thy foul difgrace, 
wntvAnd utter ruine of the Houle of York, 
Wu hus dol leave thee : Come Son, let’s away, 
‘(ed Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them. = 
uke Adenry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me fpeak. 


irgfliBone. - Se oes 
ide’ Zen. Gentle Son Edward, thou wilt ftay with me? 


ween, 1, to be murther’d by his Enemies. 
) Prin, When! return with victory from the Field, 
1 Wile fee your Grace: tillthen le follow her. 
i Queen. Come, Son, away, we may not linger thus. 
' Hen, Poor Queen, 
sig(tte LOW love to me, and to her Son, Mate 
™, Hath made her break out into terms of Kage. 
; és Reveng’d may fhe be on that hateful Duke, 
I Whofe haughty Spirit, winged with defre, 
a Will coft my Crown, and like an empty Eagle, 
i Tyre on the Flefh of me, and of my Son. 
ntl® Fhe lofSof thofe three Lords torments my Heart : 
O° tte write unto them, and entreat them fair 5 
mg" Come, Coufin, you fhall be the Meflenger. 
“ei!” = Ever, And I hope fhall reconcile them all. 


Enter Richard, Edward, and Mountague. 


ttt! Rich. Brother, trough! be youngeft, give me leave. 


wot Edw. No, I can better play the Orator. : 
ai)  Adoun. But 1 have reafons {trong and forcible. 
be 


Enter the Duke of York. 


Yor. Why, how now Sons and Brothers, at a {trife ? 
What is your Quarrel ? how began it hrit ? 
Edw. No Quarrel, but a flight Contention. 
Yor, About what ? 
Rich. About that which concerns your Grace and us, 
iM The Crown of England, Father, which is yours. 
Yor. Mine, Boy? notuntil King Henry be dead. 
Rich. Your Right depends not on his life, or Death. 
Edw, Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now: 
By giving the Houfe of Lancafter leave to breathe, 
It will out-run you, Father, in theend. — 
Yor. 1 took an Oath, that he fhould quictly Reign. 
Edw. But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 
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Queen, Enfore’d thee? art thou King, and wilt be fore d? 


ii, — Queen. Thou haft fpoke too much already: get thee | 


[ Exit. 
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I would break a thoufand Oaths to Reign one year. 
Richard. No: God forbid, your Grace fhould be for- 
{worn. ) 
Yor. I fhall be, if 1 claimby open War. 
Richard. Pie prove the contrary, if you’l hear me 
fpeak. 
Yor. Thou canftnot, Son, ?tis impoflible. 
Rich, An Oath isofno moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful Magiltrate, 
hat hath authority over him that f{wears. 
Henry had none, but did ufurp the place. 
Then fecing ’twas he that made you to depofe, 
Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do but think, 
How fweeta thing it is to. weara Crown, 
Within whofe Circuit is Elyfinm, 
And all that Pocts feign of Blifg and Joy. 
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot reft, 
Until the White Rofe that I wear, be dy’d 
Even in the luke-warm blood of Henry?s Heart. 
Yor. Richard, enough: | will be King, or die. 
Brother, thou fhalt to Loxdon prefently, 
And whet on Warwick to this Enterprize. 
Thou, R:chard, fhalt be Duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, thall unto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentifh-men will willingly rife. 
InthemI truft; for they are Souldiers, 
Wicty, courteous, liberal, full of Spirit. 
While you are thus employ’d, what refteth more, 
But that I feck occafion how to rife ? 
And yet the King not privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafter. 


Enter. Gabriel. 


But ftay, what News? why convft thou in fuch poft ? 
Gabricl. The Queen, 
With all the Northern Earls and Lords, 
intend here to befiege youin your Caftle. 
She is hard by, with twenty thoufand Men : 
And -therefore fortifie your hold, my Lord. 
Yor, I, with my Sword. 
What? think’it chou, that we fear them ? 
Edwardand Richard, you fhall ftay with me, 
My Brother Adontague fhall poft to London. 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the reft, 
W hom we have left Protectors of the King, 
With powerful Policy ftrengthen themfelves, 
And truft not fimple Hezry, nor his Oaths, 
Moun. Brother, I go: Ple win them, fear it not. 
And thus moft humbly I do take my leave. 
[Exit Mountague. 


I 
Enter Mortimer, and his Brother. 


Yor. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour. 
The Army of the Queen means to befiege us, 
Joba. She fhall not need, we’ll meet her in the Field. 
Yor. What, with five thoufand Men? 
Rich. 1, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 
A Woman’s General: what fhould we fear ? 
[4 march afar off. 
Edm, \ hear their Drums - 
Let’s fet our Men in order, 
And iflue forth, and bid them Battel ftreight. 
Yor. Five Men to twenty though the odds be great, 
! doubt not, Uncle, of our Victory. 
Many a Rattel have! won in France, 
When as the Enemy hath been ten to one: 
Why fhould I not now have the like fuccefs ? 
Alarum, Exit, 


Pp 2 Ente 


P’le open them. 


Where thy words fhould enter. 


Is as a fury to torment my Soul : 


Therefore 


Clif. Thy Father hath. 
Rut. But twas e’re | was born. 


He be as miferably flain as I. 


fore die. 
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Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 


_ Rut. Ah, whither fhall1 flye, to {cape their hands? 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes. 
Enter Clifford. 5 
Clif, Chaplain, away, thy Priefthood faves thy life, 
As for the Brat of this accurfed Duke, 
Whofe Father flew my Father, he fhall die. 
Tutor. And J,my Lord, will bear him company. 
Cif. Souldiers, away with him. ; 
Tutor, Ah Chfford, murther not this innocent Child, 
Left thou be hated both of God and Man. 
Chf. How now? is he dead already ? 
Or is it fear that makes him clofe his Eyes ? 


Rut. So looksthe pent-up Lyon o’re the wretch, 
That trembles under his devouring Paws : 
And fo he walks, infulting o’re his Prey, 
And fo he comes to rend his Limbs afunder. 
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with fuch a cruel threatning look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me f{peak, before die: 
1 am too mean a fubjeét for thy wrath, 

Be thou reveng’d on Men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou fpeak’ft, poor Boy - 
My Fathers blocd hath ftop’t the paflage 


Rut. Then let my Fathers blood open it again, 
Heisa Man, and, Cifford, cope with him. 

Clif. Had I thy Brethren here, their lives and thine 
Were not revenge fufficient for me : 
No, if 1 digg’d up thy Fore-fathers Graves, 
And hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains, 
It could not flake mine ire, nor cafe my heart. 
The fight of any of the Houfe of York, 


And till I root out their accurfed Line, 
And icave not onealive, | live in Hell. 


Rut. Oblet me pray, before I take my death : 
To thee, I pray, fweet Clifford, pity me. 
Clif. Such pity as my Rapier’s point affords. 
Rut. \ never did thee harm : why wilt thou flay me? 


Thou haft one Son, for his fake pity me, 
Leaft in revenge thereof, fich God is jult, 


Ah, let me live in Prifon all my days, 
And when I give occafion of offence, 
Then let me die, for now thou haft no caufe. 
Clif. No caufe? thy Father flew my Father: there- 


Rut. Dii faciant laudis fumma fit ifta tue. 
Clif. Plantagenet, | come, Plantagenet. 
And this thy Sons blood cleaving to my Blade, 
Shall ruft upon my Weapon, till thy blood 
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. 


Alarum. Enter Richard Duke of York. 


Yor, The Army of the Queen hath got the Field: 
My Uncles both are flain in refcuing me, 
And all my followers to the eager Foe 4 
Turn back, and flye, like Shipsbefore the wind, 
Or Lambs purfu’d by hunger-ftarved Wolves. 
My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them : 
Butthis! know, they have demean’d themfelves 
Like Men born to Renown, by Life or Death. 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 
And thrice cry’d, Courage, Father, fight it out‘ 
And full as oft came Edwardto my fide, 
With Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt 


In blood of thofe that had encountred him: 

And when the hardieft Warriers did retire, 

Richard cry’d, Charge, and give no foot of gr 

And cry’d, a Crown, or elfe a glorious Tomb, _ 

A Scepter or an Earthly Sepulcher. 

With this we charg’d again: but out alas, 

We bodg’d again: asl have feena Swan 

With bootlefs labour fwim againft the Tide, 

And fpend her {trength with overmatching Waves, 
[A Shore Alarum within 

Ahhark, the fatal followers do purfue, ee) 

And I am faint, and cannot flye their fury. - 

And were L f{trong, 1 would not fhun their fury. 

The Sandsare numbred, that make up my Life, 

Here muft I ftay, and here my Life muft end, 


| 


Prince and Souldiers, 


Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, the oy, 


Come bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 


I dare you quenchlefs fury to more rage ; | 
lam your But, and 1 abide your fhot. | 
North, Yieldto our mercy, proud Plantagenet, 4 
Clif. 1, to juch mercy, ashis ruthleis Arm 39 
With down-right payment, fhew’d unto my Father, 99 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, i 
And made an Evening at the Noonetide Prick, idl 
Yor. My Athes, asthe Phoenix, may bring forth 
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all: 
And in that hope, | throw mine Eyes to Heaven, 
Scorning what e’re youcan inflict me with. a 
Why come you not? what ? multitudes, andfeartiim 
Clif. So Cowards fight; when they can flye no further 
So Doves do peck the Falcons piergng Talons, 5% 
So defperate Thieves, all hopelefsof their lives, | 
Breath out invectivesgainit the Officers. 5 
Yor. OhCliford, but bethink thee once again, 5 
And in thy thought o’re-run my former-time: 9 
And if thou canift, for blufhing, view this Face, 99 
And bite thy Tongue, that flanders him with Cowardity 
Whofe frown hath made thee faint and flye e’rethis) © 
Clif. 1 will not bandy with thee word for word, ~ 
But buckler with thee blows cwice two for one. 3 
Queen, Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thoufand cailles 
I would prolong a while the Traytors Life: f 
Wrath makes himdeaf; {peak thou, JVorthwmberland, ~ 
North. Hold Chiford, do not honour him fomuchy 
To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart. 
W hat valour were it, when a Curr doth gria, 
For one to thruft his Hand between his Teeth, 
When he might fpurn him with his foot away ? 
It is Wars prize to take all vantages, 
And ten to one, is no impeach of Valour. 
Chf. 1,1, fo ftrivesthe Woodcock with the Gyn, 
North, Sodoththe Cony ftruggle in the Net. 
Yor. So triumph Thieves, upon their conquer’d Boom 
So true Men yield, with Robbers fo o’re-matcht. 
North, What would your Grace have done unto him nom) 
Queen, Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northumberlaity | 
Come make him ftand upon this Mole-hill here, | 
That caught at Mountains with out-ftretched Aarms, 
Yet parted but the fhadew with his hand. 
What, was it you that would be Enpland’s King? 
Was’t you that revell’d in our Parliament, 
And madea Preachment of your high Defcent? 
Where are your-mefsof Sons to back you now? 
The wanton Edward, and the lufty George ? 
And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicky, your Boy, that with his grumbling voyce 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in Mutinies? 
Or with the reft, whereis your Darling Rutland? 
Look York, I ftain’d this Napkin with the blood 
That valiant Ciiford, withhis Rapiers point, 
Made iflue from the bofom of the Bo 
And if thine Eyes can water for his Death, 


, : ae 
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hiy | L give thee this to dry thy Cheeks withal. But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 
lg | Alas-poor York, but that I hate thee deadly, Oh ten times more than Tigersof Hyrcania, 

‘| [ fhould lament thy miferable ftate. Sze, ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs Fathers Tears : 
4 | I prithee grieve, to make me merry, York. This Cloth thou dip’dft in blood of my fweet Boy; 
» | What hath thy fiery Heart fo parcht thine entrails, And | with tears do wath the blood away. 
Tk That nota Tear can fall to Rutlana’s Death, Keep thou the Napkin, and go boaft of this, 
tigi | Wty art thou patient, Man? thou fhould’ft be mad: And if thou tell’ft the heavy ftory right, 
(hy, | And, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus, Upon my Soul, the hearers will fhed Tears: 
, | Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may fing and dance. Yea, even my Foes will thed faft-falling Tears, 
fy, | Thou would’it be fee'd, | fee, to make me fport : And fay, alas, it was a piteous deed. 
te Tork, cannot fpeak, unlefs he wear a Crown. : I here take the Crown, and with the Crown, my Curfe. 
wy | A Crown for York; and, Lords, bow low to him: And in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
ny Hold you his Hands, whilft I do fet it on. As now I reapat thy too cruel hand, 

Imarry, Sir, now looks he like a King: Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the World, 

thay | 1, this is he that took King Henrys Chair, My Soul to Heaven, my Blood upon your Heads. 
, | And this ishe was his adopted Heir. North. Had he been tlaughter-man to all my Kin, 
hi But how isit, that great Plamtagenet I fhould not for my life but weep with him; 
"a Ts Crown’d fo foon, and broke your folemn Oath? To fee how inly forrow gripes his Soul. 
® } As Lbethink me, you fhould not be King, ueen. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland? 
| Till our King Henry had fhook hands with Death. Think but upon the wrong he diduus all, 
Pl And will you pale your head in Henry’s Glory, And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears. : 
iby And rob his Temples of the Diadem, Clifford, Here’s for my Oath, here’s for my Fathers 
na? Now in this Life againft the holy Oath? Death. 
Ca, | Oh *tis a fault too too unpardonable. Queen. And here’s to right our gentle-hearted King. 
tushy! Off with the Crown, and with the Crown, his Head, Yor. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. 
aj buf And whil’ft we breath take time to do him dead. My Sou] flies through thefe wounds, to feek out thee. 
all Clif. Thatis my Office, for my Fathers fake. Queen. Off with his Head, and fet iton York Gatesy 
et) ween. Nay ftay, let’s here the Orizons he makes. So York may over-look the Town of York. LExeunt. 
wtih}! York, She-Wolf of Fraxce, 
ids, But worfe than Wolves of France, A March, Enter Edward, Richard, and their power. 
jai! Whofe Tongue more poyfon’s than the Adders Tooth: . 
iglig How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex, Edw. T wonder how.our Princely Father fcap’t : 
fii To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, Or whether he be fcap’d away, OF 10, 
ce Upon their Woes, whom Fortune Captivates ? From Clifford $ and from lVorthumberland’s purfuit ? 
cary Beat that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging, Had he been ta ne, we would have heard the news : 
et Made impudent with ufe of evil deeds, Had he been flain, we fhould have heard the news: 
atte would affay, proud Queen, to make thee blufh. : Or had he fcap’t, methinks we fhould have heard 
ye To tell thee whence thou cam’ft, of whom deriv’d, The happy tydings of his good efcape. 
;,, Were fhame enough to fhame thee How faresmy Brother? why is he fo fad ? 
at " Wer’t thou not fhamelefs, Rich, Icannot joy untill be refolv’d 
wut" Thy Father bears the type of King of Naples, Where our right valiant Father is become: 
yoht Of both the Sicils, and Ferufalem, | faw him in the Battel range about, 
if us Yet not fo wealthy as. an Exglifh Yeoman. And watcht him how he fingled Cifford forth, 
Bath that poor Monarch taught thee to infult ? Me thought he bore him in the thickeft troop, 
A _It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, As doth aLyon in a Heard of Neat, 
io UnlefS the Adage mutft.be verify’d, Oras aBear encompafs’d round with Dogs : 
ull” That Beggars mounted, run their Horfe to death. Who having pinchta few, and made them cry, 
dotif4 *Pis Beauty that doth oft make Women proud, The reft ftand all aloof, and bark at him. 
tis) But God he knows, thy fhare thercof is {inall. So far’d our Father with his Enemies, 
wit *Tis Vercuethat doth make them moft admir’d, So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 
,  Thecontrary doth make thee wondred at. Methinks tis prize enough-to be his Son. 
dot ?Lis Government that makes them feem Divine, Sce how the Morning opes her Golden Gates, 
sit” The want thereof makes thee abominable. And takes her farewel of the glorious Sun, 
at” Thou art as oppofite to every good, How well refembles it the prime of Youth, 
it? As the Antipod:s are unto us, Trimm’d like a Yonker, prancing to his Love ? 
jr Or as the South to the Septentrion, : Ed. Dazle mine Eyes, or do I fee three Suns? 
(it? Oh Tigres Heart, wrapt in a Womans Hide, : Rich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect Sun, 
(1 How could’ft thou drain the Life-blood of the Child, Not feparated with the racking Clouds, 
“yy 10 bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal, But fever’d in a pale clear-fhining Skie. 

4 And yet be feen to bear a Womans Face ? See, fee they joyn, embrace; and feem tokifs, 
¥t Women are foft, mild, pitiful, and flexible 5 As if they vow’d fome League inviolable. 
ipl Thou ftern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remortelefs, Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun: 
, Bidftthon me rage? why now thou haft thy wifh. — In this, the Heaven figures fome event. 
‘De i Would’ft have me weep ? why now thou haft thy will. Edw. *Tis wondrous ftrange, 
? ia For raging Wind blows up inceflant fhowr’s, The like yet never heard of. = 
\ And when therageallays, the Rain begins. ; I think it cites us (Brother) to the Field, 
si Thefe Tears are my fweet Rutland’s Obfequies, That we, the Sons of brave Plantagenet, 
ia And every drop cries vengeance to his death. Each one already blazing by our meeds, 
uy *Gainit thee, fell Clifford, and thee, falfe French-woman. Should notwithithftanding joyn our Lights together, 
or Northumb. Befhrew me, but his Paflions move me fo, And over-fhine the Earth, as this the World, 
¥) Thathardly can 1 check mine Eyes from Tears. What e’re it bodes, hence-forward will L bear 
i York, That Face of his, Upon my Target three fair fhining Suns, 
vo The hungry Cannibals would not have toucht, Rich, Nay, bear three Daughters ; 


Would not have ftain’d the Rofes juft with blood : By your leave, I fpeak it, 
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You love the Breeder better than the Male. 


Enter one blowing. 


But what art thou, whofe heavy Looks foretel 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue ? 

Mef]; Ah, one that was a woful looker on, 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorh was flain, 
Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord. 

Edw. Oh fpeak no more, for I have heara too muc h. 

Rich, Say how he dy’d, for 1 will hear it all. 

Meff. Environed he was with many Foes, 

And ftoodagainft ‘them, as the hope of Troy 
Again&t the Greeks, that would have entred Jyoy, 
But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds : 

And many ftroaks, though with a little Axe, 
Hewes down and fells the hardeft-timber’d Oak. 
By many hands your Father was fubdu’d, 

But only flaughter’d by the ireful Arm 

Of unrelenting Clifford, andthe Queen : 

Who Crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh’d in his face: and when with grief he wept, 
The ruthlefs Queen gave him, to dry his Cheek, 
A Napkin, fteep’d in the harmlcfs blood 

Of fweet young Rutlind, by rough Clifford flain : 
And afcer many feorns, many foul taunts, 

They took his Head, and on the Gates of Yok, 
They'fet the fame, and there it doth remain, 
The faddelt fpectacle that ¢’re I view"d. 

Edm. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gore, we haveno Staff, no Stay. 

Oh Clifford, boyft’rous Clifford, thou haft flain 
The flower of Exrope, for his 'Chevalry, 

And treacheroufly haft thou vanquilh’d him, 

For hand to Hand he would have vanquift’d thee. 
Now my Souls Pelace is become'a Prifon : 

Ah, would fhe ‘bredk from hence, that this my body 
Might in the Ground be clofed upin reft : 

For never henceforth fhall I joy again : 

Never, oh never fhall I fee more joy. 

Rich. l cannot wecp, forall my Bodies moifture 
Scarce ferves toquench my Furnace-burning Heart : 
Nor can my Tongue unload my'Hearts great burthen, 
For felf-fame Wind that I fhould {peak withall, 

| Is kindling Coals that fires up all my Breaft, 


| And burns me up with Flames, ‘that Yeats would quench. 


To weep, isto make lefs the depth of Grief : 

| Tears then for Babes ; Blows, and revenge for me. 
Richard, \ bear thy Name, 17levenge thy Death, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 


Edw: His Nathé that valiant Duke hath left with thee : 


HisDukedom, and his Chair, with me is left. 

Rich, Nay; ifthou be that Priticely Eagles Bird, 
Shew thy defcent, by gazing ’gainft the Sun : 
For Chair and Dukédom, Throne and Kingdom fay, 


-|Either that is’thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 


| afareh. ~ “Enter Warwick, Aterquefs Mountacyte, and 
7 ? 


ther Ary. 


The words would add more anguith than the wounds. 
10, valiant Lord, he Duke of Tork is flain. 

Edw. O, Warwick, Warwick, that Plantagenet, 
| Which held thee dearly as his Souls Redemption, 
Is by thie feta Lord Ciford done to Death. 

War. Ten days 2861 drowtid thefe news in tears, 

And now to 4dd nfore meafuire to your woes, 
[ come to tell you things fith then befain. 
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave Father breath’d his latelt Gafp, 


rd part of 


| Wer. How now, fair Lords? whatfare? what news 
abroad. 

‘| — Rich: ‘Great Lotd of Warwick, if we fhould recount 

‘| Our baleful news, andat each words deliverance 

‘| Stab Poinards in our Flefh, till all were told, 


King Henry the Sixth. 


Tidings as fwiftly, as the Poit could run, 
Were brought me of your lofs, and his depart, 
[then in London, Keeper of the King, 
Mufter’d my Souldiers, gathered Flocks of Friends 
March’d toward St. Albans, to intercept the Queen, 
Bearing the King in my behalf along : , 
For by my Scouts, I wasadvertifed 

That fhe was coming with a fullintent 

To dafh our late Decreein Parliament, 

Touching King, Henry’s Oath, and your Succeffion ¢ 
Short Tale to make, weat St. Albans met, 

Our Battels joyn’d and both fides fiercely fought : 
But whether twas the coldnefs of the King, 

Who look’d full gently on his War-like Queen af 
That robb’d my Souldiers of their heated Spleen. | 
Or whether twas report of her Succefs, a 


Who thunders to his Captives, Blood and Death, 


Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went: 
Our Souldiers like the Night-Owls lazy flight, 
Or like a lazy Threfher with a Flayle, 

Fell gently down, asif they ftruck their Friends, 
I cheer?d them up with Juftice of our Caufe. 
With promife of high Pay, and great Reward: y 
But all in vain, they had no heart to fight, “ 
And we (in them) no hope to win the Day, 
Sothat we fled: the King untothe Queen, 

Lord George, your Brother Worfolk, and my felf, 
In hafte, poft-hafte, are come to joyn with you; 
For in the Marches here we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight again. “f 

Ed. Where is the Duke of Worfolk, gentle Warnick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 

War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Sould 
And for your Brother he was lately fent . 
From your kind Aunt, Dutchefs of Burgundy, 
Withaid of Souldiers to this needful War. 

Rich, >Twas odds belike, when valiant Warwick fled; 
Oft have I heard his praifes in purfuit, 
But ne’re till now, his {candal of Retire. iP 

War. Nor now my fcandal, Richard, doft thou heart 
For thou fhalt know this ftrong right hand of mine, 
Can pluck the Diadem,from faint Henry’s Head, 

And wring the awful Scepter from his Fift, 
Were he as famous, andas bold in War, 

As he isfam’d for Mildnefs, Peace, and Prayer. 
; Rich, | know it well, Lord Warwick, blame menok ” 
Tis love I bear thy Glories makes me fpeak. 
But in this troublous time, what?s to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 
And wrap onr Bodies in black mourning Gowns, 
Numb’ring our Ave-Maries with our Beads! 

Or fhall we on the Helmets of our Foes, 

Tell our Devotion withrevengeful Arms ? 

If for the laft, fay 1, andto it Lords. 

War. Why therefore /Varmick came to feek youl 
And therefore comes my Brother A/ountague : 
Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queen, 
With C lifford, and the haughit Northumberland, 
And of theirFeather mahy moe proud Birds, 

Have wrought the cafie-melting King, like Wax, 
He {wore confent to your Succeffion, | 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the Crew are'gone, 

To fruftrate both his Oath, and what befide 

May make againft the Houle of Lancaffer. ag 
Their power (1 think ) is thirty thonfand ftrong * 
Now, if the help of Worfolk, and ty felf, 

With all the Friends that thoubrave Earl of Marth — 
Amongft the loving Welch-men canft procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenty thoufands 
Why Via, to London will we march, 

And once again beftride our foaming Steeds, 


Or more than common fear of Cliffords Rigour, ie : 


[ cannot judge: but toconclude with truth, aS |. 


4 And once again cry, Charge upon our Foes, 
| But never once again turn back and flye. 


‘| Ne’re may helive to fee a Sun-fhine day, 
That cries Retire, if Warwick.bid him ttay. 


} And when thon fail’{t (as God forbid the hour ) 
| Mult Edward fall, with peril Heaven forfend. 


WW} The next Degree, is Exglands Royal Throne; 
tt, | For King of Exgland fhalt thou be proclaim’d 
“Itt In every Burrough as we pafs along, 

At} And he that throws not up his Cap for joy, 

tl Shall for the fault make forfeit of his Head. 

atl King Edward, valiant Richard Mountague : 

, | Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 

Kol But found the Trumpets, and about our Task. 


tt} As thou haft fhewn it Flinty by thy Deeds, 
ti 1come to pierce it, or to give thee mine, 


Enter a@ MMeffengér. 
War. How now ? what news ? 


| The Queen is coming with a puiflant Hofte, 
fit, | And craves your company, for fpeedy Couafel. 
heDs, | 


and young Prince, wit bh Drum and T: rumpets, 


VYonder?s the Head of that Arch-enemy, 
| That fought to be encompaft with your Crown. 


ht ip 


Not his that {poylsher young before her Face. 
Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortal {ting ? 
| Not he that fets his foot upon heriback. 

“The finalleft Worm will tarn, being troden on, 
And Doves will peck in fafeguard of their Brood. 
Ambitious York did levelat thy Crown, 
Thoufmiling, while he knit hisangry Brows. 

0 He but aDuke, would have hisSona King, 
And raife his iflue like'a@ loving Site, 

Thou being a’ King, bleft with a goodly Son, 
Didft yield confent to disinherit him: 

Which argued thee a moft unloving Father. 
Unreafonable Creatures feed their: Young, 
Atid though mans Face be fearful totheir Eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 
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Rich, 1, now methinks I hear great Warwick fpeak ; 
| Rich, Lord Warwick, on thy Shouldier will I lean, 


War. No longer Earl of AZarch, but Duke of York ; 


Rich. Then Clifford, were thy Heart ashard as Steel, 

aid) © Edw. Then ftrike up Drums, God and St. George for us. 

Me. The Duke of Norfolkfends you word by me, 
War. Why then it forts, brave Warriors lets away. 
[Exenat omnes. 


lEnter the King, the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, 


On. Welcome,my Lord to this brave Towmof York, 


King, Full well hath Cifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring Arguments of mighty Force ;\, 
But, Clifford, tell me, did{t thou never hear, 
That thingsiligot, had-ever bad Succefs. 
And happy always was it for that Son, 
V Vhote Father for his hoording went to Hell : 
Vle leave my Son my vertuous deeds behind, 
And would my Father had left me nomore : 
For all the rett is held at fucha Rate, 
As brings a thoufand fold more careto keep, 
Than in poffeffion any jot of pleafure. 
Ah Coulin York, would thy beit Friends did know, 
How it doth grieve me that that thy Head is here. 


Qu, My Lord,cheer up your Spirits, otir Foes are nigh, 


And this foft Courage makes your Followers: faint’: 
You promis’d Knighthood to our forward Son, 
linfheath your Sword, and dub hiny prefently. 
Edward, kneel down. { 
King. Edward Plantagenet, arife a Knights 
And learn this Leflon, draw thy Sword: ih right: 
Pun, My gracious Father, by your Kingly leave, 
le draw it as apparent to the Crown, 
And inthat Quarrel ufe it to the death. 
Clif. Why that is fpoken like a toward Prince. 
Enter a Meffenger, 
AMeff; Royal Commanders, be in readihefs; 
For with a Band of thirty thoufand men, 
Comes Warwick backing of the Duke of York, 
And in the Towns as they do march along, 
Proclaims him King, and many flye to him, 
Darraign your Battel, they are at/hand. 
Clif. Lwould your Highnef$ would depart-the Field, 
The Queen hath betft fuccefs when you are abfent. 
Qu, |, good my Lord, and leave usto our Fortune. 


North. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Prin, My Royal Father, cheer thefe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thofe thatfight in your defence : 
Unfheath yout Sword, good Father: cry St. George, 


March. 
Norfolk, Mountague, avd Souldiers, 


And fet thy Diadem upon: my Head ? : 
Or bide the Mortal fortune of the Field. 
Qu Go rate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy, 
Becomes it-thee to be thus bold in terms, 
Before thy Soveraign; and thy lawful King ? 
Ed. Lam his King, and he fhould bow his knee ; 
[ was adopted Heir by fits Confent. 
Since when, his Oath isbroke: for aslhear; 
You that are King, though he do wearsthe.Crown, 
Have caus’d:him by new Act of Parliament, 
To blot out me, and put his own Son in: 
Clif. And reafon-too: 
Who fhould fucceed the Father, but the Son? 
Rich, Are youthere. Butcher? O,1 cannot fpeak, 
Clif. 1,,Crook-backy here] ftand to anfwer thee, 
Or any he, the proudeft of thy fort. 


Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Glarence, 


King. Why that’s my Fortune too, therefore le flay. 


Ed, Now perjut’d Heary, wilt thoukneel. for Grace ? 


) 

al Should lofe his Birth-right by his Fathers Fault, 

id VAnd Jon g hereafter fay unto his Child, 

ih V Vhat my great Grandfather, atid my Grandfire got, 
a” | My carelefs Father fondly gave away. 

ih hi Ah, what a fhame were this? look onthe Boy, 

i" | And let his Manly face, which promifeth 

pt Succefsful Fortune fteal thy melting Heart, -- 

i” \To hold thine own, and leave thine wa with him. 


| Who hath not feen themevenwith thof wings, 


Which fometimes they have us’d with fearful Hight, 


"| Make War with him that climb’d unto theit Nett. 


Offering their own lives in their Youngs Defence’? 


For fhame, my Liege, make them your Prefident : 
Were it not pity that this goodly Boy 


Rich, > Twas you that kill’d young Rutlamdywas it not? 
Cif. 1, and old York; and yet now fatisfied. 
Rich, For God’s fake, Lords, give fignal to the Fight. 
War. What fay’ thou, Henry, 

Wilt thou yield the Crown)? 


Q.Why how now, long-tongwdWarmick, dare you {péak? 


When you and I met at St. Albans aft, + 
Your Legs did better fervice than your hands, 


War, Then twas my turn to flye, and now ’tis thine, 


Clif. You faid fo much before, and yet you fled. 


War. ? Pwas not your valour, Cliford,drove me thence. 
Nor. No, nor your Manhood:that durft make you ftay, 


Rich.» Northumberland, \ hold thee reveréntly, 
Break off the Parley,: for fcarcel can refrain 
x 


he} 


Cy 


; a eee 
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The execution of my big-fwoln Heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel Child-killer. 


Clif. \ flew thy Father, call’ft thou hima Child ? 
Rich. 1, like a Daftard, and a treacherous Coward, 


Asthou didft kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
But ere Sun fet, Vle make thee curfe the deed. 


King. Have you done with words (my Lords) and hear 


me fpeak. 


| 


Queen, Defie them then,’ or elfe hold clofe thy Lips. 
King. \prithee give no limits tomy Tongue, 
am a King, and priviledg’d to {peak. 

Clif. My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting here, 


,Cannot becur’d by words, therefore be ftill. 


Rich, Then Execution erunfheath thy Sword: 


By him that made us all, 1am refolv’d, 
That Clifford?s Manhood lies upon his Tongue. 


Ed. Say, Henry, fhall | have my right, or no: 


A thoufand Men have broke their Faits to day, 
That ne’re fhall dine, unlefs thou yield the Crown. 


; 


War. \f thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 


For York in juftice puts his Armour on. 


Pr. Ed. \f that be right, which Warwick fays is right, 


There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 


War, Whoever got thee, there thy Mother ftands, 


For well I wot, thou haft thy Mothers Tongue. 


Queen, But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But like a foul mifhapen Stigmatick, 
Mark?d by the Deftinies to be avoided, 
As venom Toads, or Lizards dreadful ftings. 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Englifh gut, 
Whofe Father bears the Title ofa King, 
(As if a’ Channel fhould be call’d the Sea ) 
Sham’{t thou not, Knowing whence thou art extraught, 


To letthy Tongue detect thy bafe-born heart. 


Ed. A wip of Straw were worth a thoufand Crowns, 
To make this. fhamelefs Callet know her felf. 
Felen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy Husband may be Adenelaus, 
And ne’re was Agamcmnon’s Brother wrong’d 
By that falfe Woman, as this King by thee. 


'His Father revell’din the Heart of France, 


And tam’d the Kings and made the Dolphin ftoop : 
‘And had he match’d according to his State, 

He might have keptthat glory to this day. 

But when he took a Beggar to-his Bed, 

And grac’d thy poor Sire with his Bridal day, 

Even then that Sun-fhine brew’d a fhowr for him, 


‘That wafht his Fathers Fortunes forth of France, 
‘And heap’d Sedition on his Crown at home: 

For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy pride ? 
Hadit thou been meek, our Title itill had tlept, 
And we in pity of the Gentle King, 

Had flipt our Claim until another Age. 


‘ 


Cla. But when we faw our Sunfhine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred us no encreafe, 
We fet the Ax to thy ufurping Root: 
And though the edge hath {fomething hit our felves, 


Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ftrike, 


We'll never leave, till we have hewn thee down, 


Or bath’d thee growing with our heated bloods. 


Ed. And in this refolution I defie thee, 


Not willing any longer Conference, 

Since thou deni‘dft the:gentle King to fpeak. 
‘Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours wave, 
‘And either Victory, or elfe a Grave. 


Queen. Stay, Edward. 
Ed. No, wrangling, Woman, we’il no longer ftay. 
Thefe words will colt ten thoufand lives this day. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


Alarum, -Excurfions, Enter Warwick. 


War. Fore-fpent with toyl, as Runners witha Race, 


I lay me down a little while to breath ; 


Sixth, 


For ftrokes received, and many blows repaid, 

Have robb’d my ftrong knit Sinews of their ftrength, 

And fpight of fpight, needs muft I reft a while. 
Enter Edward running, 

Ed. Smile, gentle Heaven, or ftrike, ungentle death, 
For this world frowns, and Edward’s Sun is clouded, 

War.How now, my Lord,what hap? what hope of good) 

Enter Clarence. ; 

Cla. Our hap is lofS, our hope but fad depair, 

Our ranks are broke, and ruine follows us. 
What Counfel give you? whether fhall we flye ? 

Ed. Bootlefs is flight, they follow us with Wings, 

And weak we are, and cannot fhun purfuit. 
Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah Warwick, why haft thou withdrawn thy felf? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirfty Earth hathdr 
Broach’d with the fteely point of Clfford’s Launce; 
And in the very pangs of death he cry’d, 

Like toa difmal Clangor heard from far, 
Waryick, revenge; Brother, revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly of their Steeds, 

That ftain’d their Fetlocks in his fmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoft. 

War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our blood: 
Ple kill my Horfe becaufe I will not flye: 

Why ftand we like foft-hearted Women here, 
Wailing our lofles, whiles the Foe doth rage, 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 

Were plaid in jeft by counterfeiting Actors, 
Here on my Knee, I vow to God above, 

l’le never pawfe again, never ftand ftill, 

Till cither death hath clos’d thefe Eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meafure of revenge. 

Ed. O Warwick, 1 do bend my Knee with thing, 
And in this Vow do Chain my Soul tothine. 
Ande’re my Knee rife from the Earths cold Face, 
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Heart to thee, 
Thou fetter up, and plucker down of Kings, 
Befeeching thee, (if with thy Will it ftands) 
That to my Foes this body muft be prey, 

Yet that thy Brazen Gates of Heaven may opt, 

And give fweet paflage to my finful Soul. 

Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 

Where e’re it be, in Heaven, or in the Earth. 

Rich, Brother, 

Give me thy Hand, and gentle Warwick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: 

I that did never weep, now melt with woe, 

That Winter fhould cut off our Spring-time fo. 
War, Away, away: 

Once more, fweet Lords, farewel. 

Cla, Yet let us altogether to our Troops: 
And give them leave to flye that will not ftay: 
And call them Pillars that will ftand to us: 

And if we thrive, promife them fuch rewards 

As Vittors wear at the Olympian Games. 

This may plant Courage in their quailing breafts, 
For yet is hope of Life and Victory : 

Fore-llow no longer, make we hence amain. [Exc 


Excurfions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 


Rich. Now Clifford, \have fingled thee alone, 
Suppofe this arm is for the Duke of York, 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wer’t thou environ’d witha Brazen Wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, 1am with thee here alont 
This is the Hand that ftabb’d thy Father York, 
And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here’s the Heart, that triumphs in their death, 
And cheers thefe Hands that flew thy Sire and Br other, 
To execute the like upon thy felf, 
And fo have at thee. ; 


They fight, Warwick comes, Clifford fies. ig 


Rich. Nay Warwick, fingle out fome other Chace, 
For I my felf will hunt this Wolf to Death. LExcxat. 


Alaruin. Enter King Heary alone, 


Flen, This Battel fares like to the mornings War, 
When dying Clouds contend with growing Light, 
What time the Shepherd blowing of his\Nails, 
Can neither call it perfeét Day, nor Night. 

Now {fwaysitthis way, like a mighty Sea}, 
Fore’d by the Tide to combat with the Wind : 
Now {ways it that way, like the felf-fame Séa, 
Forc’d to retire by fury of the Wind. 
Sometime, the Flood prevails; and then the Wind: 
Now, one thebetter, then another beft ; 

Both tugging to be Victors, breaft to brealt : 
Yet neither Conquerour, nor conquered. 

Sois the equal poize of this fell War. 

Here on this Mole-hil will I fit me down, 

To whom God will, there be the Victory : 

For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too 
Havechid me from the Battel; {wearing both, 
They profper beft of all when 1 am thence. 
Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo: 
For what is inthis World, but grief and woe ¢ 
Oh God! methinks it were a happy Life, 

To beno better than a homely Swain, 

To fit-upon a Hill, asI do now, 


‘| Focarve our Dials queintly, point by point, 


Thereby to fee the Minutes how they run: 
How many makes the Hour full compleat, 
How many Hours bring about the Day, 
How many days will finith upthe year, 


How many years a Mortal Man may live. 


When this is known, then to divide the Times: 


‘So many hours muft | tend my Flock ; 


So many hours muft I take my reft ; 

So many hours muft I contemplate: 

So many hours muft I {port my felf; 

So many days my Ewes have been with young : 

So many days ¢’re the poor Fools will Ean: 

Somany yearse’reI fhail fheer the Fleece : 

So Minutes, Hours, Days, Months, and Years, 

Paft over to the end they were Created, 

Would bring white Hairs untoa quiet Grave. : 
Ah! what a Life were this ? How fweet , how lovely ¢ 
Gives not the Haw-thorn buth a fweeter fhade 

To Shepherds, looking on their filly Sheep, 

Than dotha rich embroider’d Canepy 

To Kings, that fear their Subjects treachery ? 

Oh yes, it doth, a thoufand fold it doth. 


And-to conclide, the Shepherds homely Curds, 


His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottle, 

His wonted fleep, under afrefh Trees fhade, 
Allwhich fecure, and fweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a Princes Delicates : 

His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His body couched ina curious Bed, 
When Care, Miitruft, and Treafons waits on him. 


Alarum. Enter a Son that had kilPd his Father at one door, 
anda Father that had kilPd his Son at another door. 


Son. Ill blows the wind that profits no body, 
This Man whom hand to hand | flew in fight, 
May be poflefled with fome ftore of Crowns, 
And I that (haply) take them fromhim now, 
May yet (e’re Night) yield both my Life and them 
To fome Man elfe, as this dead Man doth me. 
Who’s this ? Oh God! it ismy Fathers Face, 
Whom in this Conflict, I (unawares) have kill’d ; 
Oh heavy times! begetting fuch events. 

From Lozdon, by the King was I preit forth, 
My Father being the Earl of Warwick’s Man 
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Came on the part of York, preft by his Mafter : 
And I, who at his hands receiv’d my life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did: 

And pardon, Father, for | knew not thee. 

My Tears thall wipe away thefe bloody marks : 

And no more words, till they have flow’d their fill. 

_ King. O piteous fpectacle! O bloody Times ! 
Whiles Lyons War, and Battel for their Dens, 

Poor harmelefs Lambs abide their Enmity. 

Weep, wretched Man, Ve aid thee Tear for Tear 
And let our Hearts and Eyes; like Civil War, ; 

Be blind with Tears,aud break o’re-charg’d with Grief. 


Enter Father, bearing of his Son, 


a. Thou that fo ftoutly haft refitted me, 
Give me thy Gold, ifthou haft any Gold : 
For I have bought it withan hundred blows. 
But let me fee: is this our Foe-man’s Face ? 
Ab, no, no,no, it is my only Son. 
Ah Boy, ifany Life be left in thee, 
hrow upthine Eye; fee, fee, what fhowers arife, 
Blown with the windy Tempeft of my Heart. 
Upon thy wounds, that kills mine Eye, and Heart. 
O pity God, this miferable Age! 
What ftratagems? how fell? how butcherly ? 
Erroneous, Mutinous, and unnatural 


a 
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| 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ? : 
O Boy! thy Father gave thee Life too foon, 
And hath bereft thee of thy Life too Jate. 
Ki, Woe above woe: grief, more than common grief ; | 
O that my Death would ftay thefe rueful deeds : 
O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity. 
The Red Rofe and the White are on his Face, i 
The fatal Colours of our ftriving Houfes, 
The one is purple Blood right well refembles, 
The other his pale Cheeks (methinks } prefenteth: j 
Wither one Rofe, and let the other flourifh : 
If you contend, a thoufand Lives muft wicher. 
__ Son, How will my Mother, for a Father?s Death, 
Fake on with me, and ne’re be fatisf?d ? 
Fa. How will my Wife, for flaughter of my Son 
Shed Seas of Tears, and ne?re be fatisfi?d ? : 
King. How willthe Country, for the woful chances, 
Mis-think the King, and not be fatisfied ? | 
Son, Wasever Son fo rew’d aFathers Death ? 
Fath, Was ever Father fo bemoan’d his Son ? 
Hn, Wasever King fogriev’d for Subjects woe ? 
Much is your Sorrow; mine, ten times fo much. 
Son. Vle bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 
Fath. Thefe Arms of mine fhall be thy winding-fheet, 
My heart (fweet Boy) fhall be thy Sepulcher, 
For from my Heart thine Image ne’re fhall go. 
My fighing Breaft fhall be thy Funeral Bell 7 
And fo obfequious will thy Father be, 
Man, for the lof of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for all his valiant Sons, 
le bear thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
For I have murthered where I fhould not kill. [Exit. 
Hen, Sad-hearted men, much overgone with Care ety 
Here fitsa King; more woful than you are. 


Alarums, Excur fions. Enter the Queen, the Prince 5 and 
Exeter. 


Prin, Fly Father, flye : for all your Friendsare fled. 

And Warwick rages like a chafed Bull: 
Away, for Death doth hold us in purfuit. 

Qu, Mount you my Lord, towards Barwick, poft amain : 
Edward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Having the fearful flying Hare in fight, 

With fiery Eyes, fparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody Steel grafpt in their irefy] hands, j 


al 


Are at our backs, and therefore hence amain. : 
Exet. Away ; for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, flay not to expoltulate, make {peed, 
Or elfe come after, Ple away before. 
Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good fweet Exeter: 
Not that | fear to.ftay, but love to go 
Whithet the Queen intends. Forward, away. 


LExeunt. 


Aloud Alavum,. Enter Clifford wounded. 

- Clif. Here burns my Candle out 5 1, here it dies, 
VVhich whiles itlafted, gave King /#ary light. 

O Lancafter ! \ fear thy overthrow, 

More than my Bodies parting wich my Soul : 

My Loveand Fear glewd many Fri-nds to thee, 
And now I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melt, 
Impairing “erry, {trengthning mis-proud Yorks 
And whither fly the Gnats, but to the Sun ? 

And who fhines now, but Hezry’s Enemies? 

O Phebus! had{t thou never gave confent, 

That Phaeton fhould check thy fiery Steeds, 

Thy burning Carr never had fcorch’d the Earth. 
And Henry, had{t thou fway?d as Kings fhould do, 
Oras thy Father, and his Father did, 

Giving no ground unto the Houfe of York, 

They never then had fprung like Summer Flyes : 

[, and ten thoufand in this lucklefs Realm, 

Had lefc no mourning Widows for our death, 

And thou this day, hadit kept thy Chair in peace. 
For what doth cherifh Weeds, but gentle Air? 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Boctlefare Plaints, and Curelefs are my Wounds ? 
No way toflye, nor ftrength to hold out flight : 
The Foe is mercilefS, and will not pity: 

For at their hands I have deferv’d no pity. 

The Air hath got into my deadly Wounds, 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint : 
Come Tork, and Richard, Warwick, and the reft, 
\( ftabb’d your Fathers bofoms: S plit my Breaft. 


Alarum and Retreat, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, 
and Sonldiers, Mountague, and. Clarence. 


Ed. Now breathe we Lords,good Fortune bids us pawfe, 
And fmooth the frownsof War with peaceful looks: 
Some Troops putfue the blood y-minded Queen, 

That led calm: He#ry, though he werea King, 
As dotha Sail filld with a fretting Gult, 
Command an Argofie to ftemm the Waves: 
But think you, Lords) that Clifford fled with them ? 
War. No, ?tis impoflible he fhould efcape : 
(For though before his face I {peak the word) 
Your Brother Richard mark’d him for the Grave. 
And wherefoe?re he is, he’s furely dead. [Clifford groans. 

Rich. Whole Soul is that,which takesher heavy leave ? 

A deadly groan, like Life and Deaths departing. 
See who it is. 

Ed. And now the Battel’s ended, 

If Friend or Foe, let him be gently ufed. 

Rich. Revoke that doom of Mercy, for ’tis Clifford, 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the Branch 
in hewing Rutland, when his leaves put forth, 

But fet hismurch’ring Knife unto the Root, 
From whence that tender {pray did fweetly fpring, 
| mean our Princely Father, Duke of York. 

War. From off the Gates of York, fetch down the head, 
Your Fathers Head, which Clifford placed there : 
inftead whereof, let his fupply the room 
| Meafure for meafure mutt be anfwered. 

Ed: Bring forth that fatal Sereech-ow! to our houfe, 
That nothing fung but Death to us and ours : 

Now death fhall (top his difmal threatning found, 
And hisill-boading Tongue, no more fhall {peak. 
War. 1 think his underftanding is bereft : 
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Speak Clifford, doft thou know who fpeaks to thee? 
Dark cloudy Death o’re-fhades his beams of Life, © 
Andhenor fees, nor hears us, what we fay. 

Rich. O would he did, and fo (perhaps) he doth 
‘Tis but his policy to counterfeit, me. 
Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our Father, 

Cla. \f fo thou think?it, 

Vex him with eager words. ‘el 

Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace. 9) 
Ed. Clifford, repent in bootlefs penitence. ny 
War. Clifford, devife excufes for thy faults. 
Cla. While we devife fell Tortures for thy faults, 
Rich. Thou did?ft love York, and I am Son to York, ae 
Ed. Thou pitied’ Rutland, | willpity thee. 4 
Cla, Where’s Captain Margaret, to fence you now? 9) 
War. They mock thee, Cliford, we 

Swear, as thou waft wont. 


Rich. What, not an Oath? Nay,the World goes ha 


A | 
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When Clifford cannot fpare his Friends an Oath: 
| know by that he’s dead, and by my Soul, ‘if 
If this right hand would buy but two hours life, 
That I (in all defpight) might rail at him, ee 
This hand fhould chop it off: and with the iffuing ble 
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Stifle the Villain, whofe unftanched thirft 
York, and young Rtland, could not fatisfie. Bs 

War. 1, but he’s dead. Off with the Traytors head,” A 
And rear it in the place your Father’s ftands, hy. 
And now to Lomdon with triumphant march, a 
There to be Crowned England’s Royal King: a 
From whence hall Warmick.cut the Sea to France, ~ oa 
And.ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen: ’ 

So fhalt thou finew both thefe Lands together, 
And having France thy Friend, thou fhalt notdread 7) 
The fcatter’d Foe, that hopes to rife again : yi 
For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt, 

Yet look to have them buz to offend thine Ears. 

Firft willl fee the Coronation, 

And then to Britany Ple crofs the Sea, 

To effect this Marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. 

Edw. Evenasthouwilt, fweet Warwick, let ibe: |” 
For onthy Shoulder do I build my Seat ; Be) 
And never willl undertake the thing AF 
Wherein thy Counfel and confent is wanting : 

Richard, 1 willcreate thee Duke of Glocefter, 
And George of Clarence , Warwickas our Self 
Shall do, and undo, ashimfelf pleafeth beft. 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of G 
For Glofter’s Dukedom is too ominous. 

War. Tut, that’s a foolith obfervation : 

Richard, be Duke of Glofter: Now to London, 
To fee thefe honours in pofleflion. 


Enter Sinklo, avd Humphrey, mith Crofs-bows in her | 
bands, 


/ “ee 
Sin. Under this thick grown brake we’ll fhrowd ourfelves: | 
For through this Laund anon the Deer will come, = 
And in this Covert will we make our Stand, i 
Culling the principal ofall the Deer. 2 
Hum, Vie ftay above the Hill, fo both may fhoot. 
Sirk, That cannot be, the noife of thy Crofs-bow. | 
Will {care the Herd, and fo my fhootis loft- 
Here ftand we both, and aim we at the beit: 
And for the time fhall not feem tedious, 
le tell thee what befell me on a day, 
In this felf-place, where now we mean to ftand. 
Sink, Here comes aman, let’s ftay till he be paft. 


Enter the King with a Prayer-book, ih 


Hen, From Scotland am1 ftoln even of pure lovey” a 
To greet mine own Land with my wifhful fight: oe 
No Harry, Harry, tis no Land of thine, 


apr wae es A= 


-} Thy place is fil?d, thy Scepter wrung from thee® 

Thy Balm watht off wherewith thou waft anointed: 

No bending Knee will call thee Ce/ar now, 

No humble Sutors prefs to fpeak for right: 

| No, not aman comes for redrefs to thee : 

iit | For how can L help them, and not my felf ? 

| _ Swmk, 1, here’saDeer, whofe Skin’s a Keepers Fee: 

| This is the’ quondam King ; let’s feize upon him. 
len. Let me embrace the fower Adverfaries, 

For Wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. 
Hum, Why linger we? let us lay hands upon him. 
Sink, Forbeara while, we’llhear a little more. 
Hien, My Queen and Son are gone to France for aid: 

| And (asf hear) the great Commanding Warwick, 

aity) Is thither gone, tocrave the French King’s Sifter 

‘| To Wife for Edward. If this news be true, 

Poor Queen, and Son, your labour is but loft : 

Wai For Warwick is a fubtle Orator 2 : 

aug And Lewis, a Prince foon won with moving words - 

By this account then AZargaret may win him, 

For fhe’s a Woman to be pitied much: 

Her fighs will makea batt’ry in his Breaft, 

».| Her Tears will pierce into a Marble Heart: 

‘4 | The Tyger will be mild, whiles fhe doth mourn ; 

"And Nero will be tainted with remorfe, 

i ‘To hear-and fee her plaints, her Brinith Tears. 

Tim |, but the’s come tobeg, Warwick to give : 

a, She on his left fide, craving aid for Henry ? 

atts | He on his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 

hit | She weeps, and fays her Heary is depos’d : 

0!) He {miles and fays, his Edward is inftall’d 5 

; ‘That the poor wretch for griefcan fpeak no more : 

ct, Whiles Warwick,tells his Title, fmooths the wrong, 

fulittinferreth Arguments of mighty ftrength, 

ga: ‘And in conclufion wins the King from her, 

tol, With promife of his Siiter, an d what elfe, 

tits To ftrengthen and fupport King Edwards place. 

O Margaret, thus’twill be, and thou (poor foul) 

Art then forfaken, as thou went’ft forlorn. 
Hum. Say, what art thou talkft of Kings and Queens ? 
King. More than I feem, and lefs than I was born to: 

A man at leaft, for lefs 1 fhould not be: 

And Men may talk of Kings, and why not 1? 
Hum, 1} but thou talk’it as if thou wert a King. 
King.< Why fo | am (in mind) and that’s enough. 

|| Hum. But ifthou be aKing, where isthy Crown? 


nit ) King. My Crown is in my Heart, and not my Head : 


) 
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a ot deck’d with Diamonds, and Jndia Stones: 
* Not to be fee: My Crown is call’d Content, 

ef Crown it is that feldom Kings enjoy. 

| ‘ 


Hum. Well, if you bea King Crown’d with Content, 
"Your Crown Content, and you, muft be contented 
ogoalong withus. For (as we think) 
_,Wouare the King, King Edward hath depos’d : 
Ci" And we his Subjects, fworn in all Allegiance, 
Wil apprehend you as his Enemy. 
King. Butdid you never fwear, and break an Oath. 
Hum, No, never fach an Oath, nor will not now. 
K. Where did you dwell, when I was King of Exgland ¢ 
Hum, Here inthisCountry, where we now remain. 
,_ King. 1 was anointed King at nine Months old, . 
i My Father, and my Grandfather were Kings : 
iy” And you were Sworn true Subjects unto me : 
ji And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths ? 
ji St, No, for we were Subjects,but while you were a King. 
‘ King. Why ? amI dead? doI not breathe a Man? 
’ Ah fimple Men, you know not what you fwear : 
Look, asI blow this Feather from my Face, 
jjpt? And as the Air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my Wind when I do blow, 
jj And yielding to another when it blows. 
~ Commanded always by the greater guft : 
Such is the lichtnefs of voucommon Men, 
i But do not treak your Oath, for of that fin, 
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My mild intreaty fhall not make you. guilty. 
Go where you will, the King thal! be commanded, 
And be: you Kings, command, and ‘le obey. 

Sink, We are true Subjects to the King, 
King Edward, 

King. So would you be again to Hen y, 
If he were feated «s King Edward is. 

Sink, We charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 
To go with us unto the Officers. 

King. In Gods name lead, your Kingsname be obey?d, 
And what God will, that let your King perform, 
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. 


[Exeunt, 


Enter King Edward, Glofter, Clarence, Lady Gray. 


King. Brother of Gloffer, at St. Albans Field 
This Ladies Husband, Sir Richard Grey, wasilain, 
His Land then feiz’d on by the Conqueror, 
Her fuit is now, to repoflefs thofe Lands, 
VVhich we in Juftice cannot well deny, 
Becaufe in quarrel of the Houfe of York, 
The worthy Gentleman did lofe his Life. 
Rich. Your Highnefs fhall do well to grant her Suit : 
It were difhonour to deny it her. 
King. It were no lefs, but yet Tle make a pawfe. 
Rich. Yea, isit fo: 
I fee the Lady hath a thing togrant, 
Before the King will grant her humble Suit. 
Cla. He knowsthe Game, how true he keeps the wind ? 
Rich, Silence. 
King. VVidow, we will confider of your fuit, 
And come fome other time to know our mind. 
Wid. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook day, 
May it pleafe your Highne!s to refolve me now, 
And what your pleafure is, fhall fatisfie me. 
Rich.1 Widow: then Ile warrant youall your Lands, 
And if what pleafes him, fhall pleafe you : 
Fight clofer, or good faith you'll catch a blow. 
Cla. I fear her not, unlefs fhe chance to fall. 
Rich, God forbid, for hell take vantages. ; 
King, How many Children haft thou, Widow ? tell me. 
Cla. Ithink he means to beg a Child of her. 
Rich, Nay then whip me: he’ll rather give her two, 
Wid. Three, my moft gracious Lord. 
Rich. You fhall have four, if you?ll be rul?d by him. 
King. ?Twere pity they fhould lofe their Fathers Lands. 
Wid. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant it then. 
King. Lords, give us leave, le try this Widows wit. 
_ Rich. 1, good leave have you, for you will have leave, 
Till Youth take leave, and leave you tothe Crutch. 
King. Now tell me,Madam, do you love your Children. 
Wid. 1, full as dearly asI love my felf. 
King. And would younot do much to do them good. 
Wid. To do them good, would faftain fome hari. 
King. Then get your Husbands Lands, to do them geod. 
Wid. Therefore I came unto your Majefty. 
King. Vle tell you how thefe Lands are to be got. 
Wid. So thall you bind me to your Highuefs Service. 
King. What Service wilt thou do me, if I givethem ?. 
Wid. What you command, that refts in me to do. 
King. But-you will take exccptions to my Boon. 
V Vid. No, gracious Lord, excep: I cannotdo it. 
King. |, but thou can’ft do what | mean to ask. 
Wid. V Vhy then I will do what your Grace commands. 
Rich.He p'ies her hardjand muchRain wears the Marble. 
Clar, As red asfire ? nay, then ber V Vax will mele. 
Wid. VVhy tops my Lord ? fhall Inot hear my Task? 
King. An eafie Task, *tis but to love a King. 
Wid. That’s foon perform’d, becaufe 1 ama Subject. 
King.V V hy then, thy Husbands Lands I freely give thee. 
Wid. \ take my leave with many thoufand thanks, 
Rich, The Match is made, fhe feals it with a Curtfie. 
King. But flay thee, "tis the fruits of love I mean. 
Wid. The fruitsof Love, 1 mean, my loving kiege. 
King. 
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} What Love, think*ft thou, I fue fo much to get ? 
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Would he were wafted, Marrow, Bones, and all 
That from his Loyns no hopeful Branch may fpring, 
To crofs me from the Golden time I look for ; 

And yet, between my Souls defire, and me, 

The luftful Edward’s Title buried, 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his Son young Edward 
And all the unlook?d-for I{lue of their Bodies, 

To take their Rooms, ere 1 can place my felf: 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

Why then! do but dream on Soveraignty, 

Like one that ftands upon a Promontory, 

And fpiesa far-off fhore, where he would tread, 
Wifhing his Foot were equal with his Eye, 

And chides the Sea, that funders him from thence, 
Saying he'll Jade it dry to have his way: 

Sodo I withthe Crown, being fo far off, 

And fo chide the means that keeps froin it, 

And fo (I fay ) Vle cut the Caufes off, 

Flattering me with impoffibilities : iy 
My Eye’stoo quick, my Heart o’re-weens too much, 
Unlefsmy Hand and Strength could equalthem. 
Well, fay there is no Kingdomthen tor Richard; 
V Vhat other pleafure can the V Vorld afford ? 
P’le make my Heaven in a Ladies Lap, 

And deck my Body in gay Ornaments, 

And witch fweet Ladies with my words and looks, 
Oh miferable thought ! and more unlikely, 

Than to accomplifh twenty Golden Crowns. 
VVhy, Love forfwore me in my Mothers VVomb+ 
And for I fhould not deal in her foft Laws, 

She did corrupt frail Nature with fome Bribe, 
To fhrink mine Arm like a wither’d fhrub, 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 
VVhere fits Deformity to mock my Body; 

To fhape my Legs of an unequal fize, 

To difproportion me in every part: 

Like toa Chaos, or unlick’d Bear-whelp, 

That carries no impreflion like the Damm. 
And am I thena Man to belov’d ? 

Oh monttrons fault, to harbour fucha thought. 
Then fince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 

But tocommand, tocheck, too’re-bear fuch 

As are of better Perfon than my felf : 

P’le make my Heaven, to dream upon the Crown, 
And whiles I live, t?account this V Vorld but Hell, 
Untill this mis-fhap’d Trunk that bears this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 

For many Lives ftand between me and home: 
And], like one loft ina thorny V Vood, 

That rents the Thorns, and is rent with the Thorn 
Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way, 

Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toyling defperately to find it out, 

Torment my felftocatch the Exglijh Crown: 

And from that torment | will free my felf, 

Or hew my way out with a Bloody Axe. 

VVhy I can fmile, and murther whiles I fmile, 
Andcry, Content, tothat which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 

And frame my Face to all occafions. 

Ile drown more Sailors than the Mermaid hhall, 
Ple flay more gazers than the Bafilisk, 

l’le play the Orator as well as Neftor, 

Deceive more flyly than Ulyfes could, 

And like a Sinon, take another Troy. 

[ can add Colours to the Camelion, 

Change fhapes with Proteus for advantages, 
And fet the murtherous Adaechevil to School. 
Can Ido this, and cannot get a Crown? 

Tut, were it farther off, Ple pluck it down. 


King. 1, but [fear me in another fence. 


Wid.My Love till Death,my humble Thanks,my Prayers, 
That Love which Vertue begs, and Vertue grants. 
King, No, by mytroth, I did not,mean fuch Love. 
Wid. Why then you mean notasI thought you did. 
King. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 
Wid, My mind willnever grant what! perceive 
Your Highnefsat, iflaimaright. 
King. To tell thee plain, 1 aim to lie with thee. 
Wid. To tell you plain, I had rather lye in Prifon. 
King. Why then thou fhalt not have thy Husbands 
Lands. 
Wid. Why then mine Honefty fhall be my Dower, 
For by that lofs 1 will not purchafe them. Pe 
King. Therein thou wrong’it thy Children mightily. 
Wid. Herein your Highnefs wrongs both them and me : 
But Might Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadnefs of my Suit: 
Pleafe you difmifS me, either with I, or No. 
King. 1, if thou wilt fay I to my requelt : 
No, if thou do’ft fay No tomy demand. 
Wid. Then No, my Lord: my Suit is at an end. 
Rich. The Widow likes him not, fhe knits her Brows. 
Clar. He is the blunteft Wooer in Chriftendom. 
King. Her looks do argue her repleat with Modefty, 

Her words do fhew her wit incomparable, 

All her perfections challenge Soveraignty, 

One way or other, fhe is for a King, 

And fhe fhall be my Love, or elfemy Queen. 

Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen ? 
Wid. Tis better faid than done, my gracious Lord: 

I am aSubject fit to jeft withal, 

But far unfit to be a Soveraign. 

King. Sweet Widow, by my State I {wear to thee, 
I fpeak no more than what my Soul intends, 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Wid. And that is more than] will yield unto: 
I know, Iam too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
Kine. Youcavil, Widow, 1 didmean my Queen. 
Wid. ?Twill grieve your Grace, my Sons fhall call you 
Father. 
King. Nomore, than when my Daughters 

Call thee Mother. 

Thou art a Widow, and thou haft fome Children, 

And by Gods Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 

Have other fome. Why, 7tis a happy thing, 

Tobe the Father unto many Sons: 

Anfwer no more, for thou fhalt be my Queen. | 
Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Cla. When he was made a Shriver, it was for afhift. 
King. Brothers, you mufe what Chat we two have had. 
Rich. The Widow likes it not, for fhe looks fad. 
King. Yow ld think it ftrange, if I fhould marry her. 
Cla, Towhom, my Lord? 

King. Why Clarence, to my felf. 

Rich. That would be ten days wonder at the leaft. 

Cla, Thats a day longer than a Wonder lafts. 

Rich. By fo much is the wonder in extreams. 

King. Well, jefton Brothers, I can tell you both, 
Her fuitis granted for her Husbands Lands. 


Enter a Noble man. 


Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Prifoner to your Palace Gate, 

King. See that he be convey’d unto the Tower : 
And go we, Brothers, to the Man that took him, 


To queftion of his apprehenfion. 


Widow, go you along : Lords ufe her ee 


Manet Richard. 
Rich. 1, Edward will ufe Women honourably. 
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|, | Great dloon’s Queen, in Golden days : 


Flourifh, Enter Lewis the King, bis Sifter Bona, bis Aa- 
mitral, call’d Bourbon, Prince Edward , Queen .Marga- 
ret, andthe Earlof Oxford. Lewis fits, and riferh\ up 
again, . 


Lewis: Fair Queen of England, worthy. Adargaret, 
Sit down with us: icill befits thy State, 

And Birth, that thou fhould?ft itand,while.Zemis doth fit: 
a. Mar. No, mighty King of France : nowyw lary ar et, 
Mutt itrike her Sail,‘ and learn awhile to ferve, 
Where Kings command. I was (I mutt confefs) 


But now mifchance Hath trod my Title down, 
And with difhonour laid me on the G round, 
| Where J muft take like feat unto my Fortune, 


'| And to my-humble feat conform my felf, ? 
|| Lewis. Why fay, fait. Queen, whence {prings. this 
\ deep defpair ? 

Mar, From fuch a cauie, ‘as fills mine Eyes with Tears, 
nd ftops my Tongue, while Heart.isdrowan’d in Cares. 
Lewis, What re it be, be thou ftill like thy felf, 
And fit thee by our fide, [Seats her by him, 
Yield not thy Neck to Fortunes yoak, — 
But let thy dauntlefs mind {till ride in triamph 
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lains ‘Queen AZargaret, and tell thy grief, 

ij It fhall be eas’d, if France can yield relief. 

| Mar. Thofe gracious words 

Revive my drooping thoughts, 

And give my tongue-ty’d forrows leave to {peak 

Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis, 

That Henry, fole pofleffor of my Love, 

Is, ofa King, become a banifh’d Man, 

| And fore’d to live in Scotland a Forlorn; a 

While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of; Tork, 
Ufurps the Regat Title, and the Seat 

Of Englands true anointed lawful King: 

Whis is the caufe that.1, poor Margaret, 

, With this my Son Prince Edward, Henrys Heir, 
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" Am come ‘to-crave thy juftand lawful aid : 

And if thou fail us, all ovr hope is done. 
Scotland hath Will to help, but cannot help: 
Our People, and our Pecrs, are both mis-led, 

“ Our Treafure feiz’d, our Souldiers put to flight, 
n heavy plight. 


i 


"And (as thou feeft ) our felves i 
Lew. Renowned Queen, 


Crom | With patience calm the Storm, 
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4 | While we bethink a means to break it off. 
Mar. ‘The more we ftay, the ftronger grows our Foe. 
Lew. The more! ftay, the more I’le fuccour thee. 


a 


twill! Afar. O% but impatience waiteth on true forrow. 


He 


j And fee where comes the"breeder of my forrow. 


ai, | Enter Warwick. : 
” Lewis. What's he approacheth boldly to our prefence ! 
pC Mar, Our Earl of Warwick, Edwards greateft Friend. 
yt Lewis. Welcome brave Warwick, what brings thee-to 
Ae. France ? . 
jis ; [ He defends, She arifeth. 
a Mar. 1, now beginsa fecond Storm to rife, 

Tet For this ishe that moves both Wind and Tyde. 
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it | To Englands King in lawful Martiage. 

i | Atare. If that go forward, Henry’s hope is done. 

iy War. And gracious Madam, [Speakeng to Bona. 
* \Tnour-Kings behalf, 


Henry. the Sixth, 
{am commanded, with your leave and favour, 

Humbly to kifs your Hand, and with my: Tongue 

To tell the paffion of my Soveraigns Heart; 

Where Fame, late entring at his i¢edful Ears, 

Hath plac’d thy Beauties Image, and thy: Vertue. 

Mar. King Lewis, and Lady, Bona, heat me {peak, “ 
Before you anfwer Wartiek,? i isdemand 
Springs not from Edwards wellameant honelt Love, 
But.from Deceit, bred by Necéflity 
For how can ‘Lyrants fafely govern home, 

Unlefs abroad they purchafe great allyance ? 

To proveyhim Tyrant, this reafon may fiffice, 

That Fhenry. liveth ftill : but were he dead, 

Yet here Prince Edward ftands, King Henrtes Son! 

Look therefore Lemis, that by-this League and Marriage 
Thou draw not, on thy Danger,; and|Dif-honour : 

For though Ufurpers {way the Rulea while, 

Yet Heavens are jilty and Time fupprefleth Wrongs. 

War. Injurious Margarets oh | goit. 

Edm, And why not, Queen ? 

War, Becaule thy Father Henry did ufurp, 

And thou nomore art Prince,; than fhe is Queen. 

Oxf. Then Warwick difanuls Steat Fohn of Gaunt, 
Which did fubdue the greateft pattof Spin; 
And after Yohnof Gaunt, Henry tie | ourth, 
Whole Wifdom was a Mirror to the wifett ; 
And after that wife Prince, Henry the Fifth, 

W ho by his Prowefs conguered all France: 
From thefe our Henry lineally defcends. 

Wer. Oxford, how hapsiit in this fmooth Difcourfe, 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loft 
All that, which Afenry the Fifth-had gotten ; 

Methinks thefe. Peers of France fhould {mile at that, 
But for the reft : you tell a Pedigree 

Of threefcore and two years, a filly time 

To make prefcription fora Kingdoms worth. 

Oxf. Why Warmick, canft thou {peak againft nty Liege 
Whom thou cbeyd’ft thirty and fix years, 

And not bewray thy Treafon with a bluth ? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 

Now buckter falfehood with a Pedigree? 
For fhame leave Henry, and call Edward King. 

Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe injurious doom 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere 
Was done to death ? and more than fo, my Father, 

Eyen in the down-fall of his mellow’d years, 

When Nature brought him tothe door of Death ; 
No Warmck, no : «while Life upholds this Arm, 
This Arm upholds the Houfe of Lancafter. 

War, And I the Houfe of York, 

Lew.’ Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchfafe at our. requeft, to ftand afide, 

While I afe farther Conference with Warwick, 
They ftand aloof. 

Mar. Heavens grant, that Warwicks words bewitch 
him not. 

Lew, NowWarwick, tellme even upon thy Confcience, 
Is Edward your true King. ?..for I were loath 
To link with him, that were not lawful chofen. 

War. Thereon I pawn my Credit, and mine Honour 

Lew. But is he gracious in the Peoples Eyes ? 

War. The more, that Heary was unfortunate. 

Lew, Then further : all diffembling fetafide, 

Tell me for truth, the meafgre of his love 


169 


} Unto our Sifter Bonz, 


War, Such it feems, 
As may befeem a Monarch like himfelf. 
My felf have often heard him fay, and fwear, 
That this his Love was an external Plant, 
W hereof the Root was fix’d in Vertues ground, 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain’d with Beauties Sun, 
Exempt from Envy, but not from difdain, 
Unlefs the Lady Bona quit his pain. 
Lew. Now Sifter, let us hear your firm refolys. - - 
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Bona. Your grant, or yout deny, fhall be minc, 
Yet Iconfefs, that often e’rethisday, [Speaks #0 War. 
When | have heard your Kings defert recounted, 
Mine Ear hath tempted judgment to defire. 
Lew. Then Warwick, this : 
Our Sifter fhall be Edwards. 
And now forthwith fhall Articles be drawn : 
Touching the Joynture that your King muft make, 
Which with her Dowry fhall be counter poys’d : 
Draw near, Queen Margaret, and bea witnefs, 
That Bona thallbe Wife to the Evglifh King. 
Prin. Edw, Vo Edward, but not to the Englifh King: 
Marg. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device, 
By this albiance to make void my Suit; 
Before thy coming, Lewis was Henries F riend. 
Lew. And ftillisFriend to him, and AZargaret, 
But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 
As may appear by Edwards good fuccefs : 
Then ’tis but reafon, that | be releas’d 
From giving aid, which late! promifed. 
Yet hall you have all kindnefs at my hand, 
That your. Eftate requires,’ and mine can yield. 
War, Hemy now lives in Scotland, at his cafe; 
Where having nothing, nothing can he lofe. 
And as for you your felf (our quondan Queen) 
You have a Father able to maintain you, 
And better cwere, youtroubled him, than France. 
Mar, Peace impudent and fhamelefs Waririck, peace, 
Proud fetter up, and puller down of Kings, 
I will.not-hence, til] with my Talk and Tears 
(Both full of Trath) Imake King Lemss behold 
Thy fly conveyance, and thy Lords falfe love. 
{ Poff blowing a horn within, 
For both of you are Birds of felf-fame Feather. 
Lew. Warwick, thisis fome Poft tous, or thee. 
Enter a Poft. 
Poft. My Lord Ambaflador, 
Thefe Letters are for you. [Speaks to 
| Sent from your Brother Marquefs Adouurague. 
Thefe from our King, unto your Majefty. 
And Madam, thefe for you, 
From whom, 1 know not. 
They all read their Letters. 
Oxf. 1 like it well, thatour fair Queen and Miftrefs, 
‘Smiles at her news, while Warwick, frowns at his. 
Prin. Edw. Nay mark how Lewis ftamps as he were 
netled. | hop2, all’s for the bett. 
Lew, Warwick, what are thy News ? 
‘And yours, fair-Queen ? 
Mar. Mine fach, as fills my heart with unhop’d joys. 
War. Mine fall of forrow, and hearts difcontent. 
Lew. What? has your King Married the Lady Gray 
And now to footh your Forgery, and his, 
Sends me a Papzr-to perfwademe Patience ? 
lath? Alliancethat he feeks with France, 
‘Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner ? 
1 —- yar. 1 told your Majefty'as much before : 
This proveth Edwards Love, and Warwicks Honefty. 
War. King Lewzs, I here proteft in fight of Heaven, 
And by the hope [have of Heavenly blifs, 
Thati am cleat from this mifdeed of Edwards, 
No more my-King, for he difhonours me, 
But molt himfelf, if he could fee his fhame. 
Did I forget, that by the houfe of York, 
My Father came untimely to his Death ? 
Did I let pafs th’ abufe done to my Niece? 
Did | impale him with the Regal Crown ; 
‘pid I put Heary from his Native Right ? 
And am I guerdon’d at the laft, with Shame ? 
“Shame on himfelf, for my Defert is Honour. 
And to repair my Honour loft for him, 
[here renounce him, and return to Airy. 
My Noble Queen, let former grudges pals, 
And henceforth | am thy true Servitour : 


Warwick. 


[To Lewis. 
[Zo Margaret. 


?| Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick, “a 
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I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 
Mar, Warwick, 
Thefe words have turn’d my Hate to Love, 
And I forgive, and quite forget old faults, 
And joy that thou becom’it King /Zemrses Friend. 
Wer. Somuch his Friend, J, his unfeigned Friend, | 
“That if King Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh us_ Bi 
With fome few Bands of chofen Souldiers, a 
le undertake to Land them on our Coaft, ae 
And forcethe Tyrant from his Seat by War. . 
»Tis not his new-made Bride fhall faccour him, 
And as for'Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 
He’s very likely now to fall from him, "a 
For matching:more for wanton Luff, than Honour, HS 
Or than for ftrength and fafety of our Country. Ye 
Bona. Dear Brother, how fhall Bova be reveng’d, a 
But by thy help to this diftrefled Queen ? ae 
Mar, Renowned Prince, how fhall: poor 
Unlefs thou refcue him from foul defpair ? Nt: 
Bona, My quarrel, and this Ezglifh Queens areone. ' | 
‘ar. And mine, fair Lady Bona, joyns with yours, a 
Lew, And mine, with hers, and thine, and Adar a 
Therefore at laft, | firmly am refolv’d we 
You fhall have aid. a 
Mar, Let me give humble thanks for all, at once, 
| Lew, Then Englands Meflenger, return in Poft, 
And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King, 7 
That Lewis of France, is fending over Maskers 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. pe 
Thou feeft what’s paft, go fear thy King withall. | 
Bona.Tell him, in hopes he’l! prove a Widower fhortlyy 
] wear the Willow Garland for his fake. i: 
Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid afid 
And I am ready.to put Armor on, Ln 
War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore i’lé un-Crown him, et’t be long, } 
There’s thy reward, be gone. . 
Lew, But Warwick, 
Thou and Oxford, with five thoufand men me 
Shall crofs.the Seas, and bid falfe Edward Battel: J 
And as occafion ferves, this Noble Queen i 
And Prince, fhall follow with a frefh fupply, 
Yete’re thou go, but anfwer me one doubt ; 
What Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty ? 
War. This fhall affare my conftant Loyalty, 
That if opr Queen, and this young Prince agree, | 
‘Ple joyn my eldeft Daughter, and my Joy, i 
Tohim forthwith, in holy Wedlock bands. at 
Mar. Yes, 1 agree, and thank you for your Motion” 
Son Edward, fhe is Fair and Vertuous, ft 
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And with thy Hand, thy Faith irrevocable, 
That only Warick’s Daughter fhall be thine. 
Prin, Ed. Yes, 1 accept her, for the well defervesity: 

And here to pledg my Vow, I give my hand. i 
(He gives his hand to Warwith 
Lew, Why ftay we now ? thefe Souldiers fhall be lev ed, 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admiral i 
Shalt waft them over with our Reyal Flect. 
I long till Edward fall by Wars mifchance 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France, 
[Exeunt. Manet Warmed 
War. \ came from Edward as Ambaflador, 
oe : roan his {worn and mortal Foe : 
atters of Marriage was the ch ie 
But dreadful War thal anfwer been ie 
ses he noneelfe to. make a ftale but me ? 
aga ay ioe fhall turn his Jeft to Sorrow, 
e Chief that rais’d him to the Crown, 


And Vle be chiefto bring him down again : 


or 
an 
on 


‘Not that I pity Hevries mifer 
But feek Revengeon Edwards mockery. 


EnterRichard, Clarence, Somerfet, ad Mountague. 


} Rich, Now tell me Brother Clarence, what think you 
| Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray ? 

| Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice ? 

| Clar. Alas, you know, ’tis far from hence to Frazce, 

| How could he {tay till Warwick made return ? 

‘|  Som.My Lords, forbear this talk ; here comes the King. 


| Flourifh. Enter King Edward , Lady Gray, Pembrook, 
oe Stafford, Haftings i four fiand on one fide, and four on 
a the other. 


_ Rich. And his well-chofen Bride. 
’ Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 
| King. Now Brother of Clarence, 
| How like you, our Choice, 

{That you ftand penfive, as half malecontent ? 
| Clar. As well as Lewis of France, 
Orthe Earl of Warwick , 
| Which are fo weak of Courage, and in Judgment, 
‘That they’! take no offence at our abufe. 
| King. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe : 
‘They are but Lewis and Warwick, | am Edmard, 
Your King and Warwicks, and mvft have my will. 
% Rich, And fhall have your will, becaufeour King ? 
Yethafty Marriage feldom proveth well. 
King. Yes,Brother Richard, are you offended too? 
} Rich, NotI: no: 
i God forbid, that I fhould wih them fever’d, 
iki} Whom God hath joyn’d together. 

‘I, and *twere pity, to funder them, 
‘i’ That yoak fo well together. i 

_ King. Setting your fcorns, and your miflike afide, 
ins Tellme fome Reafon, why the Lady Gray 
‘lg Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queen? 

| And you too, Somerfer and Mount ague, 

Speak freely what you think. 
4 Clar. Yhenthis is my opinion : 
id That King Lemss becomes your Enemy, 
; |For mocking him about the Marriage 
oh Ofthe Lady Bona. 
, |. Rech, And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
;) | ls now difhonoured by this new Marriage. 
King. What, if both Lewis and Warwick be appeas’d, 
ie By fuch invention as I can devife ? 
h Mount. Yet tohave joyn’d with France, in fuch alliance, 
 }Would more have ftrength’ned this our Common-wealth, 
Sainft forreign ftorms, than any home-bred Marriage. 
- Haft. Why, knows not Adonntague, that of it lf, 
land is fafe, if true withinit felf? 
~ Moun. Yes,but the fafer, when ’tis back’d with France. 
_ Haft. ?Visbetter wiing France, than trufting France, 
Wf Let us be back?d with God, and with the Seas, 
Which he hath giv’n for fence impregnable, 
|| And with their helps only defend our felves : 
4 inthem, and in our felves, our fafety lies. 
Cla. Forthisonefpeech, Lord Hajlings well deferves 
‘Tohave the Heir of the Lord Hungerford. 
| King. 1, what of that ? itwas my will, and grant, 
And for thisonce, my Will fhall ftand for Law. 
i) Rich. And yet methinks, your Grace hath not done well 
\#) To give the Heir and Daughter of Lord Scales 
‘Unto the Brother of your loving Bride: 
She better would have fitted me or Clarence : 
it} But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. 
Cla. Or elfe you would not have beftow’d the Heir 
Of the Lord Borvidl on your new Wives Son, 
And leave your Brothers to go fpeed elfewhere. 

King. Alas, poor Clarence: isit fora Wife 
That thou art malecontent ? I will provide thee. 

Cla. \n chufing for your felf, 
You fhew’d your judgment : 
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Which being fhallow, you thall give me leave 
To play the Brother in mine own behalf; 
And to thatend, I fhortly mind to leave you. 
King. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King; 
And not be ty’d unto his Brothers will. 
Lady Gray. My Lords, before it pleas’d his Majefty 
To raife my State to Fitle of a Queen, 
Do me but right, and you mutt all confefs, 
That I was not ignoble of Defcent, 
And meaner than my felf have had like fortune; 
But as this Title honours me and mine, 
So your diflikes, to whom I would be pleafing, 
Doth cloud my Joys with danger, and with forrow. 
King. My Love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns : 
What danger, or what forrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy conftant Friend, 
And their true Soveraign, whom they muftiobey ? 
Nay, whom they fhall obey, and lovethee too, 
Unle they feek for hatred at my hands : 
Whichif they do, yet willl keep thee fafe, 
And they fhall feel the Vengeance of wrath. 
Rich, | hear, yet fay not much, but think the more. 
Enter a Poff. 
King. Now Meflenger, what Letters, or what News 
from France ? 
Poft. My Soveraign Liege, no Letters, and few words 
3ut fuch as I (without your fpecial pardon) 
Dare not relate. 
King. Go too, we pardon thee : 
Therefore, in brief, tell their words, 
As near, as thou canft guefs them, 
What anfwer makes King Lewis unto our Letters ? 
Poff. At my depart, thefe were his very words : 
Go tell falfe Edward, the fuppofed King, 
That Lewis of France is fending over Maskers, 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 
King. 1s Lewis fo brave ? belike he thinks me Henry. 
But what faid Lady Bova to my Marriage ? 
Poft. Thefe were her words,utter’d with mild difdain: 
Tell him, inhope he’ll prove a Widower fhortly, 
P Jewear the Willow Garland for his fake. 
King. 1 blame not her, fhe could fay little lef : 
She had the wrong. — But what {aid Hevries Queen ? 
For fo I heard, that fhe was there in place. 
Po. Tell him (quoth fhe) 
My mourning Weeds are done, 
And lam ready to put Armor on. 
King. Belike fhe means to play the Amazon. 
But what faid Warwick to thefe injuries ? 
Poft. He, more incens’d againft your Majefty _ 
Than all the reft, difcharg’d me with thefe words : 
Tellhim from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore I’le uncrown him e1’t be long. 
Kin.Ha ? durft the Traitor breathe out fo proud words? 
Well, 1 will arm me, being thus fore-warn’d : 
They fhall have Wars, and pay for their prefumption. 
But fay, is Warwick Friends with AZargaret ? 
Poff. 1, gracious Soveraign, 
They are fo link’din Friendfhip, 
That young Prince Edward Marries Warwicks Daughter. 
Cla. Belike, the elder 5 
Clarence will have the younger. 
Now Brother King farewel, and fit you faft, 
For I wil hence to Warwick’s other Daughter, 
That though] want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage 
{ may not prove inferior to your felf. 
You that love me, .and Warwick, follow me. 
[Exit Clarence, andSomerfet follows, 


7 


Rich. Not I: 
My thoughts aim at a further matter - 
I {tay not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. 
King, Clarence and Somerfet both gone to Warwick? 
Yet I am arm/’d againft the worft can happen : 
And hafte is needful in this defp’rate cafe. 
Qg 2 M 


Pembrook \ - 


That his chief followers 
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Pembrook.and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy Men, and make prepare for War ; 
They are already, or quickly will be landed : 
My {elf in Perfon will ftreight follow you. 
[Exit Pembrook and Stafiord. 


But ?rel go, Haffings and Adountague 


Refolve my doubt , you ’twain of all the reft 

Are neat to Warmick., by blood and by allyance : 

Tell me, if you love Warwick, more than me 5 

If it be fo, then both depart to him: 

| rather with you Foes, than hollow Friends. 

Butaf you mind to hold your true obedience, 

Give meaflurance with fome Friendly Vow, 

That 1 may never haue you in fufpect. 
Mount. So God help Mountague, as he proves true. 
Haft. And Haftings, ashe favours Edwards Caufe. 
King. Now, Brother Richard, will you ftand by us? 
Rich. 1, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you. 
King. Why fo: then am I fure of Victory. 

Now therefore. let us hence, and lofe no hour, 

Till we meet Warwick, with his forreign Power. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Warwick, and Oxfordin England, with French 
Souldsers. 


War. Trut me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers {warm tous. 
Enter Clarence and Somerfet. 
But fee where Somer fet and Clarence comes, 
Speak fuddenly, my Lords, are weall Friends? 
Clar. Fear not that, my Lord. 
War. Then gentle Clurence, welcome unto Warwick, 
And welcome Somerfet : 1 hold it Cowardize, 
Toreft miftruftful, wherea Noble Heart 
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in fign of Love : 
Elfe might I think, that Clarence, Edwards Brother, 
Were but a fained Friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome fweet Clarence,my Daughter fhall be thine. 
And now, what refts? but in Nights Coverture, 
Thy Brother being carelefly encamp’d, 
His Souldiers lurking in the Town abous, 
And but attended by a fimple Guard, 
We may furprize and take him at our pleafure, 
Our Scouts have found the adventure very eatie : 
That as Viffes, and ftout Dionede 
With fleight end manhood {tole to Thefens Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal Steeds;, 
So we, well covered with the Nights black Mantle, 
At unawares may beat down Edwards Guard, 
And feize himfelf: I fay not, flanghter him, 
For I intend but only to furprize him. 
You that will follow me to this attempt, 
Applaud the Name of Henry, with your Leader. 
[They all cry Henry. 
Why then, lets onour way in filent fort, 
For Warwick.and his Friends, God and Saint George. 
\ LExcunt. 


Enter the Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent, 


1. Watch. Come on my Matters, each man take his ftand, 
The King by this, is fet him down to fleep. 
>. Watch. What, will he not to Bed? 
1 Watch, Why, no : for he hath made a folemn Vow, 
Never to lie and take hisnatural Reft, 
Till Warwick, or himfelf, be quite fuppreft. 
+. Watch. To morrow then belike fhall be the day, 
If Warwick, be fo near as men report. 
3, Watch. But fay, | pray, what Nobleman is that, 
That with the King here refteth in his Tent? 
1. Wat.Tis the Lord Aaftings,the Kings chiefeft Friend. 
3. Watch. O,i8 it fo ? but why commands the King, 
lodg in Towns about him, 
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While he himfelf keeps in the cold Field? 


3. Watch. 1, but give me worfhip and quietnefs, 
L like it better than. a dangerous Honour. , 
If Warwick knew in what eftate he ftands, 
?Tis to be doubted he would waken him. BS 

1. Wat. Unlefs our Halberds did fhut up his paffage, ; 

2. Wat. 1: wherefore elfe guard we this Royal Tent, | ? 
But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes? it 


2 Wa2Tis the more honour ,becanfe the more dahgerais) % 
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Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, andFrep 
Souldiers, filent all, : 


Git 


War. This is his Tent, and fee where ftands his Guat 


2h 
i 

ta 
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Courage my Mafters: Honour now of never + 
But follow me, and Edward fhalibeours. 
1 Wat. Who goes there ? 

2 Watch, Stay or thou dyetft. a 

Warwick and rhe reff cry all, Warwick, Watwick, @ 
fet upon the Guard, who fly, crying, Arms, Arms, Wa 
wick and the reft following them. 


a 


The Drum playing, and Trumpet Sounding. ~ 3 
Enter Warwick, Somerfet, and thereft, bringing the 
out m a Gown, fitting ina Chair: Richard and He 
fly over the Stage. 


Som, What are they that fly there ? a 
War, Richard and Haftings, let them go, here is th 
Duke. My 
King Edw. The Duke ? 
Why Warwick, when we parted, 
Thou call’dit me King. 
War. 1, butthe cafe isalter’d. 
When you difgrac’d me in my Embaflade, 
Then I degraded you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of York, ” 
Alas how fhould you govern any Kingdom, 
That know not how to ufe Embafladors, 
Nor how tobe contented with one Wife, 
Nor how to ufe your Brothers brotherly, 
Not how to ftudy for the Peoples welfare, 
Nor how to fhrowd your felf from Enemies ? 
King Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, 
Art thou here too ? 
Nay then I fee, that Edward needs muft down. 
Yet Warwick , in defpight of all mifchance, 
Of thee thy felf, and all thy Complices, 
Edward will always bear himfelf as King : 
Though Fortunes malice overthrow my State, 
My mind exceeds the compafs of her Wheel. z 
War. Then for his mind, be Edward Englands King. 
Takes off bis Crown. oo 
But Henry now fhall wear the Englifh Crown, 
And be true King indeed : thou but a fhadow. 
My Lord of Somer fet, at my requeft, 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey’d a 
Unto my Brother Arch-Bifhop of York: a 
When I have fought with Pembrook,, and his Fellows, | 
Ple follow you, and tell what anfwer = 
Lewes and the Lady Bova fend to him. 
Now for a while farewel good Duke of York, 
They lead him ont forcibly. 4 
K, Ed. What Fates impofe,that men muft needs abl 
It boots not to refift both Wind and Tide. Exe 
Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do,” 
But march to London with our Souldiers ? 
War, 1, that’s the firft thing that wehave todo, 
To free King Heary from imprifonment 
And fee him feated in the Regal Throne. c 


oa 


Enter Rivers, avd the Lady Gray. 


Riv, Madam, what makes you in this fudden change! 


a 


Gray. Why Brother Rivers, are you yet to learn 

‘What late misfortune is befaln King Edivard ? 
Riv, What ? lofs of fome pitcht battel 

| Againft Warwick? 

| Gra. No, but the lofs of his own Royal perfon. 

Riv. Then is my Soveraign flain ? 

| Gray. 1, almoft flain, for he is taken Prifoner, 

‘Either betray’d by falfhood of his Guard, 

Or by his Foe furpriz’d at unawares: 

And as I further have to underftand, 

Is new committed to the Bifhop of Tork, 

~| Fell Warwick’s Brother, and by that our Foe. 

) Riv. Thefe News I mult confefs are full of grief, 

"| Yet gracious Madam, bear it as you may, 

| Warwick, may lofe, that now hath won the day. 

‘|. Gray. Till then, fair hope muft hinder lives decay. 

Vier the rather wain.me from defpair 


1 For love of Edward’s Oft-{pring in my womb : 
"| This is that makes me bridle my patflion, 

4 And bear with mildnefs my misfortune crofs: 
1,1, for this I draw in many a tear, 

{And ftop the rifiag of blood-fucking fighs, 
“}Left with my fighs or tears, I blaft or drown 
ind Edward’s Fruit, true heir to th’ Engli{h Crown. 
Riv, But Madam, 

here is Warwick then become ? 

Gray. 1am inform’d that he comes towards London, 
| To fet the Crown once more on fan's head : 

| Guefg thou the reft, King Edmara’s Friends muft down. 
‘| But to prevent the Tyrants violence, 
(For truft not him that hath once broken faith) 
Ple hence forthwith unto the Sanctuary, 

To fave (at leaft) the heir of Edward’s right : 
There fhall I reft-fecure from force and fraud : 
| Come therefore let us flye, 

1 If Warwick take us, weare fure to dye. 


Enter Richard, Lord Haftings, and Sir William 
Stanley. 


Thus ftands the cafe: you know your King, my Brother, 
IsPrifoner to the Bifhop here, at whofe hands 
He hath good ufage, and great liberty, 
fAndoften but attended with weak guard, 
'Comes hunting this way to difport himfelf. 
T have advertis’d him by fecret means, 
That if about this hour he make this way, 
|Under the colour of his ufual game, 
i) He fhall here find his Friends with Horfe and Men, 
| To fet him free from his Captivity. 
Enter King Edward, and a Hunt{inaa with him, 


‘ 


| Hunt. This way, my Lord, 
| For this way lies the Game. 
j| King Edw. Nay this way, man, 
| See where the Huntfmen ftand. 
| Now Brother of Glofter, Lord Hajfings and the reft, 
{Stand you thus clofe to fteal the Bifhops Deer ? 
|__ Rich, Brother the time and cafe requireth haft, 
4} Your Horfe ftands ready at the Park-corner. 
‘| King Edw, But whither fhall we then? 
| _ Haft. To Lyn, my Lord, 
| And hip from thence to Flanders. 


j| Rich. VVell gueft believe me, for that was my meaning. 


‘| King Edw. Stanley, \ will requite thy forwardnefs. 
| ich. But wherefore ftay we ? tis no time to talk. 
| King Edw. Huntfman, what fay’ft thou? 
VVilt thou go along ? 
| Hunt, Better do fo, than tarry and be hang’d. 


4 _ Rich. Come then away, let’s ha.no more ado. 


fj = 
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sf, King. My Lord of Somerfer, what youth is that, + 
Of whom you feem to have fo tender care? . * 


- + : : : 
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King Edw. Bifhop farewel, 

Shicld thee from. Warwicks frown, 

And pray that I may repoflefs the Crown. 


[Exennr. 


Enter King Henry the Sixth, Clarence, VVatwick, S0- 
merfet, young Henry, Oxford, Mountague and Lieutenant. 


King Hen. M. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends | 
Have thaken Edward from the Regal Seat, 
And turn’d my captive ftate to liberty, 
My fear to hope, my forrows unto joys, 
At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ? 
_ Liew, Subjects may challenge nothing of their Sov’raigns 
But, if an humble prayer may prevail, i 
I then crave pardon of your Majefty. 
King. For what, Lieutenant ? For well ufing me ? 
Nay, be thou fure, I’le well requite thy kindnefs.: 
For that it made my imprifonment, a pleafure: 
1, fucha pleafure, as incag’d Birds 
Conceive, when after many moody thoughts, 
At laft, by Notes of Houfhold harmony, 
They quite forget their lofs of liberty. 
But Warwick, after God, thou fett’ft me free, 
And chiefly therefore, 1 thank God, and thee. 
He was the Author, thou the Inftrument. 
Therefore that 1 may conquer Fortunes fpight, 
By living low, where Fortuue cannot hurt me, 
And thatthe people of this bleffed Land 
May not be punifh’d with my thwarting ftars, 
Warwick , although my head ftill wear the Crown, 
I here refign my Government to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. . 

War. Your Grace hath {till been fam’d for vertuous, 

And now may feem as wife as vertuous, 

By fpying and avoiding Fortunes malice, 

For few men rightly temper with the Stars: 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No,Warwick,, thou art worthy of the fway, 

To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, 
Adjudg’d an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown, 
As lixely to be bleftin Peace and War: 

Andtherefore I yield thee my free confent. 

War, And I choofe Clarence only for Proteétor. 

Kings Warwick, and Clarence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyn your hands, and with your hands your hearts, 
That no diffention hinder Government : 

I make you both Prote¢tors of this Land, 
While | my felf will lead a private Life, 
And in devotion fpend my latter days, 
To fins rebuke, and my Creators praife. 

War. What anfwers Clarence to his Soveraigns Will? 

Clar. That heconfents, if Warwick yield confent, 
For on thy fortune! repofe my felf. 

War. Why then, though loth, yet muftI be content : 
We'll yoak together, lik a double fhadow 
To Henry's Body, and fupply his place ; 

I mean, in bearing weight of Governmnt, 

While he enjoys the honour, and his eafe. 

And Clarence now, now then it is more than needful 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a Traytor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confifcated. 

Clar. Whatelfe? and that Succeflion be determined, 

War. 1, therein Clarence fhall not want his part. 

King. But with the firit, of all our chief affairs, 

Let me intreat, (for I command no more) 
That Afargaret your Queen, and my Son Edward, 
Be fent for, to return from France with {peed : 
For till fee them here, by doubtful fear, 
My joy of liberty is half eclips?d. 
Ctar. It frallbe done, my Soveraign,, with all fpeed: 


Somer, My Liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Richmond.. 
0-635 . King. 
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King. Comehither, Englands Hope : 
Lays bis Hand on his Head. 
If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth 
To my divining Thoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Countries blifs. 
His looksare full of peaceful Majefty, 
His Head by Nature fram’d to wear a Crown, 
His hand to weild aScepter, and himfelf 
Likely in time to blefsa Regal Throne: 
Make much of him, my Lords, for this is he 
Muft help youmore, than you are hurt by me. 
Enter a Poft. 
far. What news, my Friend ? 
Poft. That Edward is efcaped from your Brother, 
| And fled (as he hears fince) to Burgundy. 
} War: Unfavory news: but how made he efcape ? 
\ post. Me was convey’d by Richard, Duke of Glofer, 
| And the Lord Ha/tings, who attended him 
Infecret ambufh, onthe Foret fide, 
And from the Bifhops Huntfinen refcu’d him : 
For Hunting was his daily Exercife. 
War. My Brother was too carelefs of his charge. 
But let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide 
A Salve for'any Sore, that may betide. [ Exeunt. 
Manet Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford. 
Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edwards: 
For doubtlefs*Burgundy will yield him help, 
And we fhall have more Wars before’t be long. 
As Henries late prefaging Prophecy 
| Did glad‘my Heart, with hope of this young Richmond : 
Sodoth my Heart, mif-give me, in thefe Conflicts 
What may befall him, to his harm and ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxford to prevent the worft, 
Forthwith well fend him hence to Britany, 
Till forms be paft of Civil Enmity. 
Oxf, 1: forif Edward re-poflefs the Crown, 
’Tis like that Réchmond with the reft fhall down. 
Som. Is fhall be fo: he fhall to Britany. 
Come therefore, let’s about it fpeedily. 


[Excunt. 


Enter Edwatd, Richard, Haltings, and Souldsers. 


Ed, Now Brother Richard, Lord Haffings, and the reft, 
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, 
Andfays, that once more I fhall enterchange 
My wained State, for ‘enry?s Regal Crown. . 
Well have we paf’d, and now repafs’d the Seas, 
And brought defired help from Burgundy. 
What then remains, we being thusarriv’d 
From Raven{purgh Haven, beforethe Gates of York, 
But that we enter, as into our Dukedom? 
“Rich: The Gates made faft ? 
Brother, Like not this. 
For many men that ftumble at the Threfhold, 
\Avewellfore-told, that danger lurks within. 
1 Ed. Tubhman,aboadments muft not now affright us : 
By fair or foul means we muft enter in, 
For hither willour Friends repair to us. 
Haft. My Liege, Ple knock once more to fummon them. 


Enter on the Walls, the Mayor of York, and his Brethren, 


Mayor. My Lords, . : 
We were fore-warned of your coming, 
And fhut the Gates, for fafety of our felves ; 
For now we owe Allegiance unto Henry. % 
| Edm. But, Matter Mayor, if Henry be your King, 
Yet Edward; at the'leaft, is Duke of Tork. 
or. True, my-good Lord, I know you for no lefs. 
Ed. Why, and I challenge nothing but my Dukedom, 
. |Asbeing well content: with that alone. 
Rich. But when the Fox has once got in his Nofe, 
11 £ oon find means to make the Body follow. 
aHgt. Why,Mafter Mayor,why ftand youin adoubt ? 


i 
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Open the Gates, “e oy we ees a 
Mayor. 1, fay youfo ¢ the Gates thall then be B: 
gama He defcends, © Spence 
Rich. A wife ftout Captain, and foon perfwaded, | 
Haft. The good old man would fain that all were w | 
So *twere not long of him: but being entred, © 4 
{ doubt not I, but we fhall foon perfwade 
Both him, and all his Brothers, unto Reafon. 
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Enter the Mayor, and tmo Aldermen, 


Edw. So, Mafter Mayor: thefe Gates muft not be! 


az 
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But in the Night, or in the time of War. 

What, fear not man, but yield meup the Keys, 
Takes his Keys. 

For Edward will defend the Town, and thee, 

And all thofe Friends, that deign to follow me, 


March, Enter Mountgomery, mith Drum and Souldjers 


Rich, Brother, this is Sir Fohn Aountgomery 
Our trufty Friend, unlefs I be deceiv’d. 4 
Edw. Welcome Sir fobn: but why come yon in 
Mount. Tohelp King Edward in histime of ftorm 
Asevery Loyal Subject ought to do. M4 
Edw. Thanks, good Mountgomery : 
But we now forget the Title tothe Crown, 
And only claim our Dukedome, 
Till God pleafe to fend the reff. 
Mount. Then fare you well, for I will hence again, 
I came to ferve aKing, and not a Duke: a 
Drummer {trike up, and let us March away. neh 
The Drum begins to March, (i 
Edw. Nay tay, Sir ohn, a while, and well debate ; 
By what fafe means the Crown may be recover’d. 
Mount. What talk you of debating ? in few words: i 
If you’! not here proclaim your felf our King, | 
le leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, 
To keep them back, that come to fuccour you. 
Why fhall we fight, if you pretend no Title ? 
Rich.Why Brother,wherefore ftand you on nice 
Edw. When wegrow ftronger, i, 
Then.we7ll make our Claim: Big 
Till then, ’tis Wifdome to conceal our meaning. 7 
Haft, Away with fcrupulous Wit, now Arms mut rol 
Rich, And fearlefs minds climb fooneft unto Crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, bi. 
The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends, ‘ 
Edm, Then be it as you will: for ’tismy right, 
And Henry but ufurps the Diadem. 4 
Mourt.1, now my Soveraign fpeaketh like himfelf H 
And now willl be Edwards Champion. Pais: 
Haft. Sound Trumpet,Edward fhall be here procl im’d: | 
Come, Fellow Souldier, make thot Proclamation. 
' Flourifh.. Sound, 
Soul. Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God; King of 
England avd France, and Lord of Ireland, @e. — a 
Monnt. And whofee’re gain-fays King Edwards right, 
By this! challenge him to fingle Fight. i 
Throws down ii s Gauntlet, 
All. Long live Edward the Fourth. 
Ed, hanks brave Afoumgomery. 
a thanks.unto you all ; 
ortune ferve me, I’le requite this Kindnefs. 
Now for this Night, let?s “siete here at Tork: 
And when the Morning Sun fhall raife his Carr 
Above the Border of this Horizon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates ; 
For welll wot, that Hevry is no Souldier; 
Ah froward Clarence, how evil it befeems thee 
To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother ? ; 
Yet as we may, we7ll meet both thee and Warwick 
Come on brave Souldiers: doubt notofthe Day, _ 
And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. s 2 
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ford, ad Someriet. 


| War. What Counfel, Lords ? Edward from Beli, 
With hafty Germanes, and blunt Hollanders, 
_ } Bath pafs’d in fafety through the narrow Seas, 
_ } And with his Troops doth march amain to London, 
| And many giddy people flock to him. 
{ King. Let’slevy Men, and beat him back again: 
Clar. A little Fireis quickly trodden out, 
} Which being fuffer?d, Rivers cannot quench. 
| War. \n Warwickfhire | have true-hearted Friends, 
Not mutinous in Peace, yet bold in War, 
| Thofe.will1 mufter up: and thou Son Clarence 
{Shalt ftir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in K cnt, 
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee. 
Thou Brother Aountague, and Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicefter-fhire fhalt find 
|) Men well inclin’d to hear what thou command’ft. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d, 
YIn Oxfordjhire fhalt mufter up thy Friends. 
My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 

“YLike, to-his:Iiland, girt with the Ocean, 

}Or modeft Dian, circled with her Nymphs, 
"[Shalkreft in London, till we come to him: 
 }Fair Lords take leave, and ftand not to reply. 
Farewel my Sov eraign. 
| King. Farewel my Hefor, and my Troys true hope. 
 Clar, Infign of truth, (kils your Highnefs hand. 
a King. WWell-minded Clarence; be thou fortunate. 
| Mount, Comfort, my Lord, and fol take my leave. 
| Oxf, And thus i feal my Truth, and bid adieu. 
| King. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Moumague, 
' | And all at ‘once, once more a happy farewel. 


‘| War. Farewell, fweet Lords, let’s meet at Coventry. 
1 [Exeunt. 


)| King, Here at the Palace willl reft a while. 
}Coufinof Exerer, what thinks your Lordfhip? 
Methinks, the Power that Edward hath in Field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. — 

 Exer. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft. 


| [have not ftopt mine Ears to their demands, 

Nor pofted of their Suits with flow delays, 

|My pity. hath been Balm to heal their wounds; 

"| My mildnefs hath allay’d their fwelling griefs, 

} My mercy dry’d their water-flowing Tears. 

ave not been defirous of their Wealth, _ 

Nor much oppreft them with great fubfidies, 

1 Nor forward of Revenge, though they much err’d. 
} Then why fhould they love Edward more thanme ? 
| No, Exeter, thefe Graces challenge Grace : 

ff | And when the Lion fawnsupon the Lamb, 

i | The Lamb will never ceafe to follow him. 

5 Shout within, .A Lancafter, A Lancafter. 


| | Ex. Heark, heark, my Lord, what Shouts are thefe ? 


ae Enter Edward and bis Souldiers, 


‘| Edw. Seize on the fhame-fac’d Henry,bear him hence, 


And once again proclaim us King of England. 
{You are the Fount, that make final] Brooks to flow, 
_|Now ftops thy Spring, my Sea fhali fuck them dry, 

- | And fwell fo much the higher, by their ebb. 
» | Hence with him tothe Tower, let him not fpeak. 


[Exit with King Henry. 


/ i. And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courfe, 
. | Where peremptory Warwick now remains : 
"1 The Sun fhines hot, and if we ufe delay, 
_ | Cold biting Winter marrs our hop’d for Hay. 
| Rich, Away betimes befcre his Forces joyn, 
| And take the great-grown Traytor unawares: 

|} Brave Warriors, march a main towards Coventry. 


hy 
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| Enter the King, Warwick , Mountague, Clarence, Ox- 


King. That's not my fear, my meed hath got me fame: 


[ Exeunt. 
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Emer Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry 3 two Meffengers, 
and others upon the Walls, 


War.\Where is the Pol thatcame from valiant Oxford 
| How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft fellow ? 
Meff. 1. By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our Brother Adountague ? 
Where is the Poft that came from Afonntague ? 
Adef. 2. By this at Daimry, witha puiflant Troop. 
Enter Somervile. 
War, Say Somervile, what faysmy loving Son ? 
And by thy. guefs, how nigh is Clarencenow ? 
Somerv.. At Southam | did leave him with his Forces, 
And doexpect him here-fome two hours hence. 
War. Then Clarence isat hand, Lhear his Drum. 
Somer. It. is not his,-my. Lord, here Southam lies: 
The Drum your Honour hears, marcheth from Warwick, 


Somer. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly know. 


March, Elourifh, Enter Edward; Richard, and Souldiers. 


Edw. Go, Trumpet, to the Walls, found a Parle: 
Rich, See how the farly Warwick mans the Wall. 

_ War, Oh unbid fpight, is fportful Edward come? 
Where flept our Scouts; ot how are they feduc’d, 
That we could hear no news.of his repair: 

Edw. Now Warmick, wilt thou ope the City Gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 

Call Edward King, and at his hands beg Mercy, 
And he fhall pardon thee thefe Outrages ? 

Way. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy Forces hence, 
Confefs who fet thee up, sand pluck’d thee down, 
Call Warwick Patron,’ and-be Penitent, 

And thou fhalt itill remain the Duke of York. 
_ Rich. I thought at leaft he would have faid the King, 
Or did he make the Jeft againft his will ? 
War. \1snot'a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift ? 

Rich, 1, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to give 
le do thee feryice for fo good a gift. 

War,’ Twas that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother. 

Edw, Why then ’tis mine, if but by Warmick’s gift. 
War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight : 

And Weakling Warwick takes his gift again, 

And Henry ismy King, Warwick, his Subjeét. 

Edw. But Warwicks King is Edwards Prifoner : 

And gallant Warwick, do but anfwer this, 

What isthe Body, when the Head is off ? 

Rich, Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-calt, 
But whiles he thought to fteal the fingle Ten, 

The King was flily finger?d from the Deck: 

You left poor Henry at the Bifhops Palace, 

And ten to one you'll meet him in the Tower. 
Edw. *Yiseven fo, yet you are Warwick, fill. 
Rich, Come Warwick, 

Take the time, kneel down, kneel down: 

Nay when» {trike now, or elfe the Iron cools. 
War.1 had rather chop this hand off ata blow, 

And with the other, fling it at thy Face, 

Than. bear fo low a fail, to ftrike to thee, 

Edw, Sail how thou cantt, 

Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, 

This hand, faft wound about thy Coal-black hair, 

Shall, whilesthy Head is warm, and new cut off, 

Write in the duft this Sentence with thy blood, 

Wind-changing Warwick now canchange no more. 


Enter Oxford, mith Drum and Colours. 


War, Ob chearful Colours, fee where Oxford comes. 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancafter. 

Rich, The Gates are open, let us enter too. 
Edw, So other Foesmay {et upon our-backs. 


Stand 


War. Who fhould that be? Belike unlook?d for Friends. } 


Cs 


176 


Stand wein good array : for they no doubt 

Will iffue out again, and bid us battel ; 

If not, the City being but of {mail defence; 

Weill quickly rouze the Traytors in the fame. 
War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 


Enter Mountague, with Drum and Colours. 


Mount. Mountagut, Mountague, for Lancaster. 

Rich. Thowand thy Brother both fhall buy this Treafon 
Even with the deareft blood your Bodies bear. 
| Edw. The harder match’d, the greater Victory, 
‘My mind prefageth happy gain, and Conqueft. 


Enter Somerfet, mith Drum and Colours. 


Som. Somerfee, Somerfet, for Lancafter. 
Rich. Twoof thy name, both Dukes of Somerfet., 
Have fold their Lives unto the Houle of York, 
And thou fhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. 


Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. 


War, And loe, where George of Clarence {weeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battel + 
With whom, an upright zeal to right prevails 
More thar the nature of a Brothers love. 
Come Clarence, come: thou wilt, if Warwick call. 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this means ? 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee: 
[will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe, 
Who gave his blood to lime the ftones together, ’ 
And fet up Lancaffer. Why, troweft thou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is fo harfh, fo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal inftruments of War 
‘Againtt his Brother, and his lawful King. 
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy Oath: 
Tokeep that Oath, were more impiety, 
Than Fepehab, when he facrific’d his Daughter. 
Tam fo forry for my Trefpafs made, 
That to deferve well at my Brothers hands, 
I here proclaim my {elf thy mortal foe : 
With refolution, wherefoe’re | meet thee, 
(As I will méet thee, if thou flir abroad) 
To plague thee for thy foul mifleading me. 
And fo, proud-hearted Warwick , I defie thee, 
Andto my Brother turn my bluthing Cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, 1 will make amends: 
And Richard, do.not frown upon my faults, 
For I will henceforth be no more unconftant. 
Ed. Now welcome more, and ten times more belov’d 
Than if-thou never had?{t deferv’d our hate. 
Rich. Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
War. Oh pafling Traytor, perjur’d and unjuft, 
Edw, What Warwick , 
Wilt thou leave the Town, and fight ? 
Or fhall we beat the Stones about thine Ears ? 
War. Alas, 1 am not coop’d here for defence : 
I will away towards Barner prefently, 
And bid thee Battel, Edward, if thou dar’ft. 
Edw. YesWarwick., Edward dares, and leads the way : 
Lords to the Field: Saint George, and Victory. {Exewnt. 
March. Warwick and bis company follows. 


Alarum , and Exctrfions, Enter Edward bringing forth 
Warwick wounded. 


Edw. So, lie thouthere: die thou, and die our fear, 
For Warwick,was a Bug, that fear?d us all. 
‘Now Mounrague fit faft, 1 feek for thee, 
That Warwick’s Bones may keep thine company. [Ext 
War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe, 
‘And tell me whois Victor, York, or Warwick? : 
Why ask I that? my mangled body fhews, 
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My blood, my want of ftrength, my fick heart fhews 
That I mutt yield my body to the Earth, ql 
And by my fall, the conqueft tomy foe. | 
Thus yields the Cedar to the Axes edge, ‘} 
Whofe Arms gave fhelter to the Princely Eagle, yS 
Under whofe fhade the ramping Lion flept, i 
Whofe top-branch over-peer’d Foves fpreading Tree, | 


; & f | 


And kept low Shrubs frou Winters pow’rful wind, 7 
that now are dimn’d with Deaths black V 


or 
evi. 

be 
: 


Thefe Eyes, 
Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun, a 
To fearch the fecret Treafons of the world : ae 
The wrinckles in my Brows, now fill’d with blood, 
Were lik’ned oft to Kingly Sepulchres : ae 
For who liv’d King, but I could dig his Grave? 9 
And whodurft finile, when Warmick bent his Brow?) 
Loe, now my Glory finear’d in duft and blood, 9 7 
My Parks, my Walks, my Mannors that! had, 
Even now forfake me; and of all my Lands, fl 
Isnothing left me, but my bodies length. 1 
Why, what isPomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Duff 
And live we how we can, yet die we muff, iy 


r\ 


Exter Oxford and Somerfet. : 

Som. Ah Warwick, Warwick, wert thou as we are” 
We might recover ail our lofs again: ae 
The Queen from France hath brought a puiflant pos 
Even now we heard the news : ah, could’ft thou fiye, 7 

War. Why then I would not flye. Ah Aoantagne,~ 
Ifthow bethere fweet Brother, take my Hand, 

And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while. 
Thou lov’ft me not : for, Brother, if thou didft, 
Thy tears would wafh this cold congealed blood, 
That glews my Lips, and will not let me fpeak. 
Come quickly A4ontague, or I am dead. 

Som. Ah Warwick, Mountague hath breath’d his lakh” 
And to the laft gafp, cry’d out for Warwick: 
And faid, commend me to my valiant Brother. 
And more he would have faid, and more he fpoké, 
Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault, i 
That mought not be diftinguifh’d: but at laft, 

I well might hear delivered with a groan, 
O farewel Warwick, 
War, Sweet reft his Soul : 


| Flye Lords, and fave your felves, 


For Warwick bids you all farewel, to meet in Heavenly 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queens great powels 


Here they bear away his Body. 


Flourifh, Enter King Edward in triumph , with Richate 
Clarence, and the reff. oo 
iy 


King. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward cou ey Ay 


And we are grac’d with wreaths of Victory: 
But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day, 
| fpyea black fufpicious threatning Cloud, 
That will encounter with our glorious Sun, 
E’re he attain his eafeful Weftern Bed: 
I mean, my Lords, thofe powers that the Queen 
Hath rais’d in Gallia, have arrived our Coatt, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 
Clar. A little gale will foon difperfe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 
Thy very Beams will dry thofe Vapours. up, 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. Pe 
Rich, The Queen is valued thirty thoufand ftromg, 
And Somerfer, with Oxford, fled to her : hi: 
If fhe hath time to breathe, be well aflur’d 
Her faction will be full as ftrong as ours. 
King. We are advertis’d by our loving friends»: 
That they do hold their courfe toward Jewksbury- 
We having now. the beft at Barner Field, aoe 
Will thither ftraight, for willingnefs rids way, 
And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented * 
In every County as we go along, 


a 
im 


1 Strike up the Drum, cry courage, and away. | [Exeunt. 
March, Enter the Queen, young Edward, Somerfet, Ox- 
] ford, and Souldiers. 


} Qu. Great Lords, wife men ne’re fit and wail their lo&, 
| But chearly feek how to redrefs their harms. 
} What though the Maft be now blown over-board, 
| The Cable broke, the holding- Anchor loft, 
j And half our Sailors fwallow’d in the flood ? 
Yet lives our Pilot ftill. Is’t meet, that he 
Should leave the Helm, and like a fearful Lad, 
} With tearful Eyes add Water to the Sea, 
|And give more ftrength to that which hath too much, 
| Whiles in his moan, the Ship fplits on the Rock, 
Which induftry and courage might have fav’d? 
Ah what a fhame, ah what a fault were this. 
ay, Warwick was our Anchor: what of that ? 
find Mountague our top-Maft : what of him? 
Jur flaughter’d friends, the tackles: what of thefe ? 
} hy isnot Oxford here another Anchor ? 
‘And Somerfet, another goodly Maft ? 
The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? 
And though unskilful, why not Wed and 1, 
for once allow’d the skilful Pilots Charge ? 
We will not fromthe Helm to fit and weep, 
, But keep our Courfe (though the rough Wind fay no) 
yj erom Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack. 
As good to chide the Waves, as {peak them fair. 
| And what is Edward, but a ruthlefs Sea ? 
"What Clarence, but a quick-fand of Deceit ? 
y And Richard; but a raged fatal Rock ? 
* All thefe, the Enemies to our poor Bark. 
ie you can fwim, alas, *tis but a while: 
“Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly fink, 
Beftride the Rock, the Tyde will wafh you off, 
Or elfe you famith, that’s a three-fold Death, 
' This {peak 1 (Lords) to let you underftand, 
“In cafe fome one of you would flye from us, 
i That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More than with ruthlefs V Vaves, with Sands and Rocks. 
i VVhy courage then, what cannot be avoided; 
*Ywere childith weaknefs to lament, or fear. 
| Prin, Methinks a VVoman of this valiant Spirit, 
et, if a Coward heard her fpeak thefe words, 
Infufe his Breaft wich magnanimity, 
}And make him, naked, foyl a Man at Arms. 
aj 1 fpeak not this, as doubting any here : 
For did 1 but fufpect a fearful Man, 
He fhould have leave to go away betimes, 
| Left in our need he might infect another, 
And make him of like {piric to himflf. 
Tfany fuch be here, as God forbid, 
Let him depart before we need his help. 
Oxf. VVomen and Children of fo high a Courage, 
And VVarriors faint, why ’twere perpetual fhame, 
‘Oh brave young Prince: thy famous Grandfather 
| Doth live again in thee, long may’ft thou live, 
| To bear his Image, and renew his Glories. 
ys) Som, And he that will not fight for fuch a hope, 
; |Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by day 5 
\ If he arife, be mock’d and wondred at. 
yp| Qu. Thanks gentle Somerfet, fweet Oxford thanks. 
| Prin, And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing elfe. 


Enter a Me enger, 


Ate. Prepare youLords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight: therefore be refolute. 

Oxf. 1 thoughtno lefs, it is his Policy, 
To haft thus faft, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he’s deceiv’d, we are in readinefS. 
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‘Queen, This chears my Heart, to fee your forwardnefs. 
Oxf. Here pitch our Battel, hence we will not budge. 


} 
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March, Enter Edward, Richard, Clarence, and 


Souldiers, 


Ed. Brave followers, yonder ftands the thorny VVood 
V Vhich by Heavens affiftance, and your ftrength, 
Mult by the Roots be hewn up yet e’re Night. 
[need not add more fuel to your fire, 
For welll wot, ye blaze, to burn them out : 
Give fignal to the fight, and to it, Lords. 
Qu. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what fiould Pfay 
My tears gain-fay: for every word ! {peak., 
Ye fee I drink the water ofmyEye. 
Therefore no more but this: Henry your Soveraign 
ls Prifoner to the Foe, his State ufurp’d, 
His Realm a Slaughter-houfe, his Subjects flain, 
His Statutes canccll’d, and his Treafare {pent : 
And yonder.is the V Volf, that makes this fpoyl. 
You fight in Juftice: Then in Gods Name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give fignal to the fight. 
Alarum, Retreat, Excurfions. 


| 
j 
} 
{ 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Edward, Richard, Queen, Clarence, Oxford, 
Someriet. 


Edw. Now here’s a period of tumultuous Broyls. 
Away with Oxford to Hames Cattle ftraight : 
For Somerfet, off with his guilty Head. 
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them fpeak. 
Oxf, For my part, Ple not trouble thee with words, 
Som. Nor I, but ftoop with patience tomy fortune. 
[Exeunt, 
Queen, So part we fadly in this troublous world, 
To meet with Joy in fweet Ferufalem, 
Edw. 1s Proclamation made, That who finds Edward 
Shall have a high reward, and he his Life ? 
Rich, \tis, and loe where youthful Edward comes. 


Enter the Prince, 


Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him fpeak, 

What? can fo young a Thorn begin to prick ? 

Edward, what fatisfaction canft thou make, 

For bearing Arms, for ftirring up my fubjects, 

And all the trouble thou haft turn’d me to ? 

Prin, Speak like a Subject, proud ambitious York, 

Suppofe that lam now my Fathers Mouth, 

Refign thy Chair, and where! ftand kneel thou, 

Whil{t I propofe the felf-fame words to thee, 

Which (Traytor) thou would?{t have me anfwer to: 
Queen, Ah, that thy Father had been fo refolv’d. 
Rich, That you might ftill have worn the Petticoat, 

And ne’re have ftoln the Breech from Lancafter. 

Prin, Let 4/op Fable in a Winters Night, 

His Currifh Riddles forts not with this place. 

Rich, By Heaven, Brat, le plague ye for that word. 

Queen. 1, thou waft born to be a plague to Men. 

Rich, For Gods fake, take away this Captive Scold. 
Prin, Nay, take away this fcolding Crook-back, ra- 
ther. 

Edw. Peace wilful Boy, or I will charm your Tongue. 

Clar, Untutor’d Lad, thou art too malapert. 

Prin, | know my duty, you are all undutiful : 

Lafcivious Edward, and thou perjur’d George, 

And thou mif-fhapen Dick, {i tell ye ail, 

Iam your better, Traytors as ye are. 

And thou ufurp’ft my Fathers right and mine. 
Edw. Vake that, the likenefs of this Rayler here. 
[Stabs him, 
Rich, SprawP{t thou ? takethat, to end thy agony. 
[Rich. Stabs bim, 
Clar, And there’s for twitting me with perjury. 
{Clar. Stabs him, 


ween. Oh, kill me too. 


Rich 
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Rich. Marry, and fhall. 
Edm. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too much. 
Rich. Why thould fhe live, to fill the world with words ? 
Edw. What? doth fhe fwoon ? ufe means for her re- 
covery. 
Rich. Clarence excufe me to the King my Brother : 
I’le hence to London ona ferious matter, 
Ere ye come there, be fure to hear fome news. 
Clar, What? what ? 
Rich. Tower, the Tower. (Exit. 
Queen. Oh Ned, {weet Ned, fpeak to thy Mother, Boy. 
Can’ft thou not fpeak ? O Traytors, Murderers ! 
They that ftabb’d C«/ar, fhed no blood at all : 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 
If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 
He was a Man’; this(in refpect) a Child, 
And Men ne’re fpend their fury on a Child. 
What’s worfethan Murther, thatl may name it ? 
No, no, my Heart willburft, and if 1 fpeak, 
And I will fpeak, that fo my Heart may burft. 
Butchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals, 
How {weet a Plant have you untimely cropt: 
Youhave no Children(Butchers) if you had, 
The thought of them would have ftirr’d up remorfe 5 
But if you ever chance to havea Child, 
Look in his youth to have him fo cut off. 
As deathfmen you have rid this fweet young Prince. 
King. Away with her, go bear her hence perforce. 
Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here: 
Here fheath thy Sword, le pardon thee my death: 
What? wilt thou not ? then Clarence do it thou. 
Clar. By Heaven, 1 will not dothee fo much eafe. 
Queen, Good Clarence do, {weet Clarence do thou it. 
Clar. Did’ft thou not hear me fwear I would not do it ? 
Queen. but thou ufeft to forfwear thy felf. 
Twas fin before, but now ’tis Charity. 
What wilt thou not ? where is that devil’s Butcher Richard, 
Hard-favour’d Richard ? Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almsdeed. 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne’re pull’ft back. 
Edm, Away I fay, I charge ye bear her hence. 
Queen, So come to you and yours, as to this Prince. 
[Exit Queen, 
Edm, Where's Richard gone. 
Cla. To London all in poft, and as Iguefs, 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower ¢ 
Edw. He?s fudden if a thing comes in his head, 
Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London, 
And fee our gentle Queen how well fhe fares, 
By this (1 hope) fhe hath aSon for me. (Exit. 
Enter Henry the Sixth, and Richard, with the Lreutenant 
on the Walls, 


Rich. Good day, my Lord, what at your Book fo 
hard ? 
Hen, my good Lord: my Lord,! fhould fay rather, 
Tis fin to flatter, Good was little better : 
Good Glofter, and Good Devil, were alike, 
And both propofterous : therefore, not Good Lord. 
Rich. Sirrah, leave us to our felves, we muft confer. 
Hen. So flies the wreaklef fhepherd from the Wolf, 
So firft the harmlef$ Sheep doth yield his Fleece, 
And next his Throat unto the Butchers Knife. 
What Scene of Death hath Roffins toatt? 
Rich, Sufpition always haunts the guilty mind, 
The Thief doth fear each bufh an Officer. 
Hen, The Bird that hath been limed ina bufh; 
With trembling Wings mifdoubteth every bufh; 
And I the helplefs Male to one {weet Bird, 
Have now the fatal Object in my Eye, 
Where my poor young was lim’d, was caught and kil?d. 
Rich, Why what a peevilh Fool was that of Crect, 


ea 
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[Offers to kyll her. That taught his Son the Office of a Fowl, 


And yet for all his Wings, the Fool was drown’d, “a 

Hen. 1, Dedalus, my poot Boy, Jearns, ) 
Thy Father, Minos, that deny’d our courfe, 

The Sun that fear’d the wings of my fweet Boy. 
Thy Brother Edward, and thy felf, the Sea 
Whofe envious Gulf did fwallow up his life: 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words, 
My breft can better brook thy Daggers point, 
Than can my Ears that Tragick Hiltory. 

But wherefore doft thou come? Is’t for my Life ? 

Rich. Think?ft thou lam an Executioner ? 

Hen, A Perfecutor I aim fure thou art, 

If murthering Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thou art an Executioner ? 

Rich, Thy Son 1 kil?d for his prefumption. 

Hen, Hadi thou been kill’d when firit thou didit) 
Thou had?ft not liv’d to kill aSon of mine: (fim 
And thus I prophefie that many a thoufand, by, 
Which now miftruft no parcel of my fear, i 
And many an Old-mans figh, and many a Widows, ¥ 
And many an Orphans Water-ftanding-eye, Bi. 
Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands 
And Orphans, for their Parents timelefs death, 

Shall rue the hour that ever thou wait born, 
The Owl fhrick’d atthy birth, an evil fign, 
The Night-Crow cry’d, aboding lucklefs time, 
Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempeft fhook down Trees: 
The Raven rook’d her on the Chimnies top, 
And chatt?ring Pies in difmal Difcords fang 
Thy Mother felt more than a Mothers pain, 
And yet brought forth lefs than a Mothers hope, 
To wit, an indigefted deform’d lump, 
Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth had’ft thou in thy head, when thou was’t born, ~ 
To fignifie, thou cam’ft to bite the world: a 
Andif the reft be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam’ft 
Rich, Pie hear no more: 

)Die Prophet in thy fpeech, 
For this (among?ft the reft) was I ordain’d. 

Hen. 1, and for much more flaughter after this, 

O God forgive my fins, and pardon thee, 

Rich, What ? will the afpiring blood of Lancaffer 
Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted. | 
See how my Sword weeps for. the poor Kings death, 

O may fuch purple tears be alway fhed 

From thofethat with the downfal of our Houfe. 

If any fpark of life be yet remaining: 

Down, down to Hell, and fay fentthee thither. 
[Stabs him again, 


[Stabs him, 


[ that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 
[ndeed tis true that Henry told me of: 
For I have often heard my Mother fay, 

I came into the world with my Legs forward. 

Had I not reafon (think ye) to make haft, 

And feek their Ruine, that ufurp’d our Right? 

The Midwife wonder’d, and the Women cry’d, 

O Jefus blefs us, he is born with Teeth, 

And fo Il was, which plainly fignified, 

ThatI fhould fharle, and bite, and play the Dog: 

Then fince the Heavens have fhap’d my body {0, 

Let Hell make crook’d my Mind to anfwer it. 

I haveno Brother, I amlikeno Brother : | 
And this word [Love] which Gray-beards call Divine ie 
Be refident in Men like one another, . 
And not inme: lammy felf alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keep?{t me from the light, 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee: 

For I will buz abroad fuch Prophecies, 

That Edward fhall be fearful of his life, 

And then to purge his fear, Mle be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 

Clarence thy turn is next, and then the reft. 


} Counting my felf but bad, tilll be beft. 
Ple throw thy body in another room, 
} And triumph Henry in thy day of Doom. EExit. 
Enter King, Queen, Clarence, Richard, Haftings, Nur/e, 
_@ and Attendants, 
Rig. Once more we fitin Enngland’s Royal Throne, 
Re-purchas’d with the blood of Enemies : 
What valiant Foe-men, like to Attumns Corn, 
Have we mow?d down in tops of all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerfet, threefold Renown, 
For hardy and undoubted Champions : 
1 Two Ciifford’s, as the Father and the Son, 
} And two Northmnberland’s: two braver Men, 
4) Ne’re fpurr’d their Courfers at the Trumpets found. 
| With them, the two brave Bears, Warwick and Mowntasue, 
‘VThat in their Chains fetter’d the Kingly Lion, 
And made the Forreft tremble when they roar’d. 
Thus have we fwept Sufpition from our Seat, 
And made our footftool of Security. 
4Come hither Bef, andlet me kifs my Boy: 
1Young Wed, for thee, thine Uncles, and my felf, 
| Have’in our Armors watchd the Winter night, 
} Went all afoot in Summers fcalding heat, 
| That thou might’ft repoffefS the Crown in peace, 


| And of our Labours thou fhalt reap the gain. 


[ 
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Rich, Ple blaft his harveft, if your Head were laid, 
For I yet am not look’d onin the world. 
This Shoulder was ordain’d fo thick, to heave, 
And heave it {hall fome weight, or break my back, 
Work thou the way, and that fhall execute. 
King. Clarence and Glofter, love my lovely Queen, 
And kifs your Princely Nephew, Brothers both. 
Clar. The duty that I owe your Majefty, 
I Seal upon the lips of this fwéet Babe. 
Kine, Thanks, Noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks. 
Ai, And that I lovethe Tree from whence thou {prang’tt, 
Witnefs the loving kif I give the Fruit : 
To fay the truth, fo Juda: kift his Mafter, 
And cried, all hail, when as he meant all harm. 
King. Now.am | feated as my Soul delights, 
Having my Countries peacé, and Brothers loves. 
Clar. What will your Grace have done with Méargarer ? 
Reynard her Father, to the’King of Franée 
Hath pawn’d the Sicsls and Ferufalem, 
And hither have they fent it for her Ranfom. 
King. Away with her, and waft her hence to France : 
And now what refts, but that we {pend the time 
With Stately Triumphs, mirthful Comick fhews, 
Such as befits the pleafure of the Court. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewel fower annoy, 
For here I hope begins our lafting joy. [Exeunr omnes. 


7 


With tke Landing of the 


BOSWORTH FIELD. 


Adtus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Richard Duke of Glofter, folus. 


Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 
Made glorious Summer by this Son of York: 


And all the Clouds that lowr’d upon our Houfe 


In the deep bofom of the Ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with Victorious Wreaths, 
Our bruifed arms hung up for Monuments ; 
Our ftern Alarums chang’d to merry Meetings ; 
Our dreadful Marches to delightful Meafures. * 
Grim-vifag’d War, hath fmooth’d his wrinkled Front: 
And now, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 
To fiight the Souls of fearful Adverfaries, 
He capers nimbly ina Ladies Chamber, 
‘| To the lafcivious pleafing of a Lute. 
{But I, that am not fhap’d for fportive tricks, 
| Nor made to court an amorous Looking; glafs : 
1, that am rudely ftampt, and want Love’s Majefty, 
To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph : 
I, that am curtail’d of this fair Proportion, 
Cheated of Feature by diflembling Nature, 
Deform’d, unfinifh’d, fent before my time 
Into this breathing World, fcarce half made up, 
And that fo lamely and unfafhionable, 
That dogs bark at me, asf halt by them : 
Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace) 
Have no deliglit to pafs away the time, 
Unlefs to fee my Shadow in the Sun, 
And defcant on mine own Deformity. 
And therefore, fince | cannot prove a Lover, 
To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken days, 
_| 1 am determined to prove a Villain, 


ua 


And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days. 
Plots have laid, Induétions dangerous, 

By drunken Prophecies, Libels, and Dreams, 
To fet my Brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate, the one againft the other: 

And if King Edward be as true and juft, 

As Iam Subtle, Falfe, and Treacherous, 

This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew’d up5 
About a Prophecy, which fays that G 

Of Edwards Heirs the murtherer fhall be. Be 
Dive thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes: ” 


+ 
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Enter Clarence, and Brakenbury, guarded. a 


Brother, gocd day : What means this armed Guatd 
That waits upon your-Grace? a 
Cla. His Majefty tendring my perfons fafety, py 
Hath appointed this Conduét to convey me to th’ Tout 
Rich. Upon what caufe? “ae 
Cla. Becaufe my name is George. ig 
Rich, Alack,my Lord, that fault is none of yours: 
He fhould for that commit your Grandfathers. 
O belike, his Majefty hath fome intent, - a 
That you fhould be new Chriftned in the Tower.  * 
But what’s the matter, Clarence, may 1 know? _ és 
Cla. Yea Richard, whenl know: but | protee 
As yet [do not: But asI can learn, © tee 
He hearkens after Prophecies, and Dreams, 


ba) 
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| And from the Crofs-row plucks the letter G : 


And fays, a Wizard told him, th G 
His iflue difinherited fhould i “ : 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his thought that I am he. i 


} Thefe (as f learn).and fuch toyes astheie, 
Have mov’d his Highnefato commit me now. 


*Tis not the King that fends you to the. Tower, 
) My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, "tis the, 
} That tempts him to th’s harfh Extremity, 

Was it not the, and. that-good Manef Workhip 
| Anthony Woodvil her Brother there, 

That,made him fend Lord //a/ings to the Tower ? 
| From whence,thisiprefent day he is delivered. 
| Weare not fafe, Clarence, we,are not fafe, 

Cla. By Heaven, A think thereisnonyan fecure 

_ 7 But the Queens Kindred, and night-walking Heralds 
»} That trudge betwixt the King, and Miftrets, Shore. 


? 


? 
: > 
»} Heard you not what an huinble Suppliant 
Lord Haftings was for his delivery. 
| Rich. Humbly complaining to her Deity 
©} Got my Lord Chamberlain his liberty; 
pj Mle tell you what, I think it is our ways 
if we will keep in fayour with the King, 
"| To beh.r Men, and wear her Livery; 
)} The jealous o’re- worn Widow, and her felf, 
“Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen, 
| Ate mighty Goflips in our Monarchy. 
| Sra. I befeech your Gracesbothtopardonme, + 
Bis Majefty hathitraightly given in charge, 
That no. Man fhall have private Conference 
(Of what degree foever).with your Brother. 
Rich. Even fo, and pleafe your worthip, Brakenbury, 
You may partake of.any thing we fay + 
We {peak no Treafon, man.; we fay. the King 
fs Wife'and Veriuous, andhis Noble Qusea 
Well ftrook-in years, fair, and not jealous. 
We fay, that Shore’s Wife hath a pretty Foot, 


And thatthe Gueen’s Kindred are made Gentle-folks. 
How fay you, Sir? can you deny all this,? 


t 

+ 

NW Rich. Naught to do with Miftrefs Shore ? 

+} I tell thee, Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting onc) were beff to do it fecretly.alone. 
Bra, What one, my Lord ? 


1 Bra. | dobefecch your Grace 
4 To pardon me, and withal forbear 
Your Conference with the noble Duke. 


Rich, We are the Queen’s Abjects, and mutt obey. 
, {Brother farewel, I willunto the King, 

“} And whatfoe’re you will employ me in, 

Were it to call King Edwara’s Widow, Sifter; 
Iwill perform it to infranchife you. 

} Mean time, this deep difgrace of Brotherhood 

} fouches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Cla. | kiow it pleafeth neither of us well. 

1 Xich. Well, your imprifonment fhall not be long, 
} {will dcliver you, or elfe lye for you : 
| Mcan time have patience. 

} Cla. { muft perforce : farewel. 
Rich. Go tread the path that thou fhalt ne’re return: 
| Simple plain Clarence, 1 do love thee fo, 

_ | That I will fhortly fend thy Soul to Heaven, 

If Heaven will take the Prefent at our hands; 

| But who.comes here? thenew delivered Hajlings ? 


Enter Lord Vattings. 
Haft: Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 
Rich. A$ much unto ny good Lord Chamberlain ; 
Well are you welcome to this open Air, 
How hath your Lordfhip brook’d Imprifonment ?: 
_ flaft. With patience (noble Lord) as Prifoners muft : 
But I thall live (my Lordyto givethem thanks 
| That were the caufe of my Imprifonment. 
_ Rich. No doubt, no doubt, and fo thall Clarence too, 
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Rich, Why this itis, when Menare rul’d by: Woities. 


Acherry Lip, a bonny Eye, apafling pleafing Tongue : 


Bra, With this(my Lord) my felf have nought to do. 


B ~ H 
Rich, Wer Husband, Knave, would’ft thou betray me? 


Cla. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obcy. 


[Exit Cla 
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|| For they that were your Enemies are his, 
And have prevarld a’much on him, as you. 


f1afts Moré pity, thas’ the Eagles fhould: be mew?’d; 
W hides Kites and Buzzards play at liberty. 
K:cd, What news abtoade? : 
Laft. Nonews {obad abroad as thisat home: 
Phe Ki 
And bis-Phyfikians feamhim mightily. 
Rich. Now by Saint Fob, that news isibad indeed. 
O Re hath kept amevil Diet long, 
\nd over-much cenfumed his Royal Perfon: 
Vis very grievous tocbe thought upon. 
W here ts hes in his Bed? 
faft, Heiss. 
Kich, Go youbefore, and Iwill follow you: 
[ Exit Haftings: 
He cannot live I hope, andsmuft not dye, 
Tul George be pack?’d-with polt- horfeupto Heaven 
Die in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
y \ hi h lies well tkeel’d with weighty arguments, 
nd if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarvace hath not another day:to live sox 
W hich done, Goll take King, Edward to his Mercy; 
And leave the World forme to buitle in, 
Forthen, Ple marry Warwick's you gelt Daughter, 
Vhac though | kilPd her Husband 


1, and her Father; 


Uhe readieitiway to.make the Wench amends, 
Is to become her: Husband, and her Father»: 

The which willl, notalt fo much for Love; 

As for another fecret clofe intent, 

By inarrying her, which l muft reach unto. 

But yet I run before my Horfeto Markets 

Clarence {ll breathes, Edward ftilllives and raigns, 
When they are gone, then mult L count my gains. | (Exif) 


Scena Secunda: 


Enter the Coarfecf Genry the Sixth, wirh Halberds to guard 
it, Lady Anne being the Adourner 


Anne. Set down, fet down your honourable load, 

if Honour may be throwded in a Herfes 

WhiPft L a-while obfequioufly lament 
Tl’untimely fall of Vertuous. Lancafter. 

Pocr key-cold Figure of a holy King, 

Pale afhes of the Houle of Lancafter ; 

Thou bloodlefs Remnant.of that Royal Blood, 
Be it lawful that | invocate thy Ghoft, 

To hear the Lamentations of poor Ane, 

V Vite to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son, 
Stab’d by the felffame hand that made thefe wounds. 
Loe, in thefe V Vindows that let forth thy Life, 
[ pour the helplefs Balm of my poor Eyes. 

O curfed be th¢ hand that made thefe holes = 
Curfed the Heart, that had the heart to doit : 
Curfed the Blood, that let-this blood from henee, 
Moredireful hap betide that hated wretch 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than I can wifhto V Volves, toSpiders, Toads, 
Orany creeping venom’d thing that lives. 
Ifever he have Child,» abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

VV hofe ugly and unnatural Aipect 
May fright the hopeful Mother az the view, 

And that be Heir-to his unhappinefs. 
Ifever he have V Vife, let her be made 

More miferable by the death of him, 
Than I am made by my young Lord; and thee. 
Come now towards Chert/ey with your holy, Load, 
Taken'from Pauls. to be interred there. 

And ftill as you are weary of this weight, 
Reft you, ee eraeRE Ring Henrys Coarfe. : 

: . 
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Exter Richard Duke of Gtofter. 


Rich. Stay you that bear the Coarfe, 
Ante, What black Magician conjures up 
To ftop devoted charitable deeds f 
Rich, Vitiains, fet down the Coarfe ; or by St. Paul, 
le make a Coarle of him that difobeys. 
Gen. My Lord, ftand back, and let ehe 
Rich.. Unmanner’d Dog, 
Stand thou when | command : 
Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaft, 
Or by St. Paul, \le ftrike thee to my Foot, 
And jpurn upon thee, Beggar, for thy boldnefs. 
Anne. What do you tremble? are you all afraid ? 
Alas, 1 blame you not, for youare Mortal, 
And Mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil. 
Avant thou dreadful Minifter of Hell; 
Thou had’ft but power over his Mortal Body, 
His Soul thou canft not have; therefore be gone. 
Rich. Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not fo curft. 
Anne. Foul Devil, 
For God’s fake hence, and trouble us not, 
| For thou, haft made the happy Earth thy Hell : 
Fillbd it with curfing cries, and deep exclaims : 
If thou delight to view thy hainous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries. 
Oh Gentlemeny fee, fee dead Henry's wounds 
Open their congeal’d mouths, and bleed a-frefh. 
Bluth, blufh, thou lump of foul Deformity : 
For ’tis thy prefence that exhales this Blood 
From cold and empty Veins, where no blood dwells. 
Thy deeds inhumane and unnatural 
Provoke this Deluge moft unnatural. 
O Got! which this Blood mad’it, revenge his Death : 
O Earth! which this Blood drink’ft, revenge his Death. 
Either Heav’n with Lightning firike the Murth’rer dead, 
Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 
Asthou doft {wallow up this good Kings Blood, 
Which this Hell-govern’d arm hath butchered. | 
Rich: Ladys’ you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which rendersgood for bad, Bleflings for Curfes.. 
“dane. Villain, thou know’ft nor law of God nor Man, 
No Beait fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity. 
Rich, But] know none, and therefore am no Beaft. 
‘Anne. O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth ! 
Rich. More wonderful, when Angels are foangry: 
Vouchlafe (divine perfection of a Woman ) 
Of thefe fappoftd Crimes, to give m¢ leave, 
By circumitance, but to acquit my felf. 
Anne. Vouchlafe (diftus’d infection of a Man) 
Of thefe known evils, but to give me leave 
By circumitanee, to curfe thy curfed Self. 
Rich, Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felf. 
Ame, Fouler than heart can think thee, 
Thou can’t makeno excufe currant, 
But to hang thy felf. 
Rich.. By fuch defpair, 1 fhould aceufe my felf. 
Anne. And by defpairing fhalt thou ftand excufed, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy felf, 
That did’ unworthy flaughter upon others. 
Rich, Say, that I flew them not. 

Anne, Then fay, they were not flain : 
But dead they are, and, devilifh flave, 
Rich. 1 did not kill your Husband. 

Aane. Why then he is alive. 
Rich, Nay, he is dead, and flainby Edwards hands. 
Anne. in thy foul Throat thou lyft, 
Queen Margaret faw 
Thy murd’rous Faulchion fmoaking in his Blood : 
The which thou once did’ft bend againft her Breaft, 
But that thy Brothers beat afide the point. 
Ric . 1 was provok’d by her fland’rous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upoa my guiltlefs fhoulders: 


and fet it. down. 
this Fiend, 


Coffin pafs. 


by thee. 


of Richard the Third. 
te see ce ae g ‘eves 
on. Thou waft provoked by thy bloody mind, ~~ 
That never dream’ft on ought but Butcheries ; ee 
Did? thou not kill this King ? 

Rich. 1 grant ye- 

Anne. Dork grant me, Hedg-Hog; 
Then God grant me too, 
Thou mayft bedamn’d for that wicked deed ; 
O he was gentle, mild, and vertuous. 


a | 


Rich. Vhe better for the King of Heaven that hath Hi 


Anne. He isin Heaven where thou fhalt never come,” 
Rich. Let him thank me-that holp tofend him thither: 
For he was fitter for that place than Earth. if 
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 10 
Rich. Yes one place elfe, if you will hear me name it. 
Anne, Some Dungeon. by 
Rich. Your Bed-chamber. oe 
“Anns, Ul rett betide the Chamber where thoulyeft, |) 
Rich. So will it, Madam, till lye with yon. ae 
Anne. hope fo. 
Rich. 1 know fo. But gentle Lady Anne, 

To leave this keen encounter of our Wits, 

And fall fomething intoa flower method, 

is not the Caufer of the timelefs deaths 

Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As bfameful as the Executioner ? ae ia 
Anne, Thou waft the Caufe, and moft accurft effec, q 
Rich. Your Beauty was the caufe of that effect: ) 

Your Beauty that did haunt me in my fleep, as 

To undertake the Death of all the World, 

So I might live one hour in your {weet Bofome. 

Anne, \f 1 thought that,- I tell thee, Homicide, Bg 

Thefe Nails fhould rent that Beauty from my Cheeks 
Rich. Thefe Eyes could not endure that Beauties 

You fhould not blemifh it, if 1 ftood by 5 

As all the world is cheered by the Sun, 

Sol by that: it is my day, my life. a 
4An.Black night ore-fhade thy day, and death thy li | 
Rich. Curfe not thy felf, fair Creature, ‘apa 

Thon art both. e 
-Anne, 1 would I were, tobe reveng’d on thee. 

Rich, It is a quarrel moft unnatural, 

To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee. 
Anne. \t is a quarrel juft and reafonable, 

To be reveng’d on him that kilPd my Husband. asi! 
Rich, He that bereft thee, Lady of thy Husband. | 

Did it to help thee to a better’ Husband. . 
Anne, His better doth not breathe upon the Earth. 


Rich. He lives, that loves thee better than he could. . 
Anne. Name him. or 


Rich, Plantagenet. 

Anne. Why that was he. 
R.ch. The felf-fame name, 
Anne. Where ishe ? 
Rich, Here : 

Why doft thou fpit at me? 5 
Anne. Would it were mortal poifon for thy fake. 
Rich, Never came poifon from fo fweet a place. : 
Anne. Never hung poifon ona fouler Toad, 

Out of my fight, thou doft infect mine Eyes. roe 
Rich. Thine Eyes (fweet Lady) have infected mine | 
Anne, Would they were Bafilisks, to ftrike thee deat | 
Rich. 1 would they were, that I might dye at onces 

For now they kill me with a living Death. a 

Thofe Eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt Tears} | 

Sham’d their Afpects with {tore of childifh drops: ey 

Thefe Eyes which never fhed remorfeful Tear, 

No, when my Father York , and Edward wept. 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made 

When black-fac’d Clifford fhook his Sword at him. 

Nor when my Warlike Father, like a Child, 

Told the fad ftory of my Father’s Death, Ve 

Andtwenty times made paufe to fob and weep, 

That all the ftanders by had wet their Cheeks) 


but one of better Nati tea | 
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Like Trees be-dafh’d with rain: in that fad time 


And if thy poor devoted Servant may Qu, The lofs of fuch a Lord ‘includes all. harms. 

yj | But beg One favour at thy gracious hand, Gray. The Heavens have bleft you with a goodly Son 
, | Thou doft confirm this happinefs for ever. To be your Comforter, when he is gone. 

a Anne. What is it? Qu, Ah! heis young ;, and his Minority 


| For divers afons, I befeech yo 
ip os cae tale * — GC 5 Here comes the Lord of Buckingham and Derby, 
©} Anne. With allmy Heart, and much it joys me too, Buck, Good time of day unto your Royal Grace, 
® 1 To fee youare become fo penitent. Derb.God make your Majelty joyful,as you have been. 
i | Tregfel and Barkley, go along with me. Qu. The Countefs Richmond, gocd my L, of Derby, 
| Rich. Bid me farewel. To your good Prayer will fcarcely fay, Amen. 
pf Ane. ’? Tis more:than you deferve: Yet Derby, notwichftanding fhe’s your Wife, 
_} Bat fince you teach me how to flatter you, And loves.not me, be you, good Lord, aflin’d, 
) | Imagine! have {aid farewel.already.. [Ex.two with Anne. | [ hate not you for her proud arrogance. | 
Gent, Towards Cherifey, Noble Lord ? Derb. 1 do befeech you, either not believe 


oS = 


fy manly Eyes did {corn an humble Tear : 
And what thefe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 


| Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 


[never fued to Friend, nor Enemy : 
My Tongue could never learn {weet {inoothing word. 
ut now thy Beauty fs propos’d my Fee, 


| Teach not thy Lip fuch {corn, for it was made 
For killing, Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

Tf thy revengeful Heart cannot forgive, 

4Loe here I lend thee this fharp-pointed Sword, 
Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true Brealt, 


} And let the Soul forth that adoreth thee, 


Wi lay it naked to the deadly ftroke, 
| And humbly beg the death upon my knee: 


{But *twas thy Beauty that provoked me. 
‘Nay, now difpatch: ? Pwas I that ftab’d young Edward, 
‘But?twas thy Heavenly Face thac fet me on. 


'Take up the Sword again, ortake up me. 
Anne. Arife Diflembler, though 1] with thy Death, 
1 will not be thy Executioner. 
Rich. Then bid me kill my felf, and I will do it. 
Anne. \ have already. 
Rich, Vhat was in thy Rage : 
Speak it again, and even with thy word, 
‘This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for.thy love, kill afar truer Love, 
'To both their Deaths flialt thou be accellary, 
_. Anne. 1 would! knew thy Heart. 
Rich. Vis figur’din my ‘Tongue. 
Anne. \ fear me, both are falfe. 
Rich. Then never Man was true. 
Anu, Welly well, put up your Sword, 
Rich. Say then, my Peace is made. 
Anve, That fhalt thou know hereafter. 
Rich, But fhall | live in hope? 
_ Anne. All men | hope live fo. 
1 Vouch{afe to wear this Ring. 
“Rich, Look how thy. Ring encompafleth my Finger, 
Even fo thy Breaft inclofeth my poor Heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of themare thine. 


Rich. That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad Defigns 
To him that hath moft. caufe:to be a Mourner, 
And prefently repair to. Crosby Houfe : 
Where (after I have folemnly interr’d 
At Chertfey Monaft?ry this Noble King, 
And wet his Grave with my Repentant Tears ) 
I will with all expedient duty ice you. 


there, attend my coming. 
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My proud Heart fues, and prompcs my Tongue to fpeak. 
[She looks fcornfully at bim. 


t [He lays his Breaft open, fhe offers.at it with his Sword. 
'\Nay, do not paufe-: for 1 did kill King Henry, 


[She falls the Sword. 
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The bleeding witnefs of my hatred by, 
Having God, her Confcience, and thefe bars againft me, 
And Ino Friends to back my fait withall, 

Bat the plain Devil and diflembling looks ? 

And yet towin her? Allthe World to nothing, 

Hah ! 

Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince, 

Edvard, her Lord, whom J (fome three mofiths fince ) 
Siab’d in my angry mood, at Tewksbury ? 

A {weeter anda lovelier Gentleman, 

Fram’d in the prodigality of Nature , 

Young, Valiant, Wife, and (nodoubt) right Royal; 
The {pacious world cannot again afford, 

And will fhe thus abafe her Eyes on me, 

That cropt the Golden prime of this {weet Prince, 
And made her Widow to a woful Bed? 

On me, whofe All not equals Edwards Moytie? 

On me, that halts, and ammifhapen thus ? 

My Dukedome;to abeggarly Denier ? 

[do miftake my perfon all this:while: 

Upon my life fhe finds, (although I cannot) 

My {-lfto bea mary’lous proper mau. 

le bz at charges fora Looking-glafs, 

And entertain a fcore or twoof Taylors, 

To ftudy Fathions to adorn my Body : 

Since 1am crept:in favour with my felf, 

I will maintain it with fome little coft, 

But firft le turn yon fellow in his Grave, 

And then return lamenting to my Love. 

Shine out, fair Sun, *cill I have bought a Glafs, 


That1 may fee my Shadow as I pafs. [Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter the Queen Mother, Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray. 


Riv, Have patience, Madam,there is no doubt his. Majefty 
Will foon recover his accuftom’d health. 
Gray, In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for God’s fake entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 
Queen. If he were dead, what would betide on me ? 


Gray. No other harm, . but lofs of fuch a Lord. 


Is put unto thetruft of Richard Glofter, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv, 1s it concluded he fhall be Protector ? 
Qu Itisdetermin’d, not concluded yet: 

Butioit muftbe, if the King mifcarry. 


Exter Buckingham and Derby. 


The envious Slanders of her falfe Accufers : 


| Rich, White-Fryers 
{ ne ennemme verte ft27%> Or if fhe be accus’d on true report, 

Bear with her weaknefs, which | think proceeds 
From wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice. 


[Ext Coarfe, 
{ . . 

_| Was ever Woman in this humour Woo’d ? 

) | Was ever woman inthis humour won ¢ 


i, | Tle have her, but I will not keep her long. Qu, Saw.you the King to day, my Lord of Derby ? 
| What? I have kil?d-her Husband, and hisFather, Derb. But now the Duke of Buckingham and 1, 

#) | Totake her in her hearts extreamett hate, Are come from vifiting his Majefty. 

i Qu, What likelihood of his amendment, Lords? 


With Curfes in her Mouth, tears in her Eyes, 


‘ ‘ ‘ Ts Buck, 


w- 
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Buck, Madam, good hope, his Grace {peaks chearfully 
Qu. God grant him health, did you confer with him 
Buck, 1, Madam, defiresto make atonement, 
Between the Duke of Gloftery, and your Brothers, 
And between them, and my Lord Chamberlain, 
And fent to warn them to his Royal prefence. 
a. Would allwere well, but that will never be, 
I fear our hapfinefs is at the height. 
Enter Richard. 
Rich. Theydome wrong, and I will not endure it, 
Who is it that complains unto the King, 
ThatI (forfooth) am ftern, and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they lovehis Grace but lightly, 
That fill his Ears with fuch diffentious Rumors, 
Becaufe I cannot flatter, and look fair, 
Smile in Mens Faces, {mooth, deceive, and cog, 
| Duck with Frenchnods, and Apifh Courtefie, 
I muft be helda rancorous Enemy. 
Cannot a plain Man live, and think noharm, 
But thus his fimple truth muft be abus’d, 
With filken, flye, infinuating Jacks ? 


Rich. To thee, that haft nor Honefty nor Grace: 
When have I injur’d thee ? When done thee wrong ? 
Orthee ? or thee? or any of your Faction? 

A Plegue upon you all, His Royal Grace 
(Whom God preferve, better than you would with) 
Cannot be quiet fearce a breathing while, 
But you mutt trouble him with lew’d Complaints. 
Qu. Brother of Glofter, you miftake the matter : 
The King on his own Royal difpofition, 
(And not provok’d by any Suitor elfe) 
Aiming (belike) at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward action fhews it felf 
‘Againft my Children, Brothers, and my Self, 
Makes him to fend, that he may learn the ground. 
Rich. 1 caxinot tell, the world is grown fo bad, 
‘That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch. 
| Since every Jack became a Gentleman, 
'There’s many a gentle perfon made a Jack. 


You envy my advancement, and my Friends : 


/God grant we never may have need of you. 


Our Brother is imprifon’d by your means, 
My felfdifgrac’d, and the Nobility 
Heldin contempt, while great Promotions 
| Arc daily given to enoble thofe 
That {carce fome two days fince were worth a Noble. 
Qu, By him that rais’d me to this careful height, 
From that contented hap which Ienjoy’d. 
| never did incerife his Majetty 
Againit the Duke of Clarence, but have been 
An carneft Advocate to plead for him. 
My Lord, you do me ‘hameful injury, 
Falfely todraw mein thefe vilefufpects. 
Rich. You may deny that you were not the mean 
Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment. 
Riv. She may, my Lord, for 
Rich. She may, Lord Rivers, why who knows not fo? 
She may do more, Sir; then denying that: 
She may helpyou to many fair Preferments, 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay thofe Honours on your high defert. 
What may fhe not? fhe may, I marry may fhe. 
Riv. Whatmarry may fhe ? : 
Rich. What marry may fhe ? Marry with a King, 
A Batchelor, and a handfom fttipling too, 
L wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 
Qu, My Lord of Glofter, 1 havetoo long born 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter {coffs : 
By Heaven, I will acquaint his Majefty 
Of thofe grofs taunts that oft I have endur’d. 
[had rather be a Country fervant Maid 


“The Life and Death of Richard the Third,” 


_| Thana great Queen, with this condition, 
?| To be fo baited, fcorn’d, and ftorm’d at, 


Gray. Towhom inall this prefence {peaks your Grace ? A liberai rewarder of his Friends, 


Qu,Come,come,we know your meaning,Brother Gloffer, 


Rich. Mean time, God grants that I have need of you. 


Small joy have I in being Exgland’s Queen. 


Enter old Queen Margaret. 


Mar. Andlefsned be that fmall, God I befeech 
Thy Honour, State, and Seat, is due to me. 


* i 


him, | 


¢ - 


Rich, What? threat you me with telling of the King? li 


I will avouch’t in prefence of the King : 
{ dare adventure to be fent to th? Tower, 
Tis time to f{peak, . 
My pains are quite forgot. 

Margaret, Out Deyil, 


Thou kild’ft my Husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward my poor Son, at Lewkgbury, 
Rich, E’re you were Queen, 
I, or your Husband King: 
| was a pack-horfe in his great Affairs : 
A weeder out of his proud Adverfaries, ~ 


To Royalizehis blood, I {pent mine own. 
Margaret, 1, and much better blood 
Than his or thine. 


tious for the Houfe of Lancafter, | 


In Margarets Battel, at Saint Albans, flain? 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 

What you have been e’rethis, and what you ares!” 
Withall, whatI have been, and whatlam. = 


Rich, Poor Clarence did forfake his Father Warsith, 
I, and foriwore himielt (which Jefu pardon.) 7” 
Q.M. Which God revenge. a 


And for hismeed, poor Lord, he is mewedup: 


Or Edwara’s, foft and pitiful, like mine ; 
[am too childifh foolifh for this World. 


Thou Cacodemon, there thy Kingdom is. 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
So fhould we you, if you would be our King. 


Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof. 
Qu. As little joy (my Lord ) as you fuppofe 
You fhould enjoy, were you this Countries King, 

As little joy you may fuppofe in me, 
That | enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 

Q. M. A little joy enjoys the Queen thereof. 
For l am fhe, and altogether joylefs, 
I can no longer hold me patient. 
Hear me, you wrafigling Pyrats that fall out, 
In fharing that which you have pill'd from me: 
Which of youtrembles not, that looks on me? 
Ifnot, that 1 am Queen, youbow like Subjects; 


Ah gentle Villain do not turn away. 


Q.M. But repetition of what thou haft marr’d, ~~ 
That will I make, before] let thee go. ms 

Q. M.\ was: but F do find more pain in banifimen 
Than death can yield me here, by abode. 
A Husband and a Son thou ow’ft to me, 
And thoua Kingdom, all of you allegiance: | 
This Sorrow that I have by right is yours 
And all the Pleafitres you ufurp are mine. foveal 

Rich, The Curfe my Noble Father Jaid on thee, 
V Vhen thou did’ft Crown his warlike Brows with Pa 


2 


ae In all which time, you and your Husband Gray 
ere fa 7 


And Rivers, fowere you: was not your Husband, 4 


Q. M. A murth’rous Villain, and fo ftill thon art, 
Rich. To fight on Edwards party, for the Crown, ~ 
I would to God my heart were Flint, like Edmard’s, ~ 


Qu.M.Hye thee to Hell for fhame,and leave this world, 
Riv, My Lord of Gloffer : in thofe bufiedays, 


We follow’d then our Lord, our Soveraign King, 


Yet that by you depés’d, you quake like Rebels. 


Ri.Foul wrinck?d Witch, what mak?ft thou in my fig 


Rich. V Ver’t thou not banifhed on pain of De 


I do remember them too well : es 


ff 


Rich, If fhould be-? I had rather bea Pedler: A 
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| And with thy fcorns drew’ it Rivers from his Eyes, 
And then to dry them, gav’itthe Duke a Clout; 
Steep’d inthe faultlefs blood of pretty Rutland : 
His Curfes then from bitternefs of Soul, 
Denounc’d againft thee, are fal’n upon thee : 
And God, not we, have plagu’d thy bloody Deed: 
Qu. So jut is God; to right the innocent. 
Haft, O, twas the fouleft deed to flay that Babe; 
And the moft mercilefs that e’re was heard of. 
Riv, Tyrants themfelves wept, when it was reported. 
Dorf. No man but prophefied revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it. 
Q.M. What ? were you fnarling all before | came, 
Ready to catch each other by the Throat, 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did York’s dread Curfe prevail fo much with Heaven, 
That Henry’s Death, my lovely Edwards Death, 
Their Kingdoms lofs, my woful Banifhment, 
Should all but anfwer for that peevith Brat ? 
Can Carfes pierce the Clouds and enter Heaven ? 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curfes. 
| Though not by War, by Surfeit dye your King, 
| Asours-by Murther to make him a King. 
| Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales, 
|For Edward our Son that was Prince of Wales, 
‘| Dye in his Youth, by like untimely violence. 
Thy felf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 
Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched felf : 
-}Long may’{t thou live, to wail thy Children’s death, 
And fee another, as! fee thee now, ; 
Deck?d in thy Rights, as thou art ftall’d in mine. 
Long dye thy happy days, before thy Death, 
And after many length’ned hours of grief, 
Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor Englands Queen. 
| Rivers and Dor fer, you were ftanders by, 
And fo waft thou, Lord Haffings, when my Son — 
Was ftabb’d with bloody Daggers: God, pray him, 
} That’ none of you may live his natural age, 
But by fome un-look’d-for accident cut off. 
Ric. Have done thy Charm,thou hateful wither’d Hag. 
Q.M4. And leave out thee?{tayDog, for thou fhalt hear me. 
} If Heaven have any grievous plague in ftore, 
} Exceeding thofe that! can wilh upon thee, 
} Oletthem keepit, till thy fins be ripe, 
} And then hur! down their Indignation 
{On thee, thetroubler of the poor World’s peace. 
The worm of Confcience {till be-gnaw thy Soul, 
} Thy Friends fafpe& for Traytors while thou liv’ft, 
And take deep Traytors for thy deareft Friends : 
No fleep clofe up that deadly Eye of thine, 
| Unlefs it be while fome tormenting Dream 
| Afftight thee witha Hell of ugly Devils. 
| Thowelvifh, markt, abortive rooting Hog, 
| Thon that waft feal’d in thy Nativity iH 
1 The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell: 
Thou flander of thy heavy Mothers Womb, 
Thou loathed Iffue of thy Fathers loyns; 
Thou Rag of Honour, thou detefted-—— 
Rich, Margaret, 
Q. M. Richard. 
Q. M. | call thee-not. Shae 
Rich, 1 cry thee mercythen: for I did think, 
That thou had’ft call’d me all thefe bitter names. 
Q.M. Why fol did, but look’d for no reply. 
Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe. 
Rich, *Tis done by me, and ends in AZargaret. 
Thus have you breath’d your Curfe againft your felf. 
_ M. Poor painted Queen,vain flourifh of my Fortune, 
| Why ftrew’ft thou Sugar on that Bottel’d Spider, 
Whofe deadly web enfnareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool, thou whett?{ta Knife to kill thy felf : 
| The day will come, that thou fhalt with for me, 
thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-back’d Toad. 
. Falfeboading Woman, end thy frantick Curfe, 


pe posing pili ee ee 


Rich, Ha! 
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To pray for them that have done {cathe to us. 


For had I curft now, I had curft my felf 
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Leit tothy harm thou move our patience. 

&. M. Foul thane upon you, you have all mov’d mine. 

Ks, Were you well ferv?d,you would be taught your duty. 
_ &. 44. To ferve me well, you all fhould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects: 
O ferve me well; and tcach your felyes that duty. 

Dorf. Dispute not with het} the is Lunatick. 

Q. Af. Prace, Maftet Marquefs, youare malapert, 
Your fire-new ttamp of Honour is fcarce currant. 

O that your young Nobility can judge 

W hat ’twere to lofe it, and be miferable: 

‘They that ftand high have many blafts to thake them, 

And if they fall, they dath themfelves to pieces. 

Rich. Good Counfel marry, learmit; learn it, Marquefs. 
Dor, It touches you, iy Lord, as much as me: 
Rich. 1, and much more: but I was born fo high: 

Onorayrie.buildeth in the Cedar’s top, 

And dallieswith the wind, and {corns the Sun. 

Mar. And turns the Sun to fhade « alas, alas, 

Witnefs my Son now in the fhade of death, 

W hofe bright out-fhining beams, thy cloudy Wrath 

Hath in Eternal Darknets folded up: 

Your ayry buildeth in our ayries Nett : 

O God, that feeft, it do not fuffer it, 

As it is won with blocd, loft be it fo. 

Buck, Peace, peace for Shame, if not for Charity. 
Mar. Urge neither Charity, nor Shame to me: 

Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 

And fhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher’d. 

My Charity is outrage, Life my thame, 

And inthat fhame, {till live my forrows rage. 

Buck, Have done, have done, 
Mar, O Princely Buckingham, Tle kifs thy hand, 

In fign of League and Amity with thee : 

Now fair befall thee, and thy Noble houfe : 

Thy Garments are not fpotted with our blood: 

Nor thou within the compafs of my Curfe. 

Buck, Nor no one here: for Curfés never pafs 

The lips of thofe that breathe themin the Air. 
Mar, Y will not think but they afcend the Sky, 

And there awake God’s gentle fleeping Peace. 

O Buckingham, take heed of yonder Dog: 

Look when he fawns, he bites ; and when he bites, 

His venom Tooth will rankle to the death : 

Have not to do with him, beware of him, 

Sin, Death, and Hell have fet their marks on him, 

And all their Minifters'attend on him. 

Rich. What doth fhe fay, my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck, Nothing that I reipect, my gracious Lord. 
Mar, What doit thou fcorn me 

For my gentle Counfel ? 

And footh the Devil that I warn thee from. 

O but remember this another day : 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with Sorrow : 

And fay poor Adargaret was a Prophetefs : 

Live each of you the fubjects to his hate, 

And heto yours, and all of you to Gods. [Exit 
Buck, My Hair doth ftand an end to hear her Curfes, 
Riv. And fo doth mine, 1 mufe why he’s at liberty, 
Rich. | cannot blame her, by God’s holy Mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 

My part thereof, thatl have done to her. 

Der, | never did her any to my knowledge. 
Rich, Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong : 

I was too hot, to do fome body good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repay’d: ° 

He is frank?d up to fatting for his pains, 

God pardon them that are the cauie thereof. 

Riv. A virtuous, and a Chriftian-like conclufion, 


Rich. Sodol ever, being well advi.?J 


: [Speaks 10 himfelf. 


Rr 3 Enter 


ea 


Ineftimable Stones, unvalued Jewels a 
All {catered in the bottom of the Sea a i | 
Some lay in dead=men’s Sculls, and intheholes  . 7) |’ 
Where Eyes.did once inhabit, there were crept are 
(As *twere in {corn of Eyes) reflecting Gems, ie 
That woo'd the flimy bottom of the Deep, al 
And mock?’d the dead Bones that lay {catered by: 
Keep, Had you fuch leifure in the timeof Death, — 
To gaze upon the fecrets of the deep? . 
Cla. Methought lhad, and oftendid I ftrive — 
To yield the Ghoft : but fill the envious Flood 
Stop’d in my Soul, and would not letitforth 


Enter Catesby. 
Cates. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, andyours, My gracious Lord. 
Q. Cateshy, | come, Lords will you go with me ? 


Riv.. Wewait upon your Grace. 
(Exeunt all but Glofter. 


Rich. 1 do thee wrong, and firft begin to brawl. 


The fecret mifchiefs that [fet a-broac h; 
[ lay unto the grievous charge oF others. 
| Clarence, whom | indeed have cat in darknefs, 
I do beweeb to many firnple Gulls, 
Namely to Derby, Haflings, Buckingham, 
And tell them’tis the Queen, and her Allies 
That ftir the King againft the Duke my Brother: 
Now they believe it, and withall whet me 
To be reveng’d on Rivers, Dorjet, Gray. 
But then | figh, and with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I cloath my naked Villany 
With odd old ends, ftoln forth of Holy Writ, 
And feemva Saint,, when moft I play the Devil, 
Enter two AMurtherers. 
‘| But foft, here come my Execut ‘oners, 
| How now my hardy ftout refolved Mates, 
| Are you now going, to difpat« hthis thing ? 
| Vill, We ere, my Lord, and come to have the Warrant, 
| That we may be admitted, waere hes. 
| Rich. Well thought updn, I have it here about me: 
| When you bave done, repair to Crosby Place, 
But, Sirs, be fudden in the Executior, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead, 
For Clarence is well-fpoken, and perhaps 
May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark him. 
Vill. Tur, tut, my Lord, wewill not frand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers ; be aflur’d, 
We go to-ufe our-Hands, andnot our Tongues. 
Rich. Your Eyes drop Mill-ftones, when Fools Eyes 
| fall Tears. 
| like you Lads, about your bufineG ftraight. 
Go, g0, difpatch. 
Vill. We will, my Noble Lord. 


ee eS nenierert 
Scena Quarta, 


y 
To find theempty, valt, and wand’ring Airy 
But {mother’d it within my panting Bulk, 
Who almoft-burft to belch it in the Sea. 
Keep. Awak’d you not in this fore Agony ? 


et | 
va had mm 
Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen’d attenitfera 
O then, began the Tempeft to my Soul, iol 
I paft (methought) the Melancholy Flood, a 
With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, | 
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. ad 
The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foul, 
Was my great Father-in-law, renowned Warwick, 
Who fpake aloud: What fcourge for Perjury 
Can'this dark Monarchy afford falfe Clarence 
And fohe vanifh’d, . Then came wand’ring by, | ie 
A Shadow like an Angel, withbright Hair re 
Dabb?din Blood, and he fhrick’d out aloud 
Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, perjur'’d Clarence, ] 
That ftabb’d me in the Field by Zemksbury : on 
Seize on him'Furies, take him unto torment, | | 4) 
Wich that (methought) a Legion of foul Fiends 
Inviron’d me, and howled in mine Ears 16 Ma 
Such hideous cries, that with the very Noife, ae 
I (trembling) wak’d, and fora feafon after, 
Could not believe, but that 1 was in Hell, 
Such terrible Impreffion made my Dream. 


Keep. No marvel, Lord, though it affrighted you, 
| am afraid (methinks) to hear you tell it. 

Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done thefe things — 
(That now give evidence againft my Soul) fa 
For Edmard’s fake, and fee how he requites me. ae 
O God! if my deep Prayers cannot appeafe t 
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my mifdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone: a 
O fpare my guiltlefs Wife, and my poor Children. = | J," 
Keeper, 1 prithee fit by me a while, ee 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would fleep. ig 

Keep. I will,my Lord,God give your Grace good fell | 


[Exeunt. 


| 
| 


Enter Clarence and Keeper. 


Keep, Why looks your Grace fo heavily ? 
Cla. O, Uhave paft a miferable night, 
So full of fearful Dreams, of ugly fights, 
| That as lam a Chriftien faithful man, 
I would not {pend another fuch a Night, 
Thovgh ?twereto buy a world of happy days : 
So full of difmal terrour was the time. 
Keep. What was your dream,my Lord,I pray you tell me. 
Cla, Methoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark’d to ctofs to Burgundy, 
Andin my company my Brother G loffer, 
Who from my. Cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the Hatches ¢ There we look’d toward England, 
And cited up.a thoufand heavy LIMess 
During the Wars of York and Lancafter, 
That hadbefal’n us. As he pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the Hatchesy 
Methought that Gleffer ftumbled, and in falling 
| Strook me (that thought to ftay him ) over-board, 
\ Into the tumbling billows of the Main. 
1 O Lord, methought what pain it was to drown, 
| What dreadful noife of Water in mine Ears, 
| VVhat fights of ugly Death within mine Eyes. 
| Methoughts, | faw a thoufand fearful V Vracks; 
A'thoufand men that Fifhes gnaw’d upon : 
VVedgesof Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 


Enter Brakenbury the Lieutenant. 


Bra. Sorrow breaks Seafons and repofing hours 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night 
Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honour, for an inward Toil, 
And for unfelt Imaginations 
They often feel a world of reftlefs Cares: 
So that between their Titles, and low name, 
There’s nothing differs but the outward Fame- 
Enter two Murtherers. ia 
1. Mur, Ho, who’s here? i a 
_ Bra. What would’ft thou, Fellow ? And how canvhtt 
hither ? 
2. Mur. 1 wouldfpeak with Clarence, and I caine 
|} on my Legs. t 
Bra, What, fo brief ? | 
1, ?Tis better (Sir) than tobe tedious : 
Let him fee our Commiflion, and talk no more- 
Bra. 1am inthis, commanded to deliver 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands.’ 
1 willnot reafon what is meant hereby, 
Becaufel will be guiltlefs from the meaning. lg 
There lies the Duke afleep, and there the Keys: 


1 


14 ; 


“a 


| Veto theKing, and fignifie to him, 
_ | That thus I have refign’d to you my charge. ° 
| _ 1. You may, Sir, "tis a point of wifdom: 
Fare you well. 
2. What, fhall we ftab him as he fleeps ? 
1. No: he'll fay twas done cowardly, when he wakes. 
2. Why he fhall never wake 
} ment day. 
{ 1. Why then hell fy, we ftab’d him fleeping. 


} kind of remorfe in the. 

1. What? art thou afraid ? 

2: Not to kill him, having a Warrant: 

_} But to be damn’d for killing him, from the which 

} No Warrant can defend me. 

1. I thought thou had’/E been refolute. 

2. Sol ami, to let him live. 

1. Ple back to the Duke of Glofer, and tell him fo; 
| 2. Nay, prithee ftay a little: 

i 41 hope this paflionate humour of mine will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tells twenty. 
1, How do’ft thou feél thy felf now? 


} 1 Remember the Reward, when the deed’s done: 

_ 2, Come, hé dies: I had forgot the Reward. 

1. Where’s thy Confcience now ? 

2. O, in the Duke of G/ofer’s Parfe. 

1. When he opeis his Purfe to give us our Reward, 

| thy Confcieiice flics ont. 
2. ’Tis fio matter, let it go: there’s few or none will 
entertain it. 

1, What if it come to theeagain? = __ 

2. Ple not meddle with it, it makes a Man a Coward: 
A Man cannot fteal, but it accufeth, him: A Man cannot 


| Neighbours Wife, but it detects him, . Tis a bluthing 
{fhamefac’d Spirit, that mutinies in a Mans bofom: It 
| fills a Man full of Obftactes. It made me once reftore a 
Purfe of Gold that (by chance) I found: It beggars any 


ties for a dangerous thing, and every Man that means to 
live well, endeavours to truft to himfelf, and live with- 
out it. 

1. ’Tis even now at my elbow, perfuading me not to 
{kill the Duke. 
| 2. Take the Devil in thy mind, and believehim not ; 
He would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh. 
_ 1. lam ftrong fram’d, he cannot prevail with me. 
2. Spoke like a tall Man, that refpects thy Reputation. 
| Come, hall we fall to work ? 
a. Take him on the Coftard, with the Hilts of thy 


‘|Next room. 

| 2. Oexcellent device 
1. Soft, he wakes. 
2. Strike. 

1. No, we'll reafon with him. ; 

_ Cla, Where art thou, Keeper ? give me a Gup of Wine. 
2. You fhall have Wine cnough, my Lord, anon. 
Clar, In.Gods name, what art thou ? 

1, A.man, as you are. : 
Clar. But not as lam, Royal. 
t. Nor you as we are, Loyal. 
Cla.. Thy voice. is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 
1. My voice is now the Kings, my looks mine own. 
Cia. How darkly, and how deadly doit thou fpeak ? 
Your Eyes do'menace nte’- why look you pale ? 
} Who fent you hither ? wherefore do you come ? 
2, To, to, to-— * 
Clar. To murther me ? 

Both, 1, 1. . 
Clar, You fcarcely have the hearts to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot havethe hearts to do it. 

} Wherein, my friends, have! offended you ? 


3 and make a Sop of him, 
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> until the great Judg- 


2. The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred a 


_. 2, Some certain dregs of Confcience are yet within me. 


Swear, but it Checks him: A Man cannot lie with his 


{Man that: Keeps it: It is turn’d out of Towns. and Ci-, 


}Sword, and then throw him into the Malmfie-butt in the: 


} 


1. Offended us you have not,:bue the 
Clar. I thall be reconcil’d to him again. 
2. Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 
Clar. Are you drawn forth among a worldof Men 
To flay the innocent ? What’s. my offence ? 
Where is the Evidence that doth accufe me ? 
What lawful Queit have given their Verdict'up 
Unto the frowning Judge? Or.who pronoune’d 
The bitter fentence of poor Clarence’s death? 
Before I be convict by courfe of Law, 
To threaten me with death, is molt unlawful, 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefs, 
That youdepart, and layno hands on-me: 
The deed you undertake is damnable, 
1, What we will do; wedo upon command; 
2. And he that hath commanded, is our King. 
Cla, Erroneous Vallals, the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, 
That Thou fhalt do no Murther, Will you then 
Spurn at his Edicts; and fulfil a Mans ? 
Take heed , for he holds Vengeanice in his hand 
Tohurle upon their heads that break his Law. 
2. And that fame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee 


King, 


'| For falfe forfwearing, and for mutther too: 


Thou didft receive the Sacrament, to fight 


Ia quarrel of the Houfe of Lancafter, 


1, And like a Traytor tothe name of God, 
Did’it break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Unripp’ft the Bowels of thy Soveraign’s Son. 
2. Whom thou was’t fworn to cherifh and defend. 
1. How canft thou urge Gods dreadful Law to us, 


| When chou haft broke it. in fach high degree ? © 


Clar, Alas! for whofe fake did | that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake, 
He fends you not to murther me for this; 
For in that fin he is as deep as I, 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O know you yet, he doth it publickly, 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm : 
He needs no indirect, or lawlefs courfé, 
To cut off thofe that have offended him. 
1. Who made thee then a bloody Minifter, 
When gallant fpringing brave Plantagenet, 
That Princely Novice was {truck dead by thee ? 
Clar. My Brother’s love, the Devil, and my Rage. 
1, Thy Brother?s Loye, our Duty, and thy F aults, 
Provoke us hither now, to flaughter thee. 
Clar. \f you dolove my Brother, hate not me: 
I am his Brother, andl love him well. 
If you are hir’d for meed, go back again, 
And I will fend you tomy Brother Glofter : 
Who fhall reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 
2. You are deceiv’d, 
Your Brother Gloffer hates you. 
Cla. Ohno, he loves me, and he holds me dear s 
Go you to him from me. 
1. I, fo we will. 
Cla, Tell him, when that our Princely Father York, 
Bleft his three Sons with his victorious Atm, 
He little thought of this divided Friendfhip : 
Bid Glofter think on this, and he will weep. 
1. J, Milftones, as hz lefloned us to weep. 
Clar, O do not flander him, for he is kind, 
1. Right, asSnowin Harveft: 
Come, you deceive your felf, 
Tis he that fends us to deftroy you here. 
Cla. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hvgg’d me in his Arms, and fwore with fobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 
1. Why fo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this Earths thraldom, to the joys of Heaven. 
2. Make peace with God, for you mutt die, my Lord, 
Cla, Have you that holy feeling in your Souls, 
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To counfel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own Souls fo blind, 
That you will War with God, by murd@’ring me? 
O Sirs, confider, they that fet you on 
To do thisdeed, will hate you for the decd. 
2, What fhall we do ? 
Clar, Relent, and fave your Souls: 
Which of you, if you were a Princes Son, 
Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, 
£ two fuch murtherers as your felves came to you, 
Would not intreat for Life, as you would beg 
Were you in my diftrefs. 
1. Relent? no: ?Tis cowardly and womanih. 
Cla, Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilifh. 
My Friend, 1 {py fome pity in thy looks : 
O, if thine Eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me, 
A begging Prince'what Beggar pities not ? 
2, Look behind you, my Lord. 
1, Take that,and that,if all this will not do, [Stabs him. 
Ple drown you in the Malmfey-Butt within. (Exit. 
2. A bloody deed, and defperately difpatcht : 
How fain (like Pilate) would 1 wath my hands 
Of this moft grievous murther. 
Enter 1. Maurtherer, 
1. How now? what mean’ft thou that thou help’ft me 
not? By Heaven, the Duke fhall know how flack you have 
been. 
2. Mur. Ywould he knew, that I had fav’d his Brother ; 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay, 
‘| For I repent me that the Duke is flain. 
1. Mur. So do not 1: go Coward as thou art. 
| Well, Ple gohidethe Body in fome hole, 
-|> Till that the Duke give order for his burial : 
{nd when! have my meed, I will away ; 
For this will out, and then I muft not ftay. 
4 


(Exit. 


(Exit. 
FES fasts Ae nat Lannea Rae ara Sl 
Adtus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Flourifh.. Enter the King fick., the Queen, Lord Marquefs, 
Dorfet, Rivers, Haltings, Catesby, Buckingham , 
Woodvil. 


Kinz, Why fo: now have I done a good days work. 
You Peers continue this united League: 
I, every day expect an Embaflage 
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 
And more to peace my Soul fhall part to Heaven, 
Since 1 have{made my Friends at peace on earth. 
Dorfet and Rivers, take each, others hand, 
Diflemble not your hatred, Swear your love. 
Riv, By Heaven, my Soul is purg’d from bearing hate, 
| And with my hand I feal my true Hearts-love- 
Haft. So thrive I, as I truly {wear the like. 
King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Left he that is the oor King of Kings 
Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
~ Haft-=So profper 1, asd fwear perfect love. 
Riv. And I, as 1 love Hajtings with my heart. 
King. Madam, your felf is not exempt from this : 
Nor you Stn Dor/er, Buckingham nor you ; 
You have been factious one againft the other. ae 
Wife, love Lord Haffings, let’him kifs your hand, ~~ 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 
Queen. There Haftings, 1 wall never more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thrive 1, and mine. 
King. Dorfet, embrace him 
Haftings, love Lord Marquefs. 
Dor, This interchange of love, 


I here. proteft 
Upon my part, fhall be inviolable. ; 


or 
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Haft. And fo {wear I. Ne 

King. Now Princely Buckingham, feal thou this Leagye| — 

With thy embracements to my Wives Allies, oe | 

And make me lappy in your unity. mn ie 
Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate | 

Upon your Grace, but with all duteous love, : 

Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh me f 

With hate in thofe where I expect moft love, 

WhenI have moft need to imploy a Friend, 

And moft aflured that he isa Friend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 

Be he unto me: thisdol beg of Heaven, 

When 1am coldin love, to you or yours. [Embra 
King. A pleating Cordial, Princely Buckingham, 4 

[s thisthy Vow unto my fickly heart. ae 

There wanteth now our Brother Gloffer here, 

To make the blefled Period of this peace. 
Buck, And in good time, 

Here comes Sir Richard Ratchff, and the Duke. 


Enter Ratcliff, aad Glofter. 
Rich. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Qi 
And Princely Peers, a happy time of day. a 
King. Happy indeed, as we have fpent the day: ig 
Glofter, we havedone deeds of Charity, = 
Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peers. 
Rich. A blefled labour, my moft Sovereign Lon 
Among this Princely heap, if any here 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife , 
Hold me a Foe: if I unwillingly, or if my rage, — 
Have ought committed that is hardlyborn, = 
To any in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace < 
Tis death tome to be at Enmity: 
I hate it, and defire all good Mens love. 
Firft, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, 
Which I will purchafe with my duteous fervice, 
Of you my Noble Coufin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us. 
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorfet, 

That all without defert have frown’d on me- 

Of you Lord Woodvil, and Lord Scales of you, 

Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all 

[ donot know that Englifhman alive, 

With whom my Soul is any jot at odds, 

More than the Infant that is born to night : 

I thank my God for my Humility. 

Queen. A Holy day fhall this be kept hereafter : . 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded. 

My Sovereign Lord, I do befeech your Highnefs 

To takeour Brother Clarence to your Grace. ih 
Rich. Why Madam, have I offer’d love for this, | 

To be fo flouted in this Royal prefence ? | 

Who knows not that the gentle Dukeis dead ? 

You do him injury to {corn his Coarfe. 

King. Who knows not he is dead! 

Who knows he is ? 
Queen. All-feeing Heaven, what a world isthis? —_} 
Buck, Look I fo pale, Lord Dorfet, as the ret? 
Dor. 1, my good Lord, and no Man in the prefenty | 

But his red colour hath forfook his Cheeks. Bi 
Kine. Is Clarence dead? thaOrder was reversd. 

ich. But pe (poor Man) by your firft Order died, | 

And that a winged A4ercury did bear : . 

Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 

That come too lagg to fee him buried. 

God grant, that fome lef Noble, and lefs Loyal, 

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 

Deferve no worfe than wretched Clareace did, 

And yet go currant from fufpicion. 

Enter Earl of Derby. 
Derb, A boon, my boreu for ay 


7 
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fervice’ done _ 


King. | prithee peace, my Soul is full of forrow. 
Derb. 1 will not rife, unlefs your Highnefs hear me. 
King. Then fay atonce, what is it thou requeft’{t. 
Derb.. The forfeit (Soveraign) of my fervants life, 

Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
Uately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk, 

| King. Havel a Tongue to doom my Brothers death? 

And fhall that Tongue give pardon’ to a Slave ? 

My Brother kill’d no man, his fault was Thought, 

And yet his punifhment was bitter death. 

| Who fued to me for him? Who (in my wrath) 

Kneel’d at my feet ; and bid me be advis’d ? 

_| Who fpoke of Brotherhood? who fpoke in love ? 

| Who told me, how the poor Soul did forfake 

‘The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me: 

Who told me in the Field at J ewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he refcued me: 

{And faid, dear Brother live, and bea King ? 

Whotold me, when we both lay in the Field, 

Frozen (almoft) to death, how he did lap me 

}£ven in his Garments, and did give himfelf 

(Allthin and naked) to the num cold night ? 

All this from my. Remembrance, bruitifh wrath 

Sinfully pluckt, and nota Man of you 

Had fo much Grace to put it in my mind. 

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaflals 

Have done a drunken flaughter, and defac’d 

The pretious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon 

And I (unjuftly too) muft grant it you. 

| But for my Brother, nota Man would fpeak, 

Nor I (ungracious) {peak unto my felf 

|For him,poor Soul. The proudetft of you all, 

| Have been beholding to him in his life’: 

Yet none of you, would once beg for his life. 

OGod!\I fear thy Juftice will take hold 

On me, and you; and mine, and yours for this. 

Come Hajftings help me:to my Clofet. 

Ah poor Clarence. 
Rich, Thisis the fruits of rafhnefs: Mark’é you not, 

How, that the kindred of the Queen 

Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarence’s death ? 

O! they did urgeit ftill unto the King, 

God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go, 

To comfort Edward with our company ? 

Buck, We wait upon your Grace. 


Scena Secunda. 


| Emer the old Dutche/s of York, with the wo Children of 
I Clarence. ; 


_ Edm... Good Grandam tellus, is our Father dead? 
Dutch, No, Boy. 


And ¢ry,, O Clarence, my unhappy Son ? 
Boy. Why do you look on us, and fhake your head, 

| And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caftaways, 
| If that:our Noble Father were alive? 
| Dut. My pretty Coufins, you miftake me both, 
| Edo lament the ficknefs'of the King, 
As loth to lofe him, not-your Father’s death : 

It were loft forrow to wail one that’s loft. 


| The King mine Uncle isto blame for it. 

\God will revenge it, whom! will importune 

With earneft Prayers, all to that effect. 
Daugh. And fo will I. 


Incapable and fhallow Innocents, 
You cannot guels who caus’d your Father’s death. 
Soy, Grandam, we can? for my good Uncle Glofter 
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[Exennt fome with K. and Queen. 


[Exennt. 


|) Daugh. Why do you weep fo oft ? and beat your Breaft ? 


Boys Then you conclude (my Grandam) he is dead : 


_ Dut, Peace,Childrenpeace : the King doth love you well. 
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Told me, the King prov ok’d to it bythe Queen, 
Devis’d Impeachments to Imprifon him; 
And when my Uncle told me fo, he wept, 
And pitied me, and kindly kift my Cheek : 
Bad me rely on him, ason my Father, 
And he would love me dearly as a Child. 
Dut, Ab! that Deceit fhould iteal fach gentle fhape, 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deep Vice. 
He is my Son, I, and therein, my fhame, 
Yet from my Dugs, he drew not this deceit, 
Boy. Think you my Uncle did diffemble, Grandam ? 
Dutch, }, Boy. 
Boy. I cannot think it. Hark, what noife*is this ? 


Enter the Queen with her Hair about per Ears, Rivers and 
Dorfet after her. 


Queen. Ah! who fhallhinder me to wail and weep ? 
To chide my Fortune, and torment my felf. ' 
Vie joyn with black defpair againft my Soul, 
And to my felf become an Enemy. 
Dutch. W hat means this Scene of rude impatience ? 
Queen, To make anactof Tragick violence. 
Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches, when the Rootis gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their fap ? 
If you will live, lament: if dye, be brief, 
That our fwift-winged Souls may catch the King’s, 
Or like obedient Subjects follow him, 
To his new Kingdom of ne’re-changing night. 
Dutch, Ah, {fo much intereft have I in thy forrow, 
AsI had Title to thy-Noble Husband : 
I have bewept a worthy Husband’s death, 
And liv’d with looking on his Images : 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance; 
Are crack’d in pieces, by malignant death, 
And I for comfort have but one falfe Glafs, 
That grieves me, when] fee my fhame in him, 
Thou art a Widow; yct thou art a Mother, 
And haft the comfort of thy Children left, 
But death hath fnatch’d my Husband from mine arms, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward, O, what caufe have I, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my moan) 
To over-go thy woes, and drown my cries. 
Boy. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Father?s death’ 
How can we aid you with our Kindred tears? 
Dang. Our Fatherlefs diftrefs was left unmoan’d, 
Your Widow-dolour likwife be nnwept. 
Queen. Give me no help in Lamentation, 
1am not barren to bring forth Complaints: 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine Byes, 
That I being govern’d by the Watry Moon, 
May fend forth plenteous tears to drown the World. 
Ah, for.my Husband, for my dear Lord Edward. 
Chil. Ah, for our Father, for our dear Lord Clarence, 
Durch. Alas, for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
Queen, What ftay had 1, but Edward? and he’s gone. 
Chil. What ftay had we, but Clarence ? and he’s gone. 
Dutch, What ftays had I, but they ? and they are gone. 
ae Was never Widow had fo dear a lofs. 
Chil, Were never Orphans had fo dear a lof. 
Dutch, Was never Mother had fo dear a lofs. 
Alas! I am the Mother of thefe Griefs. 
Their woes are parcel’d, mine is general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and fo do I: 
I for a- Clarence weep, fo doth not fhe s 
Thefe Babes for Clarence weep, fo do not they. 
Alas! you three, on me threefold diftreft 
Pour all your tears, I am your forrows Nurfe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. 
Dor, Comfort, dear Mother, God is much difpleas’d, 
That you take with unthankfulnefs his doing. 
In common wordly things tis call’d ungrateful, 


With 
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With dull unwillingnefs to repay @ debt, 

Which with a bounteous harid was kindly lent: 
Much more to be thus oppotite with Heaven, 
For it requires the Royal debt it lent you. 

Rivers. Madam, bethink you like a careful Mother 
Of the young Prince your Son: fend ftraight for him, 
Let him be Grown’d, in him yout comfort lives. 
Drown defperate forrow in dead Edward's Grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward’s Throne. 


Enter Richard, Buckingham, Derbys Haftings, and 
Ratcliff. 
Rich. Sitter; have comfort, all of us have caufe 
To wail the dimming of our fhining Star: 
But none can help our harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my Mother, 1 docry you mercy, 
I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my Knee 
I crave your Blelfling. ; 
Dutch. God blefs thee, and put meeknefs in thy breaft, 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Dutie. 
Rich. Amen, and make me die a good old man, 
That: is the butt end of a Mothers Biefling ; 
I inarvel that her Grace did leave it out. : 
Buck, Youcloudy-Princefs, and heart-forrowing-Peers, 
That bear this heavy mutual load of Moan, 
Now cheer each other in each others love: | 
Though'we have fpent out Harveft of this King, 
We are to reap the Harvelt of his Son. 
The broken rancour of your high-fwoln hates, 
But lately fplintr’d, knit, and joyn’d together, 
Muft gently be preferv’d, cherifht, and kept: 
Me feemeth good, that with fome little Train, 
Forthwith from, Ladlom the young, Prince be fet 
Hither to London, to be crown’d.our King: 
Rivers. Why with fome little Train, 
My Lord of Buckingham ? 
Ruck, Marry. my Lord, left by a multitude 
The new-heal’d wound of Malice fhould break out, 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the Eftate is green, and yet ungovern’d. 
Where every Horfe bears his commanding Rein, 
And may direét’his courfe as pleafe himfelt, 
As well the,fearof harm, asharm apparent, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 
Rich. 1 hopethe King made peace with allof us, 
And-the compactis firm, and true in me. ; 
Rivers. And foin me, and fo(t think) in all; 
Yet fince it is but green, it fhould be put’ 
To no apparent likelyhood of breach, * 
Which haply by. much company might be urg?d: 
Therefore I fay, with Noble Buckingham, 
That itis meet fo few fhould fetch the Prince. 
Haft. And fo fay I. i 
Rich: Then be it fo, and go weto determine 


_ | Who they hall be, that ftraight fhall poft to London. 


Madam, and you my Sifter, will you go 
To give your cenfures in this bufinels CExeunt. 
[Adunent Buckingham, #d Richard. 
Buck, My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 
For God’s fake let not us twoiftay at home s / 
For by the way, P71 fort occafion, 
AsIndex to the ftory we lately ralk’d of, i 
To part the Queen’s proud Kindred from the Prince. 
' Rich, My other felf, my Counfel’s Confittorys:: | 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Coulin, 
J, as a Child, will go by thy direction. 


Toward London then, for we'll not ftay behind. [E-xewar. | 


Scena Tertia. 
Ente? one Citizen at one Door, and another at the other. 


_ 2. Cit. Good morrow, Neighbour, whither away fo faft? 
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2. Cat. Vpromife you! hardly knowmy felf: 4 
Hear you the News abroad’? 
1. Yes, the King js dead. 
2 ‘Hi News by’r Lady, {eldom comes the better: 
I fear, I fear, twill prove a giddy world, hodit 
Enter another Citizen, ; 
. Neighbours, God fpeed. 
Give you good morrow, Sir. <i 
" Doth the news hold of good King Edwards deg 
_] Sir, itis too true, God help:the while, : 
- Then Mafters look to fee a troublous world. ~ 
_ No, no, by Gods good Grace, hisSon fhall Reign, } 
. Woeto that Land that’s gouern’d by a Child, | 
- In him there is a hope of Government. | 
VVhich in his Non-age, Counfel under him, 
And in his full and ripened years, himfelf 
No doubt fhall: then; and till then govern well. 
1. So ftood the ftate when Henry the Sixth. 
VVas Crown’d in Paris, but at nine months old. |) 
3. Stood the State fo? No, n0, good friends,.God wots | 
For then this Land was famoufly enrich’d : a 
VVhich politick grave Counfel; thenthe King 9 9) i i 
Had vertuous Uncles to protect his. Gracé.~ so] = 
1, VVhy fo bath this, both by his Father and M 
3. Better it were they all came by his Father 5 
Or by his Father there were none at all: 
For Emulation, who fall now be nearelt, > oe 
V Vill touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 75 . 
O full gfi@anger is the Duke of Glofter, Maly 
And the Queens Sons, and Brothers, haught and f 
And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule, ; 


. 


i 


% | 
4 | 3 
1 \ he 


pwrmo nw ew 


‘| This fickly Land, might folace as before. i 


1. Come, come, we fear the worft, all will be well, | 

3. VVhen Clouds are feen,wife men put on their Cloaks)} 
VVhen great leaves fall,’ then V Vinter is at hand; 99°} 
VVhen the Sun fets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely ftorms make men expect a Dearthios 914 
All may be well; but if God fort it fo, ink 
’Tis more than we deferve, or 1 expect. 100 

2.. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fears)) 4) 
You cannct reafon (almoft) with a’ Man, aie 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. bi 

3. Before the days of Change, ftill is it fo 
Bya divine inftinct, mens minds miftruft 


-| Purfuing danger : asby proof we fee 


The VVater {well before a boyft?rous ftorm: - . 
But leave it allto God, VVhither away ? 

2, Marry we werefent for to the Juftices. 

3. And {fo was I, I’Je bear you company. 


Scena Quarta. ~~ 


Enter Arch-Bifhop, young Yorks: the: Queen, and the. if 
Dutchefs. Ast “ de 


‘Arch. Laft night 1 heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
And at. Northampton they do ot £6 night : . | ‘2S 
‘To morrow, or next day, they will be here: Bh 
Dutch, | long, with all my heart tofee the Princes. | 
[hope he is much grown fince laft Ifawhim. nde 
Queen, But hear no, they fay my Sonof York: tay 
‘Has almoft overtane him in his growth. oot onal 
Yor. | Mother, but 1 would not have it {0.. Re) 
Ditch; VVhy, my good Confin, inis good to grow. | 
Yor, Grandam, one night as we did fit at Suppers») 
‘My Uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow oa 
More than my Brother. I, quoth my Uncle Glofer, - i 
Small Herbs have Grace, great V Veeds do grow apace | 
And fince, methinks I would not, grow fo fatty: tee 
Becaufe fweet Flowers are flow, and V Veeds make h 
Dutch, Good faith, good faith, the faying did nob™ 
In him that did object the fame to-thee. ScsT ins 


\ 


He was the wretched?ft thing, when he was young, 

So long a growing, and fo leifurely, 

That if, his rule were true, he fhouldbe gracious. 
Yor. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 
Dut. } hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 
Yor. Now by mytroth, if 1 had been remembred, 

] could have given my Uncles Grace, a flout, 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch’d mine. 
Dut. How, my young York, 

‘1 prithee let me hear it. 

] Yor. Marry (they fay) my Uncle grew fo faft, 

| That he could gnaw a crult at two hours old, 

‘Twas full two years e’re I could get a Tooth. 

‘I Gtandam; this would have been a biting Jett. 

Dut. 1 prithee, pretty Tork, who told thee this? 

Yor, Grandam, his Nurfe. 

Dut His Nurte ? why the was dead, e’rethou walt born. 

Yor, If twere not fhe, | cannot tell who told me. 
Queen. A parlous Boy : go to, you are too fhrew7d. 

 Dut.. Good Madam, be not angry witha Child. 
Queen, Pitchershave eats. 

Enter a Meffenger. 
Arch, Here comes a Meflenger : What News? 
Mef. SuchNews, my Lord, as grieves me toreport. 
- Queen, How doth the Prince ? 

| Mef. Well, Madam, and in health. 

Dut. What is thy News ? 

Mef, Lord Rivers and Lord Grey, 

tl Are fent to Pomfret, and with them 
‘Sir Thonias Vaughan, Prifoners. 

(i) Dut. Who hath committed them ? 

|| Me. Themighty Dukes, Glojter and Buckingham, 

Arch, For what offence ? 

ii’ Adef. The fumof alll can, I have difclos’d: 

i Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed, 

Is all unknown to mé, my gracious Lord. 

ti en Aye me! I fee the ruine of my Houfe ; 

i Lhe Tiger now hath feixd the gentle Hind. 

Infulting Tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the Innocent, and awlefs Throne: 

¢y, Welcome Deftruction, Blood, and Maflacre, 
‘fee (as ina Map) the end of all. 

Du. Accurfed, and unquiet wrangling days, 

, How many of you have mine Eyes beheld ; 

My Husband loft his life, to get the Crown, 

‘And often up and down my Sons were toft, 

For me to joy, and weep, their gain and lofs. 

And being feated, and Domettick broyls 

Clean over-blown, themfelves (the Conquerors) 

Make War upon themfelves, Brother to Brother 5 

Blood to. Blood 5 felf againft felf: O prepofterous 

And frantick outrage ! end thy damn’d fpleen, 

Or let medic, to look on Earth ho more. 

Queen. Come, come, my Boy, we will to Sanctuary. 

Madam, farewel. 

Dut, Stay, 1 will go with you. 
ueen, Youhave no caule. 
Arch. My gracious Lady, go, 

And thither bear your Treafure and your Goods, 

For my part, l’le refign unto your Grace 

The Seal 1 keep, and fo betide it me, 

As well I tender you, and all of yours. 

Go, Ple conduct you tothe Sanctuary. [Exeunt. 


Adtus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince, the Dukes of Glo- 
cefter and Buckingham, Lord Cardinal, with others. 


f 1 Buck, Welcome {weet Prince to London, 

fh To your Chamber. = 
| Rich, Welcome dear Coufin, my thoughts Soveraign, 
f 
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The weary way hath made you Melancholy. 
Prin. No Uncle, but ougscrofles onthe way 
Have made it tedious, wearifom, and heavy. 
I want more Uncles here to welcome me. 
Rich. Sweet Prince, the untainted vertue of your years 
Hath not yet div’d into the Worlds deceit : 
No more can you diftinguifh of a Man, 
Than of his outward fhew, which, God he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Thofe Uncles which you want were dangerous: 
Your Grace attended to their Sugted words, 
But look’d not on the poifon of their Hearts : 
God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe Friends. 
Prin, God keep me from falfe Friends, 
But they were none. 
Rich, My Lord,the Mayor of London comes togreet you. 
. Enter Lord Mayor, 
Lo. Mayor, God blefs your Grace, with health and’ 
happy days. 
Prin, \ thank you, good my Lord, and thank you all ; 
{ thought my Mother, and my Brother York, 
Would long e’re this, have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a flug is Hajfings, that he comes not, — 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 
Enter Lord Haktings. 
Buck, And in good time, here comes the fweatirig Lord, 
Prince. Welcome, my Lord: what, will our Mother 
come ? . 
Haft. On what occafion God he knows, not 1, 
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother York, 
Have taken Sanctuary : The tender Prince 
Would fain have come with me, to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held, 
Buck, Fie, what an indirect and peevith courfe 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perfuade the Queen, to fend the Duke of York, 
Unto his Princely Brother prefently ? 
If the deny, Lord Hajtings, you go with him, 
And from her jealous atms pluck him perforce. 
Car. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Oratory 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of York, 
Anon expect him here - but if fhe be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God forbid 
We should infringe the holy Priviledge 
Of bleffed Sanctuary: not for all this Land, 
Would! be guilty of fo great a Sin. 
Buck, You aretoo fencelefs ob{ftinate, my Lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional. 
Weigh it but with the groflnefs of this Age, 
You break not Sanctuary, in feizing him : 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To thofe, whofe dealings have deferv’d the place, 
And thofe who havethe witto claim the place: 
This Prince hath never claim’d it, nor defetv’d it, 
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it. 
Then taking him from thence, that isnot there, 
You break no Priviledge, nor Charter there : 
Oft have I heard of Sanctuary Men, 
But Sanctuary Children, ne’re till now. 
Car. My Lord, you fhall o’re-rule my mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Alaftings, will you go with me? 
Haft. 1 go; my Lord. [Exit Cardinal and Haftings. 
Prin. Good Lords, make all the fpeedy hafte you may. 
Say, Uncle Glocester, if our Brother come, 
Where hall we fojourn till our Coronation? 
Glo. Where it think’ft beft unto your Royal (elf. 
If I may counfel you, fome day or two 
Your Highnefs fhall repofe you at the Tower: 
Then wheré you pleafe, and fhall be thought moft fit 
For your beft health, and recreation. 
Prin. 1do not likethe Towe of any place: 
Did Fulius Cefar build that place, my Lord ? 
Buck, He did, my gracious Lord, begin that place, 
WVhich fince, fucceeding Ages have te-edify’d. 


Prin, 
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Prin, {sit upon Record? or elfe reported 

Succeflively from age to age, he built it? 
Buck, Upon Record, my gracious Lord. 
Prin, But fay; my Lord, it were not Regiftred, 

Methinks the truth fhould live from age to age, ° 

As twere retail’d to all pofterity, 

Even to the general ending day. 
Glo, So wife, fo young, they 
Prin, What fay you, Uncle? 
Glo, 1 fay,’ withoat Characters, 

Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in’ one word. 

Prin. That Julius Cafar was a famous Man ; 

With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 

His Wit fetdown, to make his Valour live: 

} Death makes no Conqueft of his Conquerors 
\ For now he lives in Fame, though not in Life. 
Pie tell: you what, .Coufin Buckingham. 
| Buck, What, my gracious Lord ? 
Prin.. And if \ live until I be:a man, 

Ile win our. ancient Right im France again, 

Or die a Souldier, as 1 liv’d a King. 

Glo, Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring. 


—— 


fay do never live long. 


Fame lives long. 


[ Afide.’ 


Enter young Yor k, Haftings, and Cardinal. 


Buck, Now in good 
Prin. Richard of York, how fares our Noble Brother ? 
Yor. Welljmy dear Lord, fo mutt | call you now. 
Prin, 1, Brother, to our gricf'as it is yours: 
|| Too late he dy’d, that might have kept that Title, 
|| Which by liis death hath loft much Majefty. 
Glo, How fares our Coufin, Noble Lord of York? 
Yor. thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord, 
‘| You faid,- that idle Weeds are faft in growth 
.| The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far, ° 
‘| Glo, Hehath, my Lord. 
Yor. And'therefore is he idle. 
Glo. Oh my fair Coulin, I muft not fay fo. 
Yor. °Then he is more beholding to you, than I. 
Glo. He may command me as my Soveraign, 
But you have power in me, asin a Kinfinan. 
Yor. I pray you, Uncle, give me this Dagger. 
Glo, My Dagger, little Coufin ? with all my heart. 
Prin, A Beggar, Brother? 
Yor. Of my kind Uncle, that I know will give, — 
And being a Toy, it is no grief to give. 
Glo. A greater gift than that, V’le give my Coufin. 
Yor. A greater gift? O, that’s the Sword to it. 
Glo. 1, gentle Coulin, were it light enough. 
Yor. O then I fee, you will part but with light gifts, 
In weightier things youll fay a Begger Nay. 
Glo, It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. 
Yor, I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 
Glo. What would you have my Weapon, little Lord? 
Yor. L would, that | might thank you, as you call me, 
Glo. How ? 
Yor, Little. 
Prin. My Lord of York, will ever be crofs in talk : 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 
Yor. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me: 
Uncle, my Brother mocks both you and me, , 
Becaufe that Lam little, like an Ape, 
He thinks that you fhould bear me on your fhoulders. 
Buck, With what a fharp provided Wit he realons: 
To mitigate the {corn he'gives his Uncle, 
He prettily, and aptly taunts himfelf: 
So-cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. 
Gla. My Lord, wilt pleafe you pafs along ? 
My felf, and my good Coufin Buckingham, 
Will to your Mother; to entreat of her 
To meet you atthe Tower, and welcome you... © 
| yor. What, ‘will you go unto the Tower, my Lord? 
Prin. My Lord-Protector will: have it foe. 6924 * 
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| Was n@g& incenfed by his fubthe Mother, 
To taunt and fcorn you thus opprebrioufly ? 


time, here comes the Duke of York, [In the feat R 


Yor. 1 fhall: not fleep in quiét'at the- Tower.on 
Glo. Why, what fhould you fear? <2" oT 
Yor. Marry,’ my Uncle 'Clarenceangry Ghotts 
My Grandam toldome, he was mufther’d there,” 
Prin, \-fearno Wdiicles deadhy 200 <2h a 
Glo. Nor none that live,'l hopes! \ viold 
Prin. And@if they Tivesl ‘hoped neednot fear, ! 


| But come, my Lord, and! with-aheavy hearty’ @ 


Thinking on them, go Lunto theTower! “ony 
* (Exeunt Prince, York, Haltings; and 


Manent’ Richard, Buckingham and Catesby, % 


Buck, Think you; my Lord,’ this little prating 


we 


Glojft. No doubt,. no doubts: Oh7tis a parlous Boys 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable’ od 
He is all the Mothers, from top to toe. - pail 

Buck, Well let them reft : Come hither Catesby a 
Thou art fworn as deeply to-effect what we intend, 
Asclofely to conceal what weimpart : 

Thou know?{t our reafons -urg?d upon the way, 
What think’ft thou? is it notan eafie matter, © 
To make William Lord Hajtings of our mind, 

For the Inftalment of this Noble Duke 

oyal of this famous Hille ? Wea 


car 


Be 


Cates, He for his Fathers fake fo loves the Pria 

That he willnot be won to ought againft him. 
Ruck, What think’f thou then of Stanley? Will 
Cates. He will do all in allas Haftings doth. 
Buk, Wel} then, no more but this: t 

Go gentle Carcsby, and as it were far off, 

Sound thouLord Laflings, 

How he doth ftand affected to our purpofe, » 

And fummon him to morrow to the Tower, 

To fit about the Coronation. 

If thou doft find him tractable tous, BY 

Encourage him, and tell himall our reafonss  ~ 

If he be laden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou fotoo, and fo break off the talk, 

And give us notice of his inclination: ©. 

For we tomorrow hold divided Councils, 

Wherein thy felf thalt highly be employ’. 

Rich, Commend me to Lord William: tell him( 

His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverfaries M 

To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Cattle, 

And bid my Lord, for joy of this good News, 

Give Miltrefs Shore one. gentie Kifs the more. 
Buck, Good Catesby, go effect this bufinefS foundly. 
Cates. My good Lords both, with all the heed cams 
Rich, Shall we hear from you Catesby, ere we Hleept 
Cates. You fhall, my Lord. ‘ee 
Rich. At Crosby Houfe. there fhall ‘ 


Buck, Now, my Lord, 
What fhall we do, if we perceive e 
Lord Ha/fings will not yield to our Gomplots? ~ 
Rich, Chop off his Head: . ig 
Something we will determine! 
And look when I am King, claim thou of me 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables ~ 
Whereof the King, my Brother, was pofleft. =, 
Buck, Pie claim that promife at your Graces hand. 
Rich. And look to have it yielded with all kinda 
Come, let us fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in fome form. 


; 


Scena Secunda. : ; 


Haft: Who knocks ? 
Mef, One from the Lord Stanly, 
| Haft. What ita Clock ? 
Mf. Upon the ftroak of four. 
é Enter Lord Haftings. 


¢f. So it appears by what I have to fay : 
Firft, he commends him to your Noble felf. 
‘Haft. What then ? 
Mdef. Then certifies your Lordfhip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Boar had raifed off his Helm : 
,| Befides, he fays there are two Councils kept ; 
} And that may be determin’d at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th’other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhips pleafare, 
If you will prefently take Horfe with him, 
nd with all fpeed poft with him toward the North, 
0 fhun the danger that his Soul divines. 
Haft. Go Fellow, go, return unto thy Lord, 
, | Bid him not fear the feparated Councill : 
His Honour and my felf are at the one, 
And at the other is my good Friend Catesbys , 
Where nothing can proteed that toucheth us, 
Whercof I fhall not have Intelligence - 
Tell him his Fears are fhallow, without inftance: 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he’s fo fimple, 
‘Totruit the mock’ry of unguiet flumbers. 
4! To fiye the Boar, before the Boar purfues, 
.,| Were to incenfe the Boar to follow us, : 
* ‘And make purfuit, where he did mean to chafe. 
!'Go, bid thy Mafter rife, and come to hie, 
"! And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he fhall fee the Boar will ufe us kindly. 
Mef. Ple go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay. 


n 
‘ 


: 


Enter Catesby. 
Cates, Many good morrows to my Noble Lord. 
Haft.Good motrow, Catesby, you are early ftirring ; 
| What news, what news in this our tott’ring State ? 
Cates. Itisa reeling World indeed, my Lord : 
And I believe will never ftand upright, . 
Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
' Haft. How! wear the Garland ? 
Do’it thou mean the Crown ? 
Cates. I, my good Lord. 


i | Before Ile fee the Crown fo foul mif-plac’d : 
}, | But canft thou guefs, that he doth aim.at it ? 
Cates. 1, on nty lif and hopes to find you forward, 
Upon his Party, for the gain thereof : 
And thereupon he fends you this good news, 
ie} That this fame very day your Enemies, 
a The Kindred of the Queen, mult die at Pomfret. 
_ Haft. Indeed 1 ath no mourner for that news, 
yi Becaufe they have been ftill my Adverfaries : 
ft, But that I’le givemy voice on Richards fide, 
| To bar my Mafters Heirs in true Defcent, 
| God knows I will not do it to the death. 
Cates, God keep yout Lordhhip in that gracious mind. 
Haft. But I fhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, 
| That they which brought me in my Mafters hate, 
| 1 live to look upon their Tragedy. 
Well Catesby, <’re a Fort-night make me older, 
Plefend fome packing, that yet think not on’t. 
Cates. ?Tisa vile thing todye, my gracious Lord, 
| When men are unprepar’d, and Jook not for it. 
| aft. Omonftrous, monftrous! and fo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray: and fo *twill do 
With fome men elfe, that think themfelves as fafe 
Asthou and I, who (as thou know’lt) ate dear 
To Princely Richard, and Buckingham, 
Cates, The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. 3 
Haft. 1 know they doy and I have well deferv’d it. 


» 
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_ Hafi.Cannot my Lord Stanly fleep thefe tedious Nights ? 


LExit. 


#a.\\e have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoulders, 


Afide. 


Enter Lord Stanly. 

Come on, come on, where is your Boar-fpear, man ? 

Fear you the Boar, and.go fo unprovided ? 

Stan. My Lord, good morrow, good morrow,Cutesby : 

You may jeaft on, but by the holy Rood, 

I do not like thefe feveral Councils, I. 

Haft. My Lord, hold my Life as dear as yours, 

And never in my days, I do protetft, 

Was it fo ptecious tome, as tis now: 

Think you, but that I know the State fecure, 

I would be fo triumphant as 1 am ? 
St. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from London, 

Were jocund, and fuppos’d their ftates were fure, 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft : 

Bur yet you fee, how foon the day o’re-eaft. 

Thefudden ftab of Rancour I mifdoubt , 

Pray God (I fay) I prove a needlefs Coward. 

What, fhall we toward the Tower ? the day is fpent. 
¥iaji. Come, come, have with you : 

Wot you what, my Lord, 

To day the Lords you talk of are beheaded. 
Sr.They,for their truth,might better wear their Heads, 

Than fome that have accus’d them, wear their Hats. 

But come, my Lord, lei’s away. 

Enter a Purfuivane. 
Haft, Goon before, Vle talk withthis good Fellow. 
~. LB xit Loi a Stanly and Catesby. 

How now, Sirrah? how goesthe World with thee ? 

Purf. The better, that your Lordthip pleafe to ask. 
Haft. 1 tell thee man, tis better with me now, 

Than when thou met?it me laft, wherenow we meet : 

Then was | going Prifoner to the Tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Queens Allies. 

But now } tell thee (keep it to thy felf) 

Thisday thofe Enemies are put to death, 

And | in better ftate thane’relwass 
Purf. God holdit, to your Honours good content; . 
Haff, Gramercy Fellow: there drink that for me... 

[Throws him his Parfe. 
Purf.1 thank your Honour, 
Enter a Prieft. 
Pricft. Well met,my Lord,I am glad to fee your Honour. 
Haft. 1 thank thee, good Sir Fecha, with all my heart. 
I am in your debt; for your aft Exercife: 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will contefit you. 
Prieft. Ple wait upon your Lordhhip. 
Enter Buckingham. 
Buck, V Vhatstalking with a Prieft,Lord Chamberlain ? 

Your Friends at Pomfret, they do need the Prieft, 

Your Honour hath no fhriving work in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when] met this holy Man, 

The men you talk of ,came into my mind, 

V Vhat, go you toward the Tower ? 

Buck; do, my Lord,, but long I cannot ftay there ; 

| fhall return before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft. Nay, like enough, for! flay Dinner:there. 
Buck, And Supper too, although thou: know7ft it not. 
Come, will you go? 


Haft, Pe wait upon your Lordhhip. Pibveadi! 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe, with. Halberds, carrying the 
Nobles to Death at Pomfret, 


Rivers, Sit. Richard Ratcliffe, let me tell thee this, 

To day fhalt thoubehold a Subject die, 

For Truth, for Duty; and for Loyalty. 
Gray. God blefs the Prince from all the pack of you; 

A Knot you are, of damned Blood-fuckers. : 
Vaugh, You live; that thall cry woe for this hereafter 
Rat. Difpatch, the at of your Lives is out. 

S 


[Exit Pur fuivant: } 


{ 
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Riv, O Pomfret, Pomfret! O'thou bloody Prifon ! 
Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers , ‘ 
Within the guilty Clofure of thy Walls, 
Richard the Second here was hackt to death ¢ 
And for more flander to thy difmal Seat, 
We give to thee our guiltlefs Blood to drink. 
Gray. Now Margarets Curfe is faln upon our Heads, 
When fhe exclaim’d on Ha/tings, you, and], 
For ftanding by, when Richard ftab’d her Son. 
Riv. Then curs’d fhe Richard, 
Then curs’d fhe Buckingham, 
Then cnrs’d fhe Haftings. O remember God, 
To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us: 
As for my Sifter, and her Princely Sons, 
Be fatisfi?d, dear God, with our true Blood, 
Which as thou know’it, unjuftly muft be fpilt. 
Rat. Make hafte, the hour of death is now expir7d. 
Riv. ComeGray, come Vaughan, let us here embrace, 
Farewel, until we meet again in Heaven. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Buckingham, Detby, Haftings, Bifhop of Ely, Nor- 


folk, Ratcliffe, Lovel, with ochers, ar a Table. 


Haft. Now Noble Peers, the caufé why we are met, 
Is to determine of the Coronation : 
In Gods Name fpeak, when is the Royal day ? 
Buck, Is all things ready for the Royal time ? 
Derb. Itis, and wants but Nomination. 
Ely, To morrow then | judgea happy day. 
Buck, Who knows the Lord Protectors mind herein ? 
Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke ? 
Ely. Your Grace, we think, fhould fooneft know his 
mind. 
Buck, We know eachothers Faces: for our Hearts, 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours, 
Or lof his, my Lord, than you of mine : 
‘Lord Hajfings, you and he are near in love. 
Haft. (thank his Grace, I know he loves me well : 
But for his purpofe in the Coronation, 
[ have not founded him, nor he deliver’d 
His gracious pleafure any way therein : 
But you, my Honourable Lord, may name the time, 
And inthe Dukes behalf le give my Voice, 
Which prefume he'll take in gentle part. 
Enter Gloucefter. 
Ely, In happy time here comes the Duke himfelf. 


Rich. My Noble Lords, and Coufins all, good morrow : 


I have been longa fleeper : but I trutt, 

My abfence doth neglect no great defign, 

Which by my prefence might have been concluded. 

{+ Buck, Had you not come upon your Q_my Lord, 
William,, Lord Haftings, had pronounc’d your part ; 

I mean your Voice, for Crowning of the sine 
Rich.Than my Lord Haftings, no man might be bolder, 

His Lordthip knows me well, and loves me well. 

My Lord of Ely, whenI was laft.in Holbourn, 

I faw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 

[ do befeech you, fend for fome of them. 
Ely. Marry and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 


[Exit Bifhop. 


Rich. Conlin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
Catesby hath founded Hajtings in our bufinels, 
And finds the tefty Gentleman fo hot, 
That he will lofe his Head, e’re give confent 
His Maiter?s Child, as worfhipfully he tearms it, 
Shall lofe the Royalty of Englands Throne. 
Buck, Withdraw your felf awhile, I’le go with you, 
, (Exeunt. 
Derb, We have not yet fet down this day of Triumph : 
To morrow, in my judgment, is too fudden, 


oS ole 


[Excunt. 


So tO, eh este eee 
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For I my felf am not fo well provided, 
As elfe I would be, were the day prolong’d. 


Enter Bifhop of Ely. | 
Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glocefter See 4 


I have fent for thefe Strawberries. 


Ha.His Grace looks chearfully and fmooth this mo 

There’s fome conceit or other likes him well, 

When that he bids Good morrow with fuch Spirit. 

| think there’s never a Man in Chriftendom 

Can lefler hide his love, or hate than he, 

For by his Face ftraight fhall you know his Heart, 
Derb. What of his Heart perceive youin his Face, — 

By any livelihood he fhew7d to day ? : he 
Haft. Marry that with no man here he is offended; 7 

For were he, he had fhewn it in his Looks, f 


Enter Richard, ad Buckingham. 


Rich. 1 pray you all, tell me what they deferye, 
That do confpire my death with devilith Plots: 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that have prevail’d 
Upon my Body with their Hellifh Charmes. . & 

Haft. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lond, ‘ 
Makes me moft forward, in this Princely prefence, J) 
To doom th’ Offenders, whofoe’re they be: if 


I fay, my Lord, they have deferved death. a 4 
Rich, Then be your Eyes the witnefs of their Eyil, ae 

Look how Jam bewitch’d: behold mineArm 

Is like a blafted Sapling wither’d up: - 

And this is Edward’s Wife, that monftrous Witch, — 

Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore, 

That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Ham. \f they have donethis deed, my Noble Lord.” 
Rich, \f ? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet, 

Talk’ft thou to me of Iffs ; Thou art aTraytor, 

Off with his Head ; now by Saint Paul I{wear, — 

I will not dine, untill fee the fame, 

Lovel and Ratcliffe, look that it be done; 

The reft that loveme, rife, and followme.  [ 


-.: 
.) (ae 
eA iyi. 


Manent Lovel and Ratcliffe , mith the 
Haftings. 


Lord 


Haft. Woe, woe for England, nota whit for me, 
For I, toofond, might have prevented this: ith 
Stanly did dream, the Boar did rowze our Helms,’ 
And I did fcorn it, and difdain to flye: ie 
Three times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did tumble 
And ftarted, when he looked upon the Tower, 

As loath to bear nie to the flanghter-houle. 

O now 1 need the Prieft that fpake to me: 

[now repent I told the Purfuivant, 

As tootriumphing, how mine Enemies 

To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d, 

And I my {elf fecure, in graceand fayour. 

Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy Curfe . 
Is lighted on poor Hajting’s wretched Head. 

Ra, Come,come, dilpatch the Duke would be atdi 
Make a fhort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head. 

Ha/t. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for, than the grace of God: — 
Who builds his hope in air of your good Looks, — ~ 

Lives like a drunken Sailor ona Mait, ff 
Ready with every Nod totumble down 


-| Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. 


Lov. Come, come, difpatch, *tis bootlefs torexcla 
Haft, O bloody Richard, miferable Englatd, 

BE the fearfullit time to thee : 
hat ever wretched Age hath look’d upon. 

Come, lead meto the Block, bear him my Head, 

They {mile at me, who fhortly {hall be dead. 


- 


ft 
nter Richard, 2”a Buckingham, # rottex Armour mar- 
ws vellous rl: favour'd, 
| Rich. Com2z Coufin, 
witthou qiak:, and change thy colour, 
artherthy.breath in mid lle ofa word, 


Aad then again begin, aad ftopoagain, 

iss if thoa werediftraught, and mad with terrot ? 
Buck. Tat, 1 cancounterfeicthe deep Tragedian, 

. and look back, aad prie on every fide, 

Tremble, and ftarc at wagging of a Straw ! 

ntending dzep fulpition, gaftly Looks 

teat my fervice, like enforced Smiles ; 

nd both are ready in their O ffices, 

At any time to grace my Scr atagems. 

ut what, is Catesby gone? 

Rich. Hz is, aad fee he brin gs the Mayor along. 


Enter the Mayor and Catesby. 


Buck, bord Mayor. 

Rich. Look to the Draw-bridge there. 

Buck. Heark, a Drum.iiait 

Rich. Catesby, orelook’' the Walls. 

Buck, Lord Mayor, theireafon we have fent. \ 
Rich, Look back, defend there,» here ate. Enemirs. 
Buck, Godand our Innocency-defend,; and guard us. 


Enter‘Lovel and. Ratdiffe; with Haftines Head. 
sa eS 


‘|, Lov. Here is the Head of thatiignoble Traitor, 
he dangéronstanié unfufpected Haftings. 
4) Rich: Soideardolov’d the man, that 1: muftiweep : 
| { took him for the plaineft harmlefs Creature, 
That breath’d-upon the Banth, «ahr ifiehs: 
Made him my Boole; whebéin aly Goubimecotded 
The Hiftory-of her fetvet og are 
So fmooth he daub’d his Vice wa | fae weof Vertue. 
That his apparent open Guill omuyted, - 
}f mean his Converfation with Shore’s Wife, : 
He liv?d-from all Attainder of fafpects. 
Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'ft fhelter’d Traitor 
4 That ever liv’d. | 
Would you imagine, or almoft believe, 
Wer’t not, that by great prefervation 
Wedive to tellit, that the fubtle Traitor 
‘WThisday had plotted, in the Counfel-Hou isguzy 
o murther mes.and my good Lord of Gloffer. 
My. Had»hedone fo ? 
Rich, What! think you weate Turks, or Infidels? 
rthat we would, againft the form of Law, 
roceed thus rafbly in the Villains death, 
}Bot that the éxtream peril of the cafe, 
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafety, 
Enforc’dus to this Execution. 5 
_ May. Now fairtsfall yous he-deferv’d his death, 
‘And your good Graces:both, have well procecded, 
To warn falfe Traitors fromithe-tike Attempts: 
|) Buck, I never look’d :for better at his hands,. , |; 
‘After he once fell in with Miltrefg Shore: — Woy vi es 
os had we not determin’d he fhould dic, Swe 
’ | Until your Lordthip came to fechisend, — 
» | Which now the loving hafte of thefe our Friends; 
Bomething againft our meanings, have prevented 5 
ecaufe, my Lord, 1 would have had you heard 
he Traitor fpeak, and timeroully confefs 
he manner aad the purpofe of his Treafons: 
That you might well have fignify’d the fame 


Mifconftrueus.in him, and wail his death. 
| May. But, my good Lord,your Grace’s words fhall ferve, 
‘As well as I had feen, aad heard him {peak : 


“+ 
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‘oT || Nay, for aneed, thus.far come near my Perfor ; 


ot ROBIE t | Yet touch this fpagingly, as *twere far off, 
Rich, Bz pitient,they are Friends : Ratcliffe aud Lovel. | Becaufe, thyekegttlg-you know my Mother lives. 


Unto the Citizens; who haplymay =" al 
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And do not doubt, right Noble Princesboth 
But Ple acquaint our duteous Citizens . 
With all your juft proceedings in this cafe. 
Rich. And to that end we wifh’d -your Lordhhip hete, 
T’avoid the Cenfures.of the carping.W orld. 
Tu:k, Which fiace you come-too late of our intent 
Yet witnefs what yowhear we didintend - : 
And fo, my good Lord Mayorj-wesbid farewel. 
er eer LExit Mayor. 


Rich, Goafter, after, Coulimimi@ekens ham, 
The Mayor towards Guild-Hall yes him in all poft- 
There, at your meeteit vantage of the time, 

Infer the Baltardy of Edwards Children, 
Tell them, how Edward put todearh a Citizen, 
Only for faying, he would make his Son 
Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houfe, 
Which, by the Sign thereof was termed fo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury, 
And beflial appetite'in change of Luft, 
W hich ftrecch’d unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives, 
Even where his raging Eye, or favage Heart, 
Vithout controll, luited tomake a prey. 


Tell them, when that.my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward, Noble York, 

My Princely Fatherjthen had Wars iin France, 
And by true computation of the time, 

Found}, that the,tflite was not his begot : 

Which well appear’d in,his Lincaments, 

Being nothing,like the. Noble Duke, my Father : 


Buck, Doubt,net, my,Lord,, Ple play the Orator, 
As ifthe Golden; ee, for which! plead, 
Were for my felf : and fo, my Lord, adieu. 

Rich. f-youthrive, well,briag them. to Baynards Caftle, 
W hereyou fhall find me, well accompanied 
With revercnd Fathers, and well-learned Bifhops. 

Buck, 1 go,-and- towards three or four a Clock 
Look'for the Newsthat the Guild- Hall affords. 

[Exit Buckingham. 

Rich. Go, Lovell, with all fpeed to Doctor Sham, 
Go thou to Fryar Besker, bid them both 
Meet me within,this hour at Baynard’s Caftle. 
Now will! go to take fome privy Order, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence outof fight, 
And to! giveorder, that no manner of perfon 
Have any time recourfe unto the Princes. 

: ens Enter a Scrivener. 

Scr. Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Haftings, 
Which in a fer-hand fairly is. engrof{sd. 
That it may be today read o’re in Pauls. 
And mark how well the fequel hangs together : 
Elevenchours I have {pent to write it over, 
For yefter-night by Gatesby was.it fent me, 
The Precedent was full as long.a doing, 
And yet within'thefe five. hours /fa/fiags liv’d, 
Untainted, unexamin’d, free,-atediberty. 
Here’s a good World the while, whois fo grofs 
That cannot fee this palpable device ? 
Yetawhorfo bold,-but fay he fees it not ? 
Bad is the World,: and all willcome to nought, 
When fuch ill dealing muft be feen in thought. 


Exit. 


LExit. 


ia} : 
Exit. 
Enter Richard aed Buckingham at /everal doors: 


Rich: How now, how now, what fay the Citizens ? 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Citizens are mum, fay not a word. 
Rich, Touch’d youthe Baftardy of Edwards Children? 
Buck, \ did, with his Contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his Contract by Deputy in Frazce. 
Tiunfatiate greedinefs of his defire, 
And his enforcement of the,City Wives, 
Sf2 


His 
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His Tyranny for Trifles, his own Baitardy, 
As being got, your Father then in France, 
And his refemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal, 1 did infer your Lineaments, 
Being the right /dea of your Father, 
Both in your form, and Noblenefs of Mind: 
Laid open all your Victories in Scotland, 
Your Difcipline in War, Wifdom in Peace, 
Your Bounty, Vertue, fair Humility : 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpofe, 
Untoucht, or fleightly handled in difcourfe. 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 
I bid them that did love their Countries good, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England's Royal King. 
Rich, And did they fo ? 
Buck, No, fo God help me, they fpake not a word, 
But like dumb Statues or breathing Stones, 
Star’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale : 
Which whenI faw, | reprehended them, 
And ask’d the Mayor, what meant this wilful filence ? 
His anfwer was, the people were not ufed 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 
Then he was urg’d to tell my Tale again: 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr’d, 
But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf. 
When he had done, fome followers of mine own, 
At lower end of the Hall, hurl’d up their Caps, 
And fome ten voicesery’d, God fave King Richard: 
And thus I took the vantage of thofe few. 
Thanks, gentle Citizens ‘and Friends, quoth 1, 
This general applaufe, and chearful fhout, 
Argues your wifdom, and your love te Rechard: 
And even here brake off, and came away. 
Rich. What Tongue. lefs Blocks were they, 
Would they not fpeak ? 
Will not the Mayor then, and his Brethren, come ? 
Buck, The Mayor ishere at hand : intend fome fear, 
Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit : 
And look you get a Prayer-Book in your hand, 
And ftand between twoChurch-men, good my Lord, 
For on that ground ’le make a holy Defcant : 
And be not eafily won toour requelts, 
“Play the Maids part, ftill anfwernay, and take it. 
Rich. 1 go: and if you plead as well for them, 
As]| can fay nay to thee for my felf, 
No doubt ‘we bring it toa happy iffue. 
Buck, Go, goupto the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks. 
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Enter Lord Mayor, and Citizens. 


Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
I think the Duke will not be fpoke withall. 
Enter Catesby. 

Buck. Now Caresby,what fays your Lord to my requeft ? 

Cates. He dothintreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 
To vifithim to morrow, or next day: 

He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 

Divinely bent to Meditation, 

And in no worldly Suits would he be mov’d, 

To draw him from his holy Exercife. , 

Buck, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Duke, 
Tell him, my felf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
Indeep defigns, inmatter of great moment, 

No lefs importing than our general Good, 

Are come to have fome conference with his Grace. 
Cates. Ple fignifie fo much unto him ftgaight. [Exir. 
Buck, Ahha, my Lord, this Prince isnot an Edward, 

He is not lulling ona lew’d Love-Bed : 

But on his Knees at Meditation : 

Not dallying witha Brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating wich two deep Divines : 

Not fleeping, to engrofs his idle Body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful Soul. 

Happy were England, would this vertuous Prince 


Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof. 
But fure | fear we fhall not win him toit. 


Now Catesby, what fays his Grace ? 


Such troops of Citizensto come'to him, 
His Grace not being warn’d thereof before : © 


_{ Which to recure, we heartily folicic 


Richard the Third. 


Mayor, Marry God defend his Grace fhould fay us 
Buck, | fear he will: here Catesby comesagain, 
Enter Catesby. 


my, | 


Cates. He wonders to what end you have aflembled | 

ie 

He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him. 
Buck, Sorry | am, my Noble Coufin fhould 

Sufpect me, that] mean no good to him: 

By Heaven, we come to him in perfect love, 

And foonce more return, and tell his Grace. 

When holy and devout Religious men 

Are at their Beads, ’tis much to draw them thence, 

So fweet is zealous Contemplation. i 


ee 
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Enter Richard aloft, between two Bifhops. 


Ma. See where his Grace ftands *tween two Clergymen, | 
Buck. Two Props of Vertue, for a Chriftian Prince, Te 
To ftay him from the fall of Vanity : 
And fee a Book of Prayer in his hand, ; 

True Ornaments to know a holy Man. 

Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince, 

Lend favourable car to our requetts, 

And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy Devotion and'vight Chriftian Zeal. 

Rich. My Lord, there needs no fach Apology: 

I do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 

Who earneft in the fervice of th’ high God, 

Deferr’d the vifitation of my Friends. 

But leaving this, what is your Graces pleafure? | 
Buck, Even that (I hope) which pleafeth Godabove, | 

And all good mea, of this ungovern’d Ifle. 
Rich. | dofafpett I have done fome offence, 

That feems difgraeious ia the Cities Eye, 

And that you come go my Ignorance, 
Buck, You hav@, my 

Would it might pleafe your Grace, 

On our,entreaties to attend your fault. 
Rich, Elfe wherefore breathe Lin a C 
Buck, Know then, itis your fault that you refign 

The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeftical, 

The Sceptred office of your Anceftors, 

Your State of Fortune, and your ducof Birth, 

The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houfe, 

ie bond reste be of a blemifh’d Stock : 

iles in the mildnefs of your fleepy thou gh 

(Which here we waken to our Comte aie 

The Noble Ifle doth want his proper Limbs: 

His Face defac’d with skars of Infamy, 

His Royal Stock graft with ignoble Plants, 

And almoft fhouldred in the fwallowing Gulf 

Of dark forgetfulnefs, and deep Oblivion. 
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Your gracious felfto take on you the charge 
And Kingly Government of this orlal : 
Not asProtector, Steward, Subftitute, | 
Or lowly Fattor, for anothers gain ; 
But as fuceeflively, from Blood to Blood, 
Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your own. 
For this, conforted with the Citizens, 
Your very Worfhipful and loving Friends, 
And by their vehement inftigation, 
In this juft Canfe come I to move your Grace. 
Rich. | cannot tell, if to depart in filence, 
Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproof,  « 
Beft fittech my Degree, or your Condition. 
For not to anfwer, you might haply think 
Tongue-ty’d Ambition, not replying, yiel 
To bearthe Golden Yoak of Soveraignty 
Which fondly you would here impofe on me 
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Jif to reprove you for this fuit of yours, 

So feafon’d with your faithful love to me, 
‘Then on the other fide I check’d my Friends, 
Therefore to fpeak, and to avoid the firft, 
‘And then in fpeaking, not to incur the laft, 
Definitively thus { anfwer you. 

Your love deferves my thanks, but my defert 
Unmeritable, fhuns your high requeft. 

Firft, if all Obftacles were-cut away, 

And that my Path were even to the Crown, 
iAsthe ripe Révenue, and due of Birth: 

(Yet fo much is my poverty of Spirit, 

So mighty, and fo many my defects, 

} Phat 1 would rather hide me from my Grcatnefs, 
| Being a Bark to-brook no mighty Sea ; 

. Than in my Greatnefs covet to L* hid,’ 

'}And inthe vapour of my Glory fmothier?d. 
‘4But God be thank’d, there is no need of me, 
{And much Ineed to help you, were there need: 
Fi The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, 

" }Which mellow’d by the ftealing hours of time, 

t! ) Will well Become the Seat of Majetty, 

{And make us (no doubt) happy by his Reign. 
fOnhim I lay that, youwould lay on me, 

The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, 
Which God defend that I fhould wring from him. 


But the refpects thereof aré nice} and trivial, 
Allcircumftances well confidered. 
W 1Youfay, that Edward is your Brothers Son, 
}So fay wetoo, but not by Edwards Wife: 
|For firft was he contract to Lady Lacy, 
| Your Mother lives a witnefs to his V ow, 
ic | And afterward by fubftitute betroth’d 
Wi} To Bona, Sifter to the King of France. 
Thefe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 
y,} A Care-crazd Mother toamany Sons, 

| A Beauty-waining,~and diftrefied Widow, 
wt Even in the after-noon of her beftday, 
Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye, 
Seduc’d the pitch, and height of his degree, 
To bafe declenfion, and loath’d Bigamie. 
te) By her,in his unlawful Bed, he'got 
ut} Vhis Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 
} More bitterly could! expoftulate, 
| Save that for revererice of fomealive, 
Tgivea {paring limit to my Tongue. 
Then; good my Lord, take to your Royal felf 
| This proffer’d benefit of Dignity: 
Tf not to blefS us, and the Land withal, © 
¥etto draw forth your Noble Anceftry 
| Fromthe corruption of abufing times, 
} Untoa Linea! true derived courfe. 


’ Buck, Refufe not, mighty Lord, this proffer’d love. 
} Cates, O make them joyful, grant their lawful fuit. 
} Rich. Alas, why would you heap this Care on me ¢ 
| lam unfit for State, “and Majefty : 

{I do befeech you take irnot amifs, 

| I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck. \f you refufeit, as in loveand zeal, 

| Loth to depofe the Child your Brothers Son, 

_ | As well we know your’ tendernefs of Heart, 

# | And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe, 

} Which we have noted in you to your Kindred; 

} And equally indeed to all Eftaces: _ 

{ Yet know, where you accept our fhit, orno, 
Your Brothers Son fhall never reign our King; 
But we will plant feme other in the Throne, 
Tothe difgrace and down-fall of your Houfe : 
| And in this refolution here we leave you. 
\Come Citizens, we will intreat no more. 


‘|lfyoudeny them, all the Land will ruc it. 
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_ Buck. My Lord, this argucs Confcience in your Grace; 


- Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you, 


(Exeunt. 
Cates, Call him again, fweet Prince, accept their {uit - 
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Rich, Will you enforce me to a world of Cares ? 
Call them again, 1 am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 
Albeit againft my Confcience and my Soul. 
Enter Buckingham and the reft, 
Coufin of Buckingham, and Sage men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my back, 
lo bear her burthen, whether, I will or no, 
I muft have patience to endure the [oad :: 
Butif black Scandal, or foul-fac’d Reproach, 
Attend the fequel of your Inipofition, 
Your meer entorcement fhall acguittance me 
From all the imppre blots and ftains thereof, 
For God doth know, and you may partly fee, 
How far! am from the defire of this. 
Mayor, God blefs your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 
Rich. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 
Buck, Then I falute you with this Royal Title, 
Long live King A:chard, Englands worthy King. 
All, Amen, 
Buck, To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown’d; 
Rich. E.ven when you pleafe, for you will have it fo. 
Buck, To morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And fo moft joyfully we take our leave. 
Rich. Come, letusto our holy Work again. 


Farewel my Coufins, farewel gentle Friends. [Exeunt, 


Aitus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the Queen, Anne Durchefs of Glocefter, the Dutche/s 
of York, and Marquefs of Dorfet. 


Dutch, York. Who meets us here? 
My Niece Plantagener, 
Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Gloffer ? 
Now, for my Life, fhe’s wandring tothe Tower, 
On pure hearts love, to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter, well met. 
Anne. God give your Graces both a happy 
And a joyful time of day. 
Cu. Asmuch to you, good Sifter: whither away ? 
Anne, No farther than the Tower, and asI guefs, 
Upon the like devotion as your felves, 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 
Gu. Kind Sitter thanks ,we’ll never enter all together, 


Enter the Lieutenant. 

And ia good time, here the Lieutenant comes, 
Mafter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the Prince, and-my young Son of York ? 

Liew. Right well, dear Madam: by your patience, 
I may not fuffer you to vific them, 
The King hath ftrictly charg’d the contrary, 

Qu, The King ? who’s that? ; 

Lieu. { mean the Lord Protector. 

Qu. The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. 
Harh he fet bounds between their love, and me? 
| am their Mother, who fhall bar me from them? 

Dutch, York, 1am their Fathers Mother, I will fee them. 

Anne, Their Aunt] am in Law, inlove their Mother : 
Then. bring me to their fights, le bear thy blame, 
And take thy Office from thee, on my peril. 

Lieu. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it fo : 
| am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[Exit Lieutenant. 
Enter Stanly. 

Stan. Let me but meet you Ladies one hour hence, 
And ’le falute your Grace of York, as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come Madam, you muft ftraight to Weftminfter, 
There tobe Crowned Richards Royal Queen, 

Qu. Ah, cut my Lace afunder, . 
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That my pent Heartmay have fome {cope to beat, 
Or elf I {woon with,this dead-killing news. 
Am, Defpightfultidings, O unpleafing news: 
Dorf.Be of good chear : Mother, how fares your 
Qu, O Dorfer, fpeaknottome, get thee gone, 
Death and Deitruction dogs thee at thy heels, 
Thy Mothers Nameis ominous to Children. 
If thou wilt out-{trip Death, go crofs the Seas, 
as live with Richmond, from the reach of Hell, 
o hye thee, hye thee from-this flaughter-houles 
Left thou increafe the number of the dead, 
And make me diethe thrall of Adargaret’s Curfe, 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor Englana’s counted Queen. 
Stan. Full of wife care is this your Counfel, Madam: — 
Take all the fwift advantage of the hours : 
Yourfliallihave Letters from me to my Son, 
In your behalf, to.mectyou on the way : 
Be not ta’sie tardy by unwife delay. 
Duc. Tor. O ili difperfing, Wind of Mifery, 
O my accurfed Womb, the Bed of Death: 
A Catkatrice haft thou hatch’d to the World, 
W hole unavoided Eye is Murtherous. 
Stan, Come, Madam, come, Lin all hafte was feut. 
‘Ann. And | withall unwillingnefs will go. 
O would to Gods: that the inclulive.V erge 
Of Golden Metal, that mutt round my Brow, 
Were red hot Steel to fear me to the Brains, 
Anointed teeme be with deadly Venom, 
‘And die ere Men fay, God fave the Queen. 
Qa. Go, Zo, poor Soul, Lenvy not thy Glory, 
/To feed my humour wilh thy felfno harm. 
‘Am Nowy ? When hethatis my Husband now, 
| Came to me, as [ follow’d Henry’s Coarle, 


Grace? 


When fcarce the Blood was well wafh’d from his hands 
t > 


I Which iflaed from my other Angel Husband, 

And that dear Saint, which then 1 weeping follow’d : 
©. when | fay, 1 look’d on Richard’s Face, 
I This wasmy With: Be thou( quoth]) accurft, 

For making me, fo young, fo olda Widow : 

And when thou wec’tt, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed : 
And be thy Wife, if any be fo mad, 

More miserable, bythe Life of thee, 

Than thou halt: mademe, by my dear Lords Death. 
Loe, e?re J can repeat this Curfe again, 

Within fo fmalla time my Womans Heart 

‘Grofsly grew captive to his honey words, 

‘And prov’d the fabject of mine own Souls Curfe, 
Which hitherto hath held mine Eyes from reft : 

For never yet one hour in his Bed 

Did Lenjoy the goldeu dew of Sleep, 

But with his timorous Dreams was {till awak’d. - 
Befides, lie hates me for my Father Worroick» 

And will (no doubt) fhortly be rid of me. 

Qu, Poor heart, Adieu, I pity thy complaining. 

in. No more than with my Soul I mourn for yours, 

Dorf. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory. 

Ann. Adieu, poor Soul, that tak" thy leave of it. 

Due: for. Go thou to Richmond,and good fortune guide 
eases [Zo Dorfet. 
Go thouto Richard, and good Angels tend thee, [70 Ann. 
Go thou to Sanctuary, and good thoughts poflefs thee, 

(To the Queen, 

I to my Grave, where Peace and reft lye with me. 
Eighty odd years of forrow have [ fcen, 
And cach hours joy wrack’d wich a week of teen. 

Qu. Stay, yet look back with me untothe Tower, 
Pity, you ancient Stones, thofe tender Babes, 
Whom Envy hath immur’d within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for fuch little pretty ones, 
Rude raggedNurfe, old fullen Play-fellow, 
For tender Princes: ufemy Babies well, 


So foolifh Sorrows bid your Stones farewel.  [Exewnt. 
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Sound a Sonnet. Enter Richard iz pomp, Buckingha | es 
by, Ratcliffe, ics a Ms Cate 


Rich. Stand all apart, Coufin of Buckingham, 
Buck, My gracious Soveraign. 
Rich. Give me thy. hand. 
Thus high, by thy advice, and thy afliftance, 
Is King Richard Seated :> 
But fhall we wear thefe Glories for a day ? 
Or fhall they laft, and we rejoice in them? 
Buck, Still live they, and for ever let them lafke: <a 
Rich. Ah Buckingham,* now dol play the Touch, “a 
Totry ifthou be current Gold indeed Pp 
Young Edward lives, thinknow what | would fpeak. e 
Buck, Sayon, my loving Lord. a i 
Rich, Why, Luckingham, || fay L would be King. 
Buck, Why foyou are, my thrice renowned Lor 
Rich. Ha? aml King ? tis fo : but Edmard lin 
Buck, Yrue, Noble Prince: 
Rich. O bitter Confequence ! 
That Edward {till fhould live true Noble Prince. 
Coufin, thou walt not wont tobe fo dull. 
Shall beplain? 1 with the Baftards dead, ; 
And | would.haveit fuddenly perform’d., 
“What fay?ft thou now ? {peak fuddenly, be brief, ) 
Bruck, Your Grace may da your pleafure. 
Rich. Tut, tut,thou art allice, thy kindnefs freezes 
Say, have I thy confent, that they fhall die? © 
| Buck.Give me fome little breath, fome paufe,de 
Before! pofitively fpeak in this: ' 
| willrefolve youherein prefently. [Ev#, B 
Cases. The King is angry, fee he gnaws his Lip. 
Rich. 1 will converfe with Iron-witted Fools, 
And uprefpective Boys: none are for mes ri 
That look iato me with‘confiderate Eyes; 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumfped 
Boy. q 
» Pace. My Lord. =, = Bog 
Rich. Know ft thou not any, whom corruptin 
Will tempt unto a clofe exploitof Death ? 
Page. lknowa difcontented Gentleman, = 
W hofe humble means match not his haughty fpirits 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, : 
And will (vo. doubt) tempt him to any thing. 
Rich. What is his Name ¢ ar 
Page. His Name, my Lord, is Zérrell, ona 
; Rich. 1 partly know the Man: go call him hither) 
oy. . [F 
The deep revolving witty Buckingham, 
No more hall be the neighbour to my Counfels: 
Hath he fo long held out with me untyr’d, a 
And ftops he now for Breath ? Well, be it fo. 
Enter Stanly. 
How now, Lord Stanly, what’s the news? vata 
Stan, Know, my loving Lord, the Marques Dorf 
As\hear, is fled to Richmond, 
Inthe parts where he abides. 
Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumor it abroad, 
That Aza my Wife is very grievous fick, 
I will take order for her-keeping clofe. : 
Inquire me out fome mean poor Gentleman, 
Whom | will marry ftraight to Clarence Daughtet 
The Boy is foolifh, and I fear not him. a 
Look how thou dreamft: I fay again, give out, 
That Ayn my Queen isfick, and like to die. 
About it, forit ftands me much upon E 
aR all hopes, whofe growth may damage mie 
J muft be married to my Brothers Daughter: 
Or elfe my Kingdom ftands on brittle Glafs: 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her, — 
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Uncertain wayof gain. Butlamin 
So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin, 

- | Tear-falling Pity dwells notinthisEye. . 
Enter Tirrel. 


ee 
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Isthy Name Tirrel ? 
| Tir. Fumes Tirrel, and your moft obedient Subject: 
Rich, Art thouindeed ? 
Tir. Prove me, my, gracious. Lord. 
D1) Rich. Dar’f thou refolve.to, killa Fricnd of mine ? 
4) Tir. Pleafe. you: 
»} But I had rather kill two Enemies, 
Oy) Rich. Why thenthou halt it: two decp Enemies, 
"} Foes to.my Ref, “and my fweet flecps dilturbers, 
Are they that I would have thee deal. upon: 
| Tirrel, 1 mean thofe Baltardsin the Tower. 
, Jer. Let me have open means to, cometo them, 
"And foon ’le rid. you-from the fear of them. 
| Rich. Thou fing?{t fweet Mulick: 
*}Heark, come hither Zirrc/, 
Go by thistoken: rife, and lend thine Ear, 
| There is no.more but fo: fay itis done, 
WY And Fwilllovethee, and prefer thee for it. 
Y Tir. Lwill difpatch it firaight. 
if ’ Enter Buckingham. 
1) Buck, My Lord, 1 have confider’d, in my mind, 
WThe late requeft that you did found me in. 
| Rich. Well, let that refit: Dox/ct is fled to Richmond, 
Buck, hear the news, my Lord. 
Rich. Stanly, he is your Wives Son: well, look unto it. 
Buck, My, Lord, | claim the gift, my due by promife, 
or which your Honour and your Faith is pawn’d. 
‘Th? Earldom of Hereford, and the Movyeables, 
| Which you have promifed I fhall pofltf. 
|. Rich. Stanly, look to your Wife: if fhe convey 
etters to. Richmond, you shall anfwer it. 
| Buck, Whatfays your Highnef§ to my jul requelt ? 
| Rich. 1doremember me, Henry the Sixth 
, | Did Prophefic, that Richmond fhould be King, 
~ 1) When Richmond: was a little peevilh Boy. 
| A King perhaps. 
1 Buck, May it pleafe you to, refolve me in my fuit. 
Rich. Thou troubleft me, lam not in the vein. [ Exit. 
> Buck,And is it thus? repays he my deep fervice 
With fuch contempt? made I him King for this ? 
FO let me think on Ha/tings, and be gone 
ITo Brecnock, while my tearful head is on. 
=" Enter Virrel. 
Tir. Thetyrannous and bloody Act is done, 
} The moft Arch deed of pitcous maflacre 
*} That ever yet this Land was guilty of : 
| Dighton and Forref, whom! did fubora 
odo this piece of ruthful Butchery, 
PAlbeit they were flefhe Villains, bloody Dogs, 
_ | Melted with tendernefs, and mild. compallion, 
A Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad ftory, 
1 O thus (quoth Dighton) lay the gentle Babes: 
"| Thus, thus (quoti Forre/t) girdling one another 
| Within their Alabalter innocent arms: 
te | Their lips were four red Rofes on a ftalk, 
| 


[Whifpers. 
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| And their Summer Beauty kift each other. 

ABook of Prayers ontheir Pillow lay, 

| Which once (quoth Forve/t) almoft chang’d my mind : 
fat oh the Devil, there the Villain ftopt : 

When Dighton thus toldon, we fmothered 

} The moft replenifhed {weet work of Nature, 

| That from the prime Creatione’re fhe framed. 

| Hence both are gone with Confcience and Remorfe, 

They could not fpeak, and fo 1 left them both, 

cele To bear thefe tydings to the bloody King. 

die Enter Richard. ; 

‘And here he comes. All health my Soveraign Lord. 

Rich, Kind Tirrel, ami happy in the News? 

i Tir. If to have done the thing you gave mm charge 

yj) Beget your happincfs, be happy then, 


of Richard the Third. 


Exit. 
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For it is done. ~ 
Rich. But did’ thou fee them dead? 
Tir. | did, my, Lord, . 
Rich, And buried, gentle Tirrel ? 

_ 4ir. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them 
But where (to fay the truth) I do not know. ; 
Rich. Come to me Tirrel {oon, and after Supper, 
Whemnthoa there fhalt tell the proces of their death. 

Mean time, but think how Lmay dothee good, 
And be inheritor of thy defire. 5 
Farewel till then. 
Tir. L hambly rake leave. 
_ Rich. The Son of Clarence have I:pent up clofe; 
|His Daughter meanly hawe I match?d in marriage, 
|The Sons of Edward fleep in Abrahams bofom, 
| And Ana my Wife bath bid this World good night. 
Now for I know the Britain Richmond ‘aims 
At young Elzsbeth my Brothers Daughter, 
And by that knot looks proudly on the Crown, 
Vo her go I, a jolly thriving Wooer. 
Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. 
Rich, Good or bad News, that thon com?ft in fo bluntly ? 
Rat. Bad news, my Lord, /ourton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Welfhmen, 
Is inthe Field, and ftill his power. encreafeth. 
Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and his rafh levied ftrength. 
Come, Lhave learn’d that fearful commenting 
[s leaden Servitor to dull delay. 


Delay leads impotent and Snail-pac’d Beggery : 


Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Joves Mercury, and Herald for a King: 

Go mufter men: My Counfel is my Shield, 

We mutt be brief, when Traytors brave the Field. [Exexnt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Old Queen Margaret. 


Maur, So now profperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death ; 
Here in thefe Confines flily have I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine Enemies. 
A dire induction am I -witnels to, 
And willto France, hoping the confequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and Tragical. 
Withdraw thee wretched Adargaret, who comes here ? 
Enter Dutchefs and Queen, 

Queen. Ah my poor Princefs/ ah my tender Babes! 
My unblown-Flowers, new appearing fweets ; 
lf yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air, 

And bz: not fixt in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, 
And here ycur Mothers Lamentation. 

Mar, Hover about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dim’d your {nfant morn, to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miferies have craz’d my voice, 

That my woe-wearied tongue is {till and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet why art thou'dead ? 

Mar, Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenct, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Qu, Wilt thou, O God, flye from fuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the intrails of the Wolf ? 
Why didit thou fleep, whea fucha deed was done ? 

Mar. When Holy Henry died, and my {weet Son. 

Dut. Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living Ghoft, 
Woes Scene, Worlds fhame, Graves due, by life ufurprt; 
Brief abftract.and record of tedious days, 

Reft thy unreft on £aptynds lawful Earth, 
Unlawfuily made drunk with innocent blood. «6,1 - 

Queen. Ah thatthou would?{t as foon afforda Graye, 


As 
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As thou canft yield a melancholy feat : 
Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here, 
Ah who hath any caufe to,mourn, but we ? 
Mar. \f ancient be moft:reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of Signeury, 
And let my griefs frown on the upp¢r hand 
if forrow can admit Society. 
1 had an Edward till a Richard kill’d him : 
Lhadan Husband, tilla Richard kilPd him: 
Thou had’tt an Edward, tilla Richard kilPd him: 
Thou had’ft a Richard, till a Richard kid him. 
Dut. Vhad a Ri. berd too and thou did’it kill him; 
[had a Rutland too, thou holp’ft to kill him. 
Mar. Thou had?lt a Clarence too, 
And Richard kill’d him. 
From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath crept 
A Hell hound that doth hunt usall to death: 
That Dog, that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 
To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle blood : 
That foul defacer of.Gods handy work : 
That reigns in gauled.Eyes of weeping Souls’: 
That exccllent grand Tyrant of the Earth, 
Thiy womb let loofe to chafe us to our Graves. 
O upright, jutt, and true difpofing God, 
How dot thank thee, that this carnal Cur 
Preys on the iffue of bis Mothers body, 
And makes her Pue-fellow with others moan. 
Dut. Oh Harries Wife, triumph not in my woes: 
| God witnefs with me, | have wept for thine. 
Mar. Beat with me: Lam hungry for revenge, 
And now1 cloy me with beholdingit. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edward, 
Theother £dmarddead, to quit my Edward : 
Young York; he isbut boot, becaufe beth they 
Match’d noi the high perfe:tion of my lofs. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab’d my Edward, 
And the beholders of this frantick Play, 
Th adulterate Haffings, Revers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Untimely fmother’din their dusky Graves. 
Richard yet lives, Hell’s black Intelligencer, °* 
Onely referv’d their Factor, to buy Souls, 
And fend them thither: But at hand,at hand 
Infues his piteous and unpitied end. 
Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, 
To have him fuddenly convey’d from hence ¢ 
Cancel his Bond of life, dear God, I pray, 
That I may live, and fay, The Dog is dead. 
ween, O thou did Prophely, the time would come, 
That! fhould with for thee to help me Curfe 
That bottel’d Spider, that foul bunch-back’d Toad. 
Mar. \ call’d thee then, vain fouith of my Fortune - 
I cali’d thee then, poor Shadow, painted Queen, 
The reprefentation of but what I was; 
The flatteting Index of a direful Pageant, 
One heav’da high, to be hurl’d down below : 
A Mother onely mock?d with two fair Babes’; 
A dream of what thou waft, a garifh Flag 
To be the aim of every dangerous Shot , 
A fign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble : 
A Queen in leaft, only to fillthe Scene. 
iWhere is thy Husband now? where be thy Brothers ? 
Where be thy two Sons? Wherein dort thou Joy? 
Who {ues and kheels, and fays, God fave the Queen ? 
Where be the bending Peers that flattered thee ? 
Where be the thronging Troops that followed thee ?. 
D.cline all this, and fee now what thou art. 
} For happy Wife, amoft diitreffzd Widow: 
For joyfal Mother, one that wails the name : 
For one being fued to, one that humbly fues : 
| For Queer, avery ee crown’d with care: 
For fhe thai fcorn’d at mc, now fcorn’d of me: 
For fhe being feared of all, now fearing one : 
For fhe commanding all obey’d, of none. 
1 Thus hath thecourle of Juftice whirl’d about, 


And eft thee but a very prey to time, 

Having no more but thought of what thou waft, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou did’it ufurp my place, and doft thou not 
furp the jult proportion of my Sorrow ? 


Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen’d yoak ~~ 


From which, even herel flip my wearied head, 

And leave the burthen of it all, on thee. 

Farewel York’s Wife, and Queen of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Englith woes fhall make me finile in France, 
Oxcen, O thon well ski?’din Curfes, ftay a while, 

And teach me how to curfe mine Enemies. 


Mar. Forbear to fleep the night, and faft the day: ~ | 


Compare dead happinefs with living woe : 
Think thatthy Babes were fweeter than they were, 
\ad he that flew them fowler than he is: 
settring thy lofS makes the bad caufer worfe, 
Revolving this, will teach thee how to Curfe. 3 
Queen, My wordsare dull, O quicken them with thing 
Mar. Thy woes will make them fharp, “oa 
And pierce like mine. [Exit Marg 
Dut. Why fhpuld calamity be full of words? — 
Queen, Windy Atvurnies to thei Clients Woe 
Aiery fucceeders of intefline joys, an 
Poor breathing Orators of miferies, _ 
Let them have fcope, though what they willimpart 7 
Help nothing elfe, yet do they cafe the heart. aes 
Dut, Uf fo, then be not Tongue-ty’d : go with me, = 
And in the breath of bitter words, let’s {mother 9 
My damned Son, that thy two fweet Sons fmother 
The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaims. 


Cita. 
ae 


Enter King Richard and his Train, 


Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? — 
Dut, O the, that might have intercepted thee — 
By ftrangling theein her accurfed Womb, — ™ 
From all the flanghters (Wretch) that thou halt dor 
Qu, Hid?ft thou that Forehead with a Golden Cr 
Where’t fhould be branded, if that right were fig 
The flaughter of the Prince that ow’d that Crown, 
And the dire death of my poor Sons and Broth 
Tell me, thou Villain-flave, where are my Children, 
Dut. Thou Toad, thou Toad, i 
Where is thy Brother Clarence ? 
And little Ned Plantagenet his Son ? a 
Queen, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vanghan, Gray?” 
Dut. Where is kind Haftings ? a 
Rich, A flourifh, Trempets; ftrike Alarum, Drums: © 
Let not the Heavens hear thefe Tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lords Anointed. Strikel fay. 
Flourifh, 
Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous reports of War, 
Thus will | drown your exclamations. 
Dut. Art thou my Son ? 
Res, 1,1 thank God, my Father, and your felft « 
Dur, Vhen patiently hear my impatience. 
Rich. Madam, | have a touch of your condition — 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 
Dut. O let me fpeak. 
Rich, Do then, but Plenot hear. 
Dut. J will be mild, and gentle in my words. — 
Rich, And brief (good Mother) for am in ha 
Dut, Art thou fo hafty ? 1 have ftaid for thee 
(God knows) in torment and in agony. 
Rich, Aud camel not at lait to comfort you? — 
Dut. No by the holy Rood, thou know7lt it well 


Thou cam’ft on Earth, to make the Earth my Hell. 
A gfievous burthen was thy Birth to me, 


Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy. ee 
Thy School-days frightful, defperate, wild, and farlo 
Thy prime of Man-hood, daring, bold, and venturous 
Thy Age confirm’d, proud, fubtle, flye, and bloodys 


‘ 


ee 
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More mild, but yet more harmful, Kind in hatred :: 
What comfortable hour canft thou name, 
That ever grac’d me with thy company ? 
Rich. Faith none, but Humphrey Hower, 
That call’d your Grace 
Fo breakfatt once, forth of my company. 
If1 be fo difgracious in your Eye, 
Let me march on, and not offeuid you, Madam. 
Strike up the Drum. 
Dut. I prithee hear me fpeak. 
' Rich, You {peak too bitterly. 
Dut. Hear me a word : 
For I fhall never fpeak to thee again. 
Rich. So. 


} ~ Dut, Either thou wilt die by Gods juft Ordinance 
| Ere from this War thou turn a Gongueror : 
Or I with grief and extream age fhall perifh, 
And never more behold thy Face again. 

herefore take with thee my moft grievous Curfe, 
Which in the day of Battel tire thee more 
Than all the compleat Armour that thou wear'it. — 
|My Prayers on the adverfe Party fight, 
And there the little Souls of Edward?s Children 
Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemies, 
And promife them faccefs and Victory - 
{Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end: 
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Rich. Unto the dignity and height of Fortune, 
The high Imperial Type of this Earth’s glory. — 
_, Queen. Flatter my forrow with report of it: 
Tell me, what ftate, what dignity, what honour 
Canft thou devife to any Child of mine ? 
Aich. Even all [have I, and my felfand all, 
Will] withal endow a Child of thine: 
So in the Lethe of thy angry Soul, 
Thou drown the fad remembrance of thof Wrongs, 
Which thou fuppofeft I have done to thee. 
Queen. Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs 
Lait longer telling than thy kindnefs date. 
Rich. Then know, 
That from my Soul { love thy Daughter. 
Kueen. My Daughters Mother thinks it with het Soul. 
Rich. What do you think ? 
Queen, That thou doft love my Daughter from thy Soul. 
So from thy Souls love didft thou loye her Brothers 
And from thy hearts love, I do thank thee for it. 
Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning ; 
I mean, that with my Soul I love thy Daughter, 
And do intend to make her Queen of England, 
Queen, Well then, who do’ft thou mean {hall be her King. 
Rich. Even he that makes her Queen ; 
Who elfe fhould be ? 
Queen, What thou ? 


Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy deathattend. [Ewit. 
Queen. Though far more caufe, yet much lefs Spirit to 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to her. (curfe 


Kich. Even fo: how think you of it? 
Queen, How canit thou woo her ? 


Rich, Stay, Madam, | muft talk a word with you. 
"Queen, | have no more Sons of the Royal blood 
A} For thee to flaughter. For my Daughters (Kichard ) 
They fhall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens : 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 
Rich. You have a Daughter call’d Elizabeth, 
ii} Virtuous and fair, Royal and Gracious. 
Queen. And muft fhe dic for this ? O let her live, 
And Ple corrupt her Manners, ftain her Beauty, 
| Slander my felf, as falfe to Edward’s Bed: 
Throw over her the vail of infamy, 
ij So fhe may live unfcarr’d of bleeding flaughter, 
ili) E will confefs the was not Edwards Daughter. 
Rich, Wrong not her Birth, fhe isa Royal Princefs. 
Queen. To fave her life, Ple fay the is not'fo. 
Rich. Her life is fafeft‘only in her Birth. 
Queen, And onely in that fafety dy’d her Brothers. 
Rich. Loe, at their Birth good Stars were oppofite. 
Queen. No, to their lives ill Friends were contrary. 
_ Rich, Al) unavoided is the doom of Deftiny. 
|_ Queen. True: when avoided Grace makes Deftiny. 
| My Babes were deftin’d to a fairer death, 
_ | lif Grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 
| Rich. You {peak as if that I had flain my Coufins ? 
ween. Couiins indeed, and by their Uncle cozen’d, 
Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life, 
Whofe hands foever lanch’d their tender hearts, 
Thy head (all indirectly) gave direétion. 
| Nodoubt the murd’rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart, 
| To revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. 
Burt that ftill ufe of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue fhould to thy ears not name my Boys, 
ill that my Nails were anchor’d in thine Eyes: 
| And Tin fach a defp’rate Bay of death, 
Like a poor Bark, of {ails and tackling reft, 
Rufh alins pieces on thy Rocky bofom. 
Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprize, 
| And dangerous fuccels of bloody Wars, 
| As I intend more good to you and yours, 
| Thanever you or yours by me were harm’d. 


nih 


Tobe difcovered, that can do me good ? 


Queen, Up to fome Scaffold, there to lofe their heads. 


Queen, What good is cover’d with the Face of Heaven, 


Rich, Th? advancement of your Children, gentle Lady. 


Kich. That I would learn of you, 

As one being beft acquainted with her humour. 

Queen, And wilt thou learn of me ? 

Xich, Madam, with all my heart. 

Queen, Send to her, by the man that flew her Brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts: thereon engrave 
Edwerd and York, then haply will fhe weep : 

Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 

Did to thy Father, fteept in Rutland’s blood, 

A Hand-kerchief, which fay to her did drain 

The purple fap from her fweet Brothers body, 

And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 
If this inducement move her not to love, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 

Tell her, thou mad’{taway her Uncle Clarence 
Her Uncle Rivers ; 1, (and for her fake) 
Mad’it quick conveyance with her good Aunt Aye, 

Rich, You mock me, Madam, this is not the way 
To win your Daughter. 

Queen. There is no other way, 

Unlefs thou could’ put on fome other fhape, 
And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 

Rich, Say, that I did all this for love of her. 

Queen, Nay then indeed fhe cannot choofe but hate thee, 
Having bought love with fuch a bloody fpoyl. 

Rich. Look what is done, cannot be now amended : 
Men fhall deal unadvifedly fometimes, 
Which after-hours gives leifure to repent. 

If 1 did take the Kingdom front your Sons, 

To makeamends, Ile give it to your Daughter: 
If I have kill’d the iffue of your Womb, 

To quicken your encreaie, 1 will beger 

Mine iffue of your blood, upon your Daughter: 
A Grandams name is little lefS in love 

Than is the doting Title,of a Mother ; 

They are as Children but one ftep below, 

Even of your metal, of your very blood: 

Ofall one pain, fave for anight of groans 
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like forrow, 
Your Children were vexation to your youth, 

But mine fhall be a comfort to your age, 

The lofs you have, is but a Son being King, 
And by that lofs your Daughter is made Queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept fuch kindnefS as I can. 
Dorfet, your Son, that with a fearful Soul, 
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Leads difcontented fteps in forreign foyl, 
This fair Alliance quickly fhall call home 
Tohigh Promotions». and great Dignity. 
The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Familiarly fhall call thy Dor fet Brother : 
Again fhall you-be Mother to a King: 
Andall the ruins of diftrefsful times, 
Repair’d with double riches of Content. 
What? we have goodly days to ice : 
The liquid drops of tears that you have fhed, 
Shall come again, transform’d to Orient Pearl, 
Advantaging their love with intereft 
Often-times double gain of happinefs. 
Gothen (my Mother) to thy Daughter, £0, 
Make bold your bafhful years with your experience, 
Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooers tale. 
Put in her tender heart th’ afpiring flame 
Of golden Soveraignty : Acquaint the Princefs 
With the fweet filent hours of Marriage joys ; 
And when this Arm of mine hath chaftifed 
The petty Rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant Garlands will | come, 
And lead thy Daughter to a Conquerors Bed : 
To whom 1 will retail my Conqueit won, 
And fhe fhall be fole Vittrefs, Cafar’s Cafar. 
ween, What were I beft to fay, her Fathers Brother 
Would be her Lord? or fhall l fay her Uncle? 
Or he that flew her Brothers ? and her Uncles ? 
Under what Title fhall I woo for thee, 
That God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love, 
Can make feem pleafing to her tender years ? 
Rich. Infer fair Englands Peace by this Alliance. 
Qu. Which fhe fail purchafe with fill lafting War. 
Reh Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 
Queen, That at her hands,which the King’s King forbids. 
Rich. Say, the fhall be a high and mighty Queen. 
ween” To vail the Title, as her Mother doth. 
Rich, Say } will love her everlaftingly. 
Qu. But how long, fhall that Title ever laft ? 
Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her fair lives end. 
Qu. But how long fairly fhall her fweet life Taft ? 
Rich, As long:as Heaven and Nature lengthens it. 
Qu, Aslong as Hell and Richard likes of it. 
Rich. Say, 1, her Soveraign, am her Subject low. 
Qu. But fhe your Subject loaths fuch Soveraignty. 
Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Qu. An honeft tale fpeeds beft, being plainly told.” 
Rich, Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 
Qu, Plain and not honeft, is too harfha ftyle. 
Rich, Your Reafons are too fhallow, and too quick, 
Qu, O no, my Reafons are too deep and dead, 
Two deep and dead ( poor Infants) in their Graves, 
Harp on it ftill fhall 1, till, heart-{trings break. 
Rich. Harp not on. that ftring, Madam, that is paft. 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown. 
Qu, Profan’d, difhonour’d, and the third ufurpt. 
Rich. \ {wear 
Qu, Bynothing, for this is no Oath: 
Thy George profan’d, hath loft his Lordly honour 5 
Thy Garter blemifh’d, pawn’'d his Kingly Virtue 5 
Thy Crown ufurpt, difgrac’d his Kingly Glory: 
If fomething thou would’{t fwear to be beliew’d, | 
Swear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d. 
Rich, Then by my felf. 
Qu. Thy felf, is felf mifus’d. 
Rich. Now by the World. 
Qu, Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 
Rich. My Fathers death. 
Qu. Thy life hath it difhonour’d. 
Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 
u. Heaven's wrong, is moft of all : 
If thou did’ft fear to break an Oath with him, 
The unity the King my Husband made, 
Thou hadft not broken, nor my Brothers dy’d, 


And both the P 


If thou hadi fear’d to break an Oath by him, 
Th’ Imperial Metal, circling now thy head, 
Had grac’d the tender Temples of my Child, 
rinces had been breathing here, 
W hich now two tender Bed-fellows for duft, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms, 
What canft thou fwear by now ? 
Rich, The time to come. 
Qu, That thou haft wronge 
For I my felf have many tears to wath 
Hereafter time, for time paft wrong’d by thee. 
The Children live, 


Ungovern’d youth, to wail it-with their age, 


The Parents live, whofe Children thou haft butch 


Old barren Plants, to wail it with their age. 

Swear not by time to come, for that thou hat. , 

Mifus’d e’re us’, by times ill-us’d repaft. 
Rich. As1 intend to. profper, and repent; 

So thrive | in my dangerous Affairs 

OF hoftile Arms: My felf, my felf confound: 

Heaven and Fortune bar me happy hours: 

Day, yield me not thy light? nor Night thy reff. 

Be oppofite all Planets of good luck 

To my proceeding, if with dear hearts love, 

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

[ tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 

In her confifts my happinefs and thine : 

Without her follows to my felf and thee, 

Her felf, the Land, and many a 

Death, Defolation, Ruine, and Decay +. 

It cannotbe avoided, but by this: z 

It will not be avoided, but by this. 

Therefore dear Mother (I muft call you fo) 7 

Be the Atturney of my love to her: 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 

Not my defites, but what I will deferve: 

Urge the neceflity and ftate of times, 

And be not_peevith found in great Defigns....9. | 
Qu. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus? 
Rich, 1, if the Devil tempt you to do ood. 
Qu. Shall 1 forget my felf to be my fel tit op 
Rich. 1, if your felf’s remembrance wrong yout 
Qu, Yet thou didft kill my Children. 
Rich. Butin your Daughters Womb I bury 

Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed - 

Selves. of themfelves, to your recomforture, 
Qu, Shall go win my Daughter to thy will? 
Rich, And be a happy Mother by the deed. 
Qu. 1 go, write to me very fhortly, 

And you-fhall underftand from me. her 
Rich, Bear her my true loves kifs, 

Relenting Fool, and fhallow-changing Woman. 

How now, What news? 


2 


Enter Ratcliff. 


Rides a puiflant Navy: To our Shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm’d, and, unrefolv’d to beat them back- 
°Tisthought, that Richmond is their Admiral: 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them afore. 


Rich. Some light-foot friend poft to the Duke of Nar 
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Ratcliff, thy felf, or Catesby, where is he? 
Cat. Here, my good Lord. 
Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke. 
Cat. 1 will, my Lord, with all convenient haft.. 
Rich. Catesby, come hither, poft to Salisbury. 


whofe Fathers thou haft flaughter’d, |) 
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When thou'comft thither ; Dull unmindful Villain, 


‘Why ftay’ft thou here, and go’ft not to_the 


er’d, | 
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. . Duke ; rs 
Cat. Firft, mighty Liege,tell me your Highnels peal) 


What from your Grace I fhall deliver to him. 
Rich. Otrue, good Catesby, bid him levy 


And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. 


ftraight 1 
The greatett ftrength and power that he can make, 
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Cat. I go. LExit. 
Rat, What, may it pleafe you, fhall I do at Salzsbury, 
Rich, Why, what would%{t thou do there before I go? 
Rat. Your Highnefs'told me I fhould poft before. 
Rich, My mind is chang’d: 
Enter Lord Stanly. 
Stanly, what news with you? 
Sta. None good, my Liege, to pleafe you with the hear- 
Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. (ing, 
Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle neither good nor bad: 
What need’{t thou run fo many miles about, 
When thou mayit tell thy tale the neareft way ? 
Once more, what News ? 
Stan, Richmond is on the Seas. 
Rich. There let him fink, and be the Seas on him, 
White-liver’d Run-a-gate, what doth he there? 
Stan. | know not, mighty Soveraigu, but by guefs. 
Rich, Well, as you guefs. 
Stan. Stirr’dup by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Aforton, 


|e makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 


» Rich, 1s te Chair empty? is the Sword unfway'd ? 


}isthe King dead ? the Empire unpoffelt ? 
| What Heir of York is there alive, but we? 


And who is Eagland’s King, but great York's Heir ? 


Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas ? 


Stan, Unlefs for that, my Leige, | cannot guefs. 
Rich, Unlefs for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot guefs, wherefore the Welch-man comes. 


) | Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 


Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miftruft me not. 
Rich. Whereis thy power then to beat him back ? 


| Where bethy Tenants, and thy followers ? 


Are they not now upon the Wefternfhore, 
Safe-conducting the Rebels from their Ships ? 
Stan. No, my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
Rich, Cold friends tome: what do they in the North, 
When they fhould ferve their Soveraign in the Welt ? 
Stan, They have not been commanded, mighty King, 
Pleafeth your Majefty to give me leave, 
Vle mufter up my friends, and meet your Grace, 


} Where, and what time your Majefty fhall pleafe. 


Rich, 1, thou would’{t be gone, to joyn with Richmond ; 


} But Vle not truft thee. 


Stan. Moft mighty Soveraign, 


{ You have no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtful, 
{ Inever was, nor never will be falfe. 


Rich. Go then, and mufter men: but leave behind 


} Your Son George Stanly: look your heart be firm, 


Or elfe his heads aflurance is but frail. 
Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 


Enter a Meffenger. * 
Mef. My gracious Soveraign, now in Devon-fuire, 


| As1 by friends am well advertis’d, 
| | Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 


Bifhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, 


| With many more Confederates are in Arms. 


Enter another Meffenger. 
Meff, In Kent, my Liege, the Guilford’s are in Arms, 
And every hour Competitors 


| Flock to the Rebels, and their power grows ftrong. 


Enter another Meffenger. 
Meff, My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham, 
Rich, Out on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death. 


Méef. The News! have totell your Majefty, 
Is, that by fuddain Flood, and fall of Waters, 
Buckingham’s Army is difpers’d and fcatter’d, 
And he himfelf wandred away alone, 

No man knows whither. 

Rich. \ cry thee mercy 5 ates 
There is my Purfe, to cure that blow of thine: 
Hath any well advifed friend proclaim’d 


(Exit Stanly. 


[He ftriketh him. 
There, take thor that, till thou bring better News. 
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Reward to him that brings the Traytor in ? 

Mef]. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Meff: Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquefs Dorftr, 
Tis faid, my Liege, in York-fhire are in Arms: 
Butéhis good comfort bring | to your Highnefs, 
The Britain Navy is difpers’d by Tempett. 
Richmond in Dorfét-fhire fent out a Boat 
Unto the fhore, to ask thofe on the Banks, 
If they were his Afliftants, yea, or no? 
Who anfwer’d him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party: hemiftrifting them, 
Hoys’d fail, and made his courfé again for Britain, 

Rich, March on, marchon, fince we are up in Arms, 
If not to fight with Forreign Enemies, 
Yet to beat down thefe Rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesby. 
_Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

That is the bt News, that the Earl of Richmond 
ls witha mighty power Landed at A“ilford, 
Is colder News, but yet they muft be told. 

Rich, Away towards Salisbury: while we reafon here, 
A Royal Battel might be won and loft : 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought . 
To Salsbury, the reft march on with mie. LExeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Derby, and Sir Chriftopher. 


Der. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me; 
That in the Stye of the moft deadly Boar, 
My Son George Stanly is frankt up in hold : 
If I revolt, off goes young George’s head, 
The fear of that holds off my prefent aid. 
So get thee gone: commend me tothy Lord. 
Withal fay, that the Queen hath heartily confented 
He fhould efpoufe Elizabeth her Daughter. 
But tell me, whereis Princely Rechmonzd now ? 
Chri. At Pembrook,, or at Hertford Welt in Wales, 
Der, What men of Name refort to him ? 
Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, arenowned Souldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanly, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembrook,, Sir Fames Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great name and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 
Der, Weill, hye thee to thy Lord: 1 kif§ his hand, 
My Letter will refolve him of my mind. 


Farewel. [Exennr, 


Aus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Buckingham with Halberds led to Execution, 


Buck, Will not King Richard let me {peak with him ? 
Sher, No, my good Lord, therefore be patient. 
Buck, Haftings, and Edward's Children, Gray, and Rivers, 
Holy King Hezry, and thy fair Son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have mifcarried 
By under-hand corrupted foul injuftice, 
If that your moody difcontented Souls, 
Do through the Clouds behold this prefent hour, 
Even for revenge mock my deftruction. 
This is All_Souls Day (Fellow) is it not ? 
Sher. \t is. 
Buck, Why then All-Souls Day,is my Bodies Doomf-day. | 
Thisis the day, which in King Edwards time 
I wifht'might fall on me, when I was found 
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This aie bean can afk ce fal ae Enter Richmond, Si bebe. Brandon, Oxford, sand | 
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I trufted. ecg “ae 
This, this -Al/-Souls Day tomy fearful Soul, 
Is the determin’d refpite of my wrongs: coke “Tc ; 
That high All-feer, Rihich I dallied with, a Le B re se a 
Se eee eects a Sim oan ou al mya 
Thus doth he force the Swords at eke wee oe A eereges Model of gr Batail 
To turn their own points in their Malters Do10ms. ee A nike 
Thus Margaret's pa falls heavy on my neck + ay i pe oie? Lis ebay st pres 
When he (quoth fhe) will {plit thy heart with forrow, st y I rine igri hcg te ae 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetefs : My Lord be ah wes Sha has, Hs pa: rena 
Come lead me Officers to the Block of fhame, ten aie 2 dk i Tit pal es 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. sesarpatee <r) ces rubato” 
; *C'Exenne Buckingham with Oficers. | Good Captain Blunt, bear my Good night tobim, 
‘ es And by the fecond hour in the morning, 
eI eee eine 1p Lense tie Earl to fee me in my Tent: 
, Yet one thing more, good Captain, do forme: 
: , Where is Lord Stanly Quarter’d, do you know? 
5 Cena Secil y vd a. Blunt, Unlefs | have mifta’ne his Colours much, 
(W hich well | am aflur?d I have not done) 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, | His Regiment lies half a mile at leaft ' 
with Drum and Colours. South, from the mighty power of the King, 
Rich, 1f without peril it be poffible, ; 
Sweet Blunt, make fome good means to fpeak with him, 
And give him from me this moft needful Note. J 
Blunt. Upon my felf, my Lord, Ple undertakeit, 
And fo God give you quiet reft to night. 
Rich, Good night, good Captain Blunt: 
Come Gentlemen, ' 
Let us confult upon to morrows Bufinefs ; 
Into my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold. ig 
They withdraw into the 


; 


Richm. The weary Sun hath made a Golden fet, “a 


Richm. Fellows in Arms, and my. moft loving Friends, 
Bruis’d underneath the yoak of Tyranny, 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from our Father Stanly 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement : | 
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping Boar,” 
(That fpoyl’d your Summer-Fields, and fruitful Vines) 
Swills your warm blood like wath, ‘and makes his trough 
In your embowell’d bofoms: This foul Swine “a 
[s now even inthe Center of this Ifle, Eneer Richard, Ratcliff: Norfolk, and Cail 
Near tothe Town of Leiceffer, as we learn: | fet 
From Tamworth thither, is but one days march. Rich. What is’t a Clock ? pee 
In Gods name cheerly on, couragious Friends, Car, It’s Suppertime, my Lord, it’s nine aGlocaam™ 
To reap the Hatveft of perpetual peace, King. | will. not fiip to night, a 
By this one bloody tryal of fharp War. Give me fome Ink and Paper: | 
Oxf. Every mans Confcience is a thoufand men, What, is my Beaver eafier than it was ? 
To fight againft this guilty Homicide. — And all my Armor laidinto-my Tent ? Ca 
Her. \ doubt nots but his Friends will turn to us. Cat. Itis,my Liege: andall things arein readinels. 
Blwi.-Hehath no friends, but what are friends for fear,| Rich. Good Norfolk hye thee to thy charge) 


Which in his deareft need will fly from him. Ufe careful Watch, chufé trufty Centinels. 
Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, Nor..1. go, my Lord. 


True hope is fwift, and flyes with Swallow’s wings, Rich. Stir withthe Larkto morrow, gentle Norful, | 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings. Nor. warrant you, my Lord. TE sit 

LExeunt omnes.) Rich, Ratcliff, E 
Rat. My Lord. 

- Rich. Send out-a Purfsivant at Arms 
To Stamly’s Regiment: bid him bring his power |” 
Before Sun-rifing, left his Son George fall ie 
| Rich. Here pitch our Tent, even here in Bofworth-field ;, | nto the blind Cave of eternal night. 

My Lord of Surrey, why look you.fo fad ? Fill mea Bowl of Wine: give me a Watch: 
Sar; My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. Saddle white Surrey for the Fieldtomortow: 
Rich, My Lord of Norfolk, Look that my Staves be fourid, and not too heavy. Ratti 
Nor. Here, moft gracious Liege. Rat, My Lord. eo 
Rich. Norfolk, we muft have knocks : Rich, Saw’ft the melancholy Lord Northiomberland? j 
Ha, mult we not ? 4 Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf 
Nor. We mutt both give and take,my loving Lord. Much about Cock-fhut time, fron: Troop to Troop ~ 
Rich. Up with my Tent, here will 1 lie to night, Went through the Army, cheering up the Souldiers< 
But where to morrow ? well, all’s one for that. King. So, 1am fatisfied : give me a Bowl of Witt, — 
Who hath deferied the number of the Traytors? I have not that alacrity of Spirit, Bie “f 
Nor. Six or feven thoufand is their utmoft power, Nor cheer of Mind, that I was wont to have. - 
Rich, Why our Battalia trebble that account : Setitdown. Is Ink and Paper ready? 
Befides the King’s name isa ‘Tower of ftrength, Rat. Itis, my Lord. Be 
Which they upon the adverfe Faction want. ‘| Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leaveme. 
Up with the Tent : Come, Noble Gentlemen, Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to my Tent, 
Let us furvey the vantage of the ground. And help to Arm. Leave mel fay. . [Exit Rate 
Call for fome men of found dire¢tion : Enter Derby to Richmond ia his Tent. 
Let’s lack no Difcipline, make no delay, . Derb. Fortune and Victory fit onthy Helm. 
For, Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. ~ [LExeunt.\ Richm, All comfort,that the dark night can afford 


cs 


Enter King Richard in Arms, with Norfolk, Ratcliff, 
. and the Earlof Surrey. 


a 


‘Be to thy Perfon, noble Father-in-Law. 
Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother ? 
Der. 1, by Attourney, blefs thee from thy Mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good : 
_ | Somuch for that. The filent hours fteal on, 
) | And flaky darknefs breaks within the Eaft. 
{In brief, for fo the feafon bids us be, 
Prepare thy Battel early in the morning, 
And put thy Fortune to th’ Arbitrement 
Of bloody ftroaks, and mortal. ftaring War: 
I, asI may, that which I would, I cannot, 
With beft advantage will deceive the time, 
} And aid thee in this doubtful fhock of Armes. 
) | But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Left being feen, thy Brother, tender George, 
}Be executed in his Fathers fight. 
h |Farewel : the leifure, and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Lave, 
jAnd ample enterchange of {weet Difcourfe, 
it 7 W hich fo long fundred Friends fhould dwell upon? 
ly {God give us leifure for thefe rites of Love. 
ik {Once more Adieu, be valiant, and {peed well. 
Kichm, Good Lords, conduct him to his Regiment : 
Ple ftrive, with troubled noife, to take a Nap, 
| {Left leaden flumber poize me down to morrow, 
When I fhould mount with wings of Victory: 
it | Once more, Good night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 
ite [ Exeunt. 
it ¥O thou, whofe Captain 1 account my felf, 
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye : 
;, | Put in their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 
| That they may crufh down with a heavy fall, 
TW’ ufurping Helmets of our Adverfaries. 
Make us thy Minifters of Chaftifement, 
qi | L hat we may praife thee in thy Victory - 
To thee! do commend my watchful foul, 
»| E’re I let fall the windows of mine Eyes : 
Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me ftill. 


ii Exter the Ghoft of Prince Edward, Son to, Henry the Sixth, 


Gh, to Ri. Let mefit heavy on thy foul to morrow ¢ 
Think how thou ftabb’ft me in the prime of youth 
At Tewksbury, defpair therefore, and die. 
_ Ghoft to Richm. Be cheerful, Richmond, 
‘For the wronged Souls 
i Of Butcher’d Princes fight in thy behalf: 
i King Henry’siflue, Richmond, comforts thee. 


: Enter the Ghoft of Henry tie Sixth. 


Ghoft. WhenI was mortal, my Anointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes ; : 
‘Think on the Tower, and me : Defpair and die. 
i Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair, and die. 
| To Richm. Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror, 
Harry that prophetied, thou fhould’{t be King, 
i: | Doth comfort theein fleep: live, and flouriih. 
of Enter the Ghoft of Clarence. 
a) Ghoft. Let me fit heavy in thy foul to morrow. 
I that was wafh’d to deathin Fulfom Wine : 
i) Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death : 
ite| To morrow in the Battel think on me, 
in| And fall thy edglefs Sword, defpair and dye. 
1 _ To Richm, Thou off-fpring of the Houfe of Lancafter,, 
| The wronged Heirs of York do pray for thee; ' 
Good Angels guard thy Battel, live and flourifh. 
Enter the Ghofts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 
Riv, Let mefit heavy in thy foul to morrow, 
Rivers, that di’d at Pomfret : defpair, and die. 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy foul defpair. 
i Vaugh, Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear 
MY Let fall thy Lance, defpair and die. 
jp) Allto Richm, Awake. 
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Manet Richmond. 


[ Sleeps. 
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And think our wrongs in Richard’s Bofonié 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 
Enter the Ghoff of Lord Haftings. 
Ghoft, Bloody and guilty : guilty awake, 
And in a bloody Battel end thy days, 
Think on Lord Haftingss defpair, and die, 
Ghoft to Rich, Quiet untroubled foul, 
Awake, ‘awake: 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair Englands fake. 
Enter the Ghojts of the two young Princes. 
Chofts. Dream on thy Coufins 
Smother’d in the Tower : 
Let us be laid within thy Bofome, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, fhame, and death. 
Thy Nephews fouls bid thee defpair and die. 
Ghofts to Richm, Sleep Richmond, 
Sleep in peace, and wake in joy, 
Good ‘Angels guard thee from the Boars annoy; 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edward’s unhappy Sons do bid thee fourith : 
Enter the Ghoft of Anne his Wife. 
Ghoft to Rich, Richard, thy Wife, 
That wretched Azne thy W ife, 
That never flept.a quiet hour with thee, 
Now fills thy fleep with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, 
And fall thy edglef Sword, defpair and die, 
Ghoft to Richi. Thou quict Soul, 
Sleep thoua quict fleep: 
Dream of fuccefs, and happy Vittory, 
Thy Adverfaries Wife doth pray for thee. 
Enter the Choft of Buckingham. 
Ghoft to Rich, The firft was { 5 
That help’d thee to the Crown : 
The laft was I, that felt thy Tyranny. 
O, in the Battel think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltinefs. rei 
Dream on, dreamon, of bloody déeds and death; 
Fainting defpair ;_defpairingyield thy breath, 
Ghoft to Richin, \ di’d for hope 
E’re I could Jend thee aid " 
But cheer thy heart, and be thot fot difnay’d : 
God, ard good Angels fight oh Richmond?s fides 
And Richard fall in height of all ‘his pride. ? 
[Richard farts cut of bis Dream, 
Rich. Give me another Horfe, bind up my Wotnds + 
Have mercy, Fe/u, Soft, I did but dream, 
O coward Confcience! how do’ft thou aict me ? 
The Lights burn blew. It is not dead mid-nizht, 
Cold fearful drops ftand on my trembling fleth : 
What ? dol fear my felf? There’s noné elfe by, 


4 Richard loves Richard, that is, 1am 1. 
| {s there a Murtherer here? No; Yes, I am: 


Then flye ? what from my felf? Great reafon : why ? 

Left l revenge. What? my felf upon my {elf ? « 
Alack, I love my felf Wherefore ? For any good 
That 1 my felf have done upon my felf ? 

Ono. Alas, I rather hate my felf, 

For hateftl Deeds committed by my felf. 

Tama Villain? yet I Lye, I amnot. 

Fool, of thy felf {peak well: Fool,do not flatter: 

My Confcience hath  thoufand feveral Tongues, 

And every tongue brings ina feveral tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a Villain 3 

Perjury, in the high’it Degree, 

Murther, ftern murther, in the dire degree, 

All feveral fits, all us’d it each degree, 

Throng all to th? Bar, crying all, Guilty, Guilty; 

I hall defpair, there is no Creatute loves me; 
And if Idie, no foul fhall pity me. 

Nay, wherefore fhould they? fince that Imy ff 
Find in my felf no pity to my felf. 

Methought, the Souls of all that I had murther’d 
Came to my Tent, every oie did threat 


t Sy 


= 
The Life and Death 
| To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard. 
Enter Ratcliffe. 
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Rat. My Lord. 

King. Who’s there ? 

Rat. Ratcliffe, my Lord, ’tis1: 
Hath twice done falutation to the morn, 
Your Friends are up, and buckle on their 

King. O Ratcliffe, 1 fear, I fear. 

Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of fhadows. 

King. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowsto night 
Have itruck more terrour to the foul of Richard, 

Than can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers 
Armedin proof, and led by fhallow Richmond. 
’Tis not yet near day. Come, go with me, 
Under our Tents; le play the Eaves-dropper, 
To hear if any man shrink from me. 


Armour. 


Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting in his Tent. 


Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
Rich. Cry youmercy, Lords, an 

That you have ta’nea tardy fluggard here ? 
Lords. How have you flept, my Lord ? 
Rich. The fweetelt fleep, 

And faireft boading Dreams, 

That ever entredin a drowfie head, 

| Have | fince your departure had, my Lords. 

Methought their Souls, whofe bodies 

Came tomy Tent, and cried on Victory > 

| promife you my heart is very jocund, 

In the remembrance of fo fair a Dream. 

How far into the Morning is it, Lords? 
Lords. Upon the ftroak of four. 
Rich. Why then ’tis time to Arm, 

His Oration to his Souldsers. 

More than J have faid, loving Countrymen, 

The leifure and enforcement of the time 

Forbids to dwell upon: yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufe, fight upon our fide, 

The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 

Like high rear’d Bulwarks, {tand before our Faces, 

(Richard except) thofe whom we fight againft, 

‘1 find rather have uswin, than him they follow. 

| For, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen, 

A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide : 

One tais’d in blood, andonein blood eftablifh’d 

One that made means to come by what he hath, 

And flaugh 

A bafe foul Stone, made precious by the foyl 

Of Englands Chair, where he is falfely fet : 

One that hath ever been Gods Enemy. 

Then if you fight againft GodsEnewy, 

God will in juitice ward you as his Souldiers.’ 

If you do fwear to puta ‘Tyrant down, 

You fleep in peace, the Tyrant being flain : 

If you do fight again{t your Countries Foes, 

Your Countries Fat fhall pay your pains the hire. 

If you do fight in fafeguard of your Wives > 

Your Wives hall welcome home the Conquerours, 

If you dofree your Children from the Sword, 

Your Childrens Children quits it inyour Age. 

Then inthe name of God and all thefe rights, 
| Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranfom of my bold attempt» 

Shall be this cold Corps onthe Earths cold face. 

But ifLthrive, the gain of my attempt, 

The leaft of you fhall fhare his part thereof. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearfully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory. 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Catesby. 
King. 


Rat. in Arms. 


That he was never trained up 


King. ke faid the truth: and what faid Surrey then. 


the early Village Cock | 


[ Exeunt Richard and Ratcliffe. 


d watchful Gentlemen, 


Richard murther’d, 


and give direction 


rer’d thofe that were the means to help him : 


What {uid Worthumberland,as touching Richmond ? 


F Richard the Third. 


Rat. He fmil’d and faid, the better for our pury ; Be 


King. He was in the right, 
Tell the Clock there. . 
‘Give me a Kalender, who 
Rat, Not J, my Lord, 
King. Then he difdains to fhine: for, 
| He fhould have brav’d the Eaft 
| A black day willit be to fome body, 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sun will not be feen to day, 

The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army. 
| would thefe dewy Tears were from. the Ground, 
Not fhine to day ? why what isthat to me 
More than to Richmond? for the felf-fame Heaven 
That frowns onme, looks fadly upon him, 
Enter Norfolk. 
Nor.Arm,arm,my Lord, the Foes vaunts in the 


and fo indced it is, 
{Clock | 
faw the Sun to day ? 


by the Book 
an hour ago, 
Ratcliffe. 


° 


Call up Lord Stanly, bid him bring his Power, 
| will lead forth my Souldiers to the plain, 
And thus my Battel fhall be ordered. 
My foreward fhall be drawn in length, 
Confifting equally of Horfe and Foot : 
Our Archers fhall be placed in the midft ; 
Sohn Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horie. 
They thus directed, we will follow 
in the main Battel, whofe puiflance on ¢ 
Shall be well wing’d with our cheifett Herfe : 
This, and Saint George to boot. 
What think’ft thou, Norfolk? } 
Nor. A good direction, warlike Soveraign, 
This found I on my Tent this Morning, 


Jocky of Norfolk, be mot fo bold. 


King. A thing devifed by the Enemy. 
Go Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreams affright our Souls: 
For Confcience isa word that Cowards ufe, 
Devis’d at firft to keep the ftrong in awe, 
Our ftrong Arms be our Confcience, Swords our 
March on, joyn bravely, let us tot pell mell, 
If not to Heaven, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What fhalll fay morethan I have inferr’d ; 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals, Run-aways, 
A fcum of Britains, and bafe Lackey-Peafants, 
Whom their o’re-cloyed Countrey vomits forth — 
To defperate Adventures, and aflu 


You fleeping fafe, they bring you to unreft : 


You having Lands, and bleft with beauteous Wives, | 


They would reftrain the one, diftain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow? 
Long kept in Britain at our Mothers colt, 

A Milk-fop, one that neve in his Life 

Felt fo much cold, as over fhooes in Snow : 
Let’s whip thefe ftraglers o’re the Seas again, 
Lath hence thefe over-weening Rags of Frame, 
Thefe famifl’d Beggars, weary of their lives, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) _ 


If we be conquered, let Men conquer us, 
And not thete Baftard-Britains, whom our Fathers. 


Have in their own Land beaten, bobb’d and chump’, 


And on Record, left themthe Heirs of fhame. 
Shall thefe enjoy our Lands? lie with our Wives? 
Ravih our Daughters ? [pnw 
Heark, I hear their Drum, ; 


Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the head. 
Spur your proud Horfes hard, and ride in blood, - 
Amaze the Welkin with your broken ftaves. 


ither fide 


rd Deftrudtion. 


“i ae 


Bai, 


, . Field, 
King. Come, buftle, buftle. Caparifonmy Horfe, 


-| 
weg 
ay 


wn 


law. 


| 
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* 
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For want of means (poor Rats) had hang?d themfelves 


at 


‘ae 


afer 


For Dickon thy Mdafter +s bought and fold. 4 | 


in 


Right Gentlemen of England, fight botdly, yeomem | | 


¢ uN , 
i 


Enter a Meffenger. 
What fays Lord Stanly, will he bring his Power ? 
Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
King. Off with his Son George’s Head. 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the Marfh: 
} After the Battel let George Stanly dye. 


Advance our Standards, fet upon our Foes, 

Our ancient word of Courage, fair Saint George, 
| Infpire us with the f{pleen of fiery Dragons - 

| Upon them, Victory fits on our Helms. 


Alarum. Excurfions, Enter Catesby. 


Cat. Refcue, my Lordof Norfolk, 
Refcue, Refcue: 
The King enacts more wonders than.a Man, 
Daring an oppofite to every danger : 
| His Horfe is flain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for’Richmond in the throat of Death: 
{Refcue, fair Lord, or ele the day is loft. 
Alarums. Enter Richard. 


Rich, Slave, | have fet my life upom a catt, 
And I will ftand the hazard of the Die : 
JL think there be fix Richmonds in the Field, 
| Five have I flainto day, infteadofhim. 
| A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe. 


i 


ard ¢s lam. 


Crown, with divers other Lords. 


Rich. God and your Arms 
Be prais’d, Viétorious Friends ; 
| This Day is ours, the bloody Dog is déad. _ 
Der, Couragious Richmond, * 
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vo, Keng.._.A thoufand Hearts are.great within my Bofom. 


Rich, A Horfe, aHorfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe. 
Cat. Withdraw, my Lord, I’le help you to a Horfe, 


jy | Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fizht, Rich- 


| Retreat, and Flourifh. ~ Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 


Well haft thou acquit thee: Loe, 
Here thefe long ufurped Royalties, 
From the dead Témples of this Bloody Wretch, 
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal. 

Wear it, and make much ofict. 

Rich. Great God of Heaven, fay Amen toall. 
But tell me, is young George Staaly living ? - 

Der. Heis, my Lord, and fafein Lescefter Town, 
Whither ( if you pleafé) we may with-draw us. 

Rich, What mea of noteare flainon either fide 7 

Der, Fohn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, 
Sit Robert Brakenbury, and Sir Willam Brandon. 

Rich. Inter their Bodies, as become their Births, 
Proclaim.a Pardon to the Souldiers fled 
That in fubmiffion will return to us, 
And then, as we have ta’ne the Sacrament, 

We will unite the White Rofe, and the Red, 

Smile Heaven upon this fair Conjunction, 

That long hath frown’d upon their Enmity: 
What Traytor hearsme, and fays not Amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and fear’d her felf : 
The Brother blindly fhed the Brother’s blocd ; 
The Father rafhly flaughter’d his own Son ; 

The Sons; compell’d; been Butchers to the Sire 5 
All this divided York. and Lancafter, 

Divided in their dire Divifion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true Succeeders of each Royal Houfe, 

By Gods fair Ordinance, conjoyn together : 

And let thy Heirs (God, if thy will be fo) 
Enrich the time to come, with fmooth? d-fac?d Peace 
With fmiling Plénty, and fair profperous days. 
Abate the edgé of Traytors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce thefe bloody days again, . 
And make poor England weep in ftreams of Blood. 
Let them not live to tafte this Lands encreafe, 


? 


| That would with Treafon, wound this fair Lands peace, 


Now Civil wounds are ftopp’d, Peace lives agen ; 
That fhe may long liye here; God fay, Amen. [Exeinr, 
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Of the LIFE of 


KING HENRY VIII 


The PROLOGUE. 


5X Come no more to make you langh 5 Things now, 
That bear a Weighty, and a Serious Brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of State and Woe ; 

Sich Noble Scenes, as draw the Eye to flow, 

We now prefent. Thofe that can Pity, here 

May (if they think it well) ler fall.a Tear, 

The Subject will deferve it. Such as give 

Their Moey out of hope they may believe, 

May here find Truth too. Thofe that come ‘to fee 

Only a foow or two, and fo agree, 

The Play may pafs: If they be frill, and willing, 

DPle undertake may fee away their Shilling 

Richly in two {hort hours. Only they 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy Play, 

A noife of Targets: Orto fee a Fellow 

In along Motley Coat, guarded with Yellow, 


) 6 


Will be deceiv?d: For, gentle Hearers, know 
To rank.our chofen Truth with [uch a fhow 
As‘ Fool, and. Fight is, befide forfeiting 
Our own Brains, and the’ Opinion that we bring 
To make. that only true, we now intend, 
Will leave ws never an under ftanding Friend. 
Therefore, for Goodnefs fake, and as you are kyowa 
The Firft and Happieft Hearers of the Town, 
| Be fad, as me would make ye. Think, ye. fee 


| The very Perfons of ony Noble Story, 
‘| Asthey were Biving : Think, you fee them Greats 


| And followd with the general throng, and feat. 
| Of thoufand Friends, then, in a moment, fee 

| How foon this Mdightine[s meets Mifery. 

| And if you can be merry then, D'le fay, 

| A Man may weep upon his Wedding Day. 


s 


Aétus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door. At the other, the \wasmy Chambers Prifoner. 


Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Aburgavenny. 


Buckingham, 


Ood morrow, and well met. How have ye done 


Since laft we faw yin France.? 
Nor, 1 thank your Grace : 


Healthful, and ever fince a frefh admirer 


Of what I faw there. 
Buck. An untimely Ague : 
Staid me a Prifoner in my Chamber, when 
| Thofe Sons of Glory, thofe two Lights of Men 
-| Met in the vale of Arde. 
Nor. *Twixt Guynes and Arde, 


[ was then prefent, faw them falute on Horfe-back, 


Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their Embracement, as they grew together, . 
Which had they, oy 
What four Thron’d ones could have weigh’d 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck, All the whole time 


Nor. Then you loft 

The view of earthly Glory: Men might fay, 

| Till this time Pomp was fingle, but now married 
To one above it felf. Each following day 

| Became the next days Mafter, till the laft 
Made former Wonders, its. To daythe ¥ rench, 
All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Shone down the Engls{h, and to morrow, they 

| Made Britain, India: Every man that ftood, 

| Shew’d like a Mine. 

As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too, 

Not us'd to toyl, did almoft fweat to bear 

The Pride upon them, that their very labout 
Wasto them asa Painting. Now this Mast 
Was cry’d incomparable ; and thenfuing, night 
Made ita Fool, and Beggar. The two Kings 
Equal in luftre, were now beft, now wor 
As prefence did prefent them: him in Eye, 
Still him in praife; and being prefent both, — 
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Twas faid they faw but one, and no Difcernet Fire, 


= 


——————— ee 


Darft wag his Tongue in cenfure, - when thefe Suns 
} (For fothey phrafe em) by their Heralds challeng’d 
The Noble Spirits to Arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought’s compafs, that former fabulous Story 
Being now feen, poflible enough, got crediz 
That Beuis was believ’d: , 
Buck. Oh, you go far. 
Wor. As belong to worfhip, and affect 
In Honour, Honefty, the tract of ev’ry thing 
Would bya good Difcourfer lofe fome life, 
|Which Actions felf was tongue to: 
Buck, All was Royal, Oeas 
To the difpofing of it nought rebell’d, 
Order gave cach thing view. The Office did 
Diftingity his full\Function : who did guide, 
_}{ mean who fet the Body and the Limds 
{ Of this great {port togethir , 
| As'you guefs ? 
Nor, Once certes, that promifes no Element 
In-fach-a bufinefS: 
Buck, I pray you,,who, my, Lord ? 
Nor. Ail this wasordered.by the go6d Difcretion 
| OF the right Reverend Cardinal of York. 
hs Swek, The Devilfpeed him : No mans Pye is freed 
‘}Fromihis ambitious Finger. © What liad he 
| To do in thefe fierce Vaniuies ? J wonder, 
-} That fuch a Ketch can with his véry Bulk 
| Takeup the Raysoth’ Beneficial San; 
} And keep it from the Earth. 
Nor, Surely, Sirs 
There’s in him fluff, that puts him to thefe ends ; 
For being not propt by Anceftry,whofe grace 
Chalks Succeflors their way 5° nor call’d upon 
‘For high feats doneto th’ Crown; neither Allied 
To eminent Affiftants ; but Spider-like 
Out of his felf-drawing Web. O ! gives us note, 
The force of his own-merit. makes hissway, 
'|,A gift that Heaven gives for him, which buyes 
|| Ayplacenext to the King, 
Abur: cannot tell 
_} What Heaven hath given him: let fomé Graver eye 
Pierce into that, but I can fee his Pride ‘ 
| Peep through each part of him: whence has he that, 
If not from Hell? the Devil isa Niggard, 
Or has given him all before, and he begins 
+} A new Hell in himfelf. 
| Buck. Why the Devil, 
{Upon this French going out, took he upon him 
(Without the privity.o’th? King) tappoint 
Who fhould attend on him ?: Hemakes up the File 
{Of all the Gentry; for the moft part fuch 
Towhom as great a Charge, as little Honour 
He meant to layupon :. and his own Letter 
The Honourable Board of Council out 
Muft fetch him in, he Papers. 


MY | Abur, 1 do-know 

i” | Kinfmen of mine, thtee-at the leaft, that have 

4 | By this fo ficken’d their Eftates, that never 

i , | They thall abound, as formerly: 

se Buck. O many 

gi Have broke their Backs with laying Mannors on em 
i" |Forthis great Journcy. What did this Vanity 

‘he | But minifter communication of 

i | Amott poor iffie. 

oh Nor. Grievingly, 1 think. 

1 The Peace between the Frerch and us not-values 

yo The Coft thatdid conclude it, 

Wi Buck, Every Man, 

i | After the hideous ftorm that follow’d, was 

\@ | Athing infpired, and not confulting, broke 

6 | Into a general Prophefie ; That this tempelt, : 
s | Dafhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 

wh, | The fudden breach on’t. 
(|. Nor, Whichis budded out ; . ‘ 
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« | It reacties far; and where ’cwill not extedd, 


nearest ree 


1 
For France hath flaw?d the League, and hath attach’ d 
Our Merchants goodslat Bourdeaiir. - 
Abur. \s it therefore 
Th’ Ambaiffador is filenc?d ? 
Vor. Marry is’t. 
dour, A proper Title of Peace, and purchas’d 
At a fupertiuous rate. : 
Buck, Why all this bufinefs 
Our Reverend Cardinal carried. 
Nor, Like it your Grace, 
The State takes notice of the privaté'differenge 
Betwixt you, andthe Cardinal. ‘Ladvife you 
| (And take it from a Heart that withes towards your 
| Honour, and plenteous fafety / that youttad * Bie 


| The Cardinals Malice, atid his Potency 
Together : ‘To confider’further, that = 
What his high Hatred would effeé, want$noe” 
A Minifter in his Power.s® ‘You ‘know his Nature, 
That he’s revengeful ; and J know, “his Sword 
Hatha fharpedge: It’s long, andr may be faid 


Thither he dartsit. Bofome up my counfel, 
You'l find it wholefome.”’ Loe, whéré comes that Rick 
That f advile your fliunhing. ne 


Evter Cardinal Wolfley, the Pure bot before bim, ‘certain of 
the Guard, “and two Seéretaries with Papers: the Cardinal 
in his paface fixeth bis eye on Buckingham, and Bucking- 


ham ondhim, borh full of difdain, se 


Car. The Duke of Buckinghan?s Surveyor? Ha ? 
W here’s his Examination ? 
Secr. Here, fo pleafé-you. 
Car. Is he in perfon ready ? 
Seer. 1; an’t pleafe your Grace. ) 
Car, Well, we fhall then know more, and Buckinohaun 
fhall leffen his big look. asst 
a [Exeunt Cardinal and his Train: 
Buck; This Butchers Car is vertom’d:mouth’d, ant] 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beft 
Not wake himin his fhimber. A Beggars book 
Out-worthsa Nobles blood. 
Wor, What, are you chaf’d ? 
Ask God for temp’rance; that’s th’ appliance only 
Which your difeafe requires: 
Buck, 1 réadin’s looks 
Matter againft me, and his Eye revil?d 
Me as his abje& object, at this inftant 
He bores me with fome trick ; He’s goné to th’ King ; 
Ple follow, dnd out-ftare him. 
AVor, Stay, my Lord, 
And let your Reafon with your Choler gueftion 
What’tis you go about : to climbe fteep hills 
Requires flow pace at firft.’ Anger is like 
A full-hot Horfe, whe being allow’d his way 
Self-mettle tires him : Nota man in England 
Can advife me; like you +: Be to your flr, 
As you would to your Friend. 
Buck, Vie to the King; 
And, froma mouth of Honour, quite'cry down 
This /p/wich Fellows infolence ; or proclaim, 
There’s difference in no perfons, 
Worf. Be advis’d ; 
Heat not a Furnace for your Foe fo hot 
That it do finge your felf. - We tnay out-rin 
By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at; 
And lofe by our over-running: know You not, 
The Fire, that mounts the Liquor tit tin o’re, 
In feeming to’avgment it, waftesit: be advis’d ‘ 
I fay again, there is no Englifh foul 
More ftronger to direct you'than your felf, 
If with the fap of reafon you would quench, 
Or but allay, the Fire of paffion. 
Buck. Sir, a 
Rea 
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{am thankful to you, and le goalong 
By your prefcription : but this top-proud Fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From fincere motions, by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as Founts in Fuly, when 
We feeeach grainof Gravel, Ido know 
To be corrupt and treafonous. 
Norf. Say not, treafonous- 


Asfhore of Rock: attend. This holy Fox, 
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal rav’nous 
Ashe is fabtle, and as prone to mifchief, 
Asable to perform’t) his mind and place 
fafecting one another , yea reciprocally, 
Only to fhew his pomp, as well in France, 
Ashereat home, fuggefts the King our Mafter 
To his coftly Treaty, th’entervicw, 
That fwallow’d fo much treafure, and like a glafs 
Did break ith’ wrenching. 

Norf. Faith, and fo it did. 


The Articles oth’ Combination drew 
As himfelf pleas’d : and they were ratifi’d: . 
As hecrid, Thusletit be, to as much endy 


Has done this, and tis well: for worthy Wolfey, 
(Who cannot err) he did ir. Now this follows, 
(Which, as take it, is akind of Puppy 
Toth’ old Dam; Treafon ) Charles the Emperour, 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his Aunt, 
(For *twas indeed his Colour, but he came 
To whifper Wol/ey) here makes vifitation : 
His fears were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him fome prejudice , for from this League 
Peep’d harms that menac’d him. He privily 
Deals with our Cardinal, andas! trow, 
Which I do well; for I am fure the Emperour 
Paide’rehe promis’d, whereby his fuit was granted 
Fre it was ask’d. But when the way was made, 
And pav’d with Gold: the Emperour thus defir’d, 
That he would pleafe to alter the Kings courfe, 
- And bteak the forefaid Peace. Let the King know 
(As foon he fhall by me) that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his honour as he pleafes, 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor. Lamforry , 
To hear this of him ; and could wifh you were 
Something miftaken in’t. 

Buck, No, nota fyllable : 
I do pronounce him in that very fhape 
‘He fhall appear in proof. 


three of the Guard. 
Brandon. Your Office, Serjeant ; execute it. 
Serjeant. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, 1 
| Arreft thee of high Treafon, in the name 
Of our moft Soveraign King. 
Buck, Loe you, my Lord, 
“The nethas faln upon me, | fhall perifh 
Under device and practice. 
Bran, 1 am forry 
To fee you ta’ne from liberty, to look on 
The bufinefs prefent. ’Tis his Highnefs pleafure 
You fhall toth’ Tower. 
Buck, It will help me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence: for that Dye is on me, 


Be donein this andall things : 1 obey. 

O my Lord Aburgany » Fare you well. 
Bra. Nay, he muft bear you company. 

Is pleas’d you fhall to th’ Tower till you know, 
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BuckTo th’King V le fay’t,and make my vouch 4s ftrong 


Buck.Pray give me favour,Sir : This cunning Cardinal 


Asgive a Crutch to th’ dead. But our Count-Cardinal 


Enter Brandon, 4 Serjeant at Arms before him,and two or 


Which makes my whit’{t part black. The will of Heav’a 


The King 


ary the Eightb. 


How he determines further. 

Abur, As the Duke faid, 
The will of Heaven be done, and the Kings pleafiice 
By me obey"d. 

Bran. Here is a Warrant from . 
The King, attach Lord Afountacute, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukes Confeflor, ohn dela Car, : 
One Gilbert Peck, his Counfellour. 

Buck, So, {04 
Thefe are the Limbs o’ch’ Plot, no more hope. 

Bra. A Monk oth? Chartreax, 

Buck, O Michael Hopkens. 

Bra. He. mn | 

Biick, My Surveyor is falfe , the o’re-great Cardinal 1 
Hath fhew’d him gold; my Life is fpann’d already: me |i 
I am the fhadow of poor Buckingham 5 i fe iis 
Whofe Figure even this inftant Cloud puts on, Ta 
By darkning my clear Sun. My Lords, Farewel. [Esewnt,| : 
| i 
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Scena Secunda. ei 


Cornets, Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals fi 
der: the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lovel: the Cardinal) 
places him under the Kings Feet, on his right fide. 7 
King. My life it felf, and the beft heart ofit, oe ae | 

Thanks you for this great care: I ftood ith’ level 

Of a full-charg’d confederacy, and give thanks 

To you that choak’d it. Let be call’d before us 

That Gentleman of Buckinghams, in perfon, 

le hear him his Confeffions juftifie, 

And point by point the Treafons of his Mafter 

He fhall again relate. 


‘ i 


A noife, with crying, Room for the Queen, Ufher?dby the 
of Norfolk. Enter the Queen, Naefate ph Suffolk:} 4, 
fhe kneels. Kingrifeth from his State, takes her wp, kiffes lh 


and placeth her by him, f 

Quee, Nay, we muft longer kneel ; Tam aSuitor. ; 4 

King. Arife, and take place by us; half your Swit ~~ 
Never name tous; you have half our power : ne 
The other moiety e’re you ask is given 5 | 
Repeat your will, and take it. 

Quce. Thank your Majefty. / 
That you would love your felf, and in that love 
oe 5 am ge leave your Honour, nor ) 

e dignity of your Office, i a 
Of my Deticicli: ee B i 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 

Quee. 1am folicited not by a few, Nt 
And thofe of true condition, That your Subjects 
Are in great grievance : There have been Commillions ri 

| 
i 
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Sent down among "em, which have flaw’dthe hear¢ | 
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although, 4 fh 
My a Lord Cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Moft bitterly on yon, as putter on BS 
Of thefe exaétions, yet the King, our Mafter, i 
‘hom, honour heaven fhield from Soil,even he efcapes 8°) 
Language nomanpetly i yea, fuch which breaks i | 
ova t ean 
In loud Rebellion. orale ais =: f 
Norf. Not almoft appears, fe 
i doth appear: for, upon thefe Taxations, oN 
he Clothiers all, notable to maintain a 
The many to them longing, have put off a 
The Spinfters, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, who, An 
pee for other life, compel’ by hunger, a 
nd lack of other means,indefperate manner, | 
Daring th’ event to th? teeth, are all in uproar, a 
And danger ferves among them. ik 
King. Taxation? 


~ wherein] 


Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam’d for it alike with us, 
Know you of this Taxation ? 

Card. Pleafe you, Sir; 
I know but of a fingle part/in ought 
Pertains to th’ State , and front but in that file 
Where others tell fteps with me. 

Quee. No, my Lord, 
You know no more than others : But you frame 
Things that are known alike, which are not wholfome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe exactions 
(Whereof my Soveraign would have note) they are 
Moft peftilent to th’ hearing, and to.bear em, 
| The Back is facrifice to th? load ; They fay, 
They are devis’d by you, or elfe you fuffer 
| Too hard an exclamation. 
| King. Still, Exaction ! 
|The nature of it, in what kind, let’s know, 
Is this Exaction ? 
— Quee. Lam much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience, but am boldued 
Under your promis’d pardon, The Subjects grief 


,, {Comes through Commiffions, which compels from each 


The fixth part of his fab{tance, to be levied 
| Without delay , and the pretence for this 
“yisnam’d, your Wars in Fraace: this makes bold mouths 
Tongues {pit their duties our, and cold hearts freeze 
| Allegiance in them; their Curfes now 
_ | Live where their Prayers did; and it’s come to pafs; 
This tractable obedience is a flave 
. | 10 cachincenfed Will: I would your Highnefs 
} Would give it quick confideration ; for 
| There is no primer bafenefs. 
| King. By my Life, 
This is againft our pleafure. 
Card. And for me, 


? 


| I have no further gone in this, than by 


| A fingle voice, and that not paft me, but 


jt} By learned approbation of the Judges: if lam 


Traduc’d by ignorant Tongues, whichneither know 
| My faculties nor perfon, yet will be 
}) TheChronicles of my doing ; Let me fay, 
*Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
(| That Virtue moft go through ; we muft not flint 
} Our neceflary actions, in the fear 
| Tocope malicious Cenfurers, which ever, 
| As rav’nous Fifhes, do a Veilel follow 
| That is new trimm’d ; bat benefit no further 
| Than vainly longing. What we oft do belt, 
| By fick interpreters (once weak ones) is 
Not ours, or not allow’d; what worft, as oft 
| Hitting a grofler quality, iscry’d u 
Forour belt Act: if we ftand ftill, 
jj In fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at, 
We fhould take root here where we {it ry 
y} Or fit State-Statues only. 
King: Things done well, 
nd witha care, exempt themfelves from fear. 
Things done without example, in their iffue 
| Are to be fear’d. Have you a Prefident 
|| Of this Commiffion ? [believe not any. 
} We mut not rend our Subjects from our Laws, 
| And ftick them in our Will. . Sixth partof each ? 
j A trembling Contribution: why we take 
j*Tom every tree, lop, bark, and part oth? timber : 
And though we leave it with a root thus hackt, 
i | The Air will drink the Sap. To every County 
Where this is queftion’d, fend our Letters, with 
Tee pardon to each man that has deny’d 
The Force of this Commiflion : pray look. to’t 
‘Tput it to your care. 
_ Card. A word with you, 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire 


PRada hci a eaesiieianae aetna 
)| Of the Kings Grace and Pardon ; 


| That he may furnifhand inftrua great Teachers, 


|| When thefe fo Noble benefits thall prove 
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} on: the grieved Commons } 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois’d 


[hat through our Interceflion, this Revokement 
And Pardon comes: I fhall anon advife you 
Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secret, | 
Enter Surveyor. 

ure. Yam forry, that the Duke of Buckingham 
is run in your difpleafare. 

Aung. It grieves mapy : 
The Gentleman is Learn’d, anda moft rare Speaker; 
To Nature none more bound, his training fuch, 


seetee eS 


And never feek for aid out of himfelf « yet fee, 


Not well difpos’d, the mind gtowing once corrupt 
They turn to vicious forms, ten timesmore ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man fo compleat, 
Who was enroli’d ’mongit wonders ; and when we 
Almoft with ravifht liftning, could not find 
His hour of fpeech, a minute : He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monftrous habits put the Graces 
That once were his, and is become as black, 
As if befinear’d in Hell. Sit by Us, and you fhall heat 
(This was his Gentleman in truft) of him 
Things to ftrike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
The tore-recited practices, whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. | 
Card. Stand forth; and with bold fpirit relate, what you | 
Moft like a careful Subject have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham, 
King, Speak freely; 
Surv, Firk, it was ufual with him every da 
It would infect his Speech , That if the King: 
Should without iffue dye , hee?! carry it fo 
To make the Scepter, his. Thefe very words 
Pve heard him utter to his Son in Law, 
Lord Aburgany, to whom by Oath he menaced 
Revenge upon the Cardinal, 
Card. Pleafe yout Highnefs, note 
This dangerous conception in this point, 
Not friended by his with to your High perfon 5 
His will is moft malignant, ‘and it ftretches 
Beyond you to your Friends, 
Quee, My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with Charity, 
King. Speak on; 
How grounded he his Title to the Crown 
Upon our fail; to this point haft thou heard hith, 
At any time fpeak ought ? 
Surv, He was brought to this, 
By a vain Prophefie of Nicholas Fenton, 
King. What was that Henton ? 
Surv, Sir, a Chartrenx Fryer, 
His Confeflor, who fed him every minute 
With words of Soveraignty. 
King. How-know'ft thow this ? 
Sur, Not long before your highnefs {ped to F rane, 
The Duke being at the Rofe, within the Parifh 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What wasthe fpeech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French Journey. Ireply’d, 
Men fear the French would prove perfidious 
To the King’s danger: prefently, the Duke 
Said, “twas the fear indeed, andthat he doubted 


’T would prove the verity of certain words 
Spokebya holy Monk, thatoft, fays he, 


Hath fentto me, wifhing me to permit 


Fobn dela Car, amy Chaplain, a choice hour 


Whomafter under the Commifiions Seal, 
He folemnly had fworn, that what he fpoke 
My Chaplain to no Creature living, but 


To hear from hima matter of fome moment: 
7 | 
To me, fhould utter, with demure Confidence, i 


Thus pawfing ly enfurd ; Neither the King nor’s Heirs 
{a 


| (Tell | 
=a Saar Vi Sees es eeireen | 


a 


en tne 


The Life of King Henry the E 


bid him ftrive 


(Tell you! the Duke ) fhall profper, 
the Duke 


To gain the loye o’th’ Commonalty, 
Shall govern Eagland. 

+ Queen. TE iknow you well, 
Youwerethe Dake’s Surveyor, and loft your Office 
On the complaint o’th’ Tenants ; take good heed 
You charge not in your {pleen a Noble Perfon, 

And fol your Noble Soul; | fay, take heed 4 
Yes, heartily 1 befeech you. 

King. Lethim on. Go forward. 

Sur. On fay Soul, Ple fpeak but truth. 
I told my Lord the Duke, by tl’ Devils illufions : 
The Monk might be deceiv’d, and that ’twas dangerous 
For this to rnminateon this fo far, until © 
It forg’d him fome defign, which, being believ’d, 
It was much like to do: Heanfwerd, Tuth, 
Itcan do meno dammage 5 adding further, 
That had the King in his laft ficknefs fail’d, 
The Cardinal’s, and Sir Thomas Lovell’s Heads 
Should have gone off. 

Kins. Ha? What, fo rank ? Ah, ha, 
There’s mifchief in this man 5° canft thou fay ‘further ? 

“Sur. Tcany ny Liege. 

King. Proceed. 

Sur. Being at Greenwich, 
After your Highnefs had reprov7d the Duke 
‘| about Sir William Blumer. 


Ki L remember of fuch atime, being my fworn fervant, 


The Duke retain’d him, his. But on: what hence ? 


Sur. Vf (quoth he) I for this deed had been committed, 


Asto the lower, I thought; I would have'plaid 
The Part my Father meant to adtupon | « 
Th’ Ufurper Richard, who being at Salisbury, 
Made {uit to come in’s prefence , which, if granted, 
(As he made femblance of his duty) would 
Have put his Knifesinto him. 
Kinz. A Gyant Traytor. “pest 
Card, Now,Madam, may his Highnefslive in freedom, 
And this Man out of Prifoa. 
Queen. God mend plluis T: 


That never fee ’em pace before, the Spaven 
A Spring-halt-reign’d among ’em. ’ 

L, Ch. Death, my Lord, DR 
Their Cloaths are after fuch a Pagan cut too, © ge 
That fure th’have worn out Chrittendom , how now? 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell ? 

"Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Lovell. Faith my Lord, 

[ hear of none, but the new Proclamation, 
That’s clapt upon the Court Gate, 

L. Cham, What is’t for ? de . 

Lov. The Reformation of out travell’d Gallants, 7) 
That fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk, and Taylots, | 

L. Cham. Pm glad tis there 5 ) 
Now I would. pray our Monfieurs 
To think an Englifh Courtier ‘thay be wife, 
And never fee-the Lovure, 

Lov. They muft either . ae 
(For fo run the Conditions) leave thofe remnants _ b 
Of Fool and Feather, that they got in France, | 
With all their honourable points of ignorance _ 
Pertaining thereunto , as Fights'and Fire-works, 
Abufing better men than they can be a 
Out of a foreign Wifdom, renouncing clean 
The faith they have in Tennis and tall Stockings, _ 
Short bolftred Breeches, and thofe types of Trave 
And underttand again like honeit men ; 

Or pack to their old Play-fellows, there I takeit 
They may Cum Privilegio wear away 
The Lag-end of their lewdnefs, and be laugh’da' 

L. San. Tis time to give them Phyfick, their dif 
Are grown fo catching. 

L. Cham, What lofs our Ladies 
Will have of thefe trim vanities ? 

Lovel, | marry, 

There will be woe indeed, Lords, 
Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down Ladies, 
A French Song, and aFiddle, hasno Fellow. © — 

L. San. The Devil fiddle’em; t 


i 
lone 


the fly whorefons 


(fayft ? | I am glad they are going, 


Kang. There’s fomething more would out of thee ; what | For fure there’s no converting ’em : now 


Sur? After the Duke his Father, with the Knife 
He ftretch’d him, and with one hand on his Dagger, 
| Another fpread on’s Breaft, mounting, his Eyes, 
4e did difcharge a horrible Oath, whofe tenour 
Was, were heevil us’d, he would out-go 
His Father, by asmuch asa performance 
Do’s an irrefolute purpofe. 
King. There’s his period, - 
To fheath his Knife in us + hie is attach’d, 
| Call him to prefent Tryals if he may 
Find Mercy in the Law, tis his; if none, 
Let him not feck?t of us: By day and night 
He’s Traytor to th’ height. 


eS ee eee 
Scena Tertia. 


Enter L. Chamberlain, and L. Sandys. 


L. Ch: 19t-pofible the fpells of France Should juggle 
Men into fuch ftrange Myfteries ? 

L. San, New Cultoms, 
Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
(Nay let ’em be unmanly ) yet are follow’d. 

L, Ch, As far asi fee, all the good out Englifh 
Have got by the late Voyage, is but meerly 
A fit or twoorth? Face, (but they are fhrew’d ones) 
For when they hold *em, you would {wear directly 
Their very Nofes had been Counfellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep State fo. 

L. San. They have all new Legs, 
And lame ones; one would take it, 


LExeunt. 


An honeft Country Lord, as lam, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain Son 
And have an hour of hearing, and by’r Lady 
Held currant Mufick too. 

L, Cham. Well faid, Lord Sands, 
Your Colts toozh is not caft yet ? 

L, San. No, my Lord, 
Nor fhall not, while | have a ftump. 

L. Cham. Sit Thomas, 
Whither were you a going ? 

Lov. To the Cardinals 5 
Your Lordhhip is a guelt too. 

L.Cham, O, 7tistrue 5 ae 
This Night he makes a Supper, and agreat ome, | 
To many Lordsand Ladies; ‘there will be am 
The Beauty of this Kingdom, V’le aflure you. 

Lov. That Churchman 
Bears a bounteoustnind indeed 5 
A hand as fruitful as the Land that feeds us, 

His dews fall every where. 

L. Cham, No doubt, he’s Noble, 

He had a black Mouth that faid other of him, 

L. San. He may, my Lord, 
Ha’s wherewithallin him; . ly ee 
Sparing would fhew a worfe fin, than ill Doétrine 
Menof his way fhould be moft liberal, ie 
They are fet here for Examples. 

L. Cham, True, they are fo ; 
But few now give fo great ones: ‘ 
My Barge ftays ; ‘Fa 
Your Lordthip thal along : Come, good Sir Zhomay 
We fhali be Jateelfe, which1 would not be, ee 
For 1 was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guslford 


This night to be Comptrollers. 


L. San, 1 am your Lordthips. [Excunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


\Hoboys. A {mall Table under a State for the Cardinal, a 
longer Table for’ the Guefts, Then cater Anne Bullen, 
and divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Out fts at 
one door , at. another door enter Sir Henry Guilford. 


S. Hen. Gulf. Ladies, 

“VA general welcome from his Grace 

Salutes ye all: This night he Dedicates 

To fair content, and you: None here he hopes 
Inall this Noble Bevy, has brought with her 
‘Onecare abroad: he would have all as merry, 

As firft good Compan y, good Wine, good Welcome, 
Can make good Peopl e. 


Emer L. Chamberlain, L. Sands, and Lovel. 


Omy Lord, y’ are tardy 5 
The very thought of this fair Company, 
Clapt wings to me. 
Cham, Youare young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
| San, Sir Thomas Lovel, had the Cardinal 
lt) But half my Lay-thoughts ia him, fome of thefe 
Should find a running Banquet, e’re they relted, 
iT think would better pleafe *em - by my life, 
W They are a fweet Society of fair ones. 
Lov, O that your Lordfhip were but now Confeflor 
To one or two of thefe. 
_ San. Twould! were, 
They fhould find eafie penance. 
Wd. Lov, Faith, how eafie ? 
| San. As eafie as adown Bed! would afford it. 
i) Cham, Sweet Ladies, willit pleafe you fit ; Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, Ple take the charge of this: 
His Grace is entring, nay you muft not freeze, 
, | Lwo Women plac’d together makes cold weather : 
" My Lord Sands, you are one wiil keep ’em waking: 
ig) Pray fit between thefe Ladies. 
| San. By my Faith, ‘ 
“And thank your Lordfhip: by your leave, fweet Ladies, 
ilf I chance to talk alittle wild, forgive me: 
Thad it from my Father. 
An, Bul, Was he mad, Sir ? 
| San. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 
But he would bite none, juft as I do now, 
He would kifs you twenty witha breath. 
| Cham, Well faid, my Lord: 
Sonow y?are fairly {eated : Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on you ; if thefe fair Ladies 
/Pafs away frowning. — 
(Sam, For my littke Cure, 
» Letme alone. 


ft 


“4 
it 
dl 


Hoboys, Enter Cardinal Wolfley, and takes his State. 


i, Card. Y’are welcome, my fair Guefts;, that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Isnot my Friend. This to confirm my welcome, 
i And to you all good health. 
San, Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me have fuch a Bow! may hold my thanks, 
ipind fave me fo much talking. 
_ Card. My Lord Sands, 
{am beholdingto you: cheer your Neighbour - 
adies, you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is this ? 
_ San, The red Wine firft mutt rife 
yfmtheir fair Cheeks, my Lord, thenwe fhall have em 


The Life of King Henty the Eighth. 


| You have now a broken Banquet, but well mend it. 


ure | 
| —— 
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Talk us to filence. 

An, Bil. You area merry Gamfter, 
My Lord Sands, 

San, Yes, if { make my play: 

Here’s t6- your Ladithip, and pledge it, Madam: 
For ’tis to fuch a thing. 

An, Bul. You cannot thew me. 

Drum and Trumpets, Chambers dif{charged, 

San. | tald yout Grace, they would talk anon. 

Card. What?s that ? 

Cham. Look out there, fome of ye. 

Car, What warlike voice, 

And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, fear not ; 
By all the Laws of War y’ are priviledg’d. 
Enter a Servant, 

Cham, How now, what is’t ? 

Serv, A noble troop of Strangers, 

For fo they feem they have left their Barge and Landed, 
And hither make, as great Embafladors 
trom foreign Princes. 

Card. Good Lord Chamberlain, 
Go, give’em welcome; you can fj peak the French-tongue, 
And pray receive em Nobly, and conduét em 
Into our prefence, where this Heaven of beauty 
Shall fhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

All avife, and Tables removed. 


A good difgeftion to you all; and once more 
I thowre a welcome on ye : welcome-all. 


Hoboys. Enter King and Others as Maskers, babited like 
Shepherds , ufher’d by the Lord Chamberlain. They 
pafs directly -vefore the Cardinal, and gratefully falute 


him, 


A Noble Company : what are their pleafures ? 

Cham, Becaufe they {peak no Englifh, thus they pray’d 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame 
Of this fo noble and fo fair Aflembly, 

This night to meet here, they could do no lefs, 
(Out of the great refpect they bear to beauty ) 
But leave their Flotks, and under your fair conduct 
Crave leave to view thefe Ladies, and entreat 
An hour of Revels with’em. 

Card. .Say, Lord Chamberlain, 
They have done my poor houfe Grace: 
For which! pay em a thoufand thanks, 
And _ pray ’emtake their pleafures. 

Choofe Ladies, King and Anne Bullen. 

King. The taireft hand I ever touch’d: O Beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. 

Mufick,, Danee, 

Card, My Lord. ; 

Cham, Your Grace. 

Card. Pray tell’emthus much from me: 
There fhould:be one amongft ’em by his perfon 
More worthy this place than my felf, to whom 
(if I but knew him) with my love and duty 
I would furrender it. 

Cham, 1 will, my Lord. 

Card. What fay they ? 

Cham. Sucha one, they all confefs 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it, 

Card, Let me fee then, 

By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here I’le make 
My royal choice. 
King. Ye have found him Cardinal, 
You holda fair Aflembly, you do well, Lord. 
You are‘a Church-man, or Ple tell you, Cardinal, 
I fhould judge. now unhappily. 

Card. | am glad 
Your Grace is grown fo pleafant. 

King. My Lord Chamberlain, 


[Whifper. 


A 
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Prithee come hither, what fair Lady’s that ? 
Cham, An’t pleafe your Grace, 
Sir Thomas Bullen’s Daughter, the Vifcount Rochford, 
One of her Highnefles Women. 
King. By Heaven fhe is a dainty one 5 
I were unmannerly to take you out, 
And not to kifs you. A health Gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 
Card. Sir Thomas Lovel, is the Banquet ready 
Ith’ Privy Chamber ? 
Lov. Yes, my Lord. 
Card. Your Grace, 
I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 
King. 1 fear too much. 
Card. There’s frefh Air, my Lord, © _ 
In the next Chamber. 
King. Lead in your Ladies every one: Sweet Partner 
I muft not yet forfake you: let’sbe merry, 
Good my Lord Cardinal : 1 have halfa dozen Healths. 
To drink to thele fair Ladies, anda meafure 
To lead ’em once again, and then let’s dream 
Whos belt in favour. Let the Mafick knock it. 
[Exennt with Trumpets 


Sweet heart, 


mink 
Adus Secundus, Scena Prima. 


Enter two Gentlemen at feveral doors. 


_ 1. Whither away fo. faft ? 
2. O, God fave ye: 
Even tothe Hall, to hear what fhall become 
Of the great Duke of Bukengham. 
1. Ple fave you 
That labour, Sir. All’snow done, but the Ceremony 
Of. bringing back the Prifoner. 


Were you there? 
. Yes indeed was I. 
. Pray fpeak what has hapned. 
. You may guefs quickly what. 
. Ishe found guilty ? 

1. Yes truly is he, 

And condemn’d upon’t.’ 

2. lam forry for’t. 

1, Soare a number more. 

2. But pray how -paft it? 

1. Ple tell you ina little. The great Duke 

Came to the Bar; where, to his accufations 
He pleaded fill Not guilty, and alledged 
Many fharp reafons to defeat the Law. 

The King’s Atturney, on the contrary, 

Urg’d on the Examinations, Proofs, Confeflions 
Of divers witnefles, which the Duke defir’d 

To have brought viva voce to his Face; 

At which appear’d againft him, his Surveyors 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellor, and Yobu Car 
Confeffor to him, with that Deyil Monk, 

Hopkins, that made this mifchief. 

2, That washe, , 

That fed him with his Prophecies. 

1. The fame, 

All thefe aceus’d him ftrongly, which he fain 
Would have flung from him; but indeed he could not ; 
And fo his Peers upon this Evidence, 

Have found him guilty of high Treafon. Much 

He fpoke, and learnedly for life: but all . 
-|'Was cicher pitied in him, or forgotten. 

>. After all this, how. did he bear himfelf? 

1. When he was brought agen to th’ Bar, to heat 
(is Knell-rung out, his Judgment, he was ftirr’d 
With fach an Agony, he fweat extreamly, 

And fomething fpoke in choler, ill and hafty|, 

But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly 


(ee SS gee 


In all thé reft fhew’d a moit noble patience. 
2. [donot think he fears death. 
1, Sure he does not, 
He never was fo womanifh, the caufe 
He may a little grieve at. 
2. Certainly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 
1, ’Tis likely, : 3 
By all conjectures: Firft Kildare?s Attaindure, 
Then Deputy of Jreland, who remov’d, 
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in haft too, 
Left he fhould help his Father. 
2. That trick of State 
Wasa deep envious one. 
1, At his return, 
No doubt he wil] requite it , this is noted 
(And generally): who ever the King favours, 1g 
The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for, 
And far enough from Court too. “afk 
2. All the Commons oi 


. | Hate him pernicioufly, and O? my Confcience, * — 


With him ten fathom deep: This Duke as much 
They love and doaton, call him Bounteous Buckin 
The Mirror of all coartefie. : 


Enter Buckingham frem hi Arraignment, 
before him, the Ax with the edge towards him, 
berds on each fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas 
vel, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Walter Sands, and 
people, &c. 


1. Stay there, Sir, 
And fee the Noble ruin’d man you fpeak of. 
2. Let’s ftand clofe and behold him. 
Buck, All good people, 
You that thus have come to pity me; Bie 
Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe me, —~ 
[have this day receiv’d a Traytors Judgment, ‘4 
And by that name muft die , yet Heaven bear witnefs, 
And if I have a Confcience, let it fink me, ek 
Even as the Ax falls, if I be not faithful. 
To th? Law I bear no malice for my death, 
’T has done upon the premifes, but Juftices 
But thofe that fought it, I could with more Chril 
(Bewhat they will) I heartily forgive’em; 
Yet let em look they glory not in mifchief, Be 
Nor build their evils on the Graves of great men, 
For then, my guiltlefs blood muft.cry againft’em. =} 
For further life in this world I ne’re hope, Mee. 
Nor willl fue, although the King have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. é' 
You few that lov’d me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His Noble Friends and Fellows, whom to leave - 
Is onely bitter to him, onely dying : 
Go withme like good Angels tomy end,’ 
And asthe long divorce of Steel falls on me,) 
Make of your Prayers one {weet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soul to Heaven. 
Lead ona Gods name. 
Lov. 1 do befeech your Grace for Charity, 
Ifever any malice in your heart eee 
Were hid againft me, now to forgive me frankly» 
Buck, Sir Thomas Lovel, 1 as free forgive you 7H 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all. 
There cannot be thofe numberlefs offences 
Gainft me, that I cannot take peace with: 
No black envy fhall make my Grave. 
See — his Grace : : 
nd if he of Buckingham, pray tell him, — e 
You met him half in sae : AA ial pra ae 
Yet arethe Kings; andtill my Soul forfake me, 
Shall cry for bleflings on him. _ May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years 3’ 


A 
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Ever belov’d and loving may his Rule be ; 
And when old time fhall lead’ him to his end, 
Goodnefs and he fill up one Monument. 
Lov. 'To th’ Water-fide I muft conduct your Grace, 
Then give my Charge upto Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end, 
Vanx. Prepare there, 
The Duke is coming: Seethe Barge be ready, 
And fit it with fuch furniture as fuits 


Or fome about him near, have, out of malice 
Tothe good Queen, pofleft him witha {cruple 
That will undo her: To confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeius isarriv’d, and lately, 
|As all think, for this bufinefs, 

1. Tis the Cardinal ; 
And meerly to revenge him on the Emperour, 
‘For not beftowing on him, athis asking, 
| The Arch-Bifhoprick of Toledo, this is purpos’d, 


| | The greatnefs of his Perfon. 
Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone ; my State now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, 1 was Lord High Contftable, 
And'Duke of Buckingham, now, poor Edward Bohun; 
Yet am richer than my bafe Accuftrs, 
‘That never knew what Truth meant: | now feal it ; 
And with that blood will make ’em one day groan for’t. 
My Nodle Father, Henry.of Buckingham, 

Who firft rais’d head againft Ufarping Richard, 
Flying for fuccour to his Servant Banifter, 
Being diftreft, was by that wretch betray’d, 
And without Tryal, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Seventh fucceeding, truly: pitying 

My Fathers lof, like a moft Royal Prince 

Reftor’d meto my Honours: and out of ruines 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Son, 
Henry the Eighth, Life, Honour, Name, and all 
That made me happy, at one ftroke has taken 
‘| For ever fromthe World. 1 had my Fryal, 

And. muft needs fay, a Noble one; which makes me 
Alittle happier than my wretched Father: 

Yet thus far are we one in Fortunes, both _ 

Fell.by our Servants, by thofe men we lev’d motft : 

A moft unnatural and faithlefs Service. 

Heaven‘has an endinall: yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying man receive as certain: 

Where’ you are liberal of your loves and Counfels, 
jf} Be fure you be not loofe;. for thofe you make friends, 
i And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 

y Lhe leaftrub in your fortunes, fall away 
im) Like. Water from ye, never found again 
1 But where they mean to fink ye: all good People 
Pray for me,, | muft now foriake ye; the laft hour 
| Of my long weary life is come upon me: 
arewel ; and when you would fay fomething that is fad, 

Speak how I fell. 
jl have done, and God forgive me. 


1. O, this is full of pity, Sir, it calls, 

{1 fear, .too,many curfes on their Heads, 
“That were the Authors. 

2. If the Duke be guiltlefs, ; 
*Tis full of woe: yet I can give you inckling 
Of an enfuing evil, if it fall, 

Greater than this. 

1. Good Angels keep it from us: 

What may it be? you do not doubt my faith, Sir ? 

2. This Secret is fo weighty, ’twill require 
A ftrong faith to conceal it. 

1. Let me have it 5 
Ido not talk much. 

2. lL amconfident; | 
| You fhall, Sir : Did younot of late days hear 
Abuzzing of a Separation 
Between the King and Katharine ? 

1, Yes, but it held not ; 

For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
} He fent command to the Lord Mayor ftraight 
| To ftop the rumour, and allay the tongues 
| That durft difperfe it. 
|. 2. But that flander, Sir, 

Isa found truth now: for itgrows agen . * 

gif | Frefher than e’re itwas, and held for certain. 
/ |The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 


¥ 


hb 


[Exeunt Duke and Train. 


eet 


2. I think 


| You have hit the mark ; but is’t not cruel, 
(hat the fhould feel the fmart of this ? the Cardinal 
Will have his will, and fhe mutt fall. 


1. ?Tis woful. 


We are too open here to argue this ; 
Let’s think in Private more, 


LExeunt, | 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lord C hamberlain, reading this Letter, 


Y Lord, the Horfes, your Lordjhip fent for, with all 
the care I had, I faw well chofen, ridden, and fur- 


niflPd. They were young and handfome, and of the beft 
Breed inthe North. When they were ready to_fet out for Lon- 
don, #Méan of my Lord Cardinals, by Commiffion, and main 
power took, em from me, with this reafon: His DMdafter 
would be ferv'd before a Subjett, if not before she King, 
which fleoppd our Months, Sir, 


I fear, he will indeed; well, let him‘have them ; he will 


have all I think, 


Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk 
and Suffolk. 


Jorf. Wellmet, my Lord Chamberlain, 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces, 
Suf. How is the King emptoy’d? 

Cham. | left him private, 


Full of fad thoughts and’ troubles, 


Norf.. What’s the caufe ? 
Cham, It feems the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Has crept too near his Confcience, 
Suf.. No, his Confcience 
Has crept too near another Lady. 
orf. *Tis fo 5 
This is the Cardinals doing: the King-Cardinal, 
That blind Prieft, like the eldeft Son of Fortune, 
Turns what he lift. The King will know him one day. 
Suf.. Pray God hedo, 
He’ll never know himfelf elfe. 
Norf. How holily he works in all his bufinef&, 
And with what zeal ¢ For now he has crackt the League 
Between us and the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soul, and there fcatters 
Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Confcience, 
Fears, and Defpairs, and all thefe for his Marriage. 
And out of all thefe, to reftore the King, 
He counfels a: Divorce, a lofs of her, 
That like a Jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never, loft her luitre ; 
Of her that loves him with that excellence, 
That Angels love good men with: even of her, 
That, when the greateft ftroke of Fortune falls, 
Will blefs the King :. and is not this courfe pious ? 
Cham, Heaven keep me from fuch counfel : *tis moft true, 
Thefe news are every where, cvery tongue {peaks em, 
And every true heart weeps for’t. All that dare 
Look into thefe affairs, fee his main end, 
The French Kings Sifter. Heaven will one day open 
The Kings Eyes, that fo long have flept upon 
This bold bad man. 


Suff. 


————— 
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Suff. And free us froma his flavery. 

Norf. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From Princes into Pages: all mens Honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be fafhion’d 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 

Suff. For me, my Lords, 
[love himnot, nor fear him, there’s my Creed ¢ 
As | am made without him, fo Ple ftand, 
If the King pleafe: his Curfes and his Bleflings 
Touch mealike: th? are breath not believe im 
| knew him, and know him: fo I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the Pope. 

Norf. Lev’s in; 
And with fome other bufinefs, put the King 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much upon him ; 
My Lord, you’l bear us company ? 

Cham. Excufe me, 

The King has fent me other-where: Befides 
You'l finda moft unfit time todifturb him: 
Health to your Lordships. ; 

Norf, Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. 


Exit Lord Chamberlain, and the King draws the Curtain, 
‘and fits reading penfively. 


Suff. How fad he looks, fare he is much afflicted. 
King. Who?sthere? Ha? 
Norf. Pray God, he be not angry. 
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They have fent ne fuch a Man I would have wifh’dfor, | 
Cam. Your Grace muft needs deferve all Strangers lo 
Yow are fo Noble: To your Highnefles hand _ . 
I tender my Commiflion 5 by whofe virtue, ee 
The Court of Rome commanding, You,myLord  — 
Cardinal of York, are joyn’d with me, their Servant, |" 
In the impartial judging of this bufinefs. : an 
King. Two equal men: The Queen fhall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come. Wheres Gardiner? — \ 
Wol. | know your Majelty has always lov’d her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that, 
A Woman of lefs Place might ask by Law ; 
Scholars allow’d freely to argue for her. _ 
King. 1, and the belt fhe {hall have, and my favor | 
To him that does beft, God forbid elfe: Cardinal, " | 
Prithee call Gardiner tome, my new Secretary, 
I find him a fit Fellow. 
Enter Gardiner. , 
Wol. Giye me your hand: much joy and fayour to 
You are the King’s now. 
Gard, But tobe commanded 
For ever by your Grace, whofe 
King. Come hither, Gardiner, 


ee 


hand has rais’d the, 


[Walks and 
Camp. My Lord of York, was not on¢ Doctor Pa 
In this mans place before him ? | 
Wol. Yes, he was. 
Camp. Washe nothelda Learned man? 
Wol, Yes furely. i 
Camp. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion fpred'th 


King. Who’sthere I fay ? how dare you thruft your felves | Even of your-felf, Lord Cardinal. 


Into my private Meditations ? 
Who amI? hia? 

Norf. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malicene?re meant . Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is bufinefs of Eftate ; in which, we come 
To know your Royal pleafure. 

King. Ye are too bold: 

Go too; Vle make ye know your times of bufinefs : 
Is this an hour for temporal Affairs? ha ? 


Enter Wolfey and Campeius with a Commiffion. 


Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinal? O my Wolfey, 
The quiet of my wounded Confcience ; 
Thou art a cure fit for the King; you're welcome, 
Moft Learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdom, 
Ufeus, and it: my goodLord, have great carey - 
I be not found a Talker. 
Wol, Sir, you cannot : 
I would your Grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 
King, We are bufie, go. 
Norf, This Prieft has no pride ia him ? 
Suff. Not to fpeak of : 
I would not be fo fick, though for his place : 
But this cannot continue. 
Norf. If itdo, Ple venture one heave at him. 
Suff. 1 another. [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Wol. Your Grace has given a Precedent of Wifdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your {cruple tothe voice of Chriftendom : 
Who can be angry now ? what Envyreach you ? 
The Spaniard, ty’d by blood and favour to her, 
Muft now confefs, if they have any goodnefs, 
The Trial juft andnoble. All the Clerks, 
(I mean the learned ones in Chriftian Kingdoms) 
Have their free voices. Rome (the Nurfe of Judgment,) 
Invited by your Noble felf hath fent 
One general Tongue untous, this good man, 
This juft and learned Prieft, Cardinal Campers, 
Whom once more I prefent unto your Highnefs. 
King. And once morein mine arms] bid him welcome, 
And thank the holy Conclave for their Loves, 


_ 


Wol. How ? of me? ee 

Canp. They will not ftick to fay, youenvy’d hi 
And fearing he would rife (he was fo virtuous)” 

Kept hima foreign man ftill, which fo griev’d him) 

That he ran mad, and dy’d. ; 

Wol. Heavens peace be with him: ae 
That?s Chriftian care enough: for living murmufers; 
There’s places of rebuke. He was a Fool, a 
For he would needs be virtuous. That good 
If Icommand him, follows my appointment, 

I will havenone fo near elfe. Learn this Brother, 

We live not to be grip’d by meaner perfons, 7 
King. Deliver this with modefty to th? Queen 
[Exze Gare 

The moft convenient place that I can think of, 

For fuch receit of Learning, is Black, Fryers + 

There ye fhall meet about this weighty buiinels. S. 5 

My Wolfcy, fee it furnifh’d. O my Lord, ae 

Would it not grieve an able man to leave ie 

So fweeta Bedfellow? But Confcience, Confciences 

Otis a tender place, and I muft leave her. (2a 


felon, | 


1 


4 
§ 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 

4n, Not for that neither, here’s the pang that pincies| 
His Highnefs having liv’d fo long with her, and fhe 
So good a Lady, that no tongue could ever ee 
Pronounce difhonour of her; by my life, 
She never knew harm-doing: Oh, now after 
So many courfes of the Sun enthron’d, 
Still growing in a Majefty and Pomp, the which 
To leave, athoufand fold more bitter, than 
Tis fweet at firft P acquire. After this Procelsy 
To give her the avant, it is a pity 
cya a Monfter. 

4. Hearts of moft ha 

Melt and lament for her. Peg 

4n, QO’ Gods will, much better 
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She ne’re had known Pomp ; though’t be temporal, 
Yet ifthat quarrel, Fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, ’tis a fulferance, panging 
| As Soul and Bodies fevering, 
1 Old La, Alas, poor Lady, 
She’s Stranger now again. 
, An, So much the more 
: Matt pity drop upon her 5 verily 
: I fwear, ’tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in Content; 
Than to be perk’d up in a gliftring grief, 
_ | And wear a golden forrow. 
t ‘Old L, Oar content 


Cham. Lady ; 
I thal not fail Papprove the fair conceit 
The King hath of you. I have perus’d her well, 
Beauty and Honour in Ker are fo mingled, 
That they have canght the King : and who knows yet, 
But from this Lady may proceed a Gem, 
To lighten all this Ifle? Pie to the King, 
And fay I fpoke with you. LExit Lord Chamberlain, 
An, My honour’d Lord. 
Old L. Why this itis : See, fee, 
{ have been begging fixteen years in Court 
(Am yeta Courtier beggarly ) nor could 


Come pat betwixt tooearly, and too late 
& _| Is our beft having. ; For any fuit of pounds: and you, (oh fate) 
, Anne, By my troth, and Maiden-head, A very. frefh Filh here ; fie, fie, fie upon 


¢ {I would not be a Queen. 
Old L, Belhrew me, I would, , 

i, | And venture Maiden-head for’t, and fo would you 

"|For all this fpice of your Hypocrifie ; 

You that have fo fair parts of Woman on you, 

Have (too) a Womans heart, which ever yet 

Affected Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty ; 

5, | Which, to fay footh, are Bleflings , and which gifts 

(Saving your mincing) the capacity : 

it Of your foft Chiverel Confcience would receive, 

If you might pleafe to ftretch it. 

* An, Nay, good troth. i 
Old L. Yes,troth and troth : you would not bea Queen ? 
4n.No, not for all the riches under Heaven. 

ab Old L. *Tis ftrange; a three-pence bow’d now would 

4 Old as 1am, to Queen it: but 1 pray you, __, Chire me, 

| What think you cf a Dutchefs ? have you limbs 

ua) | To bear that load of Title ? 

ye 4n, No, in truth. 


This compeli’d fortune , have your mouth fill’d up, 
Before you open it, 
+n. This is ftrange to me: te 
Old L, How taftes ic? Is it bitter’? Forty pence,no: 
There was no Lady once (’tis an old Story ) ‘ 
That would not be a Queen, that would fhe not 
For all the mud in Egypt 5 have you heard it? 
4n. Come, youare pleafant. 
Old L, With your Theme, I could 
O’re-mount the Lark; The Marchionefs of Pembrook ? 
A thoufand poundsa year, for pure refpect ? 
No other obligation ? by my Life, 
That promifes moe thoufands : Honours train 
Is longer than his fore-skirt ; by this time 
I know your back will bear a Dutchefs, Say, 
Are you not ftronger than you were ? 
4n, Good Lady, 
Make your felf mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on’t: Would I had no being, 


i Oid L. Then you are weakly made, pluck offalittle, | If this falute my blood a jot; it faints me 
}1 would not be a young Count in your way, To think what follows. { 
For more than blushing comesto : If your back The Queen is comfortlef, and we forgetful ; 

pat | Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, ’tis too weak In our long abfence : pray do not deliver, 
iu, ¢ Ever to get a Boy. What here y’ave heard to her. 


rp 4n, How you do talk ; 

i, | Lfwear again, I would not be a Queen 

sit ¢ For all the world. : 

is Old L. In faith for little England 

i | You'll venture an emballing: I my felf ; 

(a | Would for Carnarvanfhire, although there long’d 

fit’ | NO more to th’ Crown but that : Lo, who comes here ? 


Old L, What do you think me-——1 [Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta, 


Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets, Enver two Vergers, with 


fet Eater Lord Chamberlain. fhort filver wands, next them two Scribes in the habits of 
i L. Ch.Good morrow,Ladies, what wer’tworth toknow| “poston - after them, the Bifhop of Canterbury alone; af- 


, | The fecret of your Conference ? 
» |. 4%. My good Lord, : 
“(i | Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 
,, | Our Miltrefs Sorrows we were pitying. ¥ 
Cham, \t was a gentle bafinefs, and becoming 
_} The action of good women, there is hope 
All will be well. 
4n, NowI pray God, Amen. 
Cham. You bear a gentle mind,and heavenly bleflings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, fair Lady, 
ya | Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high notes 
Te | peaby 
Ta’ne of your many Vertues: the Kings Majefty 
| Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and 
| Do’s purpofe Honour to you no lefs flowing 
"1 Than Marchionefs of Pembrook ; to which Title 
Athoufand pound a year, Annual fupport, 
4, | Outofhis Grace, he adds. 


ter him, the Bijbops of Lincoln, Ely, Rochelter, and Sr, 
Afaph : next them, with fone fmall diftance, follows al. 
Gentleman bearing the Purfe, with the great Stal, and a 
Cardinals Hat ; then two Priefts, bearing each a Silver 
Crofs : thena Gentleman-Ujher bare-headed, Accompanied 
with a Serjeant at Arms, bearing a Mace: then two Gentle- 
men, bearing two great Silver Pillars 5 after them, fide 
by fide, the two Cardinals, two Noblemen, with the | 
Sword and Mace. The King takes place under the‘ Cloth 
of State. The two Cardinals fit under him as Fudzes, 
The Queen takes place fome diftance from the King. The Bi- 
Shops place themfelves on each fide the Court in manner of a 
Conjfiftory': Below them, the Scribes. The Lords fit next the 
Bifhops. The reft of the Attendants Stand in convenient 
order about the Stage, 


Card. WhiP it our Commiflion from Rome is read, 
ft 4n, Ido not know Let filence be commandcd. 
y| What kind of my obedience, I fhould tender 5 King. What?s the need ? : 
yi? More than my All, is nothing : Nor my Prayers It hath already publickly been read, te, : 
#1 Arenot words duly hallowed, nor my Withes And on all fides th? Authority allow’d, ae 
0” ‘More worth than empty vanities: yet prayersand wifhes | You may then {pare that time. 7 


Arealll can return. *Befeech your Lordthip, 
Vouchfafe to fpeak my thanks, and my obedience, | 
As from a blulhing Handmaid, to his Highnefs, Cryer. Henry King of England,/&c 
| Whofe Health and Royalty I pray for. King, Here. . 


Uu Scribe 
4 


Card. Be’t fo, proceed. aut : 
Scrt. Say, Henry K. of England,cojne into the Court. 


Henry the Eighth. 


You are mine Enemy» and make my Challenge. 
You fhall not be my Judge. For it is you 
Cryer. Katharine, Queen of England, &ec. Have blown this Coal, betwixt my Lord and mes 
[The Queen makes'no anfwer, rifes ont of ber Chair, (Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I fay again, 
Des about the Court, comes tothe King, and kgecls at [utterly abhor, yea, -from my Soul 
his Feet. Then {peaks. Refufe you for my Judge, whom yet once more 
Sir, I defire you to do fif: Right and Juftice, | hold my moft malicious Foe, and think not 
And to beftow your Pity ohne 5 for Atalla Friend to truth. 
1 am a moft poor Woman, and a ftranger, Wol. do profefs 
Born out of your Dominions : having here You fpeak not like yout felf, who ever yet 
No Judge indifferent, nor no more aflurance Have ftood to Charity, and difplay’d th effets 
Of equal Friendfhip and Proceeding. Alas, Sir, Of Difpofition gentle, and of Wifdom 
in what have-l Offended you / W hat cauie O’re-topping Womans power. Madam, you do me wrong 
Hath my behaviour given to your difpleafure, I have no fpleen againft you, nor injuttice ” 
That thus you fhould proceed to put me off, For you, or any: how far | have proceeded, 
And take your Good Grace from me? Heaven witnefs, Or how far further (fhall), is warranted 
I have been to you a true and humble Wife, By a Commiflion from the Confiftory, 
At all times to your Will conformable : Yea, the whole Confiftory of Rovie. You charge me. y 
Ever in fear to kindle your Dillike, That L have blown this Coal: Ido deny it, , 
Yea, fubject to your Countenance : Glad, or forry> The King isprefent: If it be known to him 
As] faw it inclin’d? when was the hour That | gainfay my Deed, how may he wound 
Lever contradicted yout Defire ¢ And worthily, my Falfhood, yea, as much ; 
Or made it not mine too > Or which of your Friends As you have done my Truth. If he know 
Have I not ftrove to Love, although I knew That lam free of your Report, he knows 
dewere mine Enemy ? What Friend of mine, | am not of your Wrong. Therefore a hii 
That had to him detived your Anger, did I {t lies to Cure me, and the Cureis to 
Continue inmy Liking? nay, gav° notice Remove thefe thoughts from you. ‘The which before 
He was fronmlience difcharg’d ¢ Sir, call to mind, His Highnefs fhall {peak in, I do befeech 
That I have been your W ife, in this Obedience, You (gracious Madam) to unthink your fpeaking, 
Upward of twenty yeats, and have been bleft And to fay no more. 
With many Children by yeu. ifin the courfe Queen. My Lord, my Lord, i 
And procefs of this time you can report, filam a fimple Woman, much too weak aS 
And prove it too, againit mine Horiour ought, ‘| T?oppofe your Cunning. Y’are meek,and humble-meuth’d, q 
My bond of Wedlock, or my love and duty You fign your Place and Calling, in full feeming, - es 
Againft your Sacred Perfon;. in Gods name With Mecknefs and Humility: But your hedft a" 
Turn me away: and let foul’ Contempt Is cramm’d with Arrogance, Spleen and Pride... ° 
Shut door upon me, and fo give me up You have by Fortune and his Highnefs Favours, 
To the tharp’ft kind of Juftice. Pleafe you, Sir, Gone flightly-o’re low fteps, and now are mounted | 
The King, your Father, was reputed for Where Powers are your Retainers, and your words 
A Prince moft prudent , and an excellent (Domefticks to you) ferve your Will, ast pleafe 
And unmatch’d Wit and Judgment. Ferdinand Your felf pronounce their Office. 1 mutt tell you 
| My Father, King of Spain, was reckon’d one You tender more your Perfon’s Honour than ; 
“Phe wigelt Prince, that there hadreign’d, by many Your high Profeflion Spiritual. That again 
A yeat before: Itis rot to be queftion’d, [ do refufe you for my Judge, and here if 
That they had gather’d a wife Council to then Before you all, Appeal unto the Pope Mt 
Of every Realm, that did debate this bufinefs, To bring miy whole Caufe fore his Holinefs 
Who deém’d our Marriage lawful. Wherefore, I humbly | And to be judg?d by him. 
Beieech’you, Sir, to {pare me, till 1 may . ¢ She curtfiestothe King, and offers to depart 
Be by my Friends in Spain advis’d 5 whofe. Counfel Camp. The Queen is obftinate, | 
[willimplore. If not, Pth? name of God Stubborn to Jultice, apt toaccufe it, and 
Your Pleafure be fulfill’d. Difdainful to be try’dwby’t ; tis not! well 


The Life of King 


On Rn enn ne aa 
Scribe. Say, Katharine Queen of England, 
Come into the Court. 
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Qu, What need you note it ? pray you keep your way, 
When you are calPd, retuth. Now the Lord help» 
= They vex me paft my. patience, pray you pafs ons 
eel will not tarrys no, nor ever more 
Upon this bufintfs my appearance make 
In any of their Courts. - 


Arh \ i i Wol. Youhave here, Lady, : She’s going away. “ 

gett ih Hebi (And of your choice ) thefe Reverend Fathers, men King. Call her again. a 
1 Be Heals’ Of fingular Integrity and Learning : Cryer. Katharine, Q. of England, come into the Cont 
a DT te -)PYea, the elect oth? Land; Wito are aflembled Gent. Ufh. Madam, youare call’d back. 


To plead your Caufe. “It fhall be therefore bootlefs, 
That longer you defer the Court, as well 
For your own quiet, as rqrectific 
What is unfetled in the King. 

Camp. His Grace ¢ 
Hath fpoken well, and juftly; Therefore, Madam, 
ys fit this Royal Seflion do proceed, eae: 
And that (without delay ) their Arguments™" 
Be now producd, and heard. 

Queen, Lord Cardinal, to you I fpeak. 

Wol. Your pleafure, Madam. 7 

Qu. Sir, 1am about to weep 5 but thinking that 
We area Queen, (or long, ha¥e ream’d fo ) certain 
The Daughter of a Kings my drops of Teats 
Pjeturn tofparks of Fire. ~ ‘ , 

Wol. Be patient yet. 


; 


Exit Queen, and her Artendatss 
p> King. Go thy ways, re ait : 
That man i?th? world, who fhall report he has 
-A better Wife, Ict him in nought be trufted, 

For {peaking falfe in that; Thou art alone 

(if thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefs 

Tiry meeknels Saint-like, Wife-like Government 
Obeying incommanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and Pious, could {peak thee out) 

The Queen of earthly Queens : She’s Noble born: 


Qn, Ywill, when you ate humble, nay before And like her true Nobilit 

Or God will punifh me. Ido believe. : Carried her felf towar a = ne has 4 

(induc’d by potent Circumftances) that Wol. Moft gracious Sir, ; ot 
{In} 


o | 
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: ¢ ee a seey eR 
In humbleft manner I require your Highnefs, And confequence of dread, that 1 committed 
Thatit fhall pleafe you to declare in hearing The daring ?ft Councel which I had to doubt 
Of all thefe ears (for where I am robb’d and bound, And did intreat your Highnef§ to this Courts 
} There muft I be unloos’d, although not there Which you are running here. ; 
At once, and fully fatisfi?d)whether ever I King. 1 then mov’d you, 
| Did broach this bufinefS to your HighnefS, or My Lord of Canterbury, and got yeur leave 
Laid any fcruple in your way, which might To make this prefent Summons unfolicited. 
Induce you to the gueftion on’t: or ever I left no reverend Perfon in this ‘Court 
Haveto you, but with thanks to God for fach But by particular confent proceeded ; 
A Royal Lady, fpake one, the leaft, word that might Under your Hands and Seals: therefore g9 on; 
Be to the prejudice of her prefent State, For no diflike ith? world againft the Perfon 


‘ —$Or touch of her good Perfon ? | Of our good Queen, but the fharp thorny points 
King. My Lord Cardinal, ; Of my alledged reafons drives this forward: ° 
| Ido excufe you, yea, upon mine Honour, * | Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 


{free you from’t: You are not tobe taught, 
| That you have many Enemies, that know not 
| Why they are fo, but like the Village Curs, 
" } Bark when their fellowsdo. By fome of thefe 
} The Queen is put in anger ; y’are excus’d: 
7 But will you be more jultifi?d ? You ever 
-} Have will’d the ficeping of this bufinefS, never defir’d 
~ fittobe ftirr’d ; but oft have hindred, oft, 
|The paflages made toward it ; on my Honour, 
“| Ufpeak, my good Lord Cardinal to this point ; 
And thus far clear him. 
Now, what mov'd me to’t, 
1 will be bold with time and your attention : 
Then fark th’inducement. Thus it came; give heed tot : 
‘My Confcience firft receiv’d a tendernefs, 
Scruple, and prick, on certain Speeches utter’d 
“| By th’ Bilhop of Bayou, then French Embalilador, 
'| Who had been hither fenton the debating 
» | And Marriage cwixt the Duke of Orleance, and 
Our Daughter AZzry: Ith’ Progrefs of this bufinefs, 
E’re a determinate refolution, he 
(1 mean the Bifhop) did require arefpite, _ 
“Wherein he might the King his Lord advertife, 
} Whether our Daughter were Legitimate, 
yo | Refpecting this our Marriage with the Dowager, 
| |Sometimes our Brothers Wife. This refpite thook 
The bofome of my Confcience, enter’d me, 
| Yea with a fplitting Power, an@ made to tremble 
The region of my Breaft, which forcd fuch way, 
} That many maz’d confiderings did throng 
+} And preft in with this Gaution. Firft, methought 
}iftood not in the fmile of Heaven, who had 
{Commanded Nature, that my Ladies womb,> 
If it conceiv’d a Male-child by me, fhould 
Do no more Offices of life to’t, than - 
‘| The Grave does to th’ dead: For her-Male Iffue, 
} Or dyed where they were made, ordhorcly after 
This world had air’d them. Hencel took a thought, 
This was a Judgment on me, that my Kingdom 
, | Well worthy the beft Heir ot? world) fhould not 
4) Beglad in’t byme. Then follows, that 
1 weigh’d the danger that my Realms ftood in 
By this my Iflues fail, and that gave to me 
} Many a groaning throw: thus huiling in 
| The wild Sea of my Confcience, I did ftcer 
Towards this remedy, whereupon we are 
| Now prefent here together : that’sto fay, 
{1 meant to reéctifie my Confcience, which 
I then did feel ful fick, and yet not weil, 
| Byall the Reverend Fathers of the Land, 
| And Doétors Learn’d.,. Firft,1 began in private, 
With you, my Lord of Limes/z 5 youremember 
| How under my Oppreffion I did reek, 
When 1 firft mov7d you. : 
| 8. Lin, Very well, my Liege. ‘ 
King. (have {poke long, be pleas’d your felfto fay 
How far you fatisfi’d me, 
Lin, So pleafe your Highnefs, 
| Tho, ueftion did at firft fo ftagger me, 
Beaveng a {tate of mighty moment in’t, 


And Kingly Dignity, we are contented 

To wear her mortal State tocome, with her 
(Katharine our Queen) before the primeft Creature 
That?s Parragon’d oth? World. 

_, Camp. So pleafe your Highnefs, 

The Queen being abfent, *tis aneedful fitnefs; 
That we Adjourn this Court to a further day; 
Mean while muft be an earneft motion 

Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal 
She intends unto his Holinefs. 

King. | may perceive 

Thefe Cardinals trifle with me: Tabhor 
This dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome, 
My Learn’d and: well beloved Servant Cranmer; 
->Prithee return; with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along : break up the Court ; 
I fay, fet on. [Exennt, ta manner as they enter’d 


Adtus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Enter Queen and her Woman, as at work, 


Queen. Take thy Lute, Wench, 
My Soul grows fad with troubles, : 
Sing, and difperfe’em if thou can’{t: Ieave working. 


S.0°N Gil +t ints gos 


2 ens with his Lute made Trees, 
And the Mountain tops, that freeze, 
Bow themfelves when he did fing. me? 
Tohis Mufick., Plants and Flowers — 
Ever fpring , as Sun and Showers 

There had made alafting Spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 

Even the Billows of the Sea, 

Hung their Heads, and then lay by, 

In feet Mufick is fuch Art, 

Killing care, and grief of heart, 

Fall afleep, or hearing dye. 


Enter a Gentleynan, 
Qwee. How tow ? ane 
Gent. And’t pleafe your Grace, the twe great Cardinals 
Wait in the Prefence. 

Queen. Would they fpeak with me ? 

Gent. They will’dme fay fo, Madam, 

Queen, Pray their Graces. 
Toceme near: what can be their bufinefs 
With me, a poor weak woman, fal’n from favour, 
Ido not like their coming ; now] think on’t, eae 
They fhould be Good men; #heir affairs are rightcou : 
But, All Hoods make nor Monks, * i 


x 
Enter the two Cardinals, Wolfey, and Campeius. 


a) 


Wolf. Peace to your Highnefs. 
Qu. Your Graces find me here part of a Houfe wife, 
i y-3 


(1 


220 
(I would be all) againft the worft may happen : | 


| \What are your pleafures with me, Reverend Lords ? 
Wol. May it pleafe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber; we {hall give you 
The full caufe of our coming, 
| Queen. Speak it here. 
| There’s nothing I have done yet o’my Confcience 
| Deferves a Corner: would all other Women 
| Could {peak this with as free a Soul, asI do: 
| My Lords, [care not (fo much 1 am happy 
Above a number) if my actions 
Weretty’d by every Tongue, every Eye faw em, 
Envy and bafe opinion fet again{t ’em, 
Lknow my life fo even. If your bufinefs 
Seck me out, and that way lam Wifein; — 
Out with it boldly : Truth lovesopen dealing. 
Car.Lanta eft erga te mentis integritas (Regina Serent [fima.) 
Queen Good my Lord, no Latine ; 
[am not fucha Truant fince my coming, 
As notto know the Language, I have Ty’ in 2) 
A ftrange Tongue makes my caufe more ftrange,fufpitious : 
Pray fpeak in Englifh, here are fome will thank you, 
if you fpeak truth,’ for their poor Miftrefs fake 5 
Believe me fhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
The willing’ft fin 1 ever yet committed, | = 
May be abfolv’d in Engh{h. 
Card. Noble Lady, 
Lam forry my integrity fhould breed 
(And fervice to his Majefty and you) 
i So deep fufpition, where all Faith was meant 5 
. We come not by the way of Accufation, 
To taint that honour every good Tongue blefles 5 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow, 
You have too much, good Lady : But to know 
How you ftand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the King and you, and to deliver 
(Like free and honeft men ) our juft opinions, 
And comforts to your caufe. 
Camp. Moft honoured Madam, 
My Lord of York, out of his Noble nature, 
} 7 eq} and Obedience he {till bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenfure 
HW Both of his truth and him (which was too far) 
ital Offers, asl do, in a fign of peace, 
His Service, and his Counfel. 
Queen. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye fpeak like honeft men, (pray God ye prove fo) 
But how to make ye fuddenly an Anfwer 
In fucha pointof weight, fo near mine Honour, 
(More near my Life, 1 fear ) with my weak wit 5 
N And to fuch men of Gravity and Learning ; 
yale hich: In truth I know not. I was fet at work 
Among my Maids, full little(God knows) looking 
Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefs 5 
For her fake that | have been, for! feel 
The laft fitof my Greatnefs, good your Graces 
(Let me have time and Council for my Caufe : 
Nk Alas, 1am a Woman friendlefs, hopelefs. 
Wol. Madam, 
You wrong the Kings love with thefe fears, 
\ Your hopes and friends are infinite. 
Queen, In England, 
But little for my profit : can you think, Lord, 
That any Englifb-man dare give me Counfel ? 
Ot be a known friend ?gainit his Highnefs pleafure, 
batt (Though he be grown fo defperate to be honeft) 
And live aSubject? Nay, forfooth my Friends, 
i - They that muit weigh ouymy afllictions, 
i They that my truft muft grow to, live not here; 
: They are (as all my other comforts) far hence 
ary fh In mine own Country, Lords: 
tae Camp. 1 would your Grace 
ii Wouldleave your griefs, and take my Counfel. 


Oucen, How, Sit ? : : 

Camp. Put your main caufe into the King’s protection 
He’s loving and moft gracious. ?T will be much ; 
Both for your Honour better, and your Caufe ; 

For if the Tryal of the Law o’re-take ye, 
You’! part away difgrac’d. 

Wol, He tells you rightly. 

Queen. Ye tell me what ye wifh for both, my ruin: 
Is this your Chriftian Counfel ? Out upon ye, 
Heaven isaboveall yet; there fits a Judge, 

That no King can corrupt. 

Camp. Your rage miftakes us. 

Queen.The more fhame for ye ; Holy men 1 thought ye 
Upon my Soul, two Reverend Cardinal Vertues: , 
But Cardinal Sins, and hollow hearts I fear ye: 
Mend’em for fhame, my Lords: Is this your comfort? 
The Cordial that ye briig a wretched Lady ? 

A woman loft among ye, laugh’d at, fcorn’d ? 
| will not wifh-ye half my mileries, 
[have more Charity. But fay] warn’d ye; 
Take heed, for Heavens fake take heed, leaft at once 
The burthen of my forrows fall upon ye. 
Car. Madam, this isa meer diftraction, 
You turn the good we offer into envy: 

Oucen, Ye turn me into nothing. Woeupon ye, 
And all fuch falfe profeflors. Would you have me 
(If you have any Jultice, any Pity, 

If ye be any thing, but Churchmens habit) 

Put my fick caufe into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas, ha’s banifh’d me his Bed already, 

His Love too, long ago. fam old, my Lords, 
Andall the Fellowship I hold now with him 

Is only by Obedience. What can happen 

To me, above this wretchednefs ? All your Studies 
Make me a Curfe, like this: 

Camp. Your fears are worfe. 

Qu, Have Liv'd thus long (let me fpeak my felf, 
Since Virtue finds no Friends ) a Wife, a true one é 
A Woman (I dare fay without Vain-glory) 

Never yet branded with fufpition ? 

Have 1, with all my full Affections ‘ 
Still met the King ? Lov’d himnext Heav’n? Obey"d hi? 
Been (out of fondnef) fuperftitious to him? 
Almoft forgot my Prayers to content him ? , 
And amI thus rewarded ? *tis not well, Lords. ‘ 
3ring mea conftant woman to her Husband, 

One that ne’re dream’d a Joy, beyond his pleafure*) 
And to that Woman (when fhe has done moft) 

Yet willl add an Honour ; a great Patience. 

Car. Madam, you wander’ from the good 
Weaim at. 

Queen. My Lord, 

I dare not make my felf fo guilty, 

To give up willingly that Noble Title 
Your Mafter wed me to: nothing-but.death 
Shall e’re divorce my Dignities. 

Card, Pray, hear me. 

Qu, Would! had never trod this Exgli{h Earth, 

Or felt the Flatteries that grow upon it: 
Ye have Angels Faces, but Heaven knows your hearts 
What fhall become of me now, wretched Lady ? 4 
[am the moft unhappy Woman living. 


‘ 


“Alas (poor Wenches) where are now your Fortunes? 


Ship-wrack’d upona Kingdom, where no Pity, 
NoFriends, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me ; 
Almoft no Grave allow’d me? Like the Lilly, 
That once was MiftrefS of the Field, and flourill’d, 
Vle hang my head, and perifh. 

Car. If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know our endsare honelt, 
You’l feel more comfort. Why fhould we (good Lady), 
Upon what caufe wrong you ? Alas, our Places, 
The way of our Profeflion is againft it 5 
Weareto cure fuch forrows, not to fow’em. 


For 
d 


| For goodnefs fake confider what you do, 
How you may hurt your felf , I, utterly 
Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage: 
The hearts of Princes kifs Obedience, 
So much they love it. Butto ftubborn Spirits, 
4 They {well and grow as terrible as ftorms. 
I know you have a gentle, noble tempers 
ASoul as even as a Calm > Pray think us, 
Thofe we profefs, Peace-makers, Friends, and Servants. 
“Camp. Madam, you'll find it fo - 
You wrong your Vertues 
| With thefe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 
As yours was, put into you ever cafts 
Such doubts as falfe Coyne from it. 
__ | Beware youlofe it not: For us (if you pleafe 
_ | To truft us in your bufinefs) we are ready 
_ | To ufe our utmoft Studies in your Service. 
| Qu. Dowhat you will, my Lords : 
_ And pray forgive me, 
_ {lfThave us’d my felf unmannerly ; 
| You know I ama Woman Jacking wit 
_ | To makea feemly anfwer to fach perfons. 
| Pray do my fervice tohis Majefty, 
He has my Heart yet, and fhall have my Prayers 
| WhileI thall have my Life. Come, Reverend F athers, 
_ | Beftow your Counfelison me. She now begs 
__ | That little thought when fhe fet footing here, 


Scena Secunda. 


and Lord Chamberlain, 


_ Worf. \f you will now unite in your Complaints, 
_ | And force them with a Conftancy, the Cardinal 
») Cannot ftand under them. . If you omit 
|The offer of this time, I cannot promife, 
But that you fhall fuftain moe new difgraces, 
| With thefe you bear already. 
Sur, 1 am joyful 

} Omeet the leaft occafion, that may give me 
~| Remembrance of my Father-in-Law the Duke, 
| To bereveng’d on him. 
_}__ Swf. Which of the Peers 
! |Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at leaft 
4 Stran ely neglected ? When did he regard 

| the itamp of Noblenefs in any perfon 
| Out of himfelf ? 
__ Cham. My Lords, you {peak your pleafures : 
What he deferves of you and me, I know : 
_| What we can do to him (though now the time 

Gives way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 

| 22t his accefS to th’ King, never attempt 
‘Any thing on him: for he hatha witchcraft 
} Over the King in’s Tongue. 
(| Norf..O fear him not, 
| His fpell in that is out : the King hath found 
) | Matter againtt him, that for ever mars 

|| The Honey of his Language. No, he’s fetl’d 
| (Not to come off) in his difpleafure. 
Sur. Sir, 
| Uhould be glad to hear fach’News as this 
A Once every hour, f 
, __ Norf. Believe it, this is true. 
pi 


fo 
i 


In the Divorce, his contrary proceedings 
| Areall unfolded : wherein he appears, 

1 As I would with mine Enemy. 

| __ S#r. How came 

| His Practices to light’ ? 

| Swf. Moft ftrangely. 

Sur.O how? how? 


The Life of King Henry whe Eighth, 


The King loves you, 


She fhould have bought her Dignities fodear. [Exeun. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, Lord Surrey, 


22I 
duf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope mifcarried, 
And came to th’ eye oth? King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holinefg 
To ftay the Jadgment oth? Divorce; for if 
It did take place, Ido (quoth he ) perceive 
My King is tangled in affection to 
A Creaturé-of the Queens, Lady Avne Bulken, 
Sur. Ha’s the King this ? 
Suf. Believe it, 
Sur, Will this work ? . 
Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coafts 
And hedges his own way. But in this point, 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his Phy fick 
After his Patients deaths the King already 
Hath married the fair Lady, 
Sur. Would he had. . 
Suf, May you be happy in your with, my Lord, 
For I profefs you have it, 
Sur, Now all-ny joy 
Trace the Conjunction, 
Suf. My Amen to’t. 
Vor, All mens. 
Suf. There’s order given for her Coronation : : 
Marry this is yet but young, and may be left 
To fome ears unrecounted. But, my Lords, 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleat 
In mind and feature, I perfwade me from her 
Will fall fome bleffing to this Land, which hall 
In it be memoriz’d. 
Sur, But will the King 
Digeft this Letter of the Cardinals ? 
The Lord forbid. 
Wor. Marry, Amen. 
Suf. No, no: 
There be moe Wafps that buz about his Nofe, 
Will makethis fting the fooner. Cardinal Campeins, 
Is ftoln away to Rome, hath ta’ne no leave, 
Ha’s left the caufe to th? King unhandled, and 
Is pofted as the Agent of our Cardinal, 
To fecond all his plot. Ido affare you, 
The King cry’d Ha, at this. 
Cham, Now God incenfe him. 
And let himcry Ha, louder. 
Worf. But, my Lord, 
When returns Craamer ? 
Suf. He is return’d in his Opinions, which 
Have fatisfi'd the King for his Divorce, 
Together with all famous Colledges 
Almoft in Chriftendom: fhortly (I believe) 
His fecond Marriage fhall be publifhed, and 
Her Coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call’d Queen, but Princefs Dowager, 


A Widow to Prince Arthur. 


Nor, This fame Cranmer’s 
A worthy Fellow, and hath ta’nemuch pain 
In the Kings bufinefs. 
Suf. He has, and we hhall fee him 
For it an Arch-Bifhop. 
Nor. Sol héar. 
Suf. ?Tis fo. 
Enter Wolfey and Cromwel. 
The Cardinal. 
Nor, Obferve, obferve, he’s moody. 
Car, The Packquet, Crommel, 
Gav’t you the King ? 
Crom. To hisown hand, in’s Bed-chamber,. 
Card. Look’d he oth’ infide of the Paper ? 
Crom. Prefently, 
He did unfeal them, and the firft he view’d, 
He did it with a ferious mind: a heed 
Was in hisCountenance. You hebad 
Attend him here this Morning. 
Cards Is he ready to come abroad ? 
Crom. 1 think by this he is, 
oa 


Cara. 
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Curd. Leave mea while. 
| tt thall be to the Dutchefs of Alanfom, 
| The French Kings Sifter, He fhall marry her. 
Anne Bullen? Nox Vie no Anne Bullens for him, 
‘There’s more in’t than fair. Vilage. Bullen? 
No, we'll no Bullens : Speedily 1 with 
To hear from'Rome: The Marchionefs of Pembrook? 
Nor, He’s difcontented. 
Suf. May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 
» Swe Sharp enoughs 
Lord for thy Juftice: 
| car. Fhe late Queens 
A Knights Davghter 
To be her Miftrefs’s Miftrefs ? ithe Queen’s Queen? 
This Candle burns not clear, cis Limuft fhuff it, 
Then out it Zoess What though I know her virtuous 
And well-deferving ? yet I know her for 
A fpleeny Lutheran, and not wholfome to 
Our caufe, that the hould lie ?th’ bofom of « ~ 
Our hard-rul’d King. Again, there is fprung up 
An Heretick, an Arch-one, Cranmer, one 
Hath craw’ld: into the favour of the King, 
And i8his Oracle, 
Nor. He’s vex’d at fomething, £63 
Enter King reading of a Schedule. 
sur. 1 would ?twere fomething that would fret the 
The Maftet-coud on’s heart: « 
Suf. The King, the King. 


Gentlewoman ? 


The Life of King 


[Exit Cromwel. 


| 
cringe | 


King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 


To his own portion? and what expence by'th? hout 
Seems to fow from him ? how, Pth? name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together ? Now, my Lords, 
| Saw you the Cardinal ? 
| Nor. My Lord, we have 
Stood here obferving him. 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip and ftarts, 
| Stops on a fudden;, looks upon the ground, 
| Then lays his Finger on his Temple : ftraight 
Springs out into faft gate, then {tops again , 
| Strikes his breaft hard, and anon, he cafts 
‘His Eyeagainft theMoen, in moft ftrange Poftures 
We have feen him fet himfelf.. 
King. It may well be, 
There isa Mutiny in’s mind. Thismorning, 
Papers of State he fent me to perufe, 
As [requir’d: and wot you what I found 
There (on my Confcience put unwittingly) 
Forfooth an Inventory, thus importing 
The feveral parcels of his Plate, his treafure, 
Rich Stuffs and Ornaments of Houfhold, which 
‘J find at fuch a proud Rate, that it out-fpeaks 
Pofleflion of a Subject. ; 
| Nor. It’s Heavens will, 
Some Spirit put this Paper inthe Packquet, 
' To blefs your Eye withal. 3 
King. \f we did think. 1 
His Contemplations were above the Earth, 
And fix’d on fpititual objects, he fhould ftill 
Dwell in his Mufings, but fam afraid 
His thinkings ate below the Moon, nor worth 
His ferious confidering. 


King takes his Seat, whifpers Lovel, 


! 
H 
} 
H 


Car. Heaven forgive me, 

) Ever God blefs your Highnefs. 
me King. Good my Lord, 

You are full of Heavenly ftuff, ‘and 
Of your beft Grace, in your 'mind s the which . 
You were now running o’re: “you have {carce time 
To fteal from Spiritual leifure, abrief fpan : 
To keep your earthly Audit, fure im: that 
Ideem you an ill Husband, and.am glad 

aD 


tase ae 


Some ftrange Commotion 


who goes to the Cardinal, 


bear the Inventory 


Henry the Eighth. 


To have you therein my Compaition. 


Car. Sir, : P 
For Holy Offices Fhave'a times atime | 
To think upon the part of bufinefs, ‘which 
I bear 2th? State : and Nature does require 
Her times of prefervation, which perforce 


I her frail fon, among7ft my Brethren mortal, °\ as 


Muft give my tendance to. 
King. You have faid well. 


(As I will lend you caufe) my doing well, 
With my well faying. ao FY 
King. ?Tis well faid again, 
And’tisakind of good deed to fay well, 
And yet words are no deeds. My Father 
He faid hedid, and with this deed did Crown © ~ 
His fword upon you. Since { had my Office, 
I have kept you next my Heart, 
imploy’d you where high Profits might come homie, 
But par’d my prefent Havings, to beftow : 
My Bounties upon you. 
Car. What fhould this mean ? 
Sur. The Lord increafe this bufinefs. 
King. Have | not made you 
The Prime man of the State 
if what 1 now pronounce, you have found true: 
Andif you mayconfefs it, fay withall 
if you are to bound to us, OF NO. 
Car, My Soveraign, I confefs your Royal graces 
Showr’d on me daily, have been more than could 
My ftudied purpofes require, which went 
Beyond all man’s endeavours. My endeavours, 
Have ever come too fhort of my defires, 
Yet fill’d with my Abilities : Mineown ends 
Have been fo, that evermore they pointed 
Toth? good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and . 
The profit of the State: For your great Graces 
Heap’d upon me (poor Undeferver)1I 
Can nothing render but Allegiant thanks, 
My Prayers to Heaven for you 5 my Loyalty 
Which ever has, and ever fhall be growing, 
?Till death (that Winter) kill it. 
King. Fairly anfwer?d : 
A Loyal and Obedient Subject is 
Therein illuftrated, the Honour of it 
Does pay the Act of it, as Pth’ contrary 
The foulnefs is the punifhment.” Iprefume, 
That as my hand has open’d Bounty to you, ; 
My Heart dropp’d Love, my Pow’r rain’d Honour, m 
On you, than any : So your Hand, and Heart. 
Your Brain, andevery Fun¢tion of your Power, 
Should, notwithftanding that your 
As twerein Loves particular, be more . 
Tome, your Friend, than any- 
Car. \ do profefs, 


That for your Highnefs good, f ever Jabour’d : 
andwillbe 


More than mineown: that am, have, 


have not alone! « 


Car. And ever may.your Highnefs yoke together, > | 


lov'd you; 


; 
i 
10% 


i ie 


? I pray you tell me. HG i 


What fay you?) i ; i 


bond of duty, 7 


(Thoughall the World fhould crack their duty toyou, 


‘And throw it from their Soul ; though perils di 


Abound, as thick as thought could make em, and” a 


Appear in forms more horrid, yet, my Duty 
As doth a Rock againft the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wild River break) 
And ftand unfhaken yours. 

King. ? Vis Nobly fpoken 5 
Take notice Lords, he has a Loyal Breaft, 
For you have feen him open’t. Read o’re this, 
And after this, and then to Breakfaft with 
What appetite you have. 


Exit King, 
ter him whifpering, and {miling. 


Car. What fhould this mean ? 


i a 
frowning upon the Cardinal, the Nobles shrong 1 


What fudden Anger’s this? How havel reap’d it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if Ruine 
Leap’d from his: Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 
Upon the daring Hutfinan that has gall’d him, 
‘Thensmakes him nothing. I muft read this Paper: 
{J fear the Story of his Anger. Tis fo: 
This Paper has undoneme: Tis th? Account 
“J Of all that World of Wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends; (indced'to gain the Popedom 
(| And fee my Friends:in Rome.) O Negligence ! 
{Fit fora Fool to fall by: What crofs Devil 
| Made me put this main Secret in the Packet 
I fent the King? Is there no way to cure this ? 
_}No new device to beat this from his Brains ? 
‘|i know twill ftir him ftrongly ; yet: kndw 
A way, if it take right, infpight of Fottune — 
| Will bring me off again... What’s this ?. Zo rhe Pope? 
|The Letter (as I live) with all the Bufinefs 
}1 writ to’s Holinefs.. Nay then farewel 
1 have touch’d the higheft pojnt of all my Greatnefs, 
{And from that full Meridian of my:Glory, 
}Lhafte now to my Setting, I fhall fall 
_jLike abright Exhalation in the Evening, 
_| And no man fee me more. 


Enter to Wolfey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk; the 
: <sBarl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain, 


Norf. Hear the King’s pleafure, Cardinal, 
Who commands you 
To render up the great Scal_prefently 
Into our hands, and to confine youir felf 
To Afber-boufe, my Lord of Wiachefter’s, 
*Till you hear further. from his Highnels. 
i Car. Stay: 


Se 
1 


Where’s your Conimiflion ? Lords, words! cannot carry 
Authority fo mighty. 
Suff. Who dare crofs’em, er, 
Bearing the Kings will from his mouth exprefsly ? 
'Car. Tilll find more than will, or words to do it, 
(i mean your Malice) know, Officious Lords, 
Idare, and muft deny it. NowlI feel 
Of what courfe Metal ye are molded. Envy: 
How eagerly ye follow my Difgrace 
Asif it fed ye, and how fleek and wanton 
»} Ye appear in every thing may bring my,ruine ? 
Follow your envious courfes, Men of Malice; 
fou have.a Chriftian warrant for’em, and'no doubt 
In time will find their fit Rewards. That Seal 
You ask with fuch a violence, the King 
(Mine, and your Mafter) with his own hand gave me: 
Bad me enjoy it, withthe Place, and Honours 
ing my life; and to confirm his goodnefs, 
dit by Letters Patents. Now, who’l take it? 
_ Sur. The King that gave it. 
Car, Yt muft be himfelf then. 
| Sw. Thouart a proud Traytor, Prieft: 
_ Car. ProudLord, thou lyeft : 
thin thefe forty houts, Surrey durft better 
burnt that Tongue, ‘than faid fo. 
wr, Thy Ambition, 
(Thou Scarlet finner) robb’d this bewailing Land 
| Of Noble Buckingham, my Fathet-in-law, 
| The Heads of all thy Brother Cardinals, 
(Withthee, and all thy beft parts bound together) 
Weigh’d not a Hair of his. Plague of your Policy, 
You fent me Deputy for Jreland, 
Far for his fuccour ; from the King, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault, thou gavft him : 
hiPft your great Goodnefs, out of holy pity, 


| 
+} Abfolv-d him with an Ax. 

' | Wol. This, and all elfe STAD, 
ee talking Lord can lay upon imy credit, 
i 

th 


anfwer, is moft falfe. The Duke by Law 


a 
J* 


i 


| 
] 


™ : 
“Se Luca | 
eh ey 


‘The Life of King Henry. the Eighth, 


You writ to the Pope, ,againft the King : your goodnefs, 


Which fince they are of you, and Odious, 
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Found his deferts. How innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end 
His Noble Jury, and foul Caufe can witnefS. 
If I lov’d many words, Lord, I fhould tell you, 
You have’ as little Honefty, as Honour, 
That in the way of Loyalty, and Truth 
Toward the King, my ever Royal Matter,, : 
Dare mate a Sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies, id Skog 
4 se By my Soul, 

our long Coat (Prieft) protects yo 
Thou thouldt feel ss ay 
M y Sword ich’ life blood of thee elfe, My Lords; 
Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance’? 
And from this Fellow ? If we live thus tamely 
To be thus Jaded by a piece of Scarlet, . 
Farewel Nobility: let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Gap, dike Larks. 

Car, All Goodnefs 
Is poifon to thy Stomack, 

Sur. Yes, that Goodnefs 
Of gleaning all the Lands-wealth'into one; 
Into your own hands (Card?nal ) by Extortion: 
The goodnefs of your intercepted Packets 


Since you provoke me, fhall be moft notorious: 
My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 
As you refpect the Common good, the State 
Of our defpis’d Nobility, our Iflues, 
(Who, if he live, will fcarce be Gentlemeii) 
Produce the grand fum of his fins, the Articles 
Collected from his life. I’le ftartle you | 
Worfe than the Sacring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kifling in your arms, Lord Cardinal, 
Car. How much methinks I could defpife thi 
But that 1 am boundin Charity againft i cei . 
Nor, Thofe Articles, my Lord, are in the Ki ds 
But thus much, they are foil ones. Se iciy x 
Wol. So much fairer 
And {potle(s fhall mine Innocence arife; 
When the King knows my Truth. 
Sur. This cannot fave you: 
I thank my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of thefé Articles, and out they fhall: 
Now, if you can bluth, and cry Guilty, Cardinal; 
You'll thew a little Honefty. 
Wol. Speak on, Sir, 
I dare your worft Objections: If 1 bluth, 
It is to fee a Nobleman want Manneis. 
Sur, 1 had rather want thofe, than my Head 
Have at you. 
Firft, that without the Kings aflent or knowledge; 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power 
You maim’d the Jurifdiction of all Bifhops. 
Nor, Then, that inall you writ to Rome, or elfe 
To Foreign Princes, Ego & Rex meus 
Was ftill infcrib’d: in which you broughit the King 
To be your Servant. 
Sif. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Council, when you went 
Embaflador to the Empérdur, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the Great Seal. 
Sur. Item, You fenta large Commiffion * 
To Gregory de Caffado, to conclude, = . 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 
A League between his Highnefs, and Ferrara, 
Suf, That out of meer Ambition, you have cased | 
Your Holy-Hat to be ftamp’d on the Kings Coin: as bis 
Sur, Then,, that you have fent innumerable fubftance, | 
(By what means got, I leave to your own Confcience) zs 
To furnith Rome, afd to prepare the ways 
You have for Dignities, to the meer undoing 
Ofall the Kingdom, Many more there are; 


é 


= irae I will 
PURER rsa rer 


——— nll 


| will not taint my mouth with. 
Cham. O my Lord, ; 

Prefs not a falling man too far; *tis Virtue: 

His faults lye open to the Laws, let them : 

(Not you) correct him. My heart weepsto fee him 

So little, of his great Self. 
Sur. 1 forgive him. 
Suff. Lord Cardinal, the Kings further pleafure 1s, 

Becaufe all thofe things you have done of late 

By your power Legantine within this Kingdom, 

Fall into the compafsof a Premunire; _ 

“That therefore fuch a Writ be fued againft you, 

To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 

Caftles, and whatfoever, | and to be — 

Out of the Kings Protection. This 1s my Charge. 
Norf. And fo we’l leave you to your Meditations 

How to live better. . For your ftubborn anfwer 

About the giving back the great Seal to us, 

The King fhall know it, and (no doubt) fhall thank you. 

So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. 


[Exeunt all but Wolfey. 


Wol. So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewel? Along farewel to all my Greatnefs. 
This isthe ftate of Many to day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of Hopes, tomorrow Blofloms, 
And bears his blufhing Honours thick upon him: 
The third day comesa Froft, a killing Froft, 
And when he thinks, good cafie man, full furely 
His Greatnefs isa ripening, nips his Root, 
Andtthen he falls, asi do. I have ventur’d 
Like little wanton Boys that fwim on Bladders : 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me 
Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ftream, that moft for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of the World, I hate ye, 
I feel my heart new open’d, Oh how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on Princes Favours? 
There is betwixt that fmile we would afpire to, 
That fweet Afpect of Princes, and their ruine, 
More pangs, and fears than Wars or Women have; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 

: Enter Cromwel ftanding amazd. 

Why how now Cromwel ? 

Crom. \ have no power to {peak, Sir. 
Car. What, amaz’d ~ 
At my misfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder 
Agreat man fhoulddecline. Nay, and you weep 
Lam fal’n indeed. 

Crom, Bow does your Grace ? 

Card. Why well: 
Never fo truly happy, my good Cromwel, 
I know my felfnow, and! feel within me, 
A Peace above all Earthly Dignitics, 


A ftill and quiet Confcience. The King has cur’d me, 


I humbly thank his Grace : and from thefe fhoulders 
This ruin’d Pillet, out of pity, taken 
A load would fink-a-Navy, (too much honour. ) 
O tis a burden, Crommel, *tisa burden 
Too heavy fora man, that hopes for Heaven. 
Crom, 1 am glad your Grace 
} Has made that right ufe of it. 
Card, J hope, t have: 
-}Lam able now (methinks) 
(Out of a fortitude of Soul, I feel) 
To endure more .Miferies, and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted Enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? . 
Crom, The heavielt, and the worft, 
Is your difpleafure with the King. 
Card, God biefs him. ; 
Crom, The next is, that Sir Thomas Moor is chofen 
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Lord Chancellor, in your place. 

Card. That?s fomewhat fuddain. 
But he’s a Leatned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highnefs favour, and do Juftice ‘hed 
For Truth’sfake, and his Confcience ; that hisbones, | 
When he has run his courfe, and fleeps in Bleflings, 
May have a Tomb of Orphans tears wept on him, 
What more ? 


Crom. That Cranimer is returned with welcome; — i 


{nftall’d Lord Arch-bifhop of Canterbury. > 
Card. That?’s News indeed. 
Crom. Laft, that the Lady dan, 
Whom the King hatly in fecrecy long married, 
This day was view’d in open, as his Queen, 
Going to Chappel » and the voice Is how 
Only about her Coronation. ; 
Card, There was the weight that pull’dme down, 7) 
O Crommel, ie, 


The King has gone beyond me: All my Glories 


in that one Woman I have loft for ever. 
No Sun hall ever ufher forth mine Honours, 
Or gild again the Noble Troops that waited 
Upon my fimiles. .Go get thee from me, Crommel, 
[ am a poor fallen man unworthy now 
'To be thy Lord and Mafter. Seek the King, | 
(That Sun, 1 pray may never fet) I have told him, > 
What, and how trne thou art 5 he will advarice thee; 
Some little memory of me, will ftir him 
(1 know his Noble Nature) not to let a 
Thy hopeful fervice perifh too. Good Cromwd, | 
Neglect him not, make ufe now, and provide a 
For thine own future fafety. 
Crom. O my Lord, 


/ Muft I then leave you? Mnft I needs forgo 


So good, fonoble, and fo true a Matter . 
Beat witnefs, all that have not hearts of Iron, q 
With what a forrow Cromwel leaves his Lord. 
The King fhall have my fervice but my prayers 
For ever and for ever fhall be yours. . 
Card. Crommel, 1 did not think to fhed a tear 
Inall my miferies: but thou haft fore’d me pe 
(Out of thy honeft truth) to play the Woman. mm 
Let’s dry our Eyes: And thus far hear me, Crom woud 
And when I am forgotten, as | fhall be, 4 
And fleep in dull cold Marble, where no mention = 
Of me more mult be heard of : Say, I taught thee; 
Say, Wolfey, that once trod the ways of Glory, a 
‘And founded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour, " 
Found thee a way (out of his wrack) to rife in?” 
A fare, and fafe one, though thy Mafter mift it 
Mark but my Fall, and that that Ruin’d me: 
Crommel, 1 charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that fin fell the Angels: how can man then 
(The Image of his Maker) hope’to winit ? 
Love thy felf laft, cherifh thofe hearts that hate 
Corruption win not more than Honetly, 
Still in thy right hand, carry gentle peace i 
To filence envious tongues. Be jut, and fear not: 
Let all the ends thou ainvft at, be thy Countries,” 
Thy God’s and Truth’s: then if thou fall*tt (O Cron 
Thou fall’ft a blefled Martyr. 
Serve'the King ; and prithee lead me in: 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To the laft Pentiy, tisthe Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heaven, is all, 
I dare now call mineown. O Crommel, Cromel, 
Had I but ferv’d:my God, with half the Zeal a 
I ferv’d my King: he would not in mine age al 
Have left me naked to mine Enerhies, Al 
‘Crom, Good Sir, have patience. 
Card. So\ have. Farewel 


The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heaven Aaiee a 
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Aus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another, 


1.. Y’are well met once again. 
2. So are you. 
{ 1. Youcome to take your Stand here, and behold 
“The Lady Ane pafs from her Coronation, 
‘2. ?Tis all my bufinef$. At our laft encounter, 
“\} The Duke of Buckingham came from his Tryal. 
| 1. ’Tis very true. But that time offer’d forrow, 
1 This, general Joy. 
! 2. 7Tis well: the Citizens 
“}}1am fure have fhewnrat full their Royal minds, 
| As let em have theit rights, they are ever forward 
“Hin Celebration of this day with Shews, 
Pageants, and Sights of Honour. 
4, Never greater, 
Nor Ple affure you better taken, Sir. 
~ 2. May | bebold to ask what that contains, 
‘That Paper in your hands ? 
4, Yes, tis the: Lift 
2 Ofthofe that claim their Offices this day, 
| By cuftom of the Coronation. ; 
The Duke of Suffolk, is the firft, and claims 
TTo bechigh Steward, next the Duke of Norfolk, 
y He to be Earl Marfhal: you may read the reit. 
| 2. Ithank you, Sir: Had not known thofe cuftoms, 
fhould have been beholding to. your Paper : 
a [ befeech you what’s become of Katharine, 
The Princefs Dowager ? How goes:her bufinefs ? 
. That I can tell youl too : the Archbifhop 
MF Canterbury, accompanied with othex 
earned, and Reverend Fathers of his. Order, 
Held a late Court at Dunjtable, fix miles off | 
From -Amptlil, where the Princefs lay, to which 
She was often cited by them, butappear’d not: 
And to be fhort, fornot Appearance, and 
The Kings late fcruple, by the main aflent 
of all thefe Learned men, :fhe was Divore’d, 
And the late Marriage made of none effect : 
Since which, fhe. was remov’d to Kimbolton, 
Where fhe remains now fick. 
1. Alas good Lady. 
The Trumpets found: ftand clofe, 
The Queen is coming. 


j vely Flourifh of ‘Trumpets. 
two Fudges. . 
Lord Chancellor, with Pur fe and Mace before er 
Wuirifters finging. 
layor aD oa, bearing the Mace. 


C Opper Crown. 


farquefs of Dorfer, bearing a Scepter of Gold, on h 


Head a Demi-Coronal of Gold. ‘With lim, the Earl afi 
trey, bearing the Rod of Stlver with the\Dove, Crown'd 


With an Earl?s Coronet. Collars of Effes. 


7. Dus in bis Robe of Eftate , bis Coronet on 
es hein ee white Wand, as High Steward} 


With him the Duke of Norfolk, with the Rod of Marfhal+ 


bis Head, bearin 


fi, A Coronet on bis Head. Collars of Effes. . 


 ACanopy born 4 four of the Cinque-ports, der tt the 


in her hair, richly adorned with 
aa e@l, Crowned, On each fide her the Bifhops of London 


. ueen in ber Robe, 
~ and Winchetter. 
9. 


wrought ith Flowers, bearing the Queens Train. 


9. The jem of Norfolk, ## a Coronal- of Gold, 


[Ho-boys. 
| Believe me, Sir, fhe is the goodlieft Woman 


The: Order of the Coronation. 


Mufick- 
Then Garter 
bis Coat of Arms, and on his bead be wore a Gils 
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10. Certain Ladigs or Countelles, with plain. Cirelets of 
Gold without Flowers. 
Exeunt, firft paffing over the Stage in Order and State, and 
then, A great Flourifh of Trumpets. | 
2. A Royal Train, believe me; thefel know: 
Who’s that bears the Scepter ? 
1. Marquefs Dorfer, 
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the™Rod. 
2. A bold brave Gentleman. ‘That thoald'be 
The Duke of Suffolk, 
'. "is the fame : High Steward, 
2. And that my Lord of Norfolk ? 
re Yes: 
2. Heaven blefs thee, : 
Thou haft the fweeteft face I ever look’d on? 
Sir, as} havea Soul, fhe isan Angel ; 
Our King has all.the Jndies in his Arms, 
And more, and richer, whemhe ftrains that Lady; 
I cannot blame his Confcience. 
1. They that bear 
The Cloath of Honor over her, are four Barons 
Of the Cinque-Ports. 
2, Thofe men are happy, 
And fo are all, are near her, 
I takeit, fhe that carries up the Train, 
Is that old Noble Lady, Dutchefs of Norfolk, 
1, It is, and all the reft are Countefles. 
2. Their Coronets fay fo, Thefe are ftars indeed,’ 
And fometimes falling ones. ; 
1. Nomore of that. 
Enter a third Gentleman, 
1. God fave you Sir. Where have you been broiling ? 
3. Among the croud i? th? Abby, wherea finget~ ~~~ 


'| Could not be wedg’d in more : I am ftifled 


With the meer ranknefs of their joy. 
2. You faw the Ceremony ? 
3. I'did. 
1. How. was it ? 
3. Well worth the fecing. 
2. Good Sir, fpeak it tous. 
3. Aswellas lamable. Therichftream 
Of Lords, and Ladies, having brought the Queen 


| To a prepar’d place in the Quire, fell off 


A diftance from her, while her Grace fat down 
To reft a while, fome half an hour, or fo, 

In a rich Chair of State, oppofing freely 

The Beauty of her Perfon to the People. 


That ever lay by man: which when the people 
Had the full view of, fuch a noife arofe, 

As the fhrowds make ‘at Sea in a ftiff Tempeft, 
As loud, and toas many tunes. Hats, Cloaks, 
Doublets, (I think ) flew up, and had their Faces 


| Been loofe, this day they had been loft. Such joy 


I never faw before. Great-belly’d. Women, 

That had not half a week to go, dike Rams 

In the old time of War, fhould fhake the prefs 
And make’em reel before em. | No man living 
Could fay, this is my Wife there, all were woven 
So ftrangely in one piece. 

2. But what follow’d ? 

3. At length, her Grace rofe, and with modeft paces 
Came tothe Altar, where fhe kneel’d, -and Saint-like 
Caft her fair Eyes to: Heaven, and pray’d devoutly. 
Then rofe again, and bow’d her to the people; _ 
When by the Arch-bifhopof Caaterbury, 

She had all the Royal makings of a Queen ; 

As holy Oyl, Edward Confeflor’s.Crown, 

The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all fuch Emblems 
Laid Nobly on her: which perform’d, the Quire 
With all the choiceft Mufick of the Kingdom, 
Together fung Te Deum. So fhe parted, 

And with the fame. full State pac’d back again 


|For after the ftout Earl Northumberland 
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To York-Place, where the Featt is held. 
1, Sir. 
You muft no more call it York-place, that’s paft. 
For fince the Cardinal fell, that title’s loft, 
2Tis now the King’s, and call’d Whitchal. 
3. I know it: 
But ’tis fo lately alter’d, that the old name 
Is frefh about me. . 
2. What two Reverend Bifhops 
Were thofe, that went on each fide of the Queen ? 
3 «Stokely and Gardiner, the one of Winchefters 
Newly prefer’d from the Kings Secretary: 


| The other, London. 


2. He of Wixchefter 
Is held no great good Lovet of the Archbifhop, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 All the Land knows that: j 
However yet there is no great breach, when it comes, 
Cranmerwill find a Friend will not fhrink from him. 

2. Who may bethat, 1 pray you. 

3. Thomas Crémwel, 
A man in much efteent. with.th’ King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King has made him 
Mafter oth’ Jewel Houfe, 
And one already of the Privy Councel. 

2. He will deferve more. 

3. Yes without all doubt. 
Come Gentlemen, ye fhall go my way, 


Which is toth? Court, and there ye hall be my Guefts: 


Something I can command : as I walk thither 
[le tell ye more. 
Both. You may command us, Sir. 
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* Scena Secunda, 


|| Emer Katharine Dowager, fick, led between Grifith ber 


Gentleman-Ufher, and Patience her Woman, 


Grif. How do’s your Grace ? 
Kath. O Griffith, fick to death: 


'| My Legs like loaded Branches bow to th? Earth, 


Willing to leaye their burthen: Reach a Chair, 


-\Sonow (methinks) 1 feela little eafe. 


Did’ thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou lead?ft me, 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Wolfey 
Was dead ¢ 

Grif. Yes,Madam: but think your Grace 
Out of the pain you fuffer’d, gave no ear tort. 

Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how de dy’d 
Ifwell, he ftept before me happily 
For my Example. biett’ 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, Madam, id 
Atrefted him at York, and brought him forward 
Asa man forely tainted, to his Anfwer, 

He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill, 
He could not fit. his Mule. 

Kath. Alas, Poot.man. 

Grif. Atlaft, with eafie Roads he came to Leicefter, 
Lodg?d inthe Abby; where the reverend Abbot, 
Withall his Covent, honourably receiv’d him ; 

To whom he gave thefe words. O Father Abbot, 
Anold man broken with the ftorms of State, 
Iscome to lay his weary bones among ye: 
Give him a little Earth for Charity. 

So went to Bed; where eagerly his ficknefs 
Purfu’d him ftill, and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himfelf 
Foretold fhould be his laft, full Repentance, . 
Continual Meditations, Tears, and Sorrowss 
He gave his Honours to the world agen, 

His blefled part to heaven, and flept in peace, 


[ Excunt, 


Kath. So may he reft, 
His faults lie on him. wk 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me‘leave to fpeak him, 
And yet with Charity: He-was, a man 
Of an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking ~~ 
Himfelf with Princes. Onethat by fuggeftion 
Ty’d all the Kingdom, Simony was fair play, 
His own Opinion was his Law. I’th? Prefence 
He would fay untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his words, and meaning. He was never 


we 


| (But where he meant to Ruin) Pitiful. 


His Promifes were, as he then was, Mighty : 
But his Performance, as he isnow, Nothing: 
Of his own Body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble Madam : ° 
Men’s evil manners live in Brafs, their Virtues ‘ 
Wewrite in Water. May it pleafe your Highnefg 
Tohear me fpzak his Good now ? RS) 

Kath. Yes, good Griffith, 
I were malicious elfe. 

Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 7 
Was fafhion’d to much Honour. From his Cradle | 
He wasa Scholar, anda ripe, and good one: 
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading: 
Lofty, and foureto them that lov’d him not: ; 
But to thofe men that fought him, fweet-as Summen 
And though he were unfatisfied in getting, oe 
(Which wasa fin) yet in beftowing, Madam, -" 1 © 
He was moft Princely: Ever witnefs for him «71 
Thofe twins of Learning, that he rais’d in you, 717 
Ipfwich and Oxford: one of which, fell with himy "9 
Unwilling to out-live the good that did it. whem 
The other (though unfinifh’d) yet fo Famous, ©" — 7 
So excellent im Art, and ftill fo rifing, wie 
That Chriftendom fhall ever fpeak his Virtue, 9 
His Overthrow heap’d happinefs upon him: a 
For then, and not till then, he felt himfelf, ae 
And found the Bleflednefs of being little, = % @ 
And to add greater honours to his Age ft i 


: 
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Than man could give him; he dy’d, Feari od. 
Kath, After my death, I wih no other Herald, 
No other Speaker of my living Actions, ee 
To keep mine Honour Son Corruption, 
But fuch an honeit Chronicler, as Griffith. 
Whom I moft hated living, thou haft made m¢ 
With thy Religious Truth and Modetty, 
(Now in his Afhes) Honour : Peace be with him. 
Patience, be hear me Itill, and fet me lower. ee 
L have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, — 
Caufe the Muficians play me that fad note 
[ nam’d my Knell; whil’it 1 fic meditating 
On that Celeftial Harmony, 1 go to. 
Sad and folemn Mufick, ee? 
Grif. She is afleep : Good wench, let’s fit down qu 
For fear we wakeher. Softly, gentle Patience. 


The Vifion, Enter folemnly tripping one after anothet 

_ Perfonages, clad in white Robes, wearing on their heams 
lands of Bays, and golden Vixards on theer Faces, Bram 
of Bays or Palm in their hands. They fut Congee uth 
then Dance: and at certain Changes, the firft tm 
pare Garland over her Head, at mbich the other four 
reverend Curtfies. Then the two, that held the Garlanty' 
liver the fame to the other next two, who obferve the Jam 
order in their Changes, and holding the Garland over | 
Head. Which done, they deliver the fame Garland 10 
laft two, who likewife obferve the fant Order. Ar which (@ 
it were by Infpiration) fhe makes (in her fleep) figms 
joycing, and holdeth up ber hands to Heaven. And fe 
their Dancing vani{h, carrying the Garland with 
The Mufick continues. : é me 


4). i 
Kath. Spirits of Peace, where are ye? are ye all gone 


- 


} And leave me bere in wretchednefs, behind ye ? 
Grif. Madam, we are here, j~.¢ 
‘Kath. It is net you, I call for; 
Saw ye none enter, fince 1 flept.2~ 
Grif. Noné, Madam. 
Kath, No? Saw you not even now a bleffed Troop 
fInvite me toa Banquet, whofe bright Faces ~ 
Caft athoufand Beams upon me, like the Sun ? 
[They promis’d me eternal happinefs, 
And broyght me Garlands (Griffith) which I. feel 
Jam not worthy yet to wear: I fhall afluredly. 
: Grif, 1am molt joyful, Madam, fuch good Dreams 
/Poflefs your. Fancy. 
| Kath. Bid the. Mufick leave, 
}They.are harfh and heavy to. me. [Adsfick, ceafes. 
| Patience. Do you note : 
Vow much her Grace isalter’d on the fudden ? 
}How long her Face is drawn? How pale fhe looks, 
‘}And of an earthy cold ¢ Mark her Eyes: 
Grif. She is going, Wench. Pray, pray. 
Pati. Heaven comfort her. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
} MMef. And’c like yout Grace 
Kath. You area fawcy Fellow, 
Deferve we no more Reverence ? 
Grif. You are to blame, 
} Knowing fhe will not lofe her wonted Greatnefs 
1 Toufe fo rude bchavior. Goto, kneel. 
¥ Aéf.-1 humbly do intreat your Highnefs Pardon, 
My hafte made me unmannerly. There is ftaying 
+A Gentleman fent from the King, to fee you. 
~ Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this fellow 
| Let me ne’re fee again. [Exit Aeffenger. 
a. Enter Lord Capuchius. 
If my fight fail me not, 
7 You fhould be Lord Ambaflador from the Emperor, 
dy Royal Nephew, and your name Capechins. 
| Cap. Madam, thefame. Your Servant. 
W Kath. O my Lord, 
P The timcs and titles now are alter’d flrangely 
With me, fince firft you knew me. 
my But I pray you, 
© What is your Pleafure with me ? 
| Cap.-Noble Lady, 
Firft mine own fervice to your Grace, the next 
The Kings requeft that | would vifit you, 
Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you his Princely commendations, 
nd heartily intreats you take good comfort. 
Kath. O my good: Lord, that comfort comes too late, 
}*Tis like a Pardon after Execution ; 
} That gentle Phyfick given in time had cur’d me: 
now I am paftall Comforts here, but Prayers. 
w does his Highacfs ? 
Cap. Madam, in good health. 
_ Kath. So may he ever do, and ever flourifh, 
hen I fhail dwell with Worms, and my poor Name 
if’d the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter, 
Taaus'd_ you write, yet fent away. 
| Pat. No, Madam. 
_ Kath. Sir, 1 moft humbly pray you to deliver 
4 This to my Lord the King. 
1 Cap. Moft willingly, Madam. 
_ Kath, in which] have commended to his Goodnefs 
The Model of our chafte loves, his young Daughter, 
y | The dews of Heaven fall thick in Bicflings on her, 
é | Befeeching him to give her virtuous breeding. 
| She is young, and of'a Noble modeft Nature, 
}Thope fhe will deferve well, and alittle ; 
} To love her for her Mother’s fake, that lov’d him, 
| Heaven knows how dearly. 
| My next poor Petition = 
Is, That his Noble Grace would have fome pity 
Upon my wretched Women, that fo long 
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Have follow’d both my Fortunes, faithfully, 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow 
(And now I fhould not lye) but well deferve 
For .Virtne, and true Beauty of the Soul, 
For, Honefty, and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband (let him be a Noble) 
And fure thofe men are happy, that fhall have em, 
The Jatt is for my Men, they are-the pooreft, 
( But Poverty could never draw ’em from me) 
That they may have their wages duely paid ’em, 
And fomething over to remember me by. ; 
if Heaven had pleas’d to have given me longer life 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 
Thefe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 
By that you love the deareft in this world, 
As you with Chriftian peace to Souls departed, 
Stand thefe poor Peoples Friend, and urge the King 
Todo me this laft Right. 

Cap. By Heaven | will, 
Or let me lofe the Fafhion of a man. 

Kath, | thank you, honeft Lord. Remember me 
In al] humility unto his Highnefs : 
Say, his long trouble now is pafling 
Out of this World. Tell him, in death I bleft him 
(For fo I will: ) mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel 
My Lord. Griffith farewel. Nay, Patience, 
You moft not leave me yet. I muft to Bed, 
Call in more Women. WhenI am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be us’d with Honour, ftrew me over 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know 
I was achaft Wife tomy Grave: Embalm me, 
Then lay me forth (although un-Queen’d) yet like 
A Queen, and Daughter to a King inter me. 
I'can no more. 
{ Exeunt leading Katharine. 


Adtus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Gardiner Bifhop of Winchefter, a Page with a 
Torch before lim, met by Sir Thomas Lovel. 


Gard, Ivs one aclock Boy, is’t not ? 

Boy, Vt hath ftruck. 

Gard, Thefe fhould be hours for neceflities, 
Not for delights: times to repair our Nature 
With comforting repofe, and not for us 
To walte thefe times. Good hour of night, Sir Thomas, 
Whither folate? _ 

Lov. Came you from the King, my Lord ? 

Gard. 1 did, Sir Thomas, and left himat Primero 
With the Duke of Sajfolk, 

Lov. | muft to him too, 

Before he go to Bed. V’le take my leave. 

Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel, What?s the matter? 
ft feems you are in hafte: and if there be 
No great offence belongs to’t, give your Friend 
Some touch of your late bufinefs: Affairs that walk, 
(As they fay Spirits do) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder Nature, than the bufinefs 
That feeks difpatch by day. 

Lov, My Lord, | love you; 
And durft commend a Secret to your Ear 
Much weightier than this work. The Queen’s in Labour 
They fay mm extremity, and fear’d 
She?il, with the Labour, end. 
Gard. The Fruit fhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Goodtime, andlive: but for the Stock, Sir Thomas 


1 with it grubb’d up now. : 
Lov. Methinks I could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Confcience fays, 
She isa good Creature, and fweet Lady, do’s 
Deferve 
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Deferve our better wifhes. 
Gard. But Sir, Sir. 
Hear me, Sir Thomas, y’ are a Gentleman 
Of mine own way, know you are Wife, 
And let me tell you, it will ne’re be well , 
Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovel, tak’t of me, 
Till Cranmer, Crommel, her two hands, and fhe 
Sleep in their Graves. 
Lov. Now, Sir, you fpeak of two 
The moft remark’d ?th’ Kingdom: as for Crommel, 
Befide that of the Jewel-houfe, is made Matter 
Oth’ Rolls, and the Kings Secretary. Further, Sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade for moe Preferments, 
With which the Time willload him. Th’ Archbifhop 
Is the King’s hand, or tongue, and who dare fpeak 
One fyllable againft him ? 
Gard. Yes, yes, Sit Thomas, 
There are that dare, and I my felf have ventur’d 
+To {peak my mind of him: and indeed this day, 
Sir (I may tell it you) 1 think I have 
Incens’d the Lords of the Council, that he is 
(For fo I know he is, they know he is) 
A moft Arch-heretick, a Peftilence 
That does infect the Land: with which they moved 
Have broken with the King, who hath fo far 
Given year to our Complaint, of his great Grace, 
And Princely Care, forefeeing thofe fell Mifchiefs 
Our Reafons laid before him, hath commanded 
To morrow morning to the Council Board 
Hebe Convented. He’s a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we maft root himout. From. your Affairs 
I hinder you too long : Geod night, Sir. Thomas. 
[Exit Gardiner and Page. 
Lov. Many Good nights, my Lord, | reit your Servant. 
Enter King and Suffolk. 
King. Charles, 1 will play no more to night, 
My mind’s not om’t, you are too hard for me. 
Suff. Sirs did never win of you before. 
King. But little, Charles, 
Nor fhall not when my, Fancy’s on my Play. 
Now, Lovel, from the Queen what is the News. 
Lov. I could not perfonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her Woman 
|1 fent your Meflage, who return’d her thanks 
In the greateft humblenefs, and defir’d your Highnefs 
Moft heartily to pray.for her. 
King. What fay ft thou ? Ha? 
To pray for her, What, is fhe crying out ? ; 
Lov. So faid her Woman, and that her foff’rance made 
Almoft each pang, a death. 
King. Alas, good Lady. 
Suff. God fafely quit her of her Burthen, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your Highnef$ with an Heir. 
King. ?Tis midnight, Charles, 
Prithee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remember 
Th’ eftate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone, 
For I muft think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 
Suff. 1 with your Highnefs 
A quiet night, and my good Miftrefs will 
Remember in my Prayers. 
King. Charles, Good night: 
Well, Sir, what follows ¢ 
- >» + Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 
Dea. Sir, Ihave brought my Lord the Archbifhop, 
As you commanded me. 
King. Ha? Canterbury ? 
Den. 1, my good Lord. 
King. ?Tis true: where is he, Deny ? 
Den, He attends your Highnels pleafure. 
King. Bring him to us. 
Lov. This isabout that, which the Bifhop fpake, 
{ am happily come hither. 


Religious, 


[Exit Suffolk. 
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Enter Cranmer and Denny, tia 
King. Avoid the Gallery. LLovel feemeth to fa 
Ha? I have faid, be gone. ci 
[Exeunt Lovel and De 
Cran. Lam fearful: Wherefore frowns he thys 
Tis his Afpect of terror. All’s not well. 
King. How now, my Lord ? 
You do defire to know, wherefore 
I fent for you. 
Cran, It is my duty 
T’ attend your Highnefs pleafure. 
King. Pray you arife, 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury : 
Come, youand I muft walk a turn together: 
I have News to tell you. ; 
Come, come, give me your hand. 
Ah my good Lord, 1 grieve at what I fpeak, 
And am right forry to repeat what follows, 
[ have, and moft unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, 1 do fay, my Lord, f 
Grievous complaints of you, which being confider? a 
Have mov’d us, and our Council, that you fhall 
This morning come before us, wherel know 
You cannot with fuch freedom purge your felf,, 
But,that till further Trial, in thofe Charges 
Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take 
Your Patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houfe our Tower: you, a Brother of; 
It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs 
W ould come againft you. 
Cran. | humbly thank your HighnefS,  * 
And amright glad to catch this good occafion 


| 


S| | 
eS 


i 
q 


i 
; 
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Moft throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaff | 


And Corn fhall flie afunder. For I know, fe 
There’s none ftarids under more calumnious tongues, 
Than I my felf, poor man. a 
King. Stand up, good Canterbury, ia 
Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted om 
In us, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ftand up, 
Prithee let’s walk. Now by my Holydame, 
What manner of man are you? my Lord, Ilook’d 
You would have given me your Petition, that 
I fhould have ta’ne fome pains, to bring together e 
Your felf, and your Accufers, and to have hea dyon 
Without indurance further. ie 
Cran. Mott dread Liege, ; 


My 
“vk 


| The good  ftand on, is my Truth and Honefty: i 


If they fhall fail, 1, with mine Enemies, 
Will triumph o’re my perfon, which I weigh not, 
Being of thofe Virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 

King. Know you not “a 
How your ftate ftands ith? world, with the whole we Id?) 


re 


Your Enemies are many, and not fimall; their practices” 
Muft bear the fame proportion, and notever ~ 
The Juftice and the Truth o’th’ queftion carries 
The due o’th’ Verdi&t with it ; at what eafe é 
Might corrupt minds procure Knaves as corrupt by 


To fwear againft you: Such thingshavebeen dome. 


You are potently oppos’d , and with a Malice 
Of as great afize. Ween you of better luck, 
I mean in perjur’d Witnefs, than your Mafter, 
Whofe Minifter you are, whiles here he liv’d 
Upon this naughty Earth? Goto, goto, 
You take a Precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own deftruction. 

Cran. God and your Majefty 
Protect mine innocence, or | fall into 
The trap is laid for me. 

King. Be of good cheer, 
They fhall no more prevail, than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to you, and this morning fee 
You do appear before them. If they fhall chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit you: 


The belt perfuafions to the contrary 

Fail not toufe; and with what vehemency 

Th’ occafion fhall inftruct you. If intreaties 

Willrender you no remedy, this Ring 

Deliver them, and your Appeal tous 

There make before them. Look, the Good man weeps : 

He’s honeft, on mine Honour. Ged’s bleit Mother, 

I {wear he is true-hearted, anda foul 

None better inmy Kingdom. Get you gone, 

And do, asI have bid you. 

He has itrangled all his Language in his Tears. 
Enter Old Lady. 

Gent, within. Comeback : what mean you? 

Lady. Vlenot come back, the tidings that I bring 
Will make my boldnefs, Manners. Now good Angels 
Fly ore thy Royal Head, and fhade thy Perfon 
‘Under their blefled Wings. 

King. Now by thy looks 
I gueis thy Meflage. Is the Queen deliver?d ? 
| Say, 1, and of a Boy. 

* Lady. 1,1, my Liege ; 

Anda lovely Boy; the God of Heaven 

Both now, and-ever blefs her : Tis a Girl 
Promifes Boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Defires your Vifitation, and tobe 

Acquainted with this Stranger , tis aslike you, 
| As Cherry is to Cherry. 

King, Lovil. 

Lov. Sir. 

King. Give her an hundred Marks: . 
Ple to the Queen. [Exit King. 

Lady. Aw hundred Marks? By this light, Vle ha more. 
}.An ordinary Groom is for fuch payment. 

{1 will have more, or fcold it out of hin. 

Said for this, the Girl was like to him 2 P’le 

Have more, or elfeunfay’t : and now, while’tis hot, 
{Fle put it to the iffue. [Exit Lady. 


Scena Secunda, 


Enter Cramer, Archbifhop of Canterbury. 


Cran, | hopelam not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was fent to me from the Council, pray’d me 
Tomake great hafte. All fatt ? What means this ? Hoa? 
ho waits there!? Sure you know me? 
Enter Keeper. 
Keep, Yes, my Lord’: 
Butyet I cannot-help you. 
Cran. Why ? 
Keep. Your Grace mutt wait till yoube call’d for. 
‘ Enter, Dottor Buts. 


Cran. So. 
| Buts. This isa piece of Malice: I am glad 
*}T came this way fo haply. The King 
.| Shall underftand it prefently. [Exit Butts. 
‘ Cran.?Tis Butts, - 


| The King’s Phyfician as he paft along 
How earneftly he caft his Eyes upon me: 

Pray Heaven he found not my difgrace :: for certain 

This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 

God turn their Hearts, -d never fought their malice ) 
‘9 queneh mine Honour ; they would fhameto make me 
yy tt elf at door = a Fellow Councellor 

‘Mong Boys, Grooms, and Lackeyss 

But their Pleafures 


‘Mult be fulfill’d, andJ attend with Patience. 


Ne ; 
a Enter the King, and Butts at a Window above. 


a Butts. Vie thew your Grace the ftrangeft fight. 
| King, What’s that, Burts ? 
2). 
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[Exit Cranmer. 
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Suts. I think your Highnefs {aw this many a day, 
King. Body ame: whereisit ? 

Lutts. There, my Lord: 
The high Promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his State at door *mongit Purfevants, 
Pages, and Foot-boys. 

King. Ha? tis He indeed. 

Is this the Honour they doone another ? 

Tis-well there’s one above <m yet; I had thought 

They had parted fo much Honclty among ’em, 

At lealt good Manners; as not thus to fuffer 

A man of his Place, and fo near our Favour 

To dance attendance on their Lordthips pleafures, 

And at the door too, likeva Poft with Packets : 

Byholy Afary, (Buttes ) there’s Knavery;~ 

Let’em alone, and draw the Curtain clofe, 

We hall hear more anon, 


A Council Table brouoht in with Chairs and Stools, and 
placed under rhe State) Enter Lord Chancellor, places bim- 
Self at the upper end of the Table, onthe lefe hand : A Seat 
being left void above him, as for Canterburies Seat, Duke 
of Suffolk, Duke of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord Chamber- 
lain, Gardiner, feat themfilves in Order om each fide. 
Cromwel at ower nd, as Secretary, 


Chan. Speak to the bufinefs, 
Why are we met in Council ? 
Crom, .Pléate your Honours, 
The chief Caufe concerns his Gr ace of Canterbury. 
Card, Ha’s he knowledge of it ? 
Crom. Yes. 
Norf. Who waits there ? 
Keep. Without; my Noble Lords. 
Gard. Yes. 
Keep. My Lord Archbithop, 
And ha’s done half an hour to know your pleafires, 
Chana. Let him come in. 
Keep. Your Grace may enter now: 
[Cranmer approaches the Council Table, 
Chan. My good Lord Archbithop, I’m very forry 
Tofit here at this prefent, and behold 
That Chair ftand empty: But we all are men 
In our own Natures trail, and capable 
Of our flefh, few are Angels ; out of which Frailty 
And wantiof Wifdom, you that beft fhould’ teach us, 
Have mifdemean’d yourfelf, and not-a little, 
Toward the King firkt} then his Laws, im filling 
Fhe whole Realm, by your teaching and your Chaplains, 
(For fo we are inform’d) with new Opinions 
Divers and dangerous, whichare Herefies 5 
And not Reform’d, may prave pernicious: 
Gard. Which Reformation mutt be-fudden too, 
My Noble Lords, for thofe that tame wild Horfes, 
Pace’emnot inth¢ir hands to make ’em gentle ; 
But {top their Mouths with ftubborn Bits, and {pur ’em 
’ Till they obey the manage. If we faffer 
Out of ourveafinef$ and:childifh pity 
To one man’s Honour, this contagious ficknefs; 
Farewel all Phyfick: and what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole State :\ofilate days our Neighbours, 
The upper Germany can dearly witnefs, 
Yet frethly pitied in our memories. » 
Cran. My good Lords ; hitherto,in all the Progrefs, 
Both of my Life and ‘Office; Lhave labour’d, 
And with no little ftudy, that my teaching 
And the ftrong courfe of‘my Authority, 
Might go one way, and fafely 5 and the end 
Was ever to do well: nor is there living, 
(I fpeak it with a fingle heart, my Lords) 
A man that more detefts, more ftirs againft, 
Both in his private Confcience, and his Place, 
Defacers of a publick Peace, than I do: 


Mr; Secretary ; 


we 


— 
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li Se OI errs FT licen a 
Pray Heaven the King may. never find a heart | Toa moit Noble Judas. the King my Matter. 
WithleS Allegiance in it. Men that make | Cham. This is the King’s Rings 
Envy, and ct ooked malice, pourifhment, Suf. *Tis no. comnts! fet. . 
Hare bite the beft, 1 do befeech your Lorafhips, Saf. °Tis his right Ring, by Heav’n: I told ye all 
That in this cafe of Juftice, my Accufers, Vhen we firft put this dangerous ftone a rowling * 
Be what they will, may {tand forth’Face to Face, >Twonld falk upon our felves. q 
And freely urge gaint me. Norf. Bo youthink, my Lords, 
Suff. Nay, My Lord, The King will fufter but the little Finger 
That cannot be, youatea Counfellor, Of this man tobe vex’d # 
And by that Virtue nomen dareaccufe you. | Gham. ? Vis now too certain, 
Gard.My Lord,becaufe we have bufinefs of more moment, | How much.more is his Life in value with him ? 
We will be fhort with you. Tis his Highnefs pleaiure W ould | were fairly out on’t. 
And our confent, for better tryal of yQus Crom. My. mind gave me,’ 
From hence yoube committed to the Towers in fecking, Tales and informations 
Where being but a private man again, Againkt this Man, whofe Honefty the Devil 
You fhall know many dare accuse you boldly, And his Difciples only envy at. 
More than (1 fear) you are provided for. Ye blew the Fire that burns ye : Now have at ye. 
Cran. Ah, my good Lord of Winchefter: 1 thank you, 
You are alwaysmy good Friend, if your will pals, Enter King frowning on them , takes his Seat 
| j fratl both find your Lordfhip, Judge, and Juror, 2 at 3 7 
You are fo merciful. 1 fee your ends Gard. Dread Soveraign, 
‘Tis my undoing. Love and Meeknefs, Lords How much are we bound to Heaven, 
Become a Church-man better than Ambition : In daily thanks ; that gave us fucha Prince; 
Win ftraying Souls with modelty again, Not only good and wiie, but moft Religious 
Caft none away- That I fhall clear my felf, Onethat in all obedience, makes the Church 
‘Lay all the weight ye can upon my patiences The chief aim of his Honour, and to ftrengthen 
I make as littledoubt, as you do Confcience That holy duty of our dear refpect, 
In doing daily wrongs. I could fay more, His Royal felfin Judgment comes to hear 
‘But Reverence to your calling makes me modeft. The Caufe betwixt her, and thi. great offender. 
Gard. My Lord, my Lord, youarea Seftary> King, You were ever good at fudden Commenda' i 
That’s the plain truth; your painted glofs difcovers Bihhop of Winchefer.But know, 1 come not 
To men that underftand you, words and weaknefs. To hear fuch flattery. now, andin my prefence 
Crom, My Lord of Winchefter, y area little, They are too thin, and bafe to hide offences, : 
By your good favour, too fharps Men fo Noble, To me you cannot reach. You play the Spaniel, - | 
How ever faulty, yet fhould find refpeét And think with wagging, of your Tongue to, vein me bil 
For what they have been: *tjsa cruelty, But whatfoe’re thou tak’ft me for, Pm fure 
To load.a falling man. Thou haft a cruel Nature, anda bloody re 
Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, Good man, fit down: Now let me fee the proudeft 
‘Lory your Honour Mercy ; youmay, workt He, thatdares moft, but wag his Finger at thee, ~~ 
Ofali this Table, fay fo. By all that’s holy, he had better ftarve; 4 
_ Crom. Why, my Lord 4 Then but once think, this place becomes thee not. 
| Gard. Do not I know you for a Favourer Sur, May it pleafe your Grace 
\Of es a Sg phe not found. # King. No, Sir, iv doe’snot pleafe me, 
vom. Not iounc: had thoug ad had me C ; ne 
| Gard. Notfound, fay. = And wife, ne ci Hadimnen of a 
_ Crom. Wouldiyou-were half fo honeft : Was it difere tion, Lords to let this man 4 
Men’s Prayers then-would feck you, not their Fears. This goodman (few.of you deferve the title ) ng 
aie: ea remember this bold Languages * by cabs man, wait likea lowfie Foot-boy 2 
. Do. Shamber door? and one, as great as you are ae 
Remember your boldiife too. Why, whata fhame wasthis? Didm Commilliom 
Cham. Thisis too much. Bid ye fo far forget your Gives a} 4 119% 
dieses oe my: Lords. Power, as he was a Counfellour to es bins 
ard. \ have: done- N , 6 Ln 
Crom. Bnd. Not action et ae 
Cham. Then thus for you, my Lord, it ftands agreed, Would try him to the ntmoft had ; e mean 
I takeit, by all voices: that forthwith Which ye fhall never have while ee lie 
You be convey’d to th’ Tower a Prifoner 5 Cham, Thus far ; >a ate 
| There to remain till the Kings further pleafure Mymoft dread Soveraign may it: like; your Grace, 
‘Be knownanto us, are you all agreed, Lords ti." To let my Tongue excufe all. What wasipurposd: 
All, We are. Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather: 7am 
B toi Is there no ovlier wayof Mercy, (If there be faith in men) meant for his Tryal, 
a 3 Seccee be _ meee my Lords? abe gee tothe world than malice, 
Would you expect ? Youare ftrangely troublefome + King. WW i pe Dee 1a 
Let fome oth? Guard be ready dae s fy) | Fake. iim, el ll ap Lond ey of ; 
peas mes Enter the Guard. * J will fay thusmuch for him, ifa Prince 
an. For me! ay Vis May be beholding to aSubject., -I ee 
a 1 oe a Traitor thither?) corte Am, for hislove and fervicc, fotohim. ‘ia 
ar eceive him, Ei ; Make me no more.ads, bus all embrace him 5 Ls 


es 


And fee him fafe ith? Tower: Be Friends for fhame, my Lords: My Lord of canter ‘ 


‘Cran. Stay, good my Lords, ~ {have a Suit, white 

P D Tgg — whielyenmalt ror! - 
[have a little yet to fay. Lookthere, my Lords," That is, a fait young Maid 2% oe gee Baptifine 
By virtue of that Ring, I take my Caufe _ You muft:be Gadefather, andcanfwer for Here ES 
Out of the gripes: ofcruel men, and:give it Cran. The greateit Monarcht nowalivemay & 


" 
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In fuch an honour: how may I deferve it, 
That ama poor and humble Subject to you? 
King. Come, come, my Lord,you’d {pare your Spoons : 
You fhall have two Noble Partners with you: the old 
Dutchefs of Norfolk, and Lady Marquefs of Dorfer ? 
Will thefe pleafe you ? 
Once more, my Lord of Wincheffer, 1 charge you 
Embrace, and love this man. 
Gard. With atrue heart, 
And Brothers love I doit: 
Cran, And let Heaven 
| Witnefs, how dear I hold this Confirmation. 
King. Good Man; thofe joyful tears fhew thy true heart, 
The common voice | {ee is verified 
Of thee, which fays thus: Do my Lord of Canterbury 
A shrewd turn, and he’s your Friend for ever: 
Come, Lords, we trifle time away : I long 
To have this young one made a Chriftian. 
As I have made ye one, Lords, one remain - 
So | grow ftronger, you more Yonour gain. 


ea 


LExeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Noife and Tumult within: Enter Porter aed his man, 

Port; You’ llleave your noife anon, ye Rafcals: do you 
take the Court for Paris-Garden: ye rude Slaves; leave 
your gaping. 

Within. Good Mr, Porter, I belong to th’ Larder. 

Port. Belong, to th’ Gatlows,and be hang’d, ye Rogue: 
{Is thisa place to roar in? Fetch mea dozen Crab-tree 
|itaves,: and {trong ones; thefe are but {witches to ’em: 
{le feratch your Heads ; you muft be feeing Chriftnings? 
Do you look for Ale, and Cakes here, yourude Rafcals ?. 
__ Man, Pray, Sir, be patient ; ’tisas muchimpoflible, 

{ Unlefs we {wept them from the door with Cannons, 
pf fo featter’em, as’tis to make ’em fleep 
7 On AMay-day Morning, which will never be: 
} We may as well pufh againft Pauls, as ftir ’em. 
Port, How got they in, and be hang’d ? 

Man. Alas, | know not, how gets the Tide in ? 
PAs muchas one found Cudgel of four foot 
(You fee the poor rentainder) could diftribute, 
‘I made no fpare, Sir. 
© Pore. You did nothing, Sir. 
| Man. am not ‘Sampfoz, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand, 

To mow ’em down before me : but if 1 fpar’d any 
That had ahead to hit, cither young or old, 
He or fhe, Cuckold, or Cuckold-maker ; 
} Let me ne’re hope to fee a Chine again, 
And that I would not for a Cow, God fave her. 
With. Do you hear, Mr. Porter ? 
1 Port, { thali be with you prefently, good Mr. Puppy. 
+ Keep the door clofe, Sirrah. 
} Man, What would you have me do? 
’ Port. What fhould you do, : 
| But knock’em down by th’ dozens ? Is this A/or-fields 
tomufter in? Or have we fome ftrange Jvdian with the 
great Toole, come to Court, the women fo befiege us ? 
| Blefs me! what a fry of Fornicationis at the door ? On 
} | ty Chriftian Confcience, this one Chriftning will beget a 
‘| thoufaind, here will be Father,God-father,and all together. 
, | Man, The Spoons will be the bigger, Sir: there is a 
i ) Fellow fomewhat near the door, he fhould be a Brafier by 
{his Face, for o’ my Confcience twenty of the Dog-dayes 
Now reign in’s Nofe; all that {tand about him are under 
| the Line, theyneed no other penance: that Fire-Drake 
did I hit three times on the Head, and three times was his 
Nofe difcharged againft me ; he ftandsthere like a Mor- 
ter-piece to blow us up. There was a Haberdafhers Wife 
}of fall Wit,near him,that rail’d upon me,till her pinck’d 
|Porrenger fell off her Head, for kindling fuch a combutti- 
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on inthe State. I mift the Meteor once, and hit that Wo- 
man, who cryed out Clubs, when I might fee from far, 
fome forty Truncheors draw to her fuccour » which 
were the hope o’th’ Strand, where fhe was quartered 5 they 
fell on, I made good my place ; at length they came'to th? 
Broom-ftaff to me, I def’d em, fill, when fuddenly a 
File of Boyes behind em 4 loofe fhot, deliver’d fuch a 
fhower of Pibbles,that I was fain to draw mine Honour in, 
and let ’em win the Work,the Devil was amongit em, -] 
think furely. 
For. Thefe are the Youths that thunder at a Play-houfe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Ardi:nce but the tri- 
bulation of Tower-Aiill, or the Limbs of Lime-houfe, their 
dear Brothers are able toendure. Ihave fome of em in 
Limbo-Patrum,and there they are like tojdance thefe three 
days; befides the running Banquet of two Béadles,that is to 
come, 3 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, 
L. Cham. Mercy o’me: what a Multitude aré here ? 
They grow ftill too ; from all Parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a Fair here ? Where are thefe Porters? 
Thefe lazy Knaves? Y’aye madé a fine hand, Fellows ? 
There’s a trim Rabble let in: are all thefe 
Your faithful Friends o’th? Suburbs? We thal! have 
Great {tore of room no doubt left for the Ladies; 
When they pafs back from the Chriftning ? 
Por. And’t pleafe your Honour, ; 
We are but Men, and what fo many may do, 
Nor being tornin pieces, we have done: 
An Army cannotrule em, 
Cham, As 1 live, 
If the King blame me for’t ; Ple lay ye all 
By th’heels, and faddenly: and on your Heads, 
Clap round Finés for neglect : y’are lazy Knaves; 
And here ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ye fhould do Service... Hark, the trumpets found; i 
Th’are come already from the Chriftning ; 
Go break among the prefs, and find a way out | 
To let the troop pafs fairly; or I’le find 
A Marthalfey, fhall hold ye play thefe two Months? Z 
Por, Make way there, for the Princefs, 
Man, You great Fellow, 
Stand clofe up, or l’le make your head’ ake. 
Por. Youth’ Chamblet,. get upo? th’ rail, 


le peck you o’re the pales elfe. [Exennt, 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter Trumpets founding ; Then two Alder-men, L, Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, “Duke of Norfolk with bis Afa fhal?s 
Staff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen., bearing great 
ftanding Bowls for the Chriftning Gifts : Then four Noble- 
men bearing a Canopy, tnderwhich the Dutehefs of Nor- 
folk, God-mother, bearing the Child richly habited in 
a Mantle, ec. Train born bya Lady: Then follows the 
Marchione/s of Dorfet, the other God-mother and” La- 
dies. Lhe Troop pafs once about the Stage, and Garter peaks. 


Gart, Heaven, 
From thy endlefs Goodnefs fend profperous Life, 
Long, and ever happy, to the high and mighty 
Princefs of England, Elzabeth, 


_ Flourifh. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran. And to your Royal Grace, and the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felf thus pray 
All comfort, joy in this moit gracious Lady, 
Heaven ever laid up to make Parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye. 

King. Thank you good Lord Arch-bihop ; 
What is her Name ? 

Cran, Elizabeth. 


Xx 2 King 
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King, Stand ups Lord ; 
With this Kifs, take my Blefling : God protect thee, 
Into whofe hand, I give thy Life. 

Cras. Amen. 

King. My Noble Gollips, y’have been too Prodigal, 
I thank ye heartily: So {hall this Lady, 
When fhe has fo much Englifh. 

Cran, Let me fpeak, Sir, 
For Heaven now bids me; and the words I utter, 
Let none think Flattery 5 for theyll find’em Truth. 
This Royal Infant, Heaven {till move about her, 
Though in her Cradle, yet now promifes 
Upon this Land, a thouiand thoufand Bleflings, 
Which time fhall bring to ripenefs: She fhall be, 
(But few now living can behold that Goodnefs) 
A Pattern to all Princes livin with her, 
‘And all that fhall fucceed : Sata was never 
-| More covetous of Wifdom, and fair Virtue 
Than this pure Soul fhall be. All Princely Graces 


_| That mould up a mighty Piece as this is, 


With all the Virtues that attend the Good, 

Shall {till be doubled on her. Truth fhall Nurfe her, 
Holy and Heavenly thoughts ftillCounfelher: 
She {hall be lov’d and fear’d, Her own fhall blefs her 5 
Her Foes fhake like a Field of beaten Corn, 

And hang their heads with forrow : 

Good grows with her. 

In her days every man fhall eat in fafety, 

Under his own Vine what he plants and fing 

The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. 
God fhall be truly known, and thofe about her 

From her fhall read the perfect ways of Honour, 
And by thofe claim their Greatnefs, not by Blood. 
Nor fhall this Peace fleep with her: Butas when 
The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Phenix, 

Her Athes new create another Heir, 
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As great in admiration as her felf ; 
So {hall fhe leave her Bléffednefs to One, 


(When Heaven fhall cal] her from this cloud of datknef) 


Who from the facred A fhes of herHonour 

Shall Star-like rife, as Great in fame as fhe was, 

And fo ftand fix’d. Peace; Plenty, Love, Truth, Terrour. 

That were the Servants to this chofen Infant, a 

Shall then be His, and likea Vine grow to him ; i 

Where ever the bright Sun of Heaven fhall fhine, 

His Honour, and the Greatnefs of his name, 

Shall be, and make new Nations. He fhall flourifh, 

And like a Mountain Cedar, reach his branch 

To all the Plains about hin - 

Shall fee this, and blefs Heaven. 
King. Thou fpeakeft Wonders. 
Cran. She fhall be to the HappinefS of England, 

An Aged Princefs, many Days fhall fee her, 

And yet no Day withouta deed to Crown it. 

Would I had known nomore: But fhe muft dye, 

She muft, the Saints muft have her; yet a Virgin, 

A moft unfpotted Lilly fhall fhe pafs 


, 


ie 


Our Children’s Children | ; 


To th? ground, and all the world fhal. mourn her, | 


King. O Lord Archbifhop, 
Thou haft made me nowa Man: never, before 
This happy Child, did 1 get any thing: 
This Oracle of comfort, has fo pleas’d me, 
That when I amin Heaven, I fhall defire 


To ivewhat this Child does, and praife my Maker, 5 


I thank yeall. To you, my good Lord Mayor, 


And you good Brethren, f am much beholding: — ; 


{ have receiv’d much Honour by your prefence, 
And ye fall find me thankful. Lead the way, Lords, 


Ye muttall {ee the Queen, and fhe muft thankye, © 7 | 


She willbe fick elfe. Thisday,no man think =~ 
*Has bufinels at his house, for all fhall flay: 
This little One fhall make it Holy-day. 


i a lant LAAT A 


TheEPILOGUE 


WEA Ts ten to one this Play can never pleafe 

All that are here; Some come to take their eafe, 
And fleep out’ an Aftor two; but thofe we fear 

W? have affrighted with our Trumpets : fortis clear 

They'll foxsitienanght, Others, to hear the City ’ 

Abus’d extreamly, and to cry that's witty, 

Which we bave not done neither, that I fear 


All the expetted good ware like to hear, 

For this Play at this time, is only in 

The merciful conftruttion of good Womens 

For fuch a‘ one we {hew'd em: if they [rile, 

And fay twill do, I know within a while, 
Allithe veft Aen are ours, for "tis il hap, 
If they bold, when their Ladies bid em clap. 


Ye 


The PRO 


‘ Troy there lies the Scene: from Ifles of Greece 

The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood chafd, | 

| Mave to the Port of Athens int their Ships | 

| Praught with the Minifters and Inftruments 

OF Cruel War: Sixty and nine that wore 

| | Their Crownets Regal, from th? Athenian Bay 

_ | Pat forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is made 

| 20 ranfack Troy, within whofe ftrong Immures 

| Lhe ravifl’d Helen, Menelaus Queen, 

| With wanton Paris fleeps, and that?s the Quarrel. 
0."Tenedos they come, 

And the deep-drawing Barks do there difgorge 

Their Warlike fraughtage: now on Dardan Plains 

The frefh and yet unbruifed Greeks do pitch 

Their brave Pavillions. Priam’s fix-gated City, 

}Dardan, and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 


Adtus Primus. 


Enter Pandarus and Troilus, 


Troilus. 
All here my Varlet, Ple unarm again. 
Why thould I War without the Walls of Troy 
That find fuch cruel battel here within ? 
Each Trojan that is Mafter of his heart, 
| Let him to Field, Troilus alas hath none. 
Pan. \Nill this geer ne’re be mended ? (ftrength, 
Troi. Ths Greeks are ftrong, and skilful to their 
| Fierce to their skill, and to their fiercenefs Valiant : 
} But 1am weaker than a Womans tear : 
| Famer than fleep, fonder than ignorauce 
| Lefs-valiant than the Virgin in the night, 
And skillefs as unprattis’d infancy. 
| Pan, Well, I have told you enough of this: For my 
part, I’le not meddle nor make no farther. He that will 
have a Cake out of the Wheat, muit needs tarry the 
| grinding. 
~ Troi, Have I not tarried ? 


Troi. Have I not tarried ? 


' 
| 
} 
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Pan. | the grinding ; but you mutt tarry the boulting. |Is like that mirth Fate turns to fudden fadnef& 
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And Antenonidus with maffy Staples 

And correfponfive and fulfilling Bolts 

Stir up the Sons of Troy. 

Now Lxpettation tickling skittifh Spirits; 

On one and other fide, Ti rojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard, Andhither am I comé 

A Prologue armd, but not in confidence 

Of Author?s Pen, or Attor’s voice ,etut [uted 
In like conditions, as our Argument » 

To tell you (fair Beholders) that our Play 
Leaps o’ve the vannt and fr ftlings of thofe Broil s. 
Beginning in the middle : Starting thence away, 
To what may be digefted in a Play: 

Like, or find fault, do as your pleafures are, 
Now good, or bad, tis but the chance of War; 


Scena Prima. 


Pan. 1, the boulting ; but 
Troi, Still have I tarried. 
Pan, 1, to the leavening: but here’s yet in the word 

hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the 

heating of the Oven, and the Baking ; nay, you muft ftay 

the cooling too, or you may chance to burn your lips. 
Troi, Patience her felf, what,Goddefse’re fhe be, 

Doth lefler biench at fufferance, than Ido: ae 

At Priam’s Royal Table I fit; 

And when fair. Creffida comes into my theughts, 

So (Traitor) then fhe comes, when fhe is thence——— 
Pan, Well ? ys 

She look’d yefternight fairer than ever I faw her look, 

Or any Woman elfe. 
Tro. 1 was about to tell thee, when my heart, 

As wedged witha figh, would rive in twain, 

Left Heétor, or my Father fhould perceive me: 

I have (as when the Sun doth light a-fcorn) 

Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a fmile - 

But forrow, that is couch’d in feeming gladnefs, 


you muft tarry the leav’ning. 


Pan. And her hair were not fomewhat darker than 
Xx 3 Helens 


- _ ne 
Helens, well goto, there were To more comparifon be- 
tween the Women. But for my part fhe is my Kinfwo- 
man, | would not (as they term it) praife it, bucl would 
fome body had neard her talk yelterday, as J did: I wil 
not difpraife your Sifter Caffandra’s wit, but—— 

Troi. O Pandarus\ Ltell thee, Pandarus ; 

WhenIdo tell theey there my hopes lie drown’d, 

Reply not in how Many Fathoms deep 

They lie indrench’d I tell thee, 1 am mad 

in Creffid’s Love. Thouanfwer'lt, fhe is Fair, 

Pour’ft in the open Ulcer of my Heart, 

Her Eyes, her Hair, her Cheek, her Gate, her Voice, 

Handleft in thy difcourfe. O that her Hand 

(in whofe comparifon, all whites are Ink 

Writing their own reproach) to whofe foft feizure 
he Cignets Down is harfh, and fpirit of Senfe 

Hard as the Palm of Ploughman. This thou tell’ft me 5 

As true thou tell’ ft me, when I fay I love her : 

But faying thus, inftead of Oyl and Balm, 

Thou lay’it in every gath that love hath given me, 

The Knife that made it. 

Pan, 1 {peak no more than truth. 

Troi. Thou dott not fpeak fo much. 

Pan, Faith, V’le not meddle in’t. Let her be as fhe is, 
‘fhe be fair, "tis the better for her : and fhe be not, fhe 
ha’s the mends in her own hands* ‘ 

Troi. Good Pandarus , how now, Pandarus ? 

Pan, \ have had my labour for my travel, ill thought 
on ofher, and ill thought on of you: Gone between and 
between, but fmall thanks for my labour. 

Troi, What art thou angry, Pandarus ? what with me ? 

Pan. Becaufe fhe is Kin to me, therefore fhe’s not fo 
fair as Elelen, and fhe were not Kin to me, fhe would be 
as fair on Fryday, as Helen is on Sunday, But what care I? 
I care not and fhe werea Black-a-Moor, ’tisall one to me. 

Troi. Say 1, fhe isnot fair? 

Pan. 1 donot care, whether you do or no. She’sa Fool 
to ftay behind her Father: Let her to the Greeks, and fo 
le tellher the next time 1 fee her: for my part, le 
meddle nor make no mote i’ch’ matter. 

Troi. Pandarus? 

Pan. Not {; 

Troi. Sweet Pandarus. 

Pan. Pray you fpeak no more’to me, 
{ found it, and there’s an end. 

Sound Alarum, 

Troi. Peace you ungracious Clamors, peace rude Sounds, 
Fools onboth fides, Helen muft needs be fair, 

When with your blood you daily paint her thts, 
I cannot fight upon this Argument : ~ 
It is too ftarv’d a fubject for my Sword : 
But Pandarus: O Gods! How do you plague me ? 
L cannot come to Creffid, but by Pandar, 
And he’sas teachy to be woo’d to woe, 
As fhe is ftubborn, chaft, againft all fute. 
Tell me Apollo for thy Daphnes Love 
What Cre(fidis, what Pandar, and what we: 
Her bed is Jndia, there fhe lies, a Pearl, 
Between our Ilium, and where fhe refides 
Let it becall’d the mild and wandring flood, 
Our felfthe Merchant, and thisfailing Pandar 
Our doubtful Hope, our Convoy and our Bark. 
Alarum., . Barter FEneas. 
Ane. How now, Prince Troilus ? 
Wherefore nota field ? 
~ Tro, Becaufe not there 5 this womans anfwer forts, 
For womanihh it. is to be from thence: 
What news e£neas from the field to day ? 

eAne. That Parisisreturned home, and hart. 

Troi. By whom, e£neas ? 

ene, Troilus by enelaus. 

Troi, Let Paris bleed, ’tis but a {car to fcorn. 

Paris is gor’d with Afenelans horn. [ Alarum, 
vine, Heark, what good {port is out of Town to day ? 


I will leave all as 
(Exit. Pand. 
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Troi. Better at home, if Would I might, were May ; 
But to the fport abroad, are you bound thither? 7 
eAne. Inall fwift hafte. 
Troi. Come, go we then together. 
Enter Creflid and her Man, 
Cre. Who were thofe went by? 
Man. Queen Hecuba and Helen, 
Cre. And whither go they ? 
Man, Up to the Eaftern Tower, 
Whofe height commands as fubject all the Vale} 
To fee the Battel , Heétor, whofe patience 
Is asa Vertue fix’d, to day was mov’d: 
He chides Azdromache, and ftruck his Armerer, 
And like as there were Husbandry in War 
Before the Sun rofe, he was harneft light, 
And to the Field goes he, where every flower 
Did asa Prophet weep what it forcfaw, 
In Heétor’s wrath. 
Cre. What was his caufe of Anger ? 
Man. The noife goes this ; 
There is among the Greeks, 
A Lord of Zvoj27 Blood, Nephew to Hettor, 
They call him Ajax. 
Cre. Good; and what of him? ; 
Man. They fay, he is a very man per fe and ftands alone: es 
Cre. $0 do all Men, unlefs they are drunk, fick, or have} 
no Legs. : = 
Man. This Man, Lady,hath robb’d many Beatts of their 
particular additions, he isas valiant as the Lyonchurlifh} 
as the Bear, flow asthe Elephant: a man into whom na} — 
ture hath fo crowded humours, that his valour is crufht into} 
folly,his folly fauced with difcretion: There is no‘man hath 
a Vertue, that he hath nota glimpfe of , nor any man 
attaint, but he carries fone ftain ofit. He is melan 
ly without caufe, and merry againft the hair, he hath 
joints of every thing, but every thing fo out of jo 
that he is a gouty Bréareus, many hands and no ule; 
purblinded Argus, all eyes and no fight. . 
Cre. But how {hold this man, that makes me finile 
make Hettor angry? . a2 
Man. They fay, he yefterday cop’d Hektor in the ba 
tel and ftruck him down, the difdain and fhame wi 
of hath ever fince kept Heétor fafting and waking. 
Enter Pandarus. 
Gre. Who comes here ? 
Man, Madam, your Uncle Pandarus. 
Cre, Heétor’s a gallant man. 
Man. As may be in the world, Lady. 
Pan. What?s that? what?s that ? 
Cre,Good morrow, Uncle Pandarus. 
Pan, Good morrow, CozenCreffid : 
of ? good morrow, Alexander, 
were you at Jlinm ? 

Cre. Thismorning, Uncle. ii 
Pan. What were you talking of, when I came ? Was 
Heétor ara’dand gone, ere ye cameto Jlimmt Helen was) 
not up? was fhe? | 

Cre. Hettor was gone, but Helen was not ups 
Pan. Fn fo ; Hettor was ftirring early. 
Cre. That were we talking of, and of his Anger. 


LExewm,| 


what do you talk : 
how do you, Cozen when) 


Pan, Washeangry ? 
Cre. So he fays here. at 
Pan. True, he was fo ; 1 know the caufe too, he'l lay | 
about him to day I cantell them that, and there’s £708" 
will not come far behind him, let them take heed of Tri} 
las; 1 can tell them that too. Ld 
Cre. What is heangry too? 
Pan, Who, Troilus ? 
Troilus is the better man of the two. 
Cue. Oh Fupiter 3 there’s no comparifon. 
Pan, What not between Troilus and Hettor? 
know aman if you fee him ? 


do you 


Cre.. 1, if] ever faw him before and knew him. 
Pan. Well, | fay Troilus is Troilus. 


: 
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Cre. Then you fay, as I fay, 
For 1 am fure he is not Heétor, 

Pan. No, nor Heétor is not Troilus in fome degrees. 
1 Cre. ?Tis juft to each of them he is himfelf. 

\ Pan, Himfelf ? alas poor Troilus { would he were. 

Cre. So he is. 

’ Pan, Condition I had gone bare-foot to India. 

Cre. He isnot Heéor. 

Pan. Himfelf ? no? he’s not himfelf, would a were 
himfelf; well, the Godsare above, time muft friend or 
end : well, Troilus, well, 1 would my heart were in her bo- 
dy; no, Heétor is not a better man than Zroilus. 

Cre. Excufe me. 

Pan. He is Elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan, Th’ others not come too’t, you fhall tell me ano- 
‘ther tale when th’others come to’t; ettor fhall not 
have his will this year. 

Cre. He fhall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No matter. 

Pan, Nor his’ Beauty. 

Cre, >Twould not become him, his own’s better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, Neece; Helen her felf 
fwore thother day, that /rorus for a brown favour, (for 
fo tis 1 muft confefs) not brown neither. 

Cre. No, but brown. 

Pan. Faith, to fay truth, brown and not brown. 

Cre. Tofay thetruth, trueand not true. 

Pan, She prais’d his complexion above. 

Cre. Why.Paris hath colour enough. F 

Pan. So he has. 

Cre. Then Troilws fhould have too much, if fhe prais’d 
him above, his complexion is higher than his, he having 
colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a 
praife fora good complexion. [had as lieve Helens gol- 
Aden tongue had commended Troilus for a copper nofe. 

- Pan. | {wear to you, 

Ithink Helen loves him better than Paris. 

4 Cre. Then fhe’sa merry Greek,indeed. 

i Pan. Nay, 1am fure fhe does, fhe came to him th’other 
, | day into the compaft window, and you know he has not 
, | paft three or four hairs on his chin. a 

“| Cre. Indeed a Tapfters Arithmetique may foon bring 
his particulars therein to a Total. 

Pan, Why he is very young, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his Brother Hector, 

Cre, Is he fo young a man, and fo old a lifter ? 

Pan. But to prove to you that Helez loves him, fhe 
came and puts me her whitehand to his cloven chin. 

, Cre. Funo have mercy, how came itcloven ? 

Pan. Why, you know ’tis dimpled, 

I think his fmiling becomes him better, than any man in 
all Phrigiz. 
— Cre. Oh, he fimiles valiantly. 


‘ Pan. Does he not? 
Cre. Oh yes, and ’twere a cloud in Autumn, 

Pan. Why go to then, but to prove to you that Helen 
f | loves Troilus. 
_ |. Cre. Troilus will ftand to the 
# Proof, if you’l prove it fo. 

Pan, Troilus ? why he efteems her no more,than I efteem 
_ fonaddle Egg. 
® | Cre, If you love an addle Egg, as well as you love an i- 
yf ‘dle head, you would eat Chickens ith? fhell. 


Pan, 1 cannot chufe but laugh to think how fhe tickled 
his chin, indeed fhe has. marvell’s white hand,{ muft needs 
confefs, 
Cre. Without the Rack. ; ; ‘ 
Pan. And fhe takes upon her to fpy awhite hair on his 
Chin. tee 
Cre. Alas poor Chin ? many a Wart is richer. 
__ Pan, But there was fuch laughing, Queen Hecuba langht 
‘that her Eye run o’re. 


a 
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Cre. With Milftones. 

Pan. And Caffandralaught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the pot 
of her Eyes : did her Eyes run o’re too? $ 

Pan, And Heétor laught. 

Cre. At what was all this langhing ? 

Pan, Marry at the white hair, that Helen {pied on Troi- 
lus?$*chin, 

Cre, And’had been a green hair, I fhould have laught 
too. % 

Pan. They laught not fo much at the hair, as at his 
pretty anfwer. 

Cre. What was his anfwer ? 

Pan. Quoth fhe, here’s but two, and fifty hair's ‘on 
your chin ; and oné of them is white: 

Cre. This is her queftion. 

Pan. That’s true, makenoqueftion of that: two an: 
fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white, that white hair is 
my Father, and all the reft arehis Sons. $7: 
fhe, whichof thefe hairs is Pari:, my Husband? 
ked one, quoth he, pluck’t out and giveir him: but there 
was fuch laughing, aud Helen fo biufhe; and Paris fo 
chaft, andall the reft fo laught, that it pat. 

Cre. So let ir now, 

For it has beena great while going by. 

Pan. Well, Cozen, 

I told you a thing yeiterday, think on’t. 

Cre. Sol do. 

Pan. Vie be {worn ’tis true, he will weep you an 
*twerea man bornin April. [Sound a Retreat. 

Cre. And le {pring up in his tears, an ’twef€a nettle 
againit Afay. 

Pan. Heark, they are coming from the field, fhall’ we 
ftand up here and fee them, as they pafs toward Jhum ? 
good Neece do, fweet Necce Creffida, 

Cre, At your pleafure. 

Pan. Here, here, here’s an excellent place, here we 
may fee moft bravely, V’le tell youthem all by their names, 
as they pafs by, but mark Tro:/as above the reft. 

Enter AEneas. 

Cre, Speak not fo loud. 

Pan, That’s e4&neas, is not that a brave Man ? he’s one 
of the flowers of Zvoy, [can tell you, but mark Troslus, 
you fhall fee anon. 

* Cre. Who’s that ? Enter Antenor. 

Pan. That’s Antenor, he has a fhrew’d wit, I can tell 
you, and he’s a man good enough, he’s one o’th’ foundeit 
judgment in Tyoy whofoever, and a proper man of perfon : | 
when comes Troilus ? Ple thew you Troilus anon, if he fee } 
me, you fhall fee him nod at me. 

Cre. Will he give youthe nod ? 

Pan. You fhall fee. 

Cre. If he do, the rich fhall have more, 

Enter Hector. 

Pan That?s Heétor, that, that, look you, that, there’s a} 
Fellow. Go thy way Heétor, theres a brave man, Neece, } 
O brave Hector ! Look how he looks? there’s a counte- | 
nance; is’t nota brave Man ? 

Cre. O brave Man ! 

Pan, Isanot? Itdoes a Mans Heart good , look you 
what hacks are on his Helmet, look you yonder, do you 
fee? Look you there? There’s no jefting, laying on, 
tak’ off who will, as they fay, there be hacks. 

Cre. Be thofe with Swords? _ 

Enter Paris. 

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not , and the Devil 
come to him, it’s all one, by Godslidit does ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris: look ye 
yonder, Neece, is’t not a gallant man too, is’t not ? Why, 
this is brayenow: whofaid he came hurt home to day? 
He’s not hurt, why this will do Helens’s heart good 
now, ha? Would | could fee Troilus now, you fhall fee 
Troilus anon. 

Cre, Whofethat ? 
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Enter Helenus. é 

Pan, That’s Helenus, 1 marvel where Troilus is, that’s 
Helenus, 1 think -he went not forth to day: that’s Helenus. 

Cre. Can Helenus fight, Uncle ? ng 

Pan, Helenus, no: yes he’l fight indifferent well, I 
marvel where Zroilus is, heark, do you not hear the peo- 
lecry Troilus? Helenus isa Prieft. 

Cre. What fneaking Fellow comes yonder ? 

Eater Troilus: 

Pan. Where? Yonder? That’s Deiphobus. Tis Troi- 
lus | There’s'a man, Niece,hem 5 Brave Jroilus, the Prince 
of Chivalry. 

Cre. Peace, for fhame, peace. 

Pand. Mark him, note him: O brave Troilus: look 
well upon him, Niece, look you how his Sword is bloodied, 
and his Helm more hack’d than Hettors, and how he 
looks, and how he goes, O admirable youth! he ne’re 
{aw three and twenty. Go thy way Troilus, go thy way, 
had 1a Sifter were a Grace, or a Daughter a Goddefs, 
he fhould take his choice. O admirable man | Paris? Pa- 
ris is durt to him, and 1 warrant, Helen to change, 


| would give money to boot. 


Enter common Souldiers. 
Cre. Here come more. 
Pan. Affes, Fools, Dolts, Chaff and Bran, Chaffand 


| Bran , Porridge after Meat. I could live and dye Pth’ Eyes 
| of Troilus. Ne’re look, ne’re look ; the Eagles are gone, 


Crows and Daws, Crows and Daws : I had rather be fuch 
aManasZroilus, than Agamemnon, and all Greece. 

Cre. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better Man 
than Zvortus. 

Pan, Achilles? aDray-man, a Porter, avery Camel. 

Cre, Well, well. 

Pan, Well, well ? Why, haveyouany diferetion ? Have 
youany Eyes? Do you know what a man is? [snot Birth, 
Beauty, good Shape, Difcourfe, Manhood, Learning,Gen- 
tlenefs, Virtue, Youth, Liberality, and fo forth, the Spice, 
and Salt that feafons a Man? 

“Cre. 1,amincd man, and then to be bak’d with no Date 
in the Pye, for then the man’s date is out. 

Pan. You are fuch another Woman, one knows not at 
what ward yot lie. 

Cref, Upon my Back, todefend my Belly, upon my 
Wit, to defend my Wiles ; upon my Secrefie, to defend 
mine Honefty’ my Mask todefend my Beauty, and you 
to defend all thefe - and at all thefe wards 1 lie at a thou- 
fand watches, 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cre, Nay le waich you for that, and that’s one of the 
chiefeft of them too ; if I cannot ward what I would not 
havehit, I can watch you for telling how I took the blow, 
unlefs it {well paft hiding, andthen it is paft watching. 

Enter Boy. 

Pan, You are fuch another. 

Boy. Sir, my Lord would inftantly {peak with you. 

Pan, Where? 

Boy. At your own Honfe. 

Pan. Good Boy; tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt. 
Fare ye'well, good Niece. 

Cref. Adieu, Uncle. 

Pan. Viebe with you, Nicce, by and by. 

Cref. To bring, Uncle. 

Pan. 1, atoken,from Troilus. 

Cref. By the fame token, you are a Bawd. [Exit Pand. 
Words, Vows, Gifts, Tears, and Loves full Sacrifice, 
He offers’ in‘anothers enterprize: 

Bue-more in Zroilas thoufand fold I fee, 

Than in the Gla of Pandar’s praife may be, 

Yet hold! off Women are Angels wooing, 

Things won are done, the fouls joy lies.in doing : 
That fhebelov’d, knows. nought that knows not this : 
Men prize the thing ungain’d, more than it is. 

That fhe wasnever yet, that ever knew 

Love go fo fweet, as when defire did fue : 
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“ Archieument is Command: ungain’'d, befeech, 
Therefore this Maxim out of love I teach, ‘ne § 
That though my hearts Content’s firm love dothbear, | 4 
Nothing of that shall from mine Eyes appear. TE 5 
Sonnet. Lvter Agamemnon, Neftor, Ulyfles, Diomeds 

_ Menelaus, with others, O° ae 

Agam, Princes : re 
What grief hath fet the Jaundife on your Cheeks? aa 
The ample Propofition that hopes makes ae 
In all defigns begun on Earth below, 
Fails in the promis’d largenefs: checks and difafters 
Grow in the veins of Actions higheftrear’d. 
As knots by the coniux of meeting fap, 

Infect the found Pine, and diverts his Grain 
Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth, 
Nor, Princes, is it matter new to us, 

That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo far, 4 
That afcer feven years fiege, yet Troy Walls ftand; 
Sith every action that hath gone before, 
Whereof we have Record, Tryal did draw 
Bias and thwart, not anfwering the aim, 

And that unbodied Figure of the thought 
That gav’t furmifed fhape. Why then (you Princes) 
Do you with Cheeks abafh’d, behold our works, 
And think them fhame, which are (indeed ) nought 

But the protractive tryals of great Jove, 

To find perfiftive Conftancy in men ? 

The finenefs of which Metal is not found 7 
InFortunes love: for then, the Bold and Coward, 

The Wife and Fool, the Artift and un-read, 

The hard and foft, feem all affin’d, and kin, 

But inthe Wind and Tempett of her frown, 

Diftinétion witha loud and powerful Fan, 

Puffing at all, winnows the light away 5 

And what hath Mafs, or Matter by it felf, 

Lies rich in Virtue, and unmingled. ; 
Nef. With due obfervance of thy godly Seats ag 
Great Agamemnon, Neftor thall apply Si 

Thy lateft words. 

In the reproof of. Chance, 4 
Lies the true proof of men: The Sea being fmooth, 
How many fhallow bauble Boats dare fail sr 
Upon her patient breaft, making their way ot Se 
With thofe of noble Bulk ? Ba 
But let the Ruffian Boreas once enrage 

The gentle Zheris, and anon behold : 
The ftrong ribb’d Bark, through liquid mountains cuts | 
Bounding between the two moilt Elements, Re 
Like Per/ews Horfe. Where’s then the fawcy Boat, 
Whofe weak untimber’d fides but even now 

Co-rival’d Greatnefs? Either to harbour fled, 
Ormadea Toft for Neptune. Even fo, 

Doth Valours thew, and Valours worth divide 

In ftorms of Fortune. 

For, in her ray and brightnefs, . 
The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize 

Than by the Tyger : But, when the fplitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oaks, 

And flyes fled under fhade, why then 

The thing of Courage, : 

As rowz’d with rage, with rage doth fympathize, 

And with an accent tun’d in felf-fame key, 

Retires to chiding Fortune. 

Ulyf. Agamemnon, ! Dre | 
Thou great Commander, Nerve, and Bone of Greece, | 
Heart of our Numbers, Soul, and only Spirit, 

In whom the tempers, and the minds of all 

Should be fhut up; Hear what U/y/fes {peaks 

Befides th’ applaufe and approbation ee 
The which(moft Mighty) for thy place and merit = 
And thou moft reverend for thy ftretcht-out life, z 
I give to both your Speeches, which were fuch 

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece , Ne 
Should hold up high in Brafs : and fuch again i“ a 
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Asvenerable Neftor (hatch’d in Silver) Neft. Molt wifely hath Uses here difcover’d 
Should with abond of Air, ftrong asthe Axletree The Feaver, whereof allour Power is fick. 

On which the Heavens ride, knit all Greeks ears Aga, The Nature of the ficknef$ found, (U4fes) 

+ To his experienc’d tongue : yet let it pleafe both What is the Remedy ? : 

(Thou Great, and Wife) to hear Ulyffes {peak. Ulyf.. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crowns 


Aga. Speak, Prince of Jrbaca, and be’c of lefs exfpet; | The Sinéw, and the Fore-hand of our Hoft 

} That matter needlefs of importlefs burthen Having his ear full of his alery Fame, , 

| Divide thy dips: then we are confident, Grows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 
When rank Ther fites opes his Maftick jaws, Lies mocking our Defigns. With him Patroclus, 
We fhall hear Mufick, Wit, and Oracle. Upon a lazy Bed, the live-long day - 

Ulf. Troy, yet upon her Bafis, had been down, Breaks fcurril Jeits, 

And the great Heétor’s Sword had lack’d a Matter, And with ridiculous and aukward action, 
But for thefe inftances. (Which, Slanderer, he imitation calls) 
The fpeciality of Rule hath been neglected ; He Pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 

+} And look how many Grecian Tents do ftand Thy toplefs Deputation he puts on ; , 
Hollow upon this Plain, fo many hollow Factions. And like a ftructing Player, whofe conceit 
When that the General is not like the Hive, Lies ik his Ham-ftring, and doth think it rich 
To whom the Forragers fhall all repair, To hear the wooden Dialogue and found 
What Hony is 3 aie ? Degree being vizarded, ’Twixt his ftretch’d footisg, and the Scaffoldage, 
Th’ unworthieft fhews as fairly in the Mask. (Such to be pitied, and o’re-refted feeming 
The Heavens themfelves, the Planets, and this Center, He acts thy Greatnefs in) and when he ipeaks, 
Obferve degree, priority, and place, Tis like a Chime a mending, with terms undquar?’d, 
Infifture, courfe, proportion, feafon, form, Which from the tongue of roaring Typhom dropt, 
Office, and cuftom, in all line of Order: Would feem Hyperboles. At this fuity ftuff, 
And therefore is the glorious Planet So/, The large Achilles (on his preft-bed lolling) 
In noble eminence, enthron’d and fphear’d From bis deep Cheft, laughs out a loud applaufe, 
Amidft the other, whofe Med’cinable eye Cries, excellent: "tis Agamemnon jul. 
Corrects the ill Afpects of Planets evil, Now play me Neffor; hum, and ftroke thy Beard 

_ | And pofts like the Command’ment of a King, Ashe, being dreft to fome Oration, 

 }Sans check, to good and bad. But whenthe Planets That’s done, as meer as the extremeft ends 

}In evil mixture to diforder wander, Of Parallels ; as like, as Vulcan and his Wife, 

| What Plagnes, and what Portents, what Mutiny ? Yet good Achilles {till cries, Excellent, 

} What raging of the Sea? fhaking of Earth ? Tis Neffor right. Now play him (me) Patroclas, 
+ Commotion in the Winds? Frights, changes, horrours, | Arming toanfwerina Night-alarm, 

{ Divert and crack, rend and deracinate And-then (forfooth) the faint defects of Age 
The unity, and married calm of States. : Mutt be the Scene of mirth, to cough and {pit, 

_ Quite from their fixture ? O, when Degree is fhak’d, And with a Palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 

i 4 (Which isthe Ladder to all High defigns) Shake in and out the Rivet : and at this fport 
‘VThe enterprize is fick- How could Communities, Sir Valour dies ; cries, O enough Patroclus, 
“}Degrees in Schools, and Brother-hoods in Cities, Or, give me ribs of Steel, I fhall fpilt all 

| } Peaceful Commerce from dividible fhores, In pleafure of my fpleen. And in this fathion, 

2 |The Primogenitive, and due of Birth, All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapes, 

Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawrels, Severals and generals of Grace exact, 
~} Bat by Degree) ftand in Authentique place ? Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Take but Degree away, untune that ftring, Excitements to the Field, or fpeech for Truce, 
And hark what Difcord follows: each thing meets Succefs or lofs, what is, or isnot, ferves 
{ln meer oppugnancy. The bounded Waters As ftuff for thefe two, to make Patadoxes. 
é Would lifttheir bofoms higher thanthe Shores, Nef. And in the Imitation of thefe twain, 
. | And make a fop of all this folid Globe : : Who (as Ubffes fays) Opinion crowns 
% Strength would be Lord of imbecillity, With an Imperial voice, manyare infect : 
} And the rude Son would ftrike his Father dead : Ajax is grown felf-will’d, and bears his head 
| {Force would be right, or rather, Right and Wrong, Infuch a rein, in fullas proud a:place, — 
+ (Between whofe endlefs jar, Juftice refides) As broad. Achilles, and keeps his Tent like him ; 
) {Would lofe their names, and fo would juftice too. Makes factious Feafts, rails on our ftate of War, . 
Then every thing includes it felf in Power, Bold as an Oracle, and fets Therfires ° 
}Power into Will, Will into Appetite, ' | A Slave (whofe Gall coins flanders like a Mint,) 

, 4 And Appetite (an univerfal Wolf, To match usin comparifons with Dirt, 

@ }So doubly feconded with Will, and Power) | To weaken and difcredit our expofure, 

* | Muft make perforce an univerfal Prey, How rank feeyer rounded in with danger. 

And laft, eat up himfelf. Ulyff, They tax our policy, and call it Cowardife, 
| Great Agamemnon, ‘ Count Wifdomas no member of the War, 

y, | This Chaos, when Degree is fuffocate, Fore-ftall prefcience, and efteem no act 

'_ } Follows the choaking : But thatof hand: The ftill and mental parts, 

And this neglection of Degree, is it That docontrive how many hands fhall ftrike 
That by a pace goes backward in a purpofe When fitnefS calls them on, and know by meafure 
fe It hath to climb, The General's difdain’d Of their obfervant toyl, the Enemies weight, 

, | By him one ftep below 5 he by the next, Why this hath not a fingers dignity: 

"| That next, by him beneath: foevery ftep They call this Bedwork, Mapp’ry, Clofet-War, 

Exampled by the firft pace that is fick So that the Ram that batters down the Wall 

| Ofhis Superiour, grows to an envious Feaver For the great fwing and rudenefs of his poize, 

gh Of pale, and bloodlefs Emulation. They place before his hand that made the Engine, 

js And’tis this Feaver that keeps Zvoy on foot, Or thofe that, with the finenefs of their Souls, 

, Nother own Sinews. ‘To enda tale of length, By Reafon guide his Execution. 
| Troy in our weaknefs lives, not in her ftrength. Weft. Let this be granted, and Achilles horfe . 

Makes 


<a Se " 1 
e+ Sli ah ua Coes 


| And to this purpofe {peak : Kings, Princes, Lords, 


‘| That knows hi§ Valour, and knows not his Fear, 
‘| Phat loves his MiftrefS more than in Confeflion, 
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Makes many Zhetis Sons. 
Aga, What Trumpet ? Look Aenelaus. 
Min. From Troy. 


LTucket. 


Enter Fneas. 

Aga, What would you foreour Tent ? 

en’. 1s this great Agamemnon’s Tent, I pray you? 

Aza. Even this. 

e#ne. May one that isa Herald, anda Prince, 

Do a fair meflage to his Kingly ears? 

Aga. With furety ftronger than Achilles arm, 
Fore all the Greekifh heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon Head and General, 

e4ne. Fair leave, and large fecurity. How may 
A ftranger to thofe moft_ Imperial looks, 

Know them from eyes of other Mortals ? 

Aza, How? 

cA#ne. 1:. ask, that I might waken reverence, 
And on the Cheek be ready with a blufh 
Modeltas morning, when fhe coldly eyes 
The youthful Phabi : 

Which is that God in Office guiding men ¢ 
Whichis the high and mighty dcamemnon ¢ 

Aza, This Trojan {corns us, or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious Courticrs. : 

eAne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm 
As bending Angels: that’s their Fame, Im pe 
But when they would feem Souldiers, they have galls, 
Good Arms, {trong joynts, true Swords, and Foves accord, 
Nothing fo fullof heart.” But peace, «vez, 

Peace Trojan, lay tliy finger on thy lips, 

The worthinels of praife diftains his worth, 

If that he prais’d himfelf, bring the praife forth: 

What the repining Enemy commends, 

That breath fame blows, that praife fole pure tranfcends, 

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you your felf, e4neas ? 

e#ne. I, Greek, that ismy name. ; 

Aca. What’s your Affair, { pray you ? « 

e#ne, Sir patdon, ’tis for Agamemnon’s ears. 

Aga, He hears nought privately, 

That comes from Z7oy. ; 

e£ne. Nor. from Troy come not to whifper him, 
I bring a Trumpet to awake his ear, 
To fet his fenfe on the attentive bent, 
And then to {peak. 

Aga. Speak frankly as the wind, 
It isnot Agamemnon’s fleeping hour 
That thou fhalt know, Zrojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee fo himfelf- 

ene. Trumpet blow loud: 

Send thy brafs voice through all thefe lazy Tents, 

And every Greek of Mettle, Iethim know, 

What Troy means fairly, fhall be fpoke alowd, 
(The Trumpets found. 

We have; great Azamemnon, here in Zroy, 

A Prince call’d Heéttor, Priam is his Father ¢ 

Who in-this.dull and long continu’d Truce 

Is rufty grown, he bad me takea Trumpet, 


if there be one amongft the fair’it of Grecce, 
That holds his Honour higher than his cafe, 
That feeks his praife, more than he fears his peril, 


(With truant vows to her own lips he loves) 
And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 


‘} fn other arms than hers: to him this Challenge. 


Fedor, in View of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his belt to do it. 


| He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer, truer, 
‘| Than ever Greek did compafs in his arms, 
“| And will to morrow with his Trumpet call, 
| Midway between your Tents, and Walls of Z7cy, 


To rowze 4 Grécian that is trué in love. 
ifany come, -/eétor fhall honour him: 
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If none, he’ll fay in Trey when he retires, 

The Grecian Dames are fun-burnt, and not wort 

The fplinter of a Lance: Even fo much. | 
Aga. This fhall be told our Lovers, Lord 4neas, 

If none of them have Soul in fuch a kind, } 

We left themall at home: But weare Souldiers, 

And may that Souldier a meer Recreant prove, 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love, 

{f then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Heétor, if none, Tle be he. 
Nef. Tellhim of Neffor, one that was a Man 

When Heétor’s Granfire fuckt ; heis old now, 

But if there be not in our Grecian mould, 

One Nobleman, that hath one {park of Fire 

To anfwer for his Love; tell him from me, 

I’le hide my Silver Beard in a Gold Beaver, 

And in my Vantbrace put this wither’d brawn, 

And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lady 

Was fairer than hisGrandam, andas chafte 

As may be in the world: his youth in flood, iH 

(Je pawn this truth with my three drops of Blood. 9 
eEne. Now Heavens forbid fuch icarcity of youth, 

Uly{. Amen. / 

| Ava, Fait Lord 4neas, 

| {et me touch your hand; 


| To our Pavillion fhall! lead you firf: 


Achilles {hall have word of this intent, 
So fhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent; 
Your felf fhall feaft with us before you go, - fr 
And find the welcome of a Noble Foe, 
Manent Ulyfles and Neftor, 

Off. Neftor. 

Nef. What fays Uhjffes ? 

Ub. I have a young conception in my brain, 


_|Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape. 


Nef. What is’t? crite 
Ulyf. This tis : rl 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots: the feeded Pride” ei 
That hath to this maturity blown up aa 
Inrank Achilles, muft or now be cropt, 
Or (fhedding) breed a Nurfery, of like evil 
To over-bulk us all. “7 

Neff. Well, and how ? tye 

Ulyf. This challenge, that the gallant Aeéior fends; 
However it is {fpread in general Name, 
Relates in purpofe only to Achilles, 

Weft. The purpofe is perfpicuous even as 
Whofe groffhefs little Characters fum up, 
And in the publication make noftrain, . iid 
But that chiles, were his brain as, barren, “ft 
Asbanks of Libya, though (Apollo. knows) - » ie. x 
’Tis.dry enough, will.with great {peed of judgment, 1] 
I, with celerity, find Avectors purpole E 

| Pointing on him. i 

Uly/- And wake him to the anfwer, think you 

Nest. Yes,‘ ?tis moft meet; whom may you elie & 
That can from Hector bring his honour off, 


fabian 


‘| If not Achilles, though’t bea fporttul Combat, 


Yet inthis Tryal much Opinion dwells. 
For here the Zrojavs tafte our dear*ftrepute 


| With their din’ft Palate: and trutt to me, Ubfles, igs 


Our imputation thal] be edly poiz’d ithe 
In this wild action. For the fuccefs 
(Although particular) fhall give a f{cantling ~ 
Of good or bad, unto the General: 
And in fuch Indexes, although {mall Pricks — 
To their fubfequent Volums, there is feen 
The baby figure of the Giant-mafs 

Of things to come at large. It is fuppos’d, 
He that meets Aeétor, iflues from our choice 
And choice being mutual act of all ouf Souls, 
Makes Merit her election, and doth boyl 
As?twere from forth us all; a man diftill’d 
Out of our Virtues 5 who mifcarrying, 


bWhat heart from hence receives the conq’ring part 


7 


To ftecl a {trong Opinion to themfelves; 
Which entertain’d, Limbs are his inftruments, 


In no lefs working, than are Swords and Bo 
Directive by the Limbs. 


Therefore’tis meet, Achilles meet 
Let us (like Merchants) thew our fowleit Wares, 
And think perchance they’il fell: if not, 
The luftre of the better, yet to flew, 

Shall fhew the better. 
1 That ever Heétor and Achilles meet: 


wee 


Ulyff. Give pardon to my fpeech: 


no 


not Hleétor : 


Do ‘not confent, 


- 


For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 
Are dogg?d with two ftrange Followers, 


Neft. 4 fee them not with my old eyes: What are they ? 
Ub. What glory our Aciulies thares from Heétor, 
Jere he not proud) we all fhould wear with him: 


But he already is tooinfolent: 
Andwe' were better parch in 4frick Sun 
Than in the pride and falt fcornof his Eyes, 


Should he {cape Hector fair. 


If he were foyl’d, 


Why then we did our main Opinion crufh 


In taint of our beft man. No, make a Lotv’ry, 
And by device let blockifh “ja draw : 
The fort to fight with Hecéor ; Among our filves, 


Give him allowance as the worthyer man, 


AWho broyls in lowd applaufe, and make him fall 
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‘That we have better mea. But hit or mifs, 


For that will Phyfick the great Myrmidon 


His Creft, that prouder than blew Jr:s bends. 
Ifthe dull brainlefs. -4jax come fafe off, 
Weill drefs him up invoices: -if he fail, 

Yet go we under our Opinion fill, 


Our projects life this fhape of fence aflumes, 
Ajax imploy’d plucks down, Achilles Phames. 
Nef. Now Ubffes, begin. to relifa thy advice, 
And I will give a taft of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon, gowe to him ftreight ; 
Two Cursifhall tame each other, Pride alone 
Mutt tar the Maftiffs. on as’twere their bone. 
Enter Ajax and Vherfites. 
Aja. Thexfites. 
Ther. Agamemnon, how if he 
generally. 
— Aja, Therfites ? 
| Ther. And thofe Biles did run, fay fo; did) not, the 
General run, were notthat a botchy core ¢ 
Aja. Dog, 
Ther. Then there would come fome matter fronrhim: 
I fee none now. 
| Aja. Thou Bitch-Wolfs Son, can 
| Feel then. 
L Ther, The Plague of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel 
i beef-witted Jord. - 
Aja. Speak then, you whinid’{t leaven, fpeak, I will 
\beat thee into handfomnefs. 
| Ther. } fhall fooner rail thee into wit and holinefs):, but 
I think thy Horfe will fooner con an Oration, than thou 
learn a Prayer without book: Thou cant ftrike, can{h 
thou? A red Murren o?chy: Jades tricks. 
Aja. Toads-ftool, learn me the Proclamation. 
Ther. Doeft thou think, I have-no fence thou ftrik’ft me 
Aja, The Proclamation. ¢thus ? 
Ther. Thou art proclaim’d aFool, I think. 
Aja. Donot Porpentine, do not: my Fingers. itch. 
Ther. 1 would thou did itch from head to foot, and 
Ihad the fcratching of thee, I would.make thee theloth- 
fomft fcab in Greece. 
Aja. \ fay, the Proclamation. , ’ 
Ther. Thou grumbleft and rayleft every hour on Achil- 
les, and thou. art, asfull of envy at his greatnels, as Cerbe- 
rus is at Proferpina’s beauty. 1, thatthou bark’ibat him. 
Aja, Miftrefs. Therfites. 
Ther, Thou fhould’it {trike him, 


LExeunt. 


had Biles (full) all over 


ft thou not hear ? 
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4ja. Cobloaf. 

Ther. He would pun thee into fhivers with his fift, as 
a Sailor breaks a bisket. 

Aja. You whorfon Cur. 

Ther, Do, do. 

“ja. Thou ftool for a Witch. 

Ther. 1, do, do, thou fodden-witted Lord: thou haft. 
no more brain than I have in mine elbows: An Afinico 
may tutor thee. ‘Thon feurvy valiant Afs, thou art here 
but to threfh Trojans, and thou art bought and fold a- 
mong thofeofany wit, like a Barbarian Slave. If thou ufe 
to beat me, I will begin at thy heel, and tell what thouart 
by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou. 

Aja. Youdog, ; 

rvy Lord. 


Cc 
uicu 


Ther. Yo 

Aja. You Cur. 

Ther. Mars his \diot: dorudenefs, do Camel, do, do. 

i Exter Achilles, avd Patroclus. 
niin pe aa ete ea 
ow > f what’s atter, man ? 

Ther, You fee him there, do you? 

Achil, 1, what’s the matter ? 

Ther, Nay look upon-him. 

Achil. Sol do, what’sthe matter ? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil, Well, why I do fo. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him: for whofo- 
ever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil,. |. know that fool. 

Ther. 1, but that fool knows not himfelf: 

Aja, Therefore I beat:thee. 

Ther, 0} ko, lo, lo, what wodicums of wit he utters, his | 
evafions hayeears thus: Jong. J have bobb’d his Brain 
more than he has beat my Bones: I will buy nine Spar- 
rows for a Penny, and his Pia AZater is not worth the ninth 
part ofa Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles) Ajax, who wears 
his wit in higbelly, and his guts in his head, Vle tell you 
what | fay a him: 

Achil, What? 

Ther. fay, this Ajax-—__- 

Achil, Nays Good Ajax, 

Ther. Has not fomuch wit—————« 

Achil, Nay, } muft hold you. 

Ther. As will ftop the Eye of Helens Needle, for 
whom he.comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace, fool. 

Ther. 1 would have peace and quietnefs, but the fool 


, 


ine 
will not: he there, that he, look you there. 

Aya, O thoudamn’d Cur, I fhall 

Achil. Will you fet your wit to a Fool’s ? 

Ther. No | warrasit you, fora fools will fhame it. 

Pat. Good words, Therfites. 

Achit, Whats the quarrel ? 

Aja. 1 bad thee, vile Owl, go learn me the tenure of 
the Proclamation, and he rails upon me, 

Ther. \ ferve thee not. 

Ajax. We'll, go'to, go to. 

Ther. Wferve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your laft fervice was fafferance, *twas not vo- 
luntary, no man. is-beaten voluntary : -4jax was herethe 
voluntary, and you'asunder an Imprefs. 

Ther, E’ne fo,' a great deal of your wit too lies in your 
Sinews, or elfe there be Liars: Aedfor fhall have a great 
catch, if he knock‘out either of your brains, he were 
as goodicrack a fulty Nut with no Kernel. 

Achil, What with.me too, Therfites 2 . 

Ther, There’s Vipffes, and old Neffor, whofe Wit was } 
mouldy ere their Granfires had nails on their toes, yoke 
you like draft-Oxen, and make you plough up the wair, | 

Achil. What ? what ? 

Ther. Yes, good footh, to Achilles, to Ajax, to— | 

Ajax. \ thall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. >Yis no matter, I fhall fpeak as much as thou } 
afterwards. : 


' Pat, | 


me, ‘fhall i? 

Achil. There’s for you, Patroclus. 

Ther..1 will fec you hang’d like Clotpoles, e’re 1 come 
any more to your Tents, | will keep where there is wit 
itirping, and leave the Faction of fools. (Exit. 

Pat.. A good riddance. 

Achil.. Marry this,Sir, is proclaim’d through all our hoft, 
That Aleclor by the fifth hourof the Sun, - 
Will with a Trumpet, ’cwixt our Tents and T7oy, 

To morrow morning call fome Knight to Arms, 
That hath a Stomach, and fuch a one that dare 
Maintain | know not what: tis tralh, Farewel. 

Ajax. Farewel ? who fhall anfwer him? 

Achil, 1 know not, ’tis put to Lotv’ry : otherwile 
He knew his man. 

Aja, O, meaning you, I will go learn more of it. (Exit. 


Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, avd Helenus. 

P:i. After fo many hours, lives, fpeeches {pent, 
Thus once again fays Neffor from the Greeks, 
Deliver Helen, andall damage elfe 
(As honour, lofsof time, travel, expence, - 
Wounds, friends, and what elfe dear, that is confumd 
In not difgeftion of this Cormorant War) 

Shall-be itruck off... Hector, what fay youto’t? 

Heé, Though no man lefler fears the Greeks than |, 
As far as touches my particular: yet, dread Priam, 
There is no Lady of more fofter bowels, 

More fpungy to fuck in the fenfe of fear, 
More. ready to cry out, Who knows what follows, 
Than Hector is: the wound of peace is furety, 
Surety fecure: but modeft doubtis call’d 
The Beacon of the wife: the Tent that fearches 
To’th’ bottom of the worft, Let Helen go. 
Since the firft Sword was drawn about this gecticn, 
Every Tithe Soul’mong{t many thoufand diffnes, 
Hath been as dear as A/elen, I mean of ours: 
{f we have loft fo many Tenths of-ours 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 
(Had it our name) the valueof one Ten; 
What merit’s in that reafon, which denies 
The yielding of her up? 
Troi. Fie, fie, my Brother : 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great is our dread Father) ina Scale 
Of common Ounces? Will you with Counters fum 
The paft proportion of his Infinite ? 
And buckle in a walt, moft fathomlefs, 
With fpans and inches fo diminutive, 
As fears and reafons? Fye for godly thame ? 

Hel. No marvel, though you bite fo fharp at reafons, 
You are empty of them, fhouldnotour Father 
Bear the great {way of his affairs with reafons, 
Becaufe your fpeech hath none, thattells him fo? 

Troi. You are for dreams and tlumbers, Brother Pricft, 
You fur your Gloves with reafon: here are your reafons, 
You know an Enemy intends you harm: 

You know, a Sword imploy’d is perillous, 
And reafon flics the object of all harm : 
Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his Sword, if he do fet 
The very wings of reafon to his heels : 
Or like a Star diforb’d. Nay, if we talk of reafon, 
And flye like chidden AZercury from Fove, 
Let’s fhut our Gates and fleep: Manhood and Honour 
Should have hard hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 
With this cramm’d reafon: reafonand refpect 
-Makes lovers pale, and luitiehood deject. 
Heét, Brother, fhe is not worth, 
What fhe doth coft the holding. 
Troi, What’s ought, but.as tis valu’d ? 
Heé. But value dwells not in particular will, 


owe, 


—- 


To what infectioutly it felfaftects, 
Without fome image of th’ affected merit. 

Tro. 1 take to day a Wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my Will, 
My Will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded Pilots ?twixt the dangerous fhores 
Of Will and Judgment. How may I avoid 
(Although my Will diftaft what ts elected) 
The Wite I chofe, there can be no evafion 
To blench from this, and to ftand firm by honour, 
We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, — 
When we have fpoil’d them, nor the remainder Viand 
We do not throw in unrefpective place, 
Becaufe we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris fhould do fome vengeance on the Greeks; 
Your breath of full confent bellied his Sails, 


oe 
seas and z 


Winds (old Wranglers) took a Truce, 
lid him fervice; he touch’d the Ports defirrd ~ 9} 
‘an old Aunt, whom the Greeks held Captive 
shi a Grecian Queen, whofe youth and frefin 
inkles Apollo’s, and makes ftale the morning. 
Vhy Keep we her? the Grecians keep our Aunt: 7) 
he worth keeping ?- Why, fhe is a Pearl, 


| Whofe Price hath launched above a thoufand Ships, 
And turn’d Crown’d Kings to Merchants. 


If you’! avouch,4’cwas Wifdom, Paris went, 

(As you mult needs, for you all cry’d, Go, go:) 77 

If you’! confefs, he brought home Noble Prize, 

(As you muft needs, for you all clapt your hands)” 

And cry’d, ineftimable ; why do you now 

The iffye of your: proper Wifdoms rate, 

And doa deed that Fortune never did, 

Begger the eftimation, which you priz’d 

Richer than Sea and Land? O Theft meft bafe! 
That we have ftollen what we do fearto keep. 1-7 
But Thieves, unworthy of a thing fo ftoln, a 
That in their Countrey didthem that difgrace, ~~) J 
We fear to warrant in our Native place® oF 


Cref. Cry, Trojans, ery. 

Priam, What noife? what fhriek is this? 

Troi. "Tis our mad Sifter, | do know her voice, 

Caf. Cry, Trojans. 

Hee. It is Caffandra. a 

Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry; lend me ten thoufand eyes; 4 
And | will fill them with Prophetick tears. if 

Hee, Peace, Sifter, peace. +f 

Caf. Virgins and Boys; mid-age and wrinkled old; 
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, a 


_Add tomy clamour: let us pay betimes 


A moiety of that mafs of moan to come. 
Cry, Jrojans, cry, practife your eyes with tears, 
Troy mutt not be, nor goodly Jhon ftand, 
Our Fire-brand Brother Parss burns us all, 
Cry, Trojans, cry, a Helen and a woe 5 , 
Cry, cry, roy burns, or elle let Helen go. : tae 
Hee. Now, youthful Troilus, do not thefe high frais) 
Of Divination in our Sifter work fae a 
Some touches of remorfe ? Or is yourBlood ~~ 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon, ite 
Nor fear of bad Succef$ in a bad caufe, 
Can qualifie the fame ? 
Troi, Why Brother Aleéor, 
We may not think the juftnefs of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 
Becaufe Caffandra’s mad, her brainfick raptures 
Cannot diftaft the goodnefs of a quarrel, 
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‘| Which hath our feveral Honours all engag’d 


‘To make it gracious. For my private part, 


J amnomore touch’d, than all Priam’s Sons, 
And Jove forbid, there fhould be done amongtt. us 
Such things as might offend the weakeit {pleen, 
To fight for, and maintain, 

Par. Elfe might the world convince of Levity, 
Aswell my undertakings, as your counfels ; 
But I atteft the Gods, your full confent 
Gave wings to my propenfion, and cutoff 
All fears attending on {fo direa project. 

For what (alas) can thefe my fingle arms ? 
What propugnation is inone mans valour 

To ftandthe pufh and enmity of thofe 

This quarrel would excite? Yet, I proteft, 
Were | aloneto pafs the difficulties, 

And hadas ample Power, asl have Will, 
Paris fhould ne’re retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the purfuit. 

Pri. Paris, you {peak 
Like one befotted on your {weet delights 5 
You have the Honey ftill, but thefe the Gall, 
So to be valiant, is no praifeatal). 

Par. Sir, } propofe not meerly to my felf, 
The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it: 
But 1 would have the foyl of her fair Rape 
Wip’d off in honourable keeping her: 

What Treafon were it to the ranfack’d Queen, 
Difgrace to your great worths, and fhame to me, 
Now to deliver her pofleflion up, 

Onterms of bafe compulfion ? Can it be, 

That fo degenerate a ftrain as this, 

Should once {et foot in your generous bofoms ? 


| There’s not the meaneft {pirit on our party, 


} Without a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, 


1 When Helen is defended : Nor none fo Noble, 


2 eeoe 


“| Where Helen is the Subject. 
} Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 


Whofe Life were ill beftow’d, or death unfam’d, 
Then CI fay) 


The Worlds large {paces cannot parallel. 
Heét. Paris, andTroilus, you have both faid well : 


YAnd on the Caufe and Queftion, now in hand, 


Have gloz7d, buwefuperficially ; not much 
Unlike young Men, whom 4ri/forle thought 


1 Unfit to hear Moral Philofophy, 


The Reafons you alledge,, do more conduce 


| To the hot. paflion of diltemper’d blood, 


Than to make upa free determination 
*Twixt right and wrong: For pleafure andrevenge, 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the voice 
Ofany true decifion. , Nature craves 


1 All dues be rendred to their Owners, now 


What nearer debt in all humanity, 


| Than Wife is tothe Husband 2; Ifthis Law 


Of Nature be corrupted through affection, 


} And that great minds of partial indulgence, 


To their benumimed wills refift the fame, 
Thereis a Law in.each well-ordered Nation, 
To curb thofe raging appetites that are 

Moft difobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be Wife to Sparta’s King, 
(Asitis known fhe is.) thefe Moral Laws 

Of Nature, andof. Nation, fpeak aloud 

To haveher backreturn’d. Thusto perfilt 
Indoing wrong, extcnuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy... #¢éFor’s opinion 
Is this in way of truth: yet ne’re the lels, 

My fpritely Brethren, I propefd to you 

In refolution to keep Helen {till 

For ’ti§ a caufe that hath no mean dependance, 
Upon our joint and feveral, Dignities. 


Troi, Why ? there youtouch’d the Life of our defign: 


Were it not Glory that we more affected, 
Than the performahce of our heaving ipleens, 
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I would not wifh a drop of Trea blood, 
Spent more inher defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She isa Theam of Honour and Renown, 
A Spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whofe prefent courage may beat down our Foes, 
And Fame, in time to come, canonize us. 
Forl prefume, brave Hector would not lofe 
So rich advantage of a promis’d Glory, 
As {miles upon the fore-head of this action, 
For the wide V Vorlds Revenue. 
Ficé, [am yours, 
You valiant Off-{pring of great Priamus, 
I havea roifting challenge fent amongft 
The dull and factious Nobles of the Greeks, 
V Vill trike amazement to their drowfie Spirits. 
I was advertis’d, their great General, flept, 
W hilit Emulation in the Army crept : 
This I prefume will wake him. 
Enter Therfites folus, ; 

Now, now, Zberfites ? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy 
Fury? Shallthe Elephant 4ja«, carry itthus ? He beats 
me, and I railat him: O worthy fatisfaction , would. it 
were otherwife : that I could beat him, whil’ft he rail’d 
at me : Sfoot, le learn to Conjure and raife Devils, but 
Ple fee fome iflue of my fpiteful execrations.. Then there’s 
Achilles, a rare Engineer, If Troy be not taken till thefe 
two undermine it, the walls will ftand till they fall of 
themfelves. O thou great Thunder-darter of Olympus, 
forget that thou art Fove the King of Gods: and AZercury, 
lofe all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou take 
not that Tittle little lefs than little wit from them that 
they have, which fhort-arm’d ignorance it felf knows, is 
fo abundant fcarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a 
Fly froma Spider, without drawing the maflie Irons and 
cutting the web: after this, the vengeance on the whole 
Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that methinks is the 
curfe dependant on thofe that war for a Placket. I have 
faid my Prayers, and Devil, Envy, fay, Amen; VVhat 
ho ? my Lord Achilles ? 

Eater Patroclus. 

Patr. VVho’sthere? Therfites. Good Therfites come 
in and rail. 

Ther. 1f1 could have remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thou would’ft not have flipt out of my Contemplation, 
but itis no matter, thy felf upon thy felf. The common 
Curfe of mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great } 
Revenue ; Heaven blefs thee from a ‘Tutor, and Difcipline f 
come not near thee. Let thy blood be thy direCtion till} 
thy death, then if fhe that lays thee out, fays thou att a 
fair Coarfe, Ile be fworn and fworn upon’t, fhe never 
fhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. VVhere?s Achilles ? 


LExeust, 


Ther. 1, the Heavens hear me. 
Enter Achilles. 

Achil, VWho’sthere ? 

Patr. Therfites, my Lord. : , 

Achil. V Vhere, where, art thou come ? why, my cheefe, 
my digeftion, why haft thou not ferv’d thy felf into ‘my } 
Table, fo many meals? Come, what’s Agamemnon ? 

Ther. Thy Commander, Achilles, then tell me, Patro- 
clus, what?s Achilles? 

Patr. Thy Lord, Therfites: 
what’s thy fulf ? 

Ther, Thy knower, 
what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou may’ft tell, that know’lt. 

Achil. O tell, tell. 

Ther. Vile decline the whole queftion : Agamemnon com- 
mands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord, 1 am Patroclus’s 
knower, and Patroclus isa Fool. 

Patr. You Rafcal. 

Ther. Peace, Fool, | have not done, 

Achil, He isa priviledg’d man, proceed, Therfites, 

Ther, Agamemnon isa Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Ther- 


Yy fites 


then tell me, I pray thee, 


Patroclus : then tell me, Patroclus, 


Patr, V Vhat, artthoudevout ? waft thou ina Prayer?) — 
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fites isa Fool, and, as aforefaid, Patroclus is a Fool. 
Achil. Derive this: come? 


Fool pofitive. 
Patr. Why ama Fool ? 


and Chaicas. 


thou art. -Look you, who comes here? 


with me, Zherfites. 


War and Lechery‘confound all. 
Agam, Whereis Achilles ? 


Agam. Let it be known to him that we are here. 
He fent our Pia a and welay by 
Our appertainitents, vifiting of him : 
Let him be told of, left perchance he think 
We dare not move the queftion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Patr. 1 fhall fo fay to him. 

Ulyf. We faw him at the opening of his Tent, 
He is not fick. 


A word, my Lord. 
Neft. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 


Ub. Achilles hath inveigled his Foo! from him. 
Neff. Who, Therfires ? 
Ulf. He 


Argument. 


gument, Achilles, 


‘Fool could difunite. 
eafily untye. Enter Patroclus. 
Here comes Parroelus. 

Neff. No Achilles with him ? 


His Legsare legs for neceflity, not for flight, 
Patr. Achilles bids me fay, he is much forry, 
If any thing more than your fportand pleafure, 
Did move your GreatnefS, and this noble State, 
To call upon him; he hopes it isno other, 
Bat for your health, and your digeftion-fake , 
An after Dinners breath. 
Aga, Hear you, Patroclus : 
We are too well acquainted with thefe anfwers : 
But his evafion wing’d thus fwift with {corn, 
Cannot outflye our apprehenfions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, 
Why we afcribe it to him, yet all his virtues, 
(Not virtuoutly of his own part beheld) 
Do in our Eyes, begin to lofe their glofs , 
And like fair Fruit in an unwholfom dith, 
Arelike to rot untafted ; go and tell him, 


If youdo fay, we think him over-proud, 
And under-honeft : in felf-aflumption greater 


Here tends the favage ftrangenefs he puts on, 
| Difguife the holy ftrength of their command ¢ 
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‘And under write in an obferving kind 
His humorous predominance, yea, watch 
His pettiln lines, his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The paflage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go tell hint this, andadd; 
That if he over-hold his price fo much, ’ 
We'll none of him; but ler him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lye under this report. 
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 
A ftirring Dwarf, we do allowance give, 
Beforca {leeping Gyant: tell him fo. 


Ther. Agamemnon is aF ool to offer to command Achil- 
les, Achilles isa Fool to be commanded of Agamemnon, 
Therfites isa Fool to ferve fuch aFool: and Patroclus is a. 


Enter Agamemmon, Ulyfles, Neftor, Diomedes, Ajax, 


Ther. Make that demand tothe Creator, it fuflices me 
 “Achil, Patroclus, Vie fpeak with no body: come in | We come to fpeak with him, Ulyffes, enter you. 
Ther. Here is fach Patchery, fuch Jugling , and fuch 
Knavery; all the argument is a Cuckold anda Whore, a 
good quarrel to draw emulatious Fa¢tions, and bleed to 
death upon: Now thedry Serpigo on the fubject , and 


Par. Within his Tent, but ill difpos’d, my Lord. 


Aja, Yes, Lion-fick, fick of a proud heart: you may 
all it Melancholy if youwill favour the Man, but by my 
head, *tispride ; but why, why, let him thew us the caufe ? 


Nef. Then will Ajax lack matter , if he have loft his 
Ulf, No, youfec he is his Argument, that has his Ar- 


“Neft. All the better, their fraction is more our wilh 
than their Faction, but it wasa ftrong Counfel that a 


Ulyf. The amity that Wifdom knits not, Folly may 


Ulyf. The Elephant hath joints, but none for courtefie , 


We come to fpeak with him, and you fhall not fin, 


Pat. I fhall, and bring his anfwer prefently. 
Aga. Infecond voice we'll not be fatisfied, 


Exit Ulyfis, 
Aja, What is he more than another ? Be? ii 
Aga. No more than what he thinks heis. \ 
Aja. \s he fo much? do you not think, he thinks hime| 
felf a better Man thanl am? See | 

Aga. No quettion. aid pes 
Aja. VVill you fub{cribe his thought, and fay, heise | 
Aga, No, Noble Ajax, you areas {trong, as valiant, 5 
wife, nolefs noble, much more gentle, and altogether) 
more tractable. oe 
Aja. VVhy fhouldaMan be proud? How doth Pride} 
grow ? I know not what it is. | 
Aga. Your mind isthe clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 
the fairer ; he that is proud, eats up himfelf, Prideis his) 
own Glafs, hisown Trumpet, his own Chronicle, and] 
what ever praifestt felf but in the deed, devours the deed 
in the praile. Ji 


Enter Ulyfles. im 
Aja. 1 do hate a proud Man, asI hate the engendring 
of Toads. ar 
Neft. Yet he loves himfelf : is’t not ftrange? =] 
Ulyf. Achilles will not to the field to morrow. vr 
Aga, V Vhat?s his excufe ? ¢ f 
Uly/. He doth rely on none, % 
But carries on the ftream of his difpofe, a 
VVithout obfervance or refpect of any, / 
In will peculiar, and in felf-admiffion. 
Aga, VVhy, willhe not upon our fair requeft, 
Untent his perfon, and fhare the Ayr withus? 
Ulyf. Things finall as nothing, for requefts fake only 
He makes important: poffeft he is with greatnefs, | 
And fpeaks not tohimfelf, but with a pride 
That quarrels at felf-breath. Imagin’d wrath “4 | 
Holds in his blood fuch fwoln and hot difcourfe, | 
That ’twixt his mental and his active parts, ~ 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages, ay 
And batters gainft it felf ; what fhould! fay? PP? 
He is fo plaguy proud; that the death-tokensof it = 
Cry no recovery. (cm 

Aga. Let Ajax go to him. 

Dear Lord, goyou and greet him in his Tent ; 
Tis faid he holds you well, and will be led 
At your requeft a little from himfelf. 

Uhf. O, Agamemnon, let it not be fo. 
VVe'll confecrate the fteps that Ajax makes, 
VVhen they go from Achilles ; fhall the proud Lord, | 
That baftes his arrogance with his own feam, ar 
And never fuffers matter of the world aft 
Enter his thoughts, fave fach asdo revolve ro 
And ruminate himfelf; Shall he be worfhipt, . 
Of that we hold an'Idol, more than he ? 

No, this thrice worthy, and right valiant Lord, 
Mutt not fo ftaul his Palm, nobly acquir’d, 

Nor by my will aflubjugate his Merit, Pe 
Asamply titled, as Achilles is, by going to Achilles, 
That were to enlard his fat already pride, (4 
And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns bi 


| Than in the note of judgment: and worthier than himfelf. | With entertaining great Hyperion. a 


This Lord goto hit? ‘Jupiter forbid he 
And fay in thunder, “Acbills go to him. tale i 
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Neff. O this is well, he rubs the vein of him. 

Dio. And how his filence drinks up his applaufe. 

Aya. \fI goto him, with my armed Fift, le path him 
o’re the Face. needs praife him. 

| Aga. Ono, you hall not go. Ser, The Lord be praifed. 

‘Aja, And abe proud with me, Vle phefe his Pride : let Pan, Youknow me, do you not? 
me go to him. Ser, Faith, Sir, fuperficially. 

bj. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. Pan, Friend, know me better, I amthe Lotd Pandaris, 

Aja. A paultry infolent Fellow. Ser, T hope thal! know.your Honour better, 

Neft. How hedefcribeshimfelf. Pan. | do defire it. 

Aja. Can he not be fociable ? Ser. You are in the ftate of Grace ? 

Ulyf. The Raven chides blacknefs, Pan, Grace, not fo, Friend, Honour and Lordfhip are 

Aja. Vie let his humours blood. my Titles: What Mufick is this ? 

Aza. He will be the Phyfitian, that fhould be the Patient. Ser. I do but partly know Sir: it is Mufick in parts, 

Aja, And all Men were a my mind. Pan. Know youthe Muficians ? 

Viyf. Wit would be out of fafhion. Ser, Wholly, Sir. 

Aja. A fhould not bear it fo, a fhould eat Swords firft :| Par, Who play they to ? 
fhall pride carry it ? Ser, To the hearers, Sir, 

Neff. And ’twould, you’ld carry half. Pan, At whofe pleaiure; Friend ? 

Ulf. A would have ten fhares. Ser, Atmine, Sir, and theirs that love Mufick; 

Aja. \ will knead him, Ple make him fupple, he’s not Pan. Command, I mean, Friend 
yet through warm. Ser. Who thall !command, Sir ? 
| Nef. Force him with praifes, pour in, pour in, his| | Pa. Friend, we underftand not one another: I arm too 

Ambition is dry. : 


Pan. You depend upon him, I mean ? 
Ser. Sir, I do depend upon the Lord. 
Pan. You depend upon a Noble Gentleman: I niuft 


courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft do 
Ub/f. My Lord, you feed too much on this diflike. thefe Men play ? 
. _Neft. Our noble General, donot do fo. Ser, That’s to’t indeed, Sir : marry, Sir, at the requeft 
Dio. You mutt prepare to fight without Achilles. of Paris, my Lord, whos there in perfon; with him the | 
Ubf. Why, tis this naming of him doth him harm. mortal Venus,the heart blocd of Beauty, loves invifible foul. 
. |Hereisaman, but’tis before his Face, Pan. \Who? my Coufin Creffida, 
' {LE will be filent. Ser. No, Sir, Aelez, could you not find out that by her 
Neft. Wherefore fhould you fo ? attributes ? 
_ |Heis notemylous, as Achilles is, Pan. lt fhould feem, Fellow, that thou haft. not feen the 
' Ulyf, Know the whole world, he is as valiant. , Lady Creffide, I come to fpeak with Paris from the Prince 
j Aja. A horfon Dog, that fhall palter thus with us,| Zros/us: 1 will make a complemental aflault upon him, for 
| would hewerea Troja. my bufinefs {eethes. 
: Nef; What.a vice were it in Ajax now Ser. Sodden bufinefS, there’s a ftew’d phrafe indeed, 
| Ulyf. If he were proud. . Enter Paris, and Helena, 
| P10. Or covetous of praife, tps3 Pan, Fair be toyoa;. my Lord, and toall this fair com- 
lyf. 1, or furly born. pany: fair defiresin all fair meafure fairly guide them, 
Dio, Or ftrange, or felf-affected. efpecially to you, fair Queen, fair thoughts be your fair 
| _ Ul. Thank the Heavens L. thou art of fweet*compofure | pillow. 
f | Praife him that gotthee, fhe that gave thee fick - fel, Dear Lord, you are full of fair words, 
j “|Famebethy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature Pan, You {peak your fair pleasure, fweet Queen: fair} 
| Thrice fam’d beyond, beyond all erudition 5 Prince, here is good broken Mufick. 
® | But he that difciplin’d thy arms to fight, Par. Yowhave broken it, Coufin : and by my life you 
| Let Adars divide Eternity intwain, fhall make it whole again; you fhall piece it owt with a 
i | And give him half, and for thy vigor, piece of your performance. Ne/; he is fullof harmony, 
f | Bull-bearing AZo his addition yield Pan. Truly, Lady, no, 
Tofinewy Ajax : I will not praife thy wifdom Hel. O, Sir, sia 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a fhore, confines Pan, Rude in footh; in good footh very tude, 
jj) | Thy fpacious and dilated parts; here’s Ne/tor Par, Well faid, my Lord: well, you fay fo in fits. 
(| Anflructed by the Antiquary times : Pan. | have bulinefs to my Lord,dear Quéen : my Lotd 
‘| Hemuft, he is, he cannot but be wife. | will you vouchfafe me a word ? 
| But pardon, Father Neflor, were your days Fd, Nay, this fhalt not hedge us out; we?! heat you | 
4, |) As greenas Ajax, and your Brain fo temper’d, fing certainly. . 
| You fhould not have the eminence of him, Pan, Well, fweet Queen; you are pleafarit with mé + 
But he as Ajax. ; but, marry thus, my Lord; my dear Lord, and moft éftée. 
| Aja, Shall I call you Father ? med Friend, your Brother Z roslits —— 
Ub. , my good Son. Hel, My Lord Pandatus,, ! hony-{weet Lord. 
,) Dio. Be rul’d by him, Lord Ajax. : Pan.Go to, fweet Queen, £0 to, 
| Ubf. There is no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles _Commends himfelf mott aftectionately fo you. 
| | Keeps thicket : pleafe it our General, Hel, You fhail not bob us out of our melody ; 
To call together all this ftate of war ; If you do, our melancholy upon your head. 
| Frefh Kings are cometo Troy, to morrow Pan, Sweet Queen; fweet Queen, that’s a fweet Quéen } 
| | We mutt with all our main of power ftand faft : 1?faith—_——_ : 
‘ And here’s a Lord (come Knights from Ealt to Welt; Fel. And to make a fweet Lady fad; isa fower offence. 
| And cull their flower) Ajax fhall cope the beft. Pan, Nay; that thall not ferve your turn, that fhall it 
4g, Gowe to Council, let Achilles fleep ; not in truth Ja. Nay, I care not for fuch words, no, no. 
ys Light Boats may fail fwift, though greater bulks draw | And, my Lord, he defires you, that if the King call for 
deep, [Exeunt. Mufick founds within, | him at Supper, you will make his excufe, 
; Exter Pandarus, and a Servant. Fiel, My Lord Pandarus, F i 
p Pan, Friend, you, pray youa word: Do not you fol- Pan. What fays my {weet Queenj my very, very fweet 
_ | low the young Lord Paris ? . Queer? . a _ 
| Ser. 1, Sir, when he goes before me. ok What exploit’s in hand; where fups he to night “s 
y2 . eh 


peice ct are = 
244 The Tragedy of 1x0 
Hel, Nay, but my Lord. 
Pan. What fays my fweet Queen my Coufin will fall 
out with you. 
Hel, You muft not know where he fups. 
Par. With my difpofer, Creffida. 
Pan. No, no, nofuchmatter, you are wide, come, 
your difpofer is fick. 
Par. Well, Ple make excufe. 
Pan. 1, good my Lord: why fhould you fay, Creffida? 
no, your poor difpofer’s fick. 
Par. \{ipy. 
Pan. Youfpy, what do you fpy ? Come , give me an 
Inftrument now, fweet Queen. 
Hel. Why thisiskindlydone. =~ 
Pan. My Niece is horrible in love with a thing you have, 
{weet Queen. 
Hel, She fhall have it, my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
Paris. 
Pan. He ? no, fhe’ll none of him, they two are twain. 
Hel, Falling in after falling out,may make them three. 
Pan. Come, come, I’le hear no more of this, Vie fing, 
you a Song now. 
Hel, 1,1, prithee now: by my troth, fweet Lord, thou 
haft a fine fore-head. 
Pan. 1, youmay, youmay. 
Hel, Let thy Song be Love : this Love will undo us all. 
Oh, Cuprd, Cupid, Cupid. 
Pam Love? 1, that it hall Pfaith. 
Par. 1, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love. - 
Pan. Xn good troth it begins fo. 


Love, Love, nothing but Love, fill more; 
For O, Loves Bow . 

Shoots both Buck, and Doe : 

The Shaft confounds not that it wounds, 
But tickles ftill the Sore : 

Thefe Lovers ery, ob ho they dye + 

Yet that which feems they wound to kill, 
Doth turn oh ho, to ha hahe 

So dying love lives frill, 

O hoa while, but baba has 

O hogroans out for ha ha ha—hey ho. 


Hel, In Love faith to the very tip of the Nofe. 

Par. He eats nothing but Doves, Love,and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thonghts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is Love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of Love? Hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds, why they are Vipers, is Love a 
generation of Vipers.? 

Sweet Lord, who’sa ficld today? 

Par, Hettor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Loy. | would fain have arm’d to day, but 
my Well would not have it fo. 

How chance my Brother 7roilus went not ? 

Hel. He hangs the lip at fomething ; you know all, 
Lord Pandarus? 

Pan. Not J, hony-fweet Queen : I long to hear how 
they fped to day : 

You’l remember your Brothers excufe ? 

Par. Toa hair. 

Pan, Farewel, fweet Queen. || 

Hel, Commend me to your Niece. 

Pan, 1 will, {weet Queen. [Sound a Retreat. 

Par. They’re come from Field; let us to Priam’s Hall, 
To greet the Warriors. Sweet Hele, I muft woo you, 
To help unarm our Hektor : bis ftubborn buckles, 

With thefe your white enchanting Fingers toucht, 
Shall more obey, than to the edg of Steel, 

Or force of Greekifh finews, you fhall do more 
Than all the Ifland Kings, difarm great Heétor. 

Hel, ’ Twill make us proud tobe your Servant, Paris: 
_| Yea, what he fhall receive of us in duty, 


ilus ant Creffida. | 


Gives us more palm in Beauty than we have: 
Yea, over-fhines our felf. ki 
Sweet above thought, 1 love thee. [Exennt,| 
Enter Pandarus, and Troilus’s Man, 
Pan. How now, where’s thy Mafter , at my Coufin| 
Creffida’s ? on 
M!an, No, Sir, he ftays for you to conduct him thither,| 
Enter Troilus. ha 

Pan. O, here he comes : How now, how now? 

Troi. Sivrah, walk off. 

Pan. Have you feen my Coufin ? 

Troi. No, Pandarus : 1 ftalk about her door 
Like a ftrange Soul upon the Stygian banks 
staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon, 

And give me {wift tranfportance to thofe Fields, 
Where I may wallow inthe Lilly beds 
Propos’d for the deferver. O gentle Pandarus, 

From Cupids fhoulder pluck his painted wings, 

And fly with me to Creffid. > 

Pan. Walk here th? Orchard, Ple bring her ftraight.| 

[Exit Pandarus.} 

Troi, 1am giddy ; expectation whirles me round, | 
Th’ imaginary relifh is fo fweet, ve 
That it inchants my fenfe : what will it be 
When that the watry palats talte indeed 
Loves thrice reputed Weétar ? Death, I fear me 
Sounding deftruction, or fome joy too fine, 

Too fubtile, potent, and too fharp in fweetnels, 
For the Capacity of my ruder powers 4 
| fear it much, and I do fear befides, 
That I hall lofe diftinétion in my joys, 
Asdotha Battle, when they charge on heaps 
The Enemy flying. 
Enter Pandarus. a 

Pan. She’s making her ready, fhe’l come ftraight, you 
muft be witty now, fhe does fo bluth, and fetches her wind 
fo fhort, as if fhe were fraid witha {prite: De fetch het} 
it is the prittieft villain, fhe fetches her breath fo fhort 
a new ta’en Sparrow. {Exit Pane. | 

Troi. Even fach a paffion doth embrace my bofom: | 
My. Heart beats thicker than a feavorous Pulfe, 
And all my powers do their beftowing lofe, 

Like vaflalage at unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majefty. ae 
Enter Pandarus avd Creflida. a 
Pan. Come, come, what need you blufh # va | 
Shame’s a Baby; herefhe is now, fwear the oaths — 
to her, that you have {worn to me. What are you gone | 
gain, you mult be watcht e’re you be made tames went 
you? come your ways, 
backward we’ll put you th? Files ¢ 
to her ? Come draw this Curtains: 
Alas the day, how loath you are t 
*twere dark you'ld clofe 
the Miftrefs 5 how now, 4 
Carpenter ; the Ayr isfweet. Nay, you fhall fight ¥ 
Hearts out e’rel part you. The Faulcon, as the Tere 
for all the Ducks i’th’ River: goto, go to. . 

Troi. You have bereft meof all words, Lady+» 

Pan, Words pay nodebts, give her deeds : but. fhe 
bereave you o’th’ deeds too, if fhe call your activity 1 
queftion’: what, billing again here’s in witnels whe 
the Parties interchangeably... Come in, come iny Vie & 
get a fire. [Exit Pane: 

Cref, Will you walk in, my Lord ? ra 

Troi. © Creffida, how often havel witht me thus? | 

Cref, Witht, my Lord ? the Gods grants O, my Lote. 

Troi. Whatfhould they. grant what makes this pre 
abruption : what toovcurious dreg, efpies my fweet ; 
the: Fountain of our love ¢ = 

Cref. More dregs than water, if my tears have eyes 

ips Fears make Devils of Cherubins», they never f 
truly. / va) See 
_— Cref, Blind fear, that feeing reafon Jeads , it uct 

oot 
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footing, than blind reafon; ftumbling without fear: to 
fearthe worft, oft cures the worie. ; 

Troi. O let my Lady apprehend no fear, 

In all Cupd’s Pageant there is prefented:no Montfter, 

Cref.. Nor nothing monftrons neither ? 

Tro. Nothing, but their undertakings, when we vow 
to weep Seas,live in Fire,eat Rocks, tame Tygers , think- 
ing it harder for our Miftrefs to devifc impofition enough, 
than for us toundergo any difficulty impofed. . This is 
the monftrofity in love (Lady,) that. the willis infinite, 
and the execution confin’d ; that the defire is boundlefs, 
and the act a flave to limit. 

Cref. They fay all Lovers fwear more performance 
than they are able, and yet referve an ability that they 
never perform vowing more than the perfection of ten; 
| and diicharging lefs than the tenth part of one. They 
that have the voice of Lions, andthe act of Hares, are 
they not Monfters ? 

Troi, Arethere fuch ?fuch are not we: Praife us as we 
are tafted, allow us as we prove: our head fhall go bare, 
till merit crown it: no perfection in reverfion fhall havea 
| praife in prefent: we will not name defert before his birth, 

and being born, his addition fhall be humble: few words 
to fair faith. Troilus fhall be fuch to Creffida, aswhat En- 
vy can fay worft, fhall be a mock for his truth ;. and what 
truth can ipeak trueft, not truer than Zroilus, 

Cref. Will you walk in, my Lord ? 


Troi. What offends you, Lady ? 

Cref. Sir, mine own.company. 

Troi. You cannot fhun your {elf, 

Cref. Let me go and try: 
| have akind of delfirefides with you: 

But an unkind felf, that it felfwill leave, 
To be anothers Fool. Where is my Wit ? > 
I would be gone: Ifpeak I know not what. 

Trot. Well know they what they fpeak, that fpeak 1 
wifely. 
Cref. Perchance, my Lord, I thew more craft than loye. 
And fell fo roundly toa large Confeffion, 
To angle for your thoughts: but you are wife, 

Or elfe you lovg not: for tobe wife and love, 

Exceeds mans might, that dwells with Gods above: 
Troi. O that*l thought it could be in a woman ; 

And if it can, I will prefime in you, 

To feed for ay her lamp and flames of love; 

To keep her conftancy in plight and youth, 

Out-living beauties outward, with a mind 

That doth renew fwifter than blood decays: 

Or that perfwafion could but thus convince me, 

That my integrity and truth to you, 

Might be affronted with the match and weight 

Of fuch a winnowed purity in love : 

How were I then up-lifted ! but alas, 

I am as true, as truth’s fimplicity, 

And fimpler than the infancy of truth, 

Cref. In that Ple-war with you. 

Troi. O vertuous fight, 

When right with tight wars, who fhould be moft right? | 
True Swains-in Jove, thall inthe world tocome 
Approve their truths by: Zvoilus, when their Rhimes, 
Full of proteft, of oath, and big compare, 
Want fimilies: truth tir?d with iteration, 
As trueas Steel, as plantage to the Moon, 
As Sun to day, as Turtle to her mate, 
Aslron to Adamant, as Earth to th? Center: 
Yet after all comparifons of truth, 
(As truths Authentick author te be cited?) 
As true as Troilus, fhall-crown up the-verfe, 
And fan&ifie the numbers. 
Cref. Prophet may you be: 
If 1 be falfe, or fwerve a hair from truth, 
When times. old and hath forgot it-felf, 
When water-drops have worn the ftones of Troy, . 
And blind oblivion{wallow’d Cities up, 
| And mighty States charatterlefs are grated 
To dufty nothing ; yet: let memory; 


| 
| 
| 


Enter Pandarus. 


Pan. What, blufhing ftill? have you not done talking 


yet 


Cref. Well, Uncle, what follyI commit, I dedicate to 


ou. +i Un 
d Pan. 1 thank you for that: if my Lord get.a Boy of 
you, youl give him me: be true tomy Lord, if he flinch, 
chide me for it. eae Ss 
Troi. You know ‘now your Hoftages: your Ungkle’s 
word and my firm faith. fsitede oT | 
Pan. Nay, Vle give my word for her too: ‘eyr kindred | 
| though they be long ¢’re-they are wooed , they. are, con- | 
{tant being won: they are Burs, I. can tell you, they?l' 
ftick‘where they are thrown. v 
Cre/. Boldnefs comes tome now, and brings me heart: 
Prince Troilus, 1 have lov’d you night and day,; for many 
weary Months. il array ; 
Troi, Why was my Creffida then fo hard to win ? 
Cref. Hard to feem won: but I was won, my Lord; 
With the firft glance that ever : pardon me, : 


If Iconfefs much, you will play the Tyrant: From falfe to falfe, among falfe Maids in love, 
 Llove you now, but not till now fo much Upbraid my falfehood, when they?ave faid as falfé, 
}) But I might mafterit ; in faithT Tye: As Air, as Water, as Wind, as fandy Earth 5 

My thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown As Fox to Lamb ; as Wolf to Heifers Calf, 
} Yoo head-ftrong ‘fortheir Mother’: fee we Fools, Pard to the Hind, or Stepdame to her Son ; 
| Why have kblab’d’? who fhall be true to.us,..., Yea, let themifay, to ftick the heart of falfehood; 
| When we arefo unfecret to our flves ? As falfe as Creffid. O08 pens 
| But though 1 Jov’d you well, I wooed you not, - Pand. Go to, abargaim made: fealic, .feal it, Ile be; 
| And yet good faittl witht my felf a Man; ‘| the witnefs., hered hold your hand: “here, my Confins, 
|| Orthat the Wontea had mens priviledge oi7 if evemyou prove falfejto:one another, fince I have taken 
; Of {peaking -firit* ‘Sweet, bid nie hold my, tongues . | fuch pains to bring you together, let’ all pitiful’ goers | 
}| For in this rapture I fall farély fpeak vorcayed || between be call’d to the worlds end after my name: calf 
|| The thing I fhall repent : . fee, fee;your filenge, “0 them all Randers; let all conftant’ men be Troiluffes, alf 
| Coming in dumbnefs, from my weaknefs draws) 0° x64 || falfe Women Creffida’s, and all brokers between, Pariders ; 
| My Soul of Counfel‘from me, Stop my mouthy,..4< “or || fay5 Amen. 
\| - Troi. And thall, albeit fweet Mufick iflues.thence-. Trois, Anien: 
4). Pan, Pretty, ‘itafth, , ref. Amen. 

Cref My Lord} do befeech you pardon me,, Pand. Amen,» : 
_ | | Twas not'my purpdfe thusto beg. a kifs = « Whereupon I will fhew you a Chamber, which Bed, bes | 

'| Lam afham’d-3°OHeavens, what havel done! caufe it fhall not {peak of your pretty encounters, prefs it 

For this time. willl take. my leave,my. Lord, to death: away: 

roi, Your leave, fweet Creffid ? sin glist And Cupid grant all Tongne-ty’d Maidens here, 
Pan, Leave? ‘and you take leave,tillto .morrow.mor-| Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer: 

| ning Sk iY slid LE xepnt. 
\|. Cref. Pray you, content you, 
: F Yy 3 Enter 


laus, and Calcas. 


Cal. Now, Princes; for the fervice I have done you, 
Th’ advantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
To call for recompence: appear it to your mind, 
That through the fight I bear in things to come, 
I have abandon’d T7oy, left my poffeflion, 
Incurr’d a Traytors name, expos’d my felf, 
From certain and pofleft conveniencies, 
To doubtful Fortunes, fequeftring from me all 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuftom, and Condition; 
Made tame, and moft familiar to my natute : 
And here to do you ferviceam become 
‘As new into the World, ftrange, unacquainted. 
{do befeech you, as in way of talte, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of thofe many regiftred in promife, 
Which you fay live to come in my behalf. 


mand ? 
Cal. You havea Trojan prifoner, call’d Anthenor 
Yefterday took : Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you (often have you, thanks therefore ) 
Defir’d my Creffid in right great exchange, 
Whom Z7oy hath ftilldeni’d: but this Anthenor, 
1 know is fucha wreft in their affairs, 
That their negotiations all muft flack, 
Wanting his manage: and they will almoft 
Giveus a Prince o’th’ blood, a Son of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be fent, great Princes, 
And he fhall buy my Daughter : and her prefence 
Shall quite ftrike off all fervicel have done, 
In moft accepted pain. 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And bring us Creffid hither : Calcas (hall have 
What he requefts of us : good Diomede, 
Furnifh you fairly for this enterchange 5 
With all, bring word, if Heéfor willto morrow 
Be anfwer’d in his Challenge. Ajax is ready. 
Dio. This fhall undertake, and’tisa burthen 
WhichI am proud to bear. 


Enter Achilles, and Patroclus sn their Tent. 


Ulyf. Achilles tands i?th? entrance of his Tent; 
Pleafe it our General to pafs ftrangely by him, © 
As if he were forgot: and Princes all, 

Lay negligent and loofe regardupon him 5 
I will come laft, tis like he7ll queftion me, 


If fo, I have decifion medicinable, 
To ufe between your ftrangenefs and his pride, 
Which his own will fhall have defire to drink 5 
{t may do good, Pride hath no other glafs 
To fhewit felf, but Pride: for fupple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud mans fees. 

Agam. Weel execute your putpofe, and put on 
A formof ftrangenef$.as we pafs along, 
So do each Lord, oe either greet him not, 
Or elfe difdainfully, which fhall fhake him more, 
Than ié not look’t on, I willlead the way. - 
Achil. What, comes the General to fpeak with me ? 
You know my mind. Ple fight no more ’gainft Troy. 
Ava. What fays Achilles, would he ought with us § 


Achil, No. - 

Neft. Nothing, my Lord. 

Aga, The better. 

Ackil. Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you? how do you? 

Achil. What does the Cuckold fcorn me ? 
Ajax. How now, Patroclas ? 
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Enter. Ulyffes; Diomnedes, Neftor, Agamemnon, Mene- 


‘Aga. What would’ft thou of us, Zrojan ? make de- 


[Exit. 


Why fuch unplaufive Eyes are bent? why turn’d on him ? 


{| That has he knows not what Nature,what things thereafe 


Neft. Would you, my Lord, ought with the General ? 


Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 
Ajax, Ha. 
Achil. Good morrow. . 
Ajax, \, and Good next day too. 
Bad. What mean thefe Fellows ? know they eee 
chilles ? 
Patr, They pafs ftrangely : they were us’dto bend 
To fend their {miles before them to Achilles ; a 
To come as humbly, as they us’d to creep to holy Altars, 
Achil. What am I poor of late ? 
Tis certain, Greatnefs once fal’n out with Fortune 
Muft fall out with Men too : what the declin’d is, 
He fhall as foon read in the Eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall: for Men like Butter. flies, 
Shew not their mealy wings, but tothe Summer; 
And not a Man, for being fimple Man, 
Hath any Honour, but Honour’d by thofe Ronours _ 
That are without him ; as Place, Riches, Favour. 
Prizes of accident, as oft as merit : ; 
Which when they fall (as being flippery ftanders) 
The lovethat lean’d on them as flipperytoo, 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dye in the fall: But ’tisnot fo with me, 
Fortune and | are Friends, I do enjoy 
Atample point all that I did poflefs, 
Save thefe men’s looks, whodo methinks find out — 
Something not worthin me fuch rich beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Ulyfes, 
I’le interupt his reading : How now, Ubpffes ? 
Ulyf. Now, great Thetis Son. 
Achil, What aré you reading ? 
Ulyf. A ftrange Fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearly éver parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaft to have that which he hath; 
Nor feels not what he ows, but by reflection, . 
As when his virtues fhining upon others, 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the firft giver. 
Achil. This is not ftrange, Viffes, 
The beauty that is born here in the Face, 
The beater khows not, but commends it felf, 
Not going from it felf, but eye to eye oppos’d, 
Salute each other, with each others form. 
For fpeculation turns not to it felf, 
Till it hath travell’d and is married there 
Where it may fee it felf ; this is not ftrange at all 
Ulyf. I do not {train itat the Pofition, 
Itis familiar; but atthe Authors drift, 
Who in his circumftance, exprefly proves 
That no man is the Lordof any thing, 
(Though in and of him there is much confifting,) 
Till he comttunicate his parts to others: 
Nor doth he of himfelf know them for ought, 
Till he behold them formed in th’ applaufe, 
Where they’re extended : who like an arch reverb'rates 
The voice again , orlike a gate of Steel hy 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back 
His Figure, and his Heat. I was much rapt in this, 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 


Heavens, what aman is there? a very.Horfe, 


Loa 


Moft abje& in regard, and dear in vfe, 
What things again moft dear in the efteem, | 
And poor in worth : now fhall we fee to morrow, 
And aét that very chance doth throw upon him ? 
Ajax renown'd ! O Heavens, what fome men do, 
While fome men leaveto do! 

How fome men creep in skittifh fortunes Hall, 
VVhiles others play the Idiots in her eyes: 

How one man eats into anothers Pride 

VVhile Pride is feafting in his wantonnefs 

To fee thefe Grecian Lords ; why, ever already, 


ee Se 


They clap.the lubber 4ja~ on the fhoulder, 
As if his foot were on brave Hettor’s breatt, 
And great 77oy fhrinking. 
Achil. Ido believe it, 
For they paft by me, as Mifers do by Beggars, 
Neither gave tome good word, nor good look : 
VVhat, are my deeds forgot ? 
Ulf. Time hath (ty Lord) a wallet at hisback, 
VVherein he puts alms for oblivion : 
A great-fiz’d Montter of ingratitudes : 
Thofe.feraps are good deeds paft, 
Which are devour’d as faft as they are made, 
Forgot as foonasdone: perfeverance, dear my 
Keeps Honour bright: to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fafhion, like arufty Male, 
In monumental mockr’y :. take the inftant way, 
For Honour travels in a Streight fo narrow, 
Where one but goes abreaft, keep then the path, 
For Emulation hath a thoufand Sons, 
That one by one purfue; if you give way. 
Or hedge afide from the direct forth-right, 
Like to anentred Tide, theyall rufh by, 
And leave you hindmoft ; - 
Or like a gallant Horfe fal’n in firft rank, 
Lye there for pavement totheabje‘t, near 
O’re-run.and trampled on : then what they doin prefent, 
| Though lefs than yours in paft, mutt o’retop yours: 
For time is like a fafhionable Hoft, : 
That flightly fhakes his parting Gueft by th’ hand; 
And with his arms out-{tretch’d, as he would flye, 
Grafps inthe comer : the welcome ever fmiles, 
And farewels goes out fighing: O let not virtue feek 
Remuneration for the thing it was: for Beauty, Wit, 
High-birth, vigor of Bone, defert in Service, 
Love, Friendfhip, Charity, are fubjects all 
To envious and calumniating time: 
One touch of nature makesthe whole World kin ; 


Lord, - 


~ | That all with one confent praife new-born gauds, 


tH 


| Then marvel not, 


a 


| Though they are made and moulded of things paft, 
} And go to duft, that is a little gilt, 
} More laud in gilt o’re-dufted. 


The prefent Eye praifes the prefent object. 

thou great and compleat Man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worfhip jax, 
Since things in motion ’gin to catch the Eye, 

} Than what not ftirs, the cry went out on thee, 
| And ftill it might, and yet it may again, 


TIf thou would’ft not entomb thy felf alive » 


And cafe thy reputation inthy Tent, 
| Whofe glorious deeds, but in thefe fields of late, 
Made emulous miffions ’mong{t the Gods themielves, 
And drave great Murs to Faction. 

Achil. Of this my privacy, 
I a pare tesions. ; 

. But ’gainft your privacy, 5 

The Scions ire more potent and heroical : 
Tis known, Achilles, that you are im love 
VVith one of Priams Daughters. 

Achil. Ha? known? 

Ulf. Is that awonder ? 
| The providence that’s in 4 watchful States 
Knows almoft every grain of Pluto’s Gold 5 
Finds bottom in th’ uncomprehenfive deeps 
Keeps place with thought ;and, almoft like the Gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles: 
There isa Myftery (with whom relation 
Durft never meddle) in the foulof fate; 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
Than Breath or Pen can give expreflure to : 
All the commerce that you have had with 270, 
As perfeétly isours, as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it fit Achides much, 
To throw down Heéfor than Polyxena, | 
But it muft grieve young Pyrrbus now at home, 
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When Fame fhall in her Ifland found her Trump ; 

And all the Greeksfh.Girles thall tripping fing, 

Great Heéfor’s Sifter did Achilles win, 

But our Great 4jax bravely beat down hin}. } 

Farewel, my Lord: 1, as your Lover, {peak 5 { 

The Fool flideso’re the Ice that you fhou!i break, } 
Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have 1 mov’d you; 

A woman impudent and mannifh grown, 

Is not more loath’d, than an effeminate man, 

In time of action: 1 ftand condemn’d for this 5 

They think my little ftomach to the war, 

And your great love to me, reftrains you thus: 

Sweet, roufe your felf:, and. the weak wanton Cupid 

Shall from yout neck unloofehis amorous fold, 

And like a dew-drop from the Lions mane, 

Be fhook toairy air. 2 >; 

Aclnl, Shall Ajax fight with Heélor ? 

Patr. 1, and perhaps receive much Honour by him, 

Ackil, | fee my Reputation is-at ftake, 

My Fame is threwdly. gored. 

Patr. O then beware : 
Thofe wounds heal ill, that men do 
Omiflion to do what is neceflary, 
Seals a Commiffion to a blank of danger, 

And danger, like an Ague, fubtly taints 
Even then when, we fit idly in the fun. 

Ach:l, Go call Therfites hither, fweet Patroclus, 
Ile fend the Fool to jax, and defire him 
T’invite the Trojan Lords after the Combat 
To fee us here unarm’d: 1 have a Womans longing, 
An appetite that I am fick withall, 

To fee great Aettor in the weeds of peace. 
Enter Therfites. 

To talk with him, and to behold his vifage, 

Even to my full of view. A labour fav’d. 

Ther. A wonder: 

Achil, What? 

Ther. Ajax gocsup and down the Field, asking for 
himfelf. 

Achil. How fo ? 

Ther. He mutt fight fingly to morrow with Heéfor, and 
is fo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, that 
he raves in faying nothing, 

Achil, How can that be ? 

Ther. Why, he ftalks up and down likea Peacock, a 
ftride and a ftand : ruminates, like an Hoftefs, that hath no 
Arithmetique, but her Brain to fet down her reckoning: | . 
bites his lip with a politique regard, as who fhould fay, | 
there were wit in his head, and ?twoud out; and fo there 
is, butit lies as coldly in him, as Fire ina Flint, which 
will not fhew without knocking. The man’s undone for 
ever 3 for if Hector break not his Neck th’ Combat, hee’ 
break’t himfelfin vain-glory. He knows not me: | faid, 
good morrow Ajax. And he replies, thanks Agamemnon. 
What think you of this man, that takes me for the Gene- 
ral ? He’s growna very Land-fith, languagelefs, a Montfter, 
a Plague of Opinion, a man may wear it om both fides like 
a Leather Jerkin. 

Achil. Thou muftbe my Embaflador to him, Therfites. 

Ther. Who 1? while hell anfwer no. body: he pro- 
fefles not anfwering ; fpeaking is for Beggars : he wears his 
Tongue in’s Arms : I will puton his prefence, let Patroclus 
make his demands to me,you fhall {ce the Pageant of Ajax. 

Achil, To him, Patroelxs, tell him, | humbly defire the 
valiant Ajax, to invite the moft valorous Hetfor, to come 
unarm’d tomy Tent, and to procure fafe conduct for his 
perfon, of the magnanimous, and moft illuftrious, fix or fe- | 
ven times honour’d Captain, General of the Grecian Ar- 
my, Agamemnon, &c. do this. 

Patr. Jove blefs great Ajax. 

Ther. Hum. 

Patr. 1 come from the wotthy Achibes, 

Ther. Ha? 

Patr. Who moft humbly defires yon to invite Heftor 
to his Tent. Ther, 


ne © 


give themfelves: 


| 
| 


will go one way or other; howfoever, he fhall pay for me 
€ 
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Lber, Hun. 
Patr, And to procure fafe conduct from Agamemnon, 
ther. Agamemnon ? 
Patr. 1, my Lord, 
Ther. Has 
Patr.. What fay you to’t. 
Ther. Godbyou, with allmy Heart. 


Patr. Your anfwer, Sir. 4 
Ther. 1f tomorrow be a fair day, by elevena Clock it 


re he has me. 
Patr. Your anfwer, Sir. 
Ther. Fare you wel with all my heart. 
Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, ishe ? 
Ther. No, buthe’s out a tune thus: what Mufick will he 


\ be in when feétor has knockt out his brains, I know not: 
‘but 1 am fure none, unlefs the Fidler Apollo get his Sinews 
' to make Catlings on. 


| 


{ 


As heart can think, or courage execute, 


| With his Face backward, in humane gentlenefs : 


Achil, Come, thou fhalt bear a Letter to him ftraight. 
Ther. Let me carry another to his Horfe, for that’s the 


more capable creature. : 


Achil, My mindis troubled like a Fountain ftirr’d, 


Andi my felf fee not the bottom of it. 


Ther. Would the Fountain of your mind were clear 


again, that I might water an Afg at it : Thad rather be a 
Tick in a Sheep, than fuch a valiant ignorance. 


Enter at one Door Rineas with a Torch, at another Paris, 


Deiphobus, Anthenor, Diomede the Grecian, with Torches. 


Patr. See ho, whois that there ? 

Deip, It is the Lord eneas. 

ene, Isthe Prince there in perfon ? 
Had I fo good occafion to lie long 


As you Prince Paris, nothing but Heavenly bufinefs, 
Should rob my Bed-mate of my company. 
Diom. That’s my mind too: good morrow,Lord ~£neas, 


Par. A valiant Greek, «&neas, take his Hand, 
Witnefs the procef$ of your fpeech within ; 


You told how Diomede, in a whole week by days 


Did haunt you in a Field. 
ene, Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all queftion of the gentle Truce : 
But when I meet you arm’d, as black defiance, 


Diom. The one and other Diomede embraces, 
Our Bloéds are now in calm; and fo long health - 
But when contention, and occafion meet, 

By Youve, Ile play the Hunter for thy life, 
With all my Force, Purfuit, and Policy. 
c4ne. And thou fhalt hunt a Lion that will flie 


Welcome to Troy ; now by Anchifes’s life, 

Welcome indeed : by Venus hand 1 {wear, 

No Man alive can love in fucha fort, 

The thing he meansto kill, more excellently. 
Diom. We fympathize. fove leteEneas live 

(If to my Sword his fate be not the glory) 

A thoufand compleat courfes of the Sun: 

But in mine emulous Honour let him die, 

With every joynt a wound, and that to morrow. 
ene, We know each other well. 
Dio, We do, and long to knoweach other worfe. 
Par, This is themoft defpightful’t gentle greeting ; 


{ Thenobleft hatefullove, that e’re | heard of. 
:] What bufinefs, Lord, fo carly ? 


c#une. \-was fent for co the King; but why, I know not. 


To Calchas’shoufe: and there torender him, 
For the enfreed Axthenor, the fatr Creffid : 

Lets have your company 5 or if you pleafe, 
Hafte there before us, | conftantly do think 
(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge) 
My Brother Zvolus lodges thereto Night. 
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Par, His purpofe meets you ; it was to bring this Greek | 


Roufehim, and give him note of ourapproach, 
With the whole quality, whereof I fear 
We fhall be much unwelcome. 
FExe. That I aflure you: 
Troilus had rather Tyoy were born to Greece, 
Than Creffid born from Troy. 
Par. There is no help: 
The bitter difpofition of the time will have it fo, 
On, Lord, wee’! follow you. a 
Ene. Good morrow all. (Exit Enegs,) 
Par, And tell me, Noble Dsomede s faith tell metme, 
Even in the Soul of found-good fellowship, \ 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen mot? 
My felf, or Adenclaus ¢ 
Diom, Both alike. 
He merits well to have her, that doth feek her, 
Not making any fcruple of her foylure, ; 
With fucha Hellof pain, and world of charge. 


Not palating the talt of her difhonour; 


He, likea puling Cuckold, would drink pp nh 
The Lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; . 


Are pleas’d to breed out your Inheritors : 

Both merits poiz’d, each weighs no lefs nor more, - 

But heashe, which heavier fora Whore. Me) 
Par. You are too bitter to your Country-woman. 
Dio. Shes bitter to her Countrey: hear me, Paris, ~ 

For every falfe drop in her baudy Veins 

A Grecians life hath funk: for every Scruple 

Of her.contaminated Carrion weight, 

A Trojaw hath been flain. Since the could: fpeak, 

She hath not given:fo many good words breath, «| 

As for her Greeks and Trojans foftted death. 9 1 


Par. Fair Diomede, youdoas Chapmen do, af 
Difpraife the thing that you defire to buy : : ORs 
But we in filence hold this virtue well; a 


We'll not commend, what we intend to fell. 
Here lies our way. 


down: 


Cref. Then, fweet my Lord, Ile call my Unde 
He fhall unbolt the Gates. 

Troi, Trouble him not: — : 
To Bed, to Bed: fleep killthofe pretty Eyes, | 
And give as foft attachment to thy Sences, © ona 
As Infantsempty of all thought. 

Cref. Good morrow then: 

Tro. | prithee now to Bed. 

Cref, Are you a wecry of me? 


Troi, O Creffida! but that the bufy day . 

Wak’d by the Lark, has rouz’dthe Ribald Crows, 

And dreaming Night will hide our Eyes no longer: 

I would not from thee. : 
Cref. Night-Hath been too brief. (ftays, | 
Troi. Belhrew the Witch!, with venemous, weights he I 

As hideoufly as Hell, but flies the grafps of love, ‘f 

With wings more momentary, fwifter than thought: 

You will catch cold and curfe me. 1 
Cref. Prithee tarry, you men will'‘never tarry 5 

O foolifhCrefida, i might have ftill held off, ay 

And then you would have tarried.. Heark there’s one Up: 
Pan. within, What?s all the doors open here ? | 
Troi. It is your Uncle, . 

(Enter Pandarus. ji 
Cref. A Peftilence on him : now will he be mocking * 

I fhall have fuch a life. 

Pan. How now, how now ?, how go Maiden-heads? 

Hear, you.Maid: where’s: my Coufin Creffid ? 

. Cref. Gohang your felf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 

You bring me todo——and then you flout metoo, 
Pan, Todo what ? todowhat? let her fay, what: 

What have 1 brought you-todo ? 


crf. 


. 


| 
it, r 
fe 


And you as well to keep her that defend her, : A 


With fuch a coftly lofs of wealth and friends; One 


You like a letcher, out of whorihh Loins, es 


Enter Troilus. and Creflida. A 
Troi. Dear, trouble not your felf: the morn is cold. | 


1 The Grecian Diomede, and our Anthenor 

| R’re the firft Sacrifice, within this hour, 

The Lady Creffida. 

is e£ne, By Priam, and the general State of Troy, 


good, nor fuffer others. 

Pan, Ha, ha: alas poor wretch: a poor Chipochia, haft 
‘not flept tonight ¢ would he not (a nayghty man) let it 
fleep : a bug-bear take him. [One knocks. 

Cref. Did not I tell you ? would he were knock’d rel’ 
head. Who’s that at door ? good Uncle, go and fee. 

My Lord, come you again into my Chamber : 
You fmile and mock me, as if [meant naughtily. 

Troi. Ha, ha. 

Cref. Come; you are deceiv’d, 1 think of no fuch thing. 
How carneftly they knock: pray youcome in.  [Kzock, 
{| would not for half Zroy have you feen herg. [Exeunt. | 

Pan. Who’s there ? what?s the matter ? will you beat 
down the door ? How now, what’s the matter ? 

eZine. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Pan, Who's there, my Lord e4neas? by my troth | 
knew you not : what news with you fo early ? 

eAne. Is not Prince Troilus here? 

Pan. Here? what fhould he do here? 

ene. Come, he ishere, my Lord, do not deny him: 


{| {tdoth import him much to fpeak with me. 


Pan. Is he here fay you? ’tis more than I know, Plebe 
fworn: For my own part, I came in late, what fhould 
he do here ? 

Ane, Who» nay then: Come, come, you'll do him 
wrong, e’re y’ are ware: you'll be fotrue to him, to be 
falfe to him: Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch 
him hither, go. 

Emer Troilus. 

Troi. How now,. what’s the matter ? 

cAne. My Lord, 1 fearce have Jeifure to falute you, 
My matter is fo rafh: there is at hand, 
| Paris your Brother, and Deiphobus, 


| Deliver’d to us, and for him forth-with, 
We mutt give up to Diomedes hand 
Troi. Isit concluded fo ? 


They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 
| Troi. How many atchievyments mock me ? 
11 will go meet them: and my Lord ened, 
We met by chance , youdid not find me here. 
eAne. Good, good,my Lord, the fecrets of nature 
| ave not more gift in taciturnity. LE«eunt. 
Enter Pandarus and Creflid. 
Pan. 13’ poflible ? no fooner got but loft: the Devil 
Make Anthenor, the young Prince will go mad: a plague 
upon Anthenor 5 1 would they had broke’s neck. 


|” Cref. How now ? what’s the matter ? who was here ? 


Pan, Ab, ah ! 

Cref. Why figh you fo profoundly ? where’smy Lord? 
gone? tellme, {weet Uncle, what’s the matter / 

Pon. Would I were as decp.under the earth, as Tam 
| above. 

- Cref. O the Gods! what’s the matter ; 

Pan, Prithee get'thee in’: would thou hadtt ne’re been 
born; knew thou would’ft be his death. O poor Ges- 
tleman; aplague upon dathenor. 

Cref. Good Uncle, I befeech you, on my knees, I be- 
feech you, what’s the matter ? 

Pan, Thou mutt be gone, wench, thou muft be gone ; 
thou art chang’d for Axthenor : thou muft to thy Father, 
| and be.gone from Troilus : *twill be his death : twill be 
his bane, he cannot bear it. ae 

Cref, O you immortal Gods ! I will not-go. 

Pan, Thou mutt. 

Créf. Twill not, Uncle: Ihave forgot my Father. 
Tknow.no touch of confanguinity : 

No Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul fo near mé, 
Asthe fweet Zvoilus ; O youGods divine! 
Make Creffid’s name the very crown.of falfhood, 
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Cref. Come, come, befhrew your heart: you’l ne’re be {If ever fhe leave Troilus: time, and death, 


Do to this body what extremity you can ; 

But the ftrong Bafe and building of my love 

Is as the very Centre of the. earth, 

Drawing all things toit, 1 will goin, and weep. 
Pan. Do, do. 
Cref. Tear my bright Hair, and {cratch my praifed 

cheeks, 
Crack my clear voice with fobs, and break my heart 
With founding Zrozlus, | will not go from Troy. [Exit 


Enter Paris, Troilus, Aineas, Deiphobus, Anthenor, 
and Diomedes. 


Par, Itis great morning, and the hour prefixt 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes faft upon: good my Brother Troilus, 
Tell you the Lady what fhe is to doy 
And hafte her to the purpofe. 

Trot, Walk into her honfe : 

Ile bring her to the Grecian prefently 5 
And to his hand when I deliver her, 
Think it an Altar, and thy Brother Troslys 
A Prieft, there offering to it his heart. 

Par. I know, what ’tis to loye, 

And would, as I fhall pity, I could help. 
Pleafe you walkin, my Lords. [Excunt. 
Enter Pandarus avd Creflid, 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cref. Why tell you meof moderation ? 
The grief is fine, full perfect that I tafte, 
And no lefs ina fenfeas ftrong, as that 
Which caufeth it. How-can I mod’rate it ? 
If I could temporife with my affection, 
Or brew itto a weak and colder palat, 

The like allayment could I give my grief 
My love admits do qualifying crois. 

Enter Troilus. 
No more my grief, in fucha precious lofs. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes, a fweet Duck: 

Cref. O Troilus, Troilus, 

Pan. What a pair of {pectacles is here ? let me embrace 
too : oh Heart, asthe.goodly faying is; O Beart; heayy 
Heart, why fitteft thou without breaking ? where he an- 
fwers again; becaufe thou canft not eafe thy fmart by 
friendfhip, nor by {peaking : there was never a truer time ; 
let us-calt away nothing, for we may liveto have need of 
fochaVerfe; we fee it, we fecit: how now, Lambs? 

Troi. Crefid, 1 love thee info ftrangea purity, 
That the bleft Geds, as angry with my fancy, 

More bright in zeal, than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow tocheir Deities, take thee from me, 

Cref. Havethe Gods envy ? 

Pan. 151,1,1, *tistoo plain. cafe. 

Cref. Andis ittrne, thatl mult go from Troy? 

Troi. A hateful truth. 

Cref. What, and from Troilus tao ? 

Troi. From Troy, and Trozlus. 

Cref. 1st poflible ? 

Troi, And fuddenly, where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly by 
Alltime of panfe: rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoyndure: forcibly prevents 
Our lock’d embrafures ;.ftrangles our dear vows, 
Even inthe birth of our own labouring breath. 

We two, that with fo many thoufand lighs 

Did buy each other, muft poorly fell our felves, 
With the rude-brevity and difcharge of one, 
Injurious time, now with a Robbers hafte 

Crams his rich Theevery up, he knows not how. 
As many farewels as be ftarsin Heaven, 

With diftiné breath, and confign’d kifles to them, 
He fumbles up in a loofe adicu : 

And {cants uswith a fingle famitht kifs, 


Diftafting 
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Diitaiting with the Salt of broken tears. 

Enter Fineas. 
e£ncas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready ? 
Trot. Hark, you are cal’d: fome fay the Genius fo 

Cries, come, to him that inftantly muft die. 

Bid them have patience 5 fhe fhall come anon. 
Pan. Where are my tears? rain, to lay this wind, oF 

my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 

Cref. 1 muft then to the Grecsans ° 

Trot. No remedy. 

Cref. Awoful Creffid *mongft the merry Greeks. 
Troi. When fhall we fee again ? 

Hear me, my Love : be thou but trueof Heart. 
Cref. Ltrue? how now? what wicked deem is this ? 
Troi. Nay, we mult ufe expoftulation kindly, 

For it is parting from us: 

I fpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 

For I will tarow my Glove to death himfelf, 

That there’s no maculation in thy Heart ; 

But be thoutrue, fay 1, to fafhion in 

My fequent Proteftation : be thou true, 

And] will fee thee. 

Cref. O youfhall beexpos’d, my Lord, to dangers 

Asinfinite, as imminent: but Ple be true. 

Troi, And V’le grow friend with danger ; 

Wear this Sleeve. 

Cref, And youthis Glove. 

When fhall I fee you? 

Troi. 1 will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 

To give thee nightly vifitation : 

But yet be true- 

Cref. O Heavens, be true again ? 
Troi, Hear why I fpeak it, Love: 

The Grecian youths are full of quality, 

Their loving well compos’d, with gift of Nature, 

Flowing and fwelling o’re with Arts and exercife : 

How novelties may move, and parts with perfon, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealoufie, 

Which I befeech you call a vertuous fin, 

Makes me afraid. 

Cref. O Heavens, you love me not } 
Troi. Dye a villain then : 

In this I do not call your Faith in queftion 

So maialy as my merit: I cannot fing, 

Nor heel the high Lavolt, not fweeten talk, 

Nor play at fubtle games ; fair Virtues all : 

To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant : 

But I can tell that in each grace of thefe, 

There lurks a {till and dumb-difcourfive devil, 

That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted. 
Cref. Do not think, 1 will. 


-‘Tror, No, but fome thing may be done that we will not: 


And fometimes we are Devils to our felves, 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Prefuming on their changeful potencie. 

e£neas within, Nay, good my Lord. 

Troi. Come kifs, and let us part. 

Paris within, Brother Troilus, 

Troi, Good Brother, come you hither, 

And bring «4neas and the Grecian with you. 

Cref. My Lord, will you be true ? 

Troi. Who 1? alas it is my vice, my fault : 
While others Fith with craft for great Opinion, 
I, with great truth, catch meer {implicity ; 
Whilft fome with cunning gild their Copper Crowns, 
With truth and plainnefsI do wear mine bare. 

Enter the Greeks. 
Fear not my truth; the moral of my Wit 
Is plain and true, there’s all the reach of it. 
Welcome, Sir Diomede, here is the Lady 
Which for Anthenor we deliver you. 
At thePort (Lord) Vle give her to thy hand, 
And by the way poflefs thee what fheis. 
Entreat her fairs and by my Soul, fair Greek, 


| Anticipating time. With ftarting courage, 
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If e’re thou ftand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Creffid, and thy life fhall be as fafe 
As Priam is in Thon, 
Diom. Fair Lady Creffid, 
So pleafe you, fave the thanks this Prince expects: 
The luftre in your Eye, Heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads your fair ufage, and to Diomede 
You fhall be Miftrefs, and command him wholly, 

Troi. Grecian, thou doft not ufe me courteoufly: 

To fhame the Scal of my Petition towards, 

I praifing her. 1 tell thee, Lord of Greece, 

She is as far high-foaring o’re thy praifes, 
Asthou unworthy to be call’d her Servant: 

I charge thee ufe her well, even for my charge: - 
For by the dreadful Plo, if thou do’ft not, 
(Though the great bulk dchrlles be thy Guard) 
le cut thy Throat. 

Diom, Oh be not mov’d, Prince Troilus , 

Let me be privileg’d by my place and meflage, 
To be a fpeaker free: when I am hence, 

le anfwer tomy luft: and know, my Lord, 
Ple nothing do on charge: to her own worth 
She fhall be priz’d: but that you fay, be’t fo; 
Vle fpeak in my Spiritand honour, no. 

Troi. Come tothe Port. le tell thee, Diomede, 
This Brave fhall oft make thee to hide thy Head; 
Lady, give me your hand, and as we walk, 

To our own felves bend we our needful talk. i 
[Sound Trus 
Par. Hark, Heétor?s Trumpet. | 
eAne. How have we fpent this morning ? 
The Prince muft think me tardy and remifs, 
That {wore to ride before him in the Field. 
Par. 7TisTroilus fault; come, come, toField with him) 
Ex 
Dio. Letus make ready ftreight. ; 
eAne. Yea, with a Bridegroom”s frefhalacrity 
Let us addrefsto tend on Heétor’s heels : 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth, and fingle Chivalry. 


Enter Ajax armed, Achilles, Patroclys, Agamemnon, fe 
nelaus, Ulyfles, Neftor, Calcas, &. \ 
| 


| 


Aga, Here art thou in appointment frehh and fair, a 


Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy, ies) 
Thou dreadful Ajax, that the appauled-Air | 
May pierce the head of the great Combatant, ‘ | 
And hale him hither. 
_ Aja. Thou Trumpet, there?s my Purfe 5 one 
Now crack thy Lungs, and fplitthy Brafen Pipe: >} 
Blow villain, till thy fphered Bias Cheek ie 


ai 


q 
i 


| Out-fivell the Cholick of puft Aqutlon: 


Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy Eyes {pout Blood: | 
Thou bloweft for Hector. ee 
Ulf. No Trumpet anfwers. 
Achil. ?Tisbut early days. 
Enter Diomede and Creflid. Lf 
Aga. 1st not young Diomede with Caleas Daughter? 
Ulyf. Tis he, 1 ken the manner of his Gate, a 
He rifes on the Toe : that Spirit of his ; 
In afpiration lifts him from the Earth. a 
Aga. \s this the Lady Creffid ? th 
Dio. Even fhe. : goths 
Aza, Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks , fwee! 
Lady.. 1" aint 
Neft. Our General doth falute you with a Kifs 1 
Ulyf: Yet is your kindnefs but particular 5. ’6wete BS 
fhe Pere re . general. ‘Sie 
est. And very courtl : Plebegin, Somue 
fot elon y | y counfel : Ple begin z 
Achil, Pletake that Winter from your Lips : fair Lae) 
Achilles bids you welcome. erie: igi 


ent 


Men. \ had good argument for kifling once. 

Patro, But that’s no argument for kiffing now ; 
For thus pop’d Paris in his hardiment. 

Ulf. Ohdeadly gall, and theam ofall our fcorns, 
For which we lofe our heads, to gild his horns. 

Patro. The firft was Adnelaus kifs, this mine; 
Patroclus kiflés you. 

Men, Oh this is trim. 

Patr. Paris and 1 kifs evermore for him. 

Men. Vie have my kifs, Sir : Lady, by your leave. 

Cref. Inkifling do you render, or receive ? 

Patr. Both take and give. 

Cref. Ple make my match to give, 


| The kifs you take is better than you give: therefore no 


| That give a coafting 


kifs.. 
ike Plegive you boot, Mle give you three for one. 
Cref. You are an odd Man, give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd Man, Lady ? every man is odd. 
Cref. No, Parisisnot;, for you know tis true, 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 
Men, You fillip me o’th? head. 
Cref. No, Ve be fworn. faeh) 
Ulyf. It wereno match, your Nail againft his Horn - 
May 1, fweet Lady, beg a kifs of you? 
Cref. You may. — 
Ulyf. 1 do defire At. 
Cref. Why beg then. : 
Ulf. Why then for Venus fake, give me a kif: 
When Heke isa Maid again, and his 
Cref. 1 am your debtor, claim it when ’tis due. 
Ulyf. Never’s my Day, andthen a kifs of you. 
Diom. Lady, a word, Vle bring you to your Father. 
Neft. A Woman of quick Sence. _ 
Ulyf. Fie, fie upon her: 


| There’s language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip ; 
{Nay, her Foot fpeaks, her wanton Spirits look out 


Atevery joynt, and motive of her Body : 
Oh thefe encounters fo glib of Tongue, 
welcome e’re it comes 5 


} And wide unclafp the Tables of their thoughts, 


“U ; 


ey) td 
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To every tickling Reader: fet them down, 
} For fluttifh fpoils of opportunity ; 
And Daughters of the game. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter all of Troy, Hector, Paris, Eneas, Helenus, avd | 


Attendants. 
All, The Trojans Trumpet. 
Aga. Yonder comes the Troop. 
Aine, Hail all you ftate of Greece: what fhall be done 
To him that Victory commands ? or do you purpofe, 
A Viétor fhall be known: will you, the Knights 


| Shall to the edge of all extremity 


Purfue cach other 3, or fhall bedivided 

By any voice, or order of the Field: Hettor bad ask? 
Aga. Which way would Heétor have it? 
e#né. He cares not, he’ll obey canditions. 
Aga, "Tis done like Hetfor, but fecurely done, 


|A little proudly, and great deal difprifing 


The Knight oppos’d. | 

’ eAine, If nor Achilles, Sir, what is your name? 
 Achil, Yé not Achilles, nothing. ’ 
| eAne, Therefore Achilles: but what @re, know this, 
In the extremity of great.and little: 
Valour and Pride excel themfelves int Hector ; 

The one ‘almoft as infinite as all, 

The other blank as nothing : weigh him well: 

And that which looks like Pride, is Courtefie : 

This 4jax is half made of Heétor’s Blood, 


|In love whereof, half Heétor ftay’s at home: 


Halt art, half hand,«half Hector, comes to feek 
This blended Knight, half Troja# and halt Greek, 
rAchil.. A Maiden’Battel then ? O 1 perceive you. 
. Here is Sir Diomede :' Go gentle Knight, 
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| A Coufin German to great Priam’s Seed: 


| A gory emulation twixt us twain : 


} And this is Zvojan: the Sinews of this Leg 


} As feld I have the chance, I would defire 
| My famous Coufin te our Grecian Tents. 


| And fignifie this loving enterview 


| Defire them home. Give me thy hand, my Coufin - 
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Stand by our Ajax: as you and Lord e2neas 
Confent upon the order of their fight, 
So be it ; either to the uttermoft, 
Or elfea breach: the Combatants being kin, 
Half itints their ftrife, before their ftrokes begin, 
bs. They are oppos’d already. 
Aga, What Troan is that fame, that looks fo heavy ? 
Ubf. The youngeft Son of Priam, 
And a true Knight 5 they call him Zrotlus ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchlefs, firm of word, 
Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his Tongue; 
Not foon provok’d, nor being provok’d, foon calm’d 5 
His heart and hand both open, and both free : 
For what he has, he gives; what thinks, he fhews; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with Breath : 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
For Heétor in his blaze of wrath fubfcribes 
To tender Objects; but he in heat of Action 
Is more vindicative than jealous love. 
They call him Tyoilus; andon him ereé& 
A fecond hope, as fairly built as Heéfor. 
Thus fays e4neas, one that knows the youth, 
Even to his inches: and with private Soul, 
Did in great Jio# thus tranflate him to me. 
Aga, They are inaction. 
Neff, Now Ajax hold thine own. 
Troi, Heétor thou fleep’it, awake thee. 
Aga. His blows are well difpos’d there, Ajax. [Trumpets 
Diom.-You muft no more. ceafe. 
ene. Princes, enough, fo pleafe you. 
Aja. Tam not warm yet, let us fight again. 
Diom, As Heétor pleafes. 
Heit, Why then will Ino more: 
Thou art, great Lord, my Father’s Sifter’s Son 3 


C Alarum. 


The obligation of our Blood forbids 


Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan fo; 
That thou could’ft fay, this hand is Greciamallj. 


All Greek, and this all Zvoy : my Mothers Blood 
Runs on the dexter Cheek, and this Sinifter 
Boundsin my Father’s: by Sfove multipotent, 
Thou fhould?’ft not bear from me a Greekifh member 
Wherein my Sword had not impreflire made 

Of our rank feud: but the juft Gods gainfay, 
That any drop thou borrow’dft from thy Mother, 
My facred Aunt, fhould by my mortal Sword 

Be drain’d. Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 

By him that thunders, thou haft lufty Arms; 
Hettor would have them fall upon him thus; 
Coufin, all honour to thee. 

Aja, Ithank thee, Heétor : 

Thou art toogentle, amd too free a man: 
Icameto kill thee, Coufin, and bear hence 
A great addition, earned -in thy death. 

Heét, Not Neoptolemus' fo mirable, 
On whofe bright Creft, Fame with her loud?ft (O yes) © | 
Cries, This is he, could promife to himfelf, 

A thought of added Honour, torn from Hector. 

eAne, There is expe€tance here from both the fides: 
What further you will do. 

Het, Well anfwer it : 

The iflue is embracement: Ajax, farewel. 

Aja, {f Imight in entreaties find fuccefs, 


1 
| 
| 
I 


Diom, > Vis Agamemnon’s with, and great Achilles 
Doth long to fee unarm’d ‘the valiant Aeéfor. 
Heétt, -Aineas, call my Brother Troilus to me: 


To the expectors of our Trojan part : 
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To feaft with me, and fee me at my Tent. 

Achill. 1 fhall foreftal thee, Lord Ulpffes, thou ; 

Now Heitor | have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
[have with exact view perus’d thee, Hettor, 
And quoted joynt by joynt. 
Heit, Is this Achilles ¢ 
Achil. 1 am Achilles, 
Heék. Stand fair, 1 prithee, let me look on thee, 
Achil, Behold thy fill. 
Hett. Nay, 1 have done already. 

‘Achil. Thou art too brief, 1 will the fecond time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb. 

Heét. O like a Book of fport thoult read me o’re; 
But there?s more in me than thou underftand’ft, 

Why doeft thou fo opprefs me with thine Eye ? 

Achil, Tellme, you Heavens, in which part of his Bed 
Shall I deftroy him? Whether there, or there, or there, | 
That I may give the Local wound a name, ‘4 
And make diftind the very breach, where-out he 
Heétor’s great Spirit flew. Anfwer me, Heavens. in 

Heét, It would difcredit the bleft Gods, Proud Man, 
To anfwer fuch a Queftion : Stand again ; ie. 
Think’t thou to catch my life fo pleafantly, a 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture, ‘i 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Achil, | tell thee, yea. 

Het, Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo, 

Pld not believe thee henceforth guard thee well, - 
For Ple not killthee there, nor there, nor there, la 
But by the Forge that ftythied 44ars his Helm, re i 
Ple kill thee every where, yea ore and o’re. 
You wifelt Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
His infolence draws folly from my Lips, 
But Ple endeavour Deeds to match thefe Words, ee 
Or may I never 7 | 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, Coufin : 

And you Achilles, let thefe threats alone 
Till accident, or purpofe bring you to’t. 
You may have every, day enough of Heétor, 

If you have Stomach. . The general ftate, I fear, 
Can fcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 
Heit. 1 pray you, letus fee you in the Field, 
We have had pelting Wars fince you refus’d 

The Grecian’s Caufe. 

Achil, Dorft thow intreat me, Heétor ? ole 
To morrow dol meet thee, fell as death, Vc 
ToNight, all Friends. 

Heék. Thy hand upon that match. ‘i 

Aga, Firft, all you Peers of Greece go to my Tent, 
There inthe full convive you: Afterwards, 

As Heétor’s lcifare, and your bounties fhall hi 
Concur together, severally intreat him. aod 
Beat loud the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow... 
That this great Souldier may his welcome know. eels | 

Troi; My Lord Uyfes, tellme, I befeech you, ....— 
In what place of the Field doth Calcaskeep? «4. © 

Ulyf. At Menelaus Tent, mott Princely 770i 
There Diomede doth. feaft with him to Night, 
Who neither looks on Heaven, nor on Earth, iA 


Dine aaa hen 
I will go eat with thee, and fee your Knights. 
Enter Agamemnon and the reft. 
Aja. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
Heét, The worthielt ofthem, tell me name by name: 

But for 24chilles, mine own fearching eyes 

| Shall find him by his large and portly fize. 

Aga, Worthy. of Aris: as welcome asto one, » 

That would be rid of fuchan Enemy. 

But that’s no welcome: underftand more clear, 

What’s paftand what’s to come, is trew’d with husk’s 

And formlefs ruin of oblivion : 

But inthis extantmoment, faith and troth, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawing, 

Bids thee with moft divine integrity, 

From heart of very heart, great Heétor, welcome. 
Beit, 1 thank thee, molt imperious Agamemnon. 
Aga. My well fam’d Lord of Zroy, no lefs to you. 
Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brothers greeting, 

You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 

Hee, Whom mutt we anfwer ? 
ene. The Noble Adenclaus. 
Heit, O, youmy Lord, by Mars his gauntlet, thanks, 

Mock not, that I affect th’ untraded Oath, 

Your quondam wife {wears ftillby Vexus Glove; 

She’s well, but bad me not commend her to you. 

‘Men. Name her not now, Sir, fhe’s a deadly Theam. 
Heét. O pardon, | offend, 
Neff. 1 have (thou gallant Trojan) feen thee oft 

‘| Labouring for deftiny, make cruel way 

‘| Through ranks of Greekifh youth, and I have feen thee, 
As hot as Perfews, {pur thy Phrygzan Steed, 

And feen thee fcorning forfeits and fubduements, 

_| When thou haft hang thy advanced Sword Pth’ Air, 

‘| Nor letting it decline on the declined : 

‘| That I havefaidunto my ftanders by» 

|| Lo Jupiter is yonder, dealing life. 

‘| And | have {een thee paufes and take thy breath, 

| When that a Ring of Greeks, have hemm/’d thee in, 

:| Like an Olympian wraftling. This have | feen, 

(| But this thy countenance (itill lockt in Steel) 

|T never fawtilknow. I knew thy Grandfire, 

| And once fought with him he wasa Souldier. good, 

| But by great Wars (the Captain of us all.) ; 

:| Never like thee, Let an Old Man embrace thee, 

|| And( worthy Warrior) welcome to our Tents. 

| eAne. ?Tis,the-old Neffor. 

|| #iét, Letme embrace thee, good old. Chronicle, 

| That haft fo long walkt hand in hand with time: 

| Moft Reverend Weftor, 1am glad to clafp thee. 

| Nef. Twouldmy Arms could match thee in contention, 

-As they contend with thee in courtefie. 

Heét. 1 would they could. 

‘| Nest. Ha? by this white beard ld fight with thee to 

‘| morrow. Well,welcome. welcome +l have feen the time--- 

| Ubf. lL wonder now how yonder City ftands, 

| When we have here her Bafe and Pillar by us. 

| Heét. I know your favour, Lord Ulyffes, well. 

|} Ah, Sir, there’s many.a Greek and Trojan dead; 
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|| Since firft 1 faw your felf and Diomede 
|In Zion, on your Greekifh Embafie. But gives all gaze and bent of amorous vicw 1 nil 
Ulf. Sit, 1 foretold you then what would enfue, On the fair Creffid. ae 
Troi. Shall 1 (fweet Lord) be bound to thee fo much, | 


My Prophecy is but half his journey yet 5 
| For yonder Walls that partly front your Town: 
Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do bufs the Clouds, 
| Mutt kifs their own Feet. 
| Heé, 1 mutt not, believe you: 
| There they ftand yet: and modeftly I think, 
| The fall of every Phrygian Stone will colt 
| A drop. of Grecian Blood : the end.crowns all,, 
| And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
| Will one Day end it. 
| Ulyf. Soto him we leave it. 
Moft gentle, and moft valiant Heétor, welcome; 
| After the General, 1-befeech you next _ 


After we part from Agamemnon’s Tent, 
To bring me thither ¢ 
Ulyf. You fhall command me, Sir : mc 
As gentle tell me, of what Honour was ono ait 
This Creffida in Troy, had fhe no Lover there, 
That wails her abfence ? sind 
Troi, O Sir, to fach.as boafting fhew their (cars, 
A mock is due: will you walk on, my Lord? op NOUN 
She was belov’d, fhe lov’d; fhe is, and doth. 1 ee 
But fill, fweet love is Food for Fortunes tooth. [ext 


Enter Achilles and Patroclus. ‘haha 
Achil, Pieheat his Blood with Greekith Wine toNi 


bad 
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VPatrocls, let us Feait him to the height. 
Par. Here comes Therficcs. 
Eater ‘Therfites. 
Achil, How now, thoucore of Envy ? 
Thou crufty batch of Nature, what’s the news? 
Ther. Why, thou Picture of what thou feemr tt and 
of Idtot-worlhippets, here’sa Letter for thee. 
Achil. From whence, Fragment ? 
Ther. Why, thou fall dif of Fool, from Z7ay. 
Par. Who keeps the Tent now ? 
Ther. The Surgeor’s Box, or the Patient’s Wound. 
Patr, Wellfaid, Adverfity, and what need thefe tricks? 
“Ther. Prithee be filent, Boy, 1 profit not by thy talk, 
thou art thought to be Achilles’s male Variet. 
~ Parr. Male Varlet, you Rogue? What’s that ? 
* Ther. Why, his mafculine Whore. Now the rotten 
‘Vdifeafes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, 
Loads o? gravel ’th? backs,Lethargies, cold Palfies, and the 
‘| iike,takeard take again fuch prepofterous difcoverics. 
| Patr. Why, thou damnable box of Envy, thou, what 
mean’ it thou to Curfe thus ? 
y Ther. Dol Curfe thee ? 
_ Par, Why no, you ruinous Butt, you whorfon indi- 
Minguithabie Gur. 
© Ther. No? Why art thouthen exafperate , thou idle 
Gmmaterial skein of fleyd Silk, thou green Sarcenet flap 


{dol 


| | for afore Eye, thou toflel of a Prodigals Purfe, thou? Ah, 
how the poor World is peftred with fuch water-flies, di- 
minutives of Nature. 

© Par, Out gall. 


Achil, My fweet Patroclus, J am th’warted quite 
From my great purpofe in to morrows battel : 
Here is a Letter from Queen Hecuba, 

A Token from her daughter, my fair Love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An Oath that I have fworn. I will not break it, 

WFall Greek, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ftay, 

My miajor Vow lies heres this Ple obey : | 

(Come, come, Therfites, help to trim my Yent, 

Jy This night 10 banqueting, mult allbe fpent. 

: ‘Away, Patroclus. ‘ PExit. 

11 Tie. With too much blood, and too little brain, thefe 

two may run mad: but if with too much brain, and too 

little blood, they do, Vle be a Curer of Mad-men. Here’s 
Agamemnon, an honeft Fellow enough, andone that loves 

{Qunails, but he has not fo much Brain as Ear-wax 5 and the 

good transformation of Fupiter there his Brother, the 

§ 1 Bull, the primitive Statuc, and oblique memorial of Cuc- 

, |kolds, a thrifty fhooing-horn ina chain, hanging at his 

| VBrothers Leg ; to what form, but that he is, fhould wit 
‘Hiarded with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn him 

1 to? to an Afs were nothing, he is both Afs and Ox; to 

i Jan Ox were nothing, he is both Ox and Afs, to be a 

i | Dogg, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toad, a Lizard, an 

; 1 Owl, a Puttock, or a Herring without a Roe, | would 

@ |not care: But to be Menclaus, 1 would con{pire againtft 

4 | Deftiny. Ask me not what I would be, if were not Lher- 

4, |yites: for L care not to be the Lowfe ofa Lazar, fo I were 

4 | Not Adenclaus, Hoy-day, Spirits and Fires. 


ae 
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Enter HeCtor, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyfles, Neftor, Dio- 
mede, with Lights. 


Aza. We go wrong, we £0 wrong. 
Aja. No, yonder tis, there where we fee the Light. 
i Heit, | trouble you. 
Ajax, No, nota whit. 
Enter Achilles. 
‘| Ulyf. Here comes himfelf to guide you. 
' | Achil. Welcome brave Hettor, welcome Princes all. 
Azam. So, now fair Prince of Troy, 
Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you. 
Heét. Thanks, and good night to the Greeks General, 


tan 


— 


Troiltis und-Crefhida: 


—————— 


1 bid good night, 


Babe. 


Men. Good night, my Lord. 
Hed, Good nights fweet Lord AMdenelaus, 
_ Thers. Sweet draught: iweet quoth a?) ‘fweet’ Sink, 
{weet Sure. 
Achil, Good night, and welcom, both at once, to thofe 
that go, or tarry. : 
fga. Good night: 
a bil, Old Nejior tarties, and youtoo, Diomede, 
Keep Ht étor company an hour or two. 
__Dio. Icannet, Lord, I have important bufinefs, 
The tide whereof isnow Good night, great Atéfor. 
Heét. Give me your hand. 
Ubfs Follow his Torch, he goes to Caleha?s Tent 
Ple keep you company. ‘ 
froi. Sweet Sir, you honour me. 
Fiett, And fo Good night. 
Acliil. Come, ‘come, ‘enter my Tent. [Exeunt. 
Ther. That fame Diomedsa fal{e-hearted Rogue, a molt 
unjuft Knave ; I will nomore truft him when he Ieers, than 
I will a Serpent when he hifles: He will fpend his mouth 
and promife,' like Brabler the Hound ; but when he per- 
forms, Aftronomers foretel it, that it is prodigious, there 
will come fome change: The Sun borrows of the. Moon, 
when Diomede keepshis word. 1 will rather leave to fee 
Heétor, than not to dog him: they fay, he keeps a Trojan 


—~ 


Drab, and ufes the Traytor @alchas-his ‘Tent. Pile vaf. 
ter——Nothing but Lechery ? All incontinent Varlets. 
[ Exeunt. 
Exter Diomede. 
Dio, What are you up here, ho? {peak. 


Chal. Who calls? 
Dio. Diomede, Calchas,\ think, where’s your Daughter ? 
Chal. She comes to. you. 
Emer Troilus, avd Ulyfles. 
Ub. Stand where the Torch may not difcover us. 
Enter Creilid. 
Troi. Creffid come forth to him. 
Dio. How now, my charge ? 
Cref. Now my fweet Guardian: hark, a word with you. 
Trot. Yea, fo.familiar ? : 
Ulf. She will fing any man at firft fight. 
Ther, Andany man may find her, if he can take her 
life: fhe’s noted. 
Dio. Willyou remember ? 
Cref. Remember? yes. 
Dio, Nay, but do then ; 
with your words. 
Troi. What fhould fhe remember ? 
Ulyf. Lift. 
Cref. Sweet honey, Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 
Ther. Roguery. 
Dio. Nay, then. 
Cref. Vie tell you what. 
Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forfworn—— 
Cre/-In Faith 1 cannot: what would you have me do? 
Ther, A-jugling trick, to be fecretly open. » 
Dio, What did you {wear you» would beftow on me? 
Cref.1 prethee do not hold me to mine Oath 3 
Bid me do any thing but that, fweet Gretk, 
Dio. Goodnight: 
Troi. Hold, Patience. 
Ulyf. How now, Trojan? 
Cref. Diomede. 
Dio. No, no, good night: 
Troi. Thy better mutt. 
Cref. Hark, one word in your Ear. 
Troi. O Plague and Madnefs! 
Ulyf. You are mov’d, Prince, let us depart, 1 pray you, 
Left your difpleafure fhould enlarge it felf 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous 5 
The time right deadly: 1 befeech you go. 
Troi. Behold, 1 pray you. 
Ulf. Nay, good my Lord go off: 
“as flow to great diftraction: come, my.Lord: 
£2 


and let your mind be coupled 


Ple be your Fool no more. 


The Tragedy of Troilus and | Creflida, 


Troi. 1 pray thee ttay ? 
Ulyf. You have not patience, come. 
Troi. 1 pray you ftay; by Hell, and all Hells torments, 
[ will not {peak a word. 
Dio. And fo good night. 
Cref. Nay, but you part in anger. 
Troi. Doth that grieve thee? O withered truth! 
Vif. Why, how now, Lord? 
Trot. By Yove, | will be patient. 
Cref. Guatdian ? why, Greck? 
Dio. Fo, fo, adieu, you palter. } 
Cre. In faith, 1do not: come hither once again. 
Ulyf. You fhake, my Lord, at fomething 5 will you go ? 
You will break out. 
Troi. She ftroaks his Cheek. 
Ulf. Come, come. 
Troi. Nay, itay, by“Yove, I will not fpeak a word. 
There is between my will, and all offences, 
A guard of patience, ftay alittle while. 
Ther. How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump, and 
Potato Finger, tickles thefe together: fry, Lechery, fry. 
Dio, But will you then ? 
ref. In Faith I will go; never truft meelfe. 
Dio» Give me fome token for the furety of it. 
Cref. le fetch you one. 
Ulf. You have {worn patience. 
Tro. Fear me not, fweet Lord. 
[ willnot be my felf, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel: lamall patience. 
Enter Creffid: - 
Ther. Now the pledge, now, now, now. 
Cref. Here, Diomede, keep this Sleeve. 
Troi. O Beauty ! where is thy Faith? 
Ulyf. My Lord. 
Troi. 1 will be patient, outwardly I will. 
Cref. You look upon that Sleeve 5 behold it well : 
He lov’d me: O falfe Wench : give’t me again. 
Dio, Whofe was’t ? i 
Cref. It is no matter now I have’t again. 
I will not meet with youto morrow night: 
I prithee, Diomede, vifit me no more. 
Ther. Now fhe fharpens : well faid Whetftone. 
Dio, 1 fhall have it. 
Cref. What, this ? 
Dio. 1, that. 
Cref. O all youGods! O pretty, pretty pledge ; 
Thy Mafter now lies thinking in his Bed, 
Ofthee and me, and fighs, and takes my Glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kifles to it : 
As I kifs thee. : 
Dio. Nay, do not fhatch it from me. 
Cref. He that takesthat, takes my Heart withall. 
Dio. {had your Heart before, this follows it. 
Trot, 1 did fwear patience. 
Cref. You fhall not have it, Diomede: faith you fhall not, 
Ple give you fomething elfe. 
Dio. 1 wilihave this: whofe was it"? 
Cref, It isno matter. — 
Dio. Come tell me whofe it was ? . 
Cref. ?Twas one that lov’d me better than you will. 
But now youhave it, take it. 
Dio, Whofe wasit? 
Cref. By all Diana’s waiting Women yonder, 
And byher félf, Iwill not tell you whofe. 
Dio. Tomorrow willl wear it onmy Helm, 
And grieve his Spirit that dares not challenge It. 
Trot. Wert thou the Devil, and wort it on thy horn, 
It fhould be challeng’d. aR 
Cref. Well, well, *tis done, "tis paft , and yet it is not, 
[ will not keep my word. 
_ Di, Why then farewel, 
Thou never fhalt mock Diomede again. 
. Cref. You fhall not go: one cannot {peak a word, 
But it ftreight ftarts you. : 


Dio. 1 do not like this fooling. ; 
Ther. Nor 1, by Pluto : but that that likes not me, 


fes me beit. 


Dio. What fhall 1 come ? the hour. joa 
Cref. 1, come: O, Foe! do, come: I fhalibe papa 
Dio. Fareweltill then. CE med 
Cref. Good night : | prithee come : oat 
Troilus, farewe] 3 one Eye yet looks on thee, P 
But with my Heart, the other Eye doth fee—._) 
Ah poor our Sex; this fault inus] find, 
The error of our Eye, directs our mind. 
What error leads muft err: O then conclude, 
Minds fway’d by Eyes, are full of turpitude, 
Ther. A proof of ftrength fhe could not publi 
Unlefs fhe fay, my Mind is now turn’d Whore, 
Uhf. Alls done, my Lord. 
Tro. At is. 
Uhf. Why ftay we then ? 
Troi, To make a recordation to my Soul, 
Of every fyllable that here was {poke : 
But if I tell how thefe two did co-act 5 
Shall I not lye in publifhing a truth ? 
Sith yet thereis acredence in my Heart, 
An efperance fo obftinately itrong, 
That doth invert that telt of Eyesand Ears ; 
As if thofe Organs had deceptious Functions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Creffid here ? 
Ulyf. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 
Trot. She was not fure. : 
Ulyf. Moft fure fhe was. me i 
Trot. Why, my negation hath no taft of madne& | 
Ulyf. Nor mine, my Lord : Creffid was here but now, 
Trot. Let it not be believ’d for woman-hood: 
Think wehad Mothers; do not give advantage 
To ftubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme - +7 
For depravation, to fquare the generalSex, “J 
By Creffid’s rule. Rather think this not Crefid. ~~ 4} 
Ulf: V Vhat hath fhe done, Prince, that can foyl out] 
Mothers ? Cela 
Troi. Nothing at all, unlefs that this were fhe. | 
Ther, VVillhe fwagger himfelf out on’s own Eyes? ~ | 
Troi. This the? no, this is Diomede’s Creffid: a 
If Beauty havea Soul, this is not fhe: we 
If Souls guide vows, if vowsare Sanctimony; f 
If Sanctimony be the Gods delight : a 
Ifthere be rule in unity it felf, 
This is not fhe: O madnefs of difcourfe / 
That Caufé fets up, with, and againft thy felf, 
By foul Authority : where reafon can revolt 
VVithout Perdition, and lofs affume all Reafon, 
V Vithout Revolt. Thisis, and is not Creffid: 
Within my Soul, there doth conducea fight’ 
OF thisftrange nature, that a thing infeparate, 
Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 
And yet the fpacious breadth of this divifion, 
Admits no Orifice for a point as fubtle, 
As Ariachnes broken woof to enter ; 
Inftance, O inftance’ ftrong as Pluto’s Gates ; 
Creffid is mine, tied with the bonds of Heaven ; 
Inftance, O inftance! ftrong as Heaven it felf; 
Thebonds of Heaven are flipt, diflolv’d, and loos’d: 
And with another knot five finger’d tied, 
The fractions of her Faith, orts of her Love : i 
The fragments, fcraps, the bits, and greafie Reliques; — 
Ofher o’re-eaten Faith, are bound to Diomede. 
Ub. May worthy Troilus be half attached 
V Vith that which here his paflion doth exprefs? 
Troi, 1, Greek, and that {hall be divulged well 
In Characters, as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam’d with Venus; never did young man fancy 
With fo Eternal, and fo fixta foul. 
Hark, Greek: as muchas Ido Creffida love ; 
So muchby weight, hate I her Diomede: 


vue 


‘LExit, 
thmore 


if 


{By the everlafting Gods, Ple go, 
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That Sleeve-is mine, that he?l bear is his Helm ; 
Were it a Cask cgmpos’d by Vulcan's skill, 

{My Sword fhould bite it: Not the dreadful fpout, 

Which Ship-men do the Hurricano call, 

Conftring’d in mafs by the Almighty Fenn, 

Shall dizzy with more clamour Weptunc?s ear 

In his defcent, than fhall my prompted Sword 

Falling on Diomede, 

Ther. He?] tickle it for his Concupy. 

Troi. O, Creffid! O falfe Creffid! falfe, falfe, falfe: 
Letall untruths ftand by thy ftained name, 

And they’] feem glorious, 

Ulyf, O contain your felf : 

Your Paflion draws ears hither, 
Enter Fineas, 

eAne, | have been feeking you this hour, my Lord: 
Hettor by this is arming him in Troy. 

Ajax, your Guard, ftays to conduct you home. 

Troi. Have with you,Prince : my courteous Lord, adicu : 
Farewel, revolted fair : and, Diomede, 
Stand fait, and wear a Caftle on thy head, 

Ulf. Ple bring you to the Gates, 

Tyo. Accept diftracted thanks, 

LExeunt Troilus, Aneas, 27d Ulyfles. 

Ther. Would 1 could meet that Rogue Dicmede, | 
would croak likea Raven ; lwould bode, I would bode: 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 
this Whore: the Parrot will not do more for an Almond, 
than he for a commodicusdrab: Lechery, Lechery, {till 
wars and Lechery, nothing elfe holds fafhion. A burning 

Devil take them, [ Exit. 


Enter Hector, and Andromache, 


And, When was my Lord fo much ungently temper’d, 
To ftop his Ears againft admonifhment ? 
Unarm, unarm,and denot fight to day. « 

Heét. You train me to offend you: get you gone, 


And. My Dreams will {ure prove ominous to the day, 
Heit, Nomore, [fay, . . 
Enter Caflandra, 
Caf. Where ismy Brother Heéfor ? 
And. Bere Sifter,arm’ d, and bloody in intent; 
Confort with me in loud and dear Petition ; 
Purfae we himon knees: for] have dreamt 
Of bloody turbulence; and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but fhapes, and forms of flaughter, 
Caf. Q,’tis true, 
He. Ho? bid my Trumpet found. 
Caf. No notes of fally, for the Heavens, {weet Brother. 
_ Heét. Be gone, I fay ; the Gods have heard me fwear, 
{ Caf, The Godsare deaf to hot and peevifh Vows; 
| They are polluted Offerings, more abhorr’d 
Than fpotted Liversin the Sacrifice, 
4nd. O be perfuaded, do not count it holy, 
To burt by being juft ; it is as lawful : 
For we would count giyemuch to as violent thefts, 
nd rob in the behalf of Charity, 
)” Caf. It isthe purpofe that makes ftrong the Vow; 
-} But Vows to every parpole mutt not hold ; 
| Unarm, fweet Hector, 
Het, Hold you ftill, 1 fay 5 
| Mine Honour py the weather of my fate: 
Life every man holdsdear, but the dear man 
| Holds Honour far more precious-dear than life. 
Enter Troilus, 
| How now, young man ? mean’ft thou to fight to day? 
And, Caffandra, call my Father to perfuade, 

; ({Exis Caflandra. 
| Aeé. No Faith,young T7oilus , doff thy harnefs, Youth : 
| lam ro.day ?th’ vein of Chivalry : 
Let grow thy Sinews-till their knots beftrongs 
}And.tempt not yet the bruthes.of the war- 


| Not Priamus, and Hecubaon knees 5 


| And I do ftand engag’d to many Greeks, 


: Se sy, cA <n Tins Ba ERS SS — 


andCrefida, == (s(t. 


Unarm thee, go,and doubt chou noi, brave Boy, | 
? ; a 
le ftand to day, for thee, and me, and Z7ay. 


Troi. Brother, you havea vice of mercy in yau ; 
Which better fitsa Lion, than a Man. 

Hett, What vice is that ? good Troslus chide me for it. 
_ Trot. When many times the Captive Grecsaw fails, 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair Sword, 
You bid them rife, and live, 
fe, O, tis fair play. 

/rot, Fools play, by Heaven, Hcttor, 

ticét, How now ? how now ? 
_ Lvov For th’ love of ali the Gods, 
Let?s leave the Hermit pity with our Mothers 3 
And when we have our Armors buckled on, 
The yenom’d vengeance ride upon our Swords, 
Spur them to rueful work, rein them from ruth, 

Het, Fie, Savage, fie, 

Trot, Heélor, then tis wars. 

Heit. Troilus, { would not have you fight to day. 

£7oi.. Who should with-hold me? 
Not Fate, Obedience, nor the hand of Afars, 
Beckning with fiery Truncheon my retire ; 


Their Eyes o’re-galled with recourfe of Tears ; 
Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, 
Oppos’d to hinder me, fhoyld ftop my way ; 
But by my ruin. ade 
Enter Priam avd Caflandra. 

Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faft ; 
He is thy Crutch 3 nowif thou lofe thy ftay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Zivy on thee, 
Fall all together, 

Priam, Come, Heéfor, come, goback : 
Thy Wife hath dreamt, thy Mother hath had vifions 
Caffandra doth forefee , and | my felf; 
Am like a Prophet fuddenly enrapt, 
To tell thee that this day is Ominous : 
Therefore come back. 

Het, e€neas is a-field, 


aSnitentonhe 


? 


Even in the faith of valour to appear 
This morning to them, 
Priam. 1, but thou thalt not go. 
Hett, 1 muft not break my Faith : 
You know me dutiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not fhame refpect ,; but give me leave 
To take that courfe by your confent and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, Royal: Priam, 
Caf. O, Priam, yield not to him. 
And. Do not, dear Father. 
Het, Andromache, 1am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, get you jn. 
{ Exit Andromache. 
Troi. This foolifh, dreaming, fuperititious Girl; 
Makes all thefe bodements. 
Caf. O farewel, dear Heftor 
Look how thou dieft , look how thy Eye turns pale 5 
Look how thy wounds do bleed at many vents; 
Hark how Zroy roars, how Hecubacries out ; 
How poor Andromache fhrils her dolonr forth ; 
Behold diftraction, frenzy, and amazement, 
Like witlefs Anticks, one another meet, 
Andall cry, eftor, Heétoy’sdead : O Hetter! 
Troi. Away, 
Caf. Farewel: yet, foft: Heétor,1 take my leave ; 
Thou do’ft thy felf,. and a]l our 7roy deceive. Exit 
4  #Hect., You areamaz’d, my Liege, at herexclaim: —‘} 
| Goin and cheer the Town, we'll forth and fight - 
Do deeds of praife, and tell you them at night, 3 
Priam, Farewel : the Gods with fafety ftand about thee: } 
{Alarum 
| Troi, They are att, hark : proud Diomede, believe 
I come to Jofe my Arm, or win my Sleeve: ay 
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Si licen eon ne een ceca em 
Enter Pandar. 

Pand. Do you hear, my Lord? do you hear? 

Troi. What now ? 

Pand. Here’s a Letter come from yond poor Girl. 

Troi. Let me read. 

Pand. Awhorfontifick, a whorfon rafcally tifick, fo 
troubles me: and the foolifh Fortune of this Girl, and 
what one thing, what another, that! fhall leave you one 
o’th’days ; andI have aRheum in mine Eyestoo, and iuch 
an ach in my Bones, that unlefs a Man were curit | cannot 
tell what to think on’t. What fays fhe, there ¢ 

Troi, Words, words, meer words, no matter from the 
Heart : 

Threffect doth operate another way. 

Go wind to wind, there, turn and change together: 
My love with wordsand errors {till the feeds ; 

But edifies another with her deeds. 

Pand. Why, but hear you ? 

Troi. Hence, brother Lacky 5 1gnominy and Shame 
Purfue thy life, and live aye with thy name. 

Alarum, 
Enter Therfites 2 excurfien. 

Ther. Now they are.clapper-clawing one another, Vle 
go lookon: that diffembling abontinable varlet, Dzomede, 
has got that fame feurvy, doting, foolifh young Knaves 
Sleeve of Zroy, therein his Helm: J would fain fee them 
meet, that, that fame young Lrojan afs, that loves the 
Whorethere, might fend that Greckifh W hore-matterly 
Villain, with the Sleeve, back to thed ffembling luxurious 
Drab, ofa fleevelefs errant. ©th’tother fide, the Policy 
of thofe crafty fwearing Rafcals, that ttale old Meufe- 
eaten dry-cheefe, We/for : and that fame dog-fox Ulyffes is 
not prov’d worth a Black-berry. 


[ Excant. 


They fet me up in Poli- 
cy, that mungril Car Ajax, againft that Dog of as bad 
akind, Achilles. Andnowisthe Cur Ajax prouder than 
the Cur Achilles, and will not arm to day. Whereupon 
the Grecians began to proclaim Barbarifm;, and Policy 
grows into an ill opinion. 
Enter Diomede, azd Troilus. 
Soft, here comes Sleeve, and th’ other. 
Troi. Flynot: for fhould’it thou take the River Styx, 
I would fwim after. 
Diom. Thou do’ft mifcall, retire: 
I do not flye, but advantagious care 
With-drew me from the odds of multitude : 
Have at thee. 
Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecian: now for thy Whore, 
Trojan: Now the Sleeve, now tht Sleove. . 
Enter Hector. 
Heth. What art thou,Gveck ? art thou for Heétor’s match? 
Art thou of Blood, and Honour ? 
Ther. No, no: lama Rafcal ,a Scurvy railing Knave; 
avery filthy Rogue. 
Hei. Ido believe thee, live. > 
Ther. God amercy, that thou wilt believe me; but a 
plague break thy neck———for frighting me: what's be- 
come of the Wenching Rogues? I think, they have fwal- 
lowed one another. I would laugh at that miracle——yet 
ina fort, Lechery eatsit felf: Ile feek them. (Exit. 
Enter Diomede and Servant. 
Dio. Go, go, my Servant, take thou Troilus’s Horfe , 
Prefent the fair Steed to my Lady Cveffid : 
Fellow, commend my Service to her Beauty : 
Tell her; 1 have chaftis’d the amorous Z7ojam, 
And am her Knight by proof. 
‘~ Ser. 1 go, my Lord. Enter Agamemnon. 
Aga. Renew, renew, the fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Afenow: Baftard Margarclon 
Hath Doreus Prifoner, 
And ftands, Coloffus wife, waving his beam, 
Upon the pafhed courfes of the Kings, 
Epiftropus and Cedus, Polysxines is flain ; 
Amphimachus., and Thous, deadly hurt ; 
Patroclus ta’ne or flain, and Palamedes 


' 
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Sore hurt and bruifed ; the dreadful Sagittary 


_Appals our numbers, halte we, Diomede, 


To re-inforcement; or we perifh all. 
Enter Neltor. _ 
Neff. Go bear Patroclus’s Body to Achilles, 
And bid the Snail-pac’d “ax arm for fhame, 
There isathoufand /eéfors in the Field: 
Now here he fights on GC alathe his Horfe 5 
And there lacks work: anon he’s there a-foot; » 
And there they flye or dye, like fcaled Sculs, 
Before the belching Whale: then is he yonder, 
And there the ftraying Grecks, ripe for hisedge, = a 
Fall dowsbefore him, like the Mower’s Swath, 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes 
Dexterity fo obeying appetite, 
That what he will, hedoes, and does fo much, 
That Proofis call’d Impoflibility. 
Eater Ulyfies. : 
Ub. Oh, Courage, Courage, Princes : great Achilles” 
Isarming, weeping, curfing, vowing Vengeance; 
Putroelus’s wounds have rouz’d his drowfie bloéd, 
Together with his mangled Myrimidons, ; 
That nofelefs, handlefs, hackt, and chipt, come tohi 
Crying on Hettor, Ajax hath loft a Friend, 
And foams at Mouth, and he is arm’d, and at it 
Roaring for Zvcilus, who hath done to day, 
Mad and fantaftick execution 3 
Engaging and redeeming of himfelf, 
With fuch a carelefs Force, and forcelefs Care, 
Asif that luck, in very fpight of cunning,bad him win all, 
Enter Ajax. i 
Aja. Troilus, thou Coward, Troilus. 
Dio. 1, there, there. 
Neft. So, fo, we draw together. 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Where is this Heétor ? 
Come, come, thou Boy-killer, fhew thy Face: 
Know what it isto meet Achilles angry. 
Heétor, where’s Hettor ? 1 will none but Heltor, 
Enter Ajax. ce 
Aja, Troilus, thou Coward. Troilus, fhew thy head. 
Enter Diomede. = 
Diom. Troilus, | fay, where?s Troilus ? 
Aja. What would’{t theu ? 
Dio. I would correct him. 
Aja. Werel the General, 


Thou fhouPdlt have my Office, 


E’re that Correction : Zvoilus, { fay, what, Troilus? as 
Enter Troilus. ee 
Troi. Oh Traytor Diomede | 

Turn thy falfe Face, thou Traitor, 

And pay thy life, thou owelt me for my-Horfe. 
Dio, Ha, art thou there ? 
Aja. Vie fight with him alone, ftand, Diomede. 
Dio. He is my prize, I willnot look upon. ang 
Troi. Come both you cogging Greeks, have at youve 

[Exit Troilus: 
Enter Hettor. bik: 
Het, ¥ea,Troilus ? O well fought,my youngeft Brotl 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Now dol feethee; haveat thee, Hector. 
Heé, Paufe, if thou wilt. 
Achil, 1 do difdain thy Courtefie, proud Troan; 

Be happy that my Arms are out of ufe: 

My reit and negligence befriend thee now, _ 

But thou anon fhale hear of me again : 

Till when, go feck thy Fortune. 

Heit. Fare thee well: 
I would have been much more:a frefher Man, 


‘Had f expected thee : how now, my Brother ? 


Enter Troilus. 
Troi, Ajax hath tane ~Zneas ; fhallit be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious Heaven, 
He shall not carry him: Vle be ta’ne too, 


4 Or bring him off: Fate,hear me what I fay ; 
[wreaknot, though thou end my Life to day. 
Enter one 1n Armour. 
_ Heit. Stand, ftand, thou Greek, 
Thou art a goodly Mark: 
No? wiltthou not? Llike thy Armour well, 
‘7Ple frufhit, and unlock the Rivets all, 
1 But Vlebe Matter of it : wilt thou-not, beatt, abide ? 
{Why thea fly on, Pie hunt tliee for thy Hide. 
Enter Achilles with Myrmidons : 
Achil.Come here about mes you my ALyrmidons : 
Mark what I fay ; attend me where I wheel : 
4Strikenot a ftroak, but keep’your felves in breath 3 
And when have the bloody /#eéZor found, 
_} Empale him with your weapons round about : 
In felleft manner execute your Arms, 
{Follow me, Sirs, and my proceeding Eye ; 
Mtisdecreed, Heétor the great mutt die. 
Enter Therfites, Menelaus, ad Paris. 
} Ther. The Cuckold, and the Cuckold-maker are at it: 
' Fnow Bull, now Dog, ’loo; Paris, *loo;, now my double 
- Yhen’d fparrow ; 7 loo, Paris, ?loo;, the Bull has the game: 
_ }ware Horns, ho. 


Exit, 


Re xit. 


fExit. Paris, and Menclaus. 
Enter Ba ftard. 
Baft. Turn, Slave, and fight. 
Ther. Whatart thou ? 

| Baft. A Baftard Son of Priam’s. 

‘} Ther. 1 ama Baftard too, I love Baftards; I am a Ba- 

‘}itard begot, Baftard inftructed, Baftard in mind; Baftard 

Fin valour, in every thing illegitimate: One Bear willnot 

bite another, and wherefore fhould one Baftard ? Take 

_theed, the quarrel’s moft ominous to us: If the Son of a 

| Whore fight for a VVhore, he tempts Judgment: fare- 

fwel, Baftard. 
{ Baff.' The Devil take the Coward. 
= Enter Hector, 
‘| Het. Molt putrified Core fo fair without : 
}Thy goodly Armour thus hath coft thy Life. 

Nowis my dayswork done; lle take good breath : 

Reft Sword, thou haft thy fill of Blood and Death. 

7 Enter Achilles, and his Myrmidons. 

© Achil. Look, Heélor, how the Sun begins to fet ; 

}) Bow ugly Night comes breathing at his heels, 

1 Even wich the veil and darking of the Sun. 

} Toclofe the day up, eéfor’s Life is done. 

} Ae&. 1am unarm’d,. forgothisvantage, Greek. 
Achil. Strike, Fellows, ftrike, this is the Man | feek. 

So, Ilion, fall thou : now, Zvoy, fink down : 

Here lies thy Heart, thy Sinews, and thy Bone. 

On, Afrmidons, cry youallamain, 

] Achilles hath the mighty: Hector flain. 

Hark, a Retreat upon our Grecian part. 
Gree, The Jrojan Trumpets founds the like, my Lord. 
Achil. The dragon wing of Night,o’re- {preads the Earth. 

| And, Stickler-like, the Armies feparates , 

My half fapt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 

| Pleas’d with-this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. 

| Come, tye his Body to my Horfes Tail: 

| Along the Field, I will the Zrojav trail. 
% -- Sound Retreat, 


LExcuzt, 


[ Retreat, 


Shout. 


Ener Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neftor, Diomede, 
and the reft marching. 


Aza. Hark, hark, what fhout is that ? 
Neff, Peace Drums. ; waa 
Sold. Achilles, Achilles, Heéoy’s fain, Achilles, 
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fExie. | 


| In bealtly fort,dragg’d through the fhameful Field, 


LExcunt. | Your Eyes half out, weep out at Pandar’s Fall, 
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Dio. The bruitis, Heéor fain, and by Achilles, 
dja, If it be fo, yet braglefs let it be: 
Great Hector was aman as good as he. 
Aga. March patiently alongs let one be fent 
To pray Achilles fee us at out Tent. 
lfin his death.the Gods have us befriended, 
Great Tvoyis ours, and our fharp Wars are ended. 
LExeunt. 
Enter HEneas, Paris, Anthenor ad Deiphobus. | 


eEnc,-Stand ho, yet aréwe Mafters of the Field, 


Never go home ; here ftarve we out the night. 
Enter Troilus. 
Troi. Heétor is flain. 
All. Heétor? the Gods forbid. 
Troi. He's dead: and at the Murtherers Horfes tail, 


Frown on, you Heavens, effect your rage with {peed : 
Sit Gods upon your Throns, and finileat Troy. 
I fay at once, let your brief Plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our fure deftructions on. 
e4ne. My Lord, you do difcomfort all the Hoft. 
Troi, Youunderftand me not, that tell me fo: 
I do notfpeak of flight, of fear, of death, 
But dare all imminence, that Gods and Men 
Addrefs their dangersin. Hector is gone : 
Who fhall tell Priam fo ? or Hecuba ? 
Let him that will a {criech-oul ay be call’d, 
Goin toT7oy, and fay there, Hector’s dead : 
There js a word will Priam turn to ftone; 
fake wells, and NViobs of the Maids and Wives 3 
Cool ftatues of the youth ; and in a word, 
Scare Troy out of felf.. But march away, 
Heétor is dead: there isno more to fay. 
Stay yet: you vile abominable Tents, ~ . . 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian Plains: 
Let Titan rife, as early as he dare, 
Ple through,and through you; and thou great fiz’d coward, 
No fpace of Earth fhall funder our two hates, 
le haunt thee, likea wicked Confcience ftill, 
That mouldeth Goblins {wift, as frenfies thoughts; 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort go; 
Hope of revenge, fhall hide our inward woe. 
Enter Pandarus. 
Pand. But hear you? hear you ? 
Trot. Hence brothel, lacky, ignominy and fhame 
Purfue thy Life, and liveaye with'thy name. [Exeuat. 
Pan.A goodly med’cine for mine aking bones ; oh world, 
world, world! thus is the poor Agent defpis’d: Oh Trai- 
tors, and Bawds , how earneftly are you fet a work, and 
how il} requited ? why fhould our endeavour be fo de- 
fir’'d, and the performance fo loath’d ? What Verfe for 
it? what Inftance for it ? let me fee, 
Full merrily, the Humble Bee doth fing, 
Till he hath loft his honey, and his fting 5 
And being once fubdu’din armed tail, 
Sweet Honey, and fweet Notes together fail. 
Good Traders in the Flefh, fet this in your painted cloaths, 
As many as be here of Pazdars Hall, 


Or if you cannot weep, yet give fome groans; 

Though not for me, yet for your aking bones ; 

Brethren and Sifters of the hold-dore Trade, 

Some two months hence, my will fhall here be made = 

It fhould be now, but that my fear is this, 

Some galled Goofe of Winchefter would hifs: > 

Till then, Ple fwear, and feck about for eafes ; 

And at that time bequeath you my difeafes.  - [Exeunt. 


ot! 


7.23 THE 


THE 


TRAG ED" 


CORIO 


| Enter a Company of Mutinous Citizens , with Staves, Clubs, 
and other Weapons. 


1 Citizen. 


Efore we proceedany further, 
B All, Speak, Speak: 
1 Cit. Youarealirefolv’d rather to die than to 

| famifh ? 


All, Refolv’d, refolvd. 
| Lop; cit. Fink, you know, 
| to the People. 

Al, We know’t: 

1 Ce ketusikillihim, and-we'llhave:Corn at our own 
price. [s’ca Werdict ? ch 

‘All, No more talking ont, Let it be done, away, away. 

2 Cit. One word, ‘good Citizens. 

1 Cit. We are accounted poor Gitizens), ‘ the -Patrici- 
ans good + what Authority furfeits on, would .relieve us; 
Ifthey wouldsyield us ‘but the faperfiuity, while ic were 
aiiolefom, ‘wetnight” guefs ‘they relieved ‘us humanly : 
Bat theythink weare too dear, the jeannefs that -afflicts 
us, the objech of our Mifery, is asan Inventory to parti- 
harifetheiY abundance, our fufferance is again to them. 
Tot USvevetige this with-our Pikes, ¢’re we become Racks. 
For the Gods know, dfpeak this in hunger for Bread, not 
in thirft for Revenge. 

2 Cit. Woukt: "you ‘proceed ‘efpecially againft Cais 
Martius? 

All. Againfthim firft : He’s‘a very Dog ‘to the Com- 
yhonalty- ay THE 

| 2 Cit, Confider you what Services he has done for his 
Country? «*" 

\  s Cat. Very well,:and could’be content to give him good 

i} report for%;’batthat he pays himfelf with being proud. 

Ali, Nay, bat {peak not malicioufly. 

1 Cif. Ffayufito'you , ‘what ‘he hath done ‘Famontfly, 
he did itto that ed + though foft'confcienc’d men can’ be 
content to fay‘itwas'forvhis Coiintry, he vin to pleafe 
his Mother,*and tobe partly proud, ‘which ‘he is, even to 
the altitude of his‘virtue. Gute 

> Cit. What he cannot help in his Nature , you ac- 
counta Vice inhim: You muft in no way fay, he is Cove- 


hear me fpeak. 


Guns dartius is chief Enemy 


1S. . ‘ 

1 Cit. If | muft not, Ineed not be barren of Accufa- 
tions, he hath faults (with forplus) totire in repetition. 
KGege [Shouts within. 


« 


Scena Prima. 


What fhouts are thofe? The other fide o’th’ City is 
why ftay we prating here? To th’ Capitol. | 

All, Gome, come. 

1 Cit, Soft, who-comes here ? 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. © 

2 Cit. Worthy Afenenins Agrippa, one that hath 2 yays 
lov’d the People. by, 

1 Cit, He?sone honeft enough,would all the reftt 

Men. What works my Country-men in hand? 
Where go you with your Bats and Clubs ? The 
Speak, 1 pray you. 

2 Cit. Our bufine& is not tnknown to th? Senat, they 
have had inkling this fortnight, what we intend to 
whichnow we'll fhew’m in deeds - They fay, poor Suttets 
have firong Breaths, they fhall know we have {trong 
Arms too. i 

Men, Why Matters, my good Friends, mine hor 
Neighbours, will you undo your felves ? 

2 Cit, We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 

Men. V tell you, Friends, moft charitable caret 
Have the Patricians of you, for your wants, Be 
Your faffering in this dearth, you may as well Bie: 
Strike at the Heaven with your Staves, as lift them 
Againft the Roman State, whofe courfe will on 
The way it takes : cracking ten thoufind Curbs 
Of more ftrong link’d afunder, than can ever. 
Appear in your impediment. ‘For the Dearth, . 
The Gods, not the Patriciansmake it, and a 
Your Knees to them (not Arms) muft help. Alack, 
Youare'tranfported by Calamity : 

Thither, where more attends you, and you flandet 
The Helms o’th’ State; whocare for you, like Fath 
When you curfe them, as Enemies, 

2 Cit.Care for us ? True indeed, they ne’re cared for ts 
yet. Suffer us to famifh, and_ their Store-houfes 
with Grain: Make Edits for Ufury, to fupport 4! 
repeal daily any wholefome Act eftablithed again 
Rich, and provide more piercing Statutes daily, to¢ 
up and reftrain the Poor. If the Wars eat us not UPs” 
will, and there’s all the love they bear us. ae 

Men, Either you muft 
Confefs your felves wondrous Malicious, 

Or be accus’d of Folly. I thall tell you 
A pretty tale, it may be you have heardit, 


But fince it ferves my purpofe, I will venture 
To fcale’t a little more, gi ; 


2cu. Well, 


BF) q 


3 


4 


Mfc heat it, Sir: yet you muft not think, 

To fobb off our difgrace witha tale: 

Bat and’c pleafe you deliver. 

| Men, There wasatime, when all the bodies Members 
Rebell’d againft the Belly , thusaccus’dit,; 


+That only like a Gulf it did remain 


| WP th’ mid’ft o’th’ Body, idle and unactive, 


ng 


| What could the, Belly anfwer,?- 


WStill cuabbording the Viand,. never bearing 

iLike labour with the reft, wherech’ other [nftruments 

Did fee, and hear, devife, inftruct, walk, feel, 

And mutually participate, did minifter 

Mntothe Appetite, and affection common 

Of the whole Body, the Belly anfwer,’d 
2Cit. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the Belly. 
Men. Sir, Ufhall tell you with a kind of finile, 

W hich ne’er came from the Lungs, .but even-thus: 


WFor look you, L-may make the Belly fmile, 


sAs wellas fpiak’, it tauntingly reply’d ° 
To th? difcontented Members, the mutinous parts 
That envied.his receit : even fo moft fitly, 
As you malign our Senators, for that 
‘They are not fuch as you. 

2Cit. Your Bellies anfwer : What 


‘|The Kingly Crown’dhead, the vigilant Eye, 
The Counfellor Heart, the Arm our Souldier, - 


Our Steed the Leg,:the Tongue our Trumpeter 5 
With other Manimests and petty helps 
Inthis our Fabrick, if that they-————. 

Men, Whatthen? For me, this fellow fpeaks. 
What then? Whatthen? 

2Cit, Should bythe Cormorant Belly be reftrain’d, 


|} Whois the fink 0’th’ body. 


Men. Well, .wehat then ? ¢ 


+ Cit. The former Agents, if they did complain, 


Men, 1 will tell you, ; 
If yow’l beftowa fmall (of what you have little) 


' } Patience a while; yout hear the Bellies anfwer. 


2Cit. Y’are long about it. 
| Men, Note methis, good Friend 5 
Your moft grave Belly was delibérate, 
Not rafh like his Accufers, and thus anfwered ¢ 
Truc is it, my incorporate Friends (quoth he) 
That I receive the general Food.at frit 


} Which you do live upon : and fit itis, 


Becaufe Iam the Store-houje, and the Shop 
Of the whole body. Butif you do remember, 
1 fend it through the Rivers of your Blood 
Even tothe Gourt, th? Heart, to th? feat o’th’ Brain, 
And through the Cranks and Offices of Man, _ 
i The ftrongeft Nerves, and fiuall inferiour Veins 
From mereceive,that natural competency 
Whereby they lfve, And though that all at once, 
(You, my good Friends, this fays the Belly) mark me. 
2Cu. 1, Sir, well, well. 
Men, Though all at once, cannot 
See whatI do deliver out tocachs «| 
YetI.can make my,Avdit up, that all 
From medo back receive the flowr.of all, , 
And leave me but the Bran. ‘Whar fay you to’t ? 
2 Cit. It was an anfwer, how apply you this ? 
Men, The Senators of Rome, are this good Belly, 
| And you, the mutinous Menibers : For examine 
Their Counfels, and their Care; difgeft things rightly, 
Touching the Weal o’th’ Common, you fhall find 


_|No publick benefit which you receive, 


But it proceeds, or comes fromthemto you, 
And no way from your {elves.." What do you think ? 
You, the great Toe of this Aflembly ? 
a Cit. I the great Toc ? Why the great Toe? 
-Men. For that being one o’th? Jowelt, bafeft, pooreft 
Of this molt wife Rebellion, thou goeft formolt : 
Thon Reafcal,’ that art worft in Blood to run, 
Lead’it firit to win fome vantage. 


Rn 
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But make you ready your {tiff Bats.and Clubs, 
Rome, and her Rats, are at the point of Battel ; 
The gne fide muft have Bail. 

Enter Caius Martius. 
Hayl, Noble A4artins. 

Mur.Thanks. W hat’s the matter, you diflentious Rogues? 
That rubbing the poor itch of your Opinion, 
Make your felves Scabs. ‘ 

2 Cit, We have ever your good word. 
Mar, He that will give good words to thee, will flatter 
Beneath aBbhorring. What would you have, you Curs, 
That like not Peace, nor War? The oneaffrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that truftsto you, 
Where he fhould find you Lions, finds you Hares: 
Where Foxes, Geeft you are: No furer, no, 
Than is the coal of Fire upon the Ice, 
Or Hailftone in the Sun.. Your Virtueis, 
To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdues him, 
And curfe that Juftice did it.” Who deferves Greatnefs, 
Deferves your Hate: and your Affections are 
A fick mans Appetite ; who defires moft that 
Which would encreafe his evil. He that depends 
Upon your favours, fwims with finns of Lead, 
And hews down Oaks with rufhes. Hang ye: truft ye? 
With every Minute you do change a Mind, 
And call him Noble, that was now your Hate: 
‘Him vile, that was your Garland. What’sthe matter, 
That in thefe feveral places of the City, 
You cry againft the Noble Senate, who 
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elfe 
Would feed on one another ? What’s their fecking # 
Aden. For Corn at their own rates, whereof they fay, 
The City is well ftor?d. 
Mar, Hang’em: They fay, 
They’l fit by th’ Fire, and prefame' to know 
What’s done i’th’ Capitol : _Who’s like to rife, 
Whotthrives,and who declines : Side Factions, and give out 
Conjectural Marriages, making parties ftrong, 
And feebling fuch-as ftand not in their liking, 
Below their cobled Shoes. They fay, there’s Grain enough, 
Would the Nobility lay afide their Ruth; 
And let me ufe my Sword, I’de make a Quarry 
With thoufands of thefe quarter’d Slaves, as high 
As I could pick my Lance. 
Men. Nay, thele are almoft throughly perfuaded ; 
For thovgh abundantly they lack difcretion, 
Yet are they pafling cowardly. But, I befeech you, 
W hat fays the other Troop? 

Mar. They are diflolv’d : Hang em; 
They faid they were an hungry, figh’d forth Proverbs, 
That Hunger broke Stone walls: that Dogs muft eat, 
That Meat was made for Mouths. That the Gods fent not 
Corn for the Rich men only: With thefe fhreds 
They vented their Complainings, which being anfwer’d, 
And a Petition granted them, a ftrange one, 
To break the heart of generofity, 
And make bold power look pale, they threw their Caps 
Asthey would hang them on the horns o’th’ Moon, 
Shooting their Emulation. 

Men. What is granted them ? 

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms, 
Of their own choice. One’s funins Brutus, 
Sicinins Velutus, andl know not. S’death, 
The rabble fhoald have firft unroo’ft the City 
F’re fo prevail’d with me ; it willin time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater Themes 
For Infurrections arguing, 

Men, Thisis ftrange. 

Mar. Go get you home, you Fragments, 

Enter a Meffenger haftily. 

Mef. Where?s Caius Martius ? 

Mar. Here: what's, the matter? 

Me{. The News is, Sir, the Volfcies are in Arms. 

Adar.) am glad on’t, then we fhall have means to vent 


Our 
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Our multy fuperfiuity. See our beft Elders. 


A 
Enter Tullus Anfidinus with Senators of Coriolus, 


Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus 1 Sen. S05 your Opinion is, Aufidius, 
Lucius, with other Senators. .That they of Rome are entred in our Counfels, 
And know how we proceed. 
1 Sen. Martius, "tis true, that you have lately toldus,| Auf. Isit not yours ? 


The Vol/cies are in Arms. Whatever hath been thought on in this State, 
Mar. They have a Leader, That could be brought to bodily act, e’re Réme ~ 
Tullus Aufidins that will put you to’t : Had circumvention? °tis not four Days gone 
I fin in envying his Nobility : | Since I heard thence, thefe are the words, I think 
And were I any thing but what Iam, Ihave the Letter here, yes, here itis; ae 
I could wifh me only, he. They have preft a power, butit is not known Aap 
Com, You haye fought together ? Whether for Eaft or Weft: the Dearth is great, ; 
Mar. Were halfto half the World by th’ ears, and he | The People Mutinous: And it is rumour’d # 
Upon my party, ’de revolt to make Cominus, Martius your old Enemy; i 
Onely my Wars with him. Heisa Lion (Who is of Rome worie hated than of you) 
That 1am proud to hunt. ,- And Titus Lucius, a moft valiant Roman, 7 
1 Sen, Then worthy dadgins Thefe three lead on this Preparation ~ Oe 
Attend upon Cominius to thefe Wars. | Whither ’tis bent: moft likely, tis for yous ea 
Com, It is your former promife. Confi¢er of it. i 
Mar. Sir, itis, : 1 Sen, Our Army’s in the Field : . 
AndI:am conftant: Zitus Lucius, thou We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 
Shalt fee me once more ftrike at Tillus’s Face. To anfwer us. - , i 
What art thou ftiff ? Stand’ft out ? Auf, Nor did you think it folly, laat 
Tit. No, Caius Martius, To keep your great pretences veil’d, till when ee 
Ile lean upon one Crutch, and fight with tother They needs muft fhews themfelves, which in the hatching ie 
E’re {tay behind this bufinefS. It feem’d appear’d to Rome, By the difcovery, ais | 
Men, ‘Oh true-bred. We fhall be fhortned in our aim, which was 
Sen, Your company to’th? Capitol, where 1 know To take in many Towns, e’re (almoft) Rome - 
Our greateft Friendsattend us. Should know we are a-foot. 
Tit. Lead you on: Follow Cominius, we muft follow. |, 2 Sen, Noble Aufidius, 
you, right worthy your Prioritie. Take your Commiflion, hie youto your Bands, 
Com, Noble Martius. Let us.alone to guard Coriolus : Z 
. Sen. Hence.to your homes, be gone. If they fet down before’s, for the remove i: 
Mar, Nay, let them follow, Bring up your Army : But (I think) you’l find 3) 
The Volfeies have much Corn: take thefe Rats thither Th’ have not prepar’d for us. ia 
To gnawtheir-Garners. Worfhipful Mutiners, Auf. QO, doubt not that, ; 
Your valour puts well forth: Pray, follow. [Exeunt.| 1 fpeak from certainties. Nay more, ds 
[Citizens fieal away. anent Sicin, and Brutus.) Some parcels of their Power are forth already; © bp 
Siciz. Was ever man fo proud, as is this AZartius ? And only hitherward. I leave your Honours, 4 ; 
Bru, He has no eqnal. If we, and Caius Martius chance tomeet, We 
Sic. When we were chofen Tribunes for the People |’Tis fworn between us, we fhall ever ftrike, oe 
Bru. Mark’d you his Lip and. Eyes. Fill one can do no more. %. 
Sic; Nay,. but his taunts. All. The Gods affiit you. ee sn 
Brn, Being mov’d, he will not fpare to gird the Gods. Auf. And keep your Honours fafe. 
Sic. Be-mock the modeft Moon. 1 Sen, Farewell. 
Bru. “The prefent Wars devour him, he is grown 2 Sen. Farewel. 
Too proud to be fo valiant. All, Farewel, ) [Exen nt omnes.) 


Sicin. Such a Nature, tickled with good fuccefs, dif- 
dains the fhadow which he treads on at noon, but 1 do} Evter Volumnia and Virgilia, A4orher and Wife to Martius: 


‘wondér, his Infolence can brook to be commanded under They fet them down on two low Stoolsy, and Sew. 
Cominius 2 Fs + ah 
Bru, Fame, at the which he ayms, Volu. I pray you, Daughter, fing, or exprefs your felf 
In whom already he.is well grac’d, cannot ina more comfortable fort: 1f my Son were my Hu 
Better beheld, nor more attain’d than by band, I would freelier rejoyce in that abfence wherein he 
A place below the firft: for what mifcarries won Honour, than in the embracements of his Bed, 
Shall be the General’s fault, though he perform where he fhould fhew moft love. When yet he was but} 
To th’ utmoft of a man, and giddy cenfure tender-bodied, and the only Son of my Womb, when. 
Will then cry out of Afartins y Oh, if he Youth with Comlinefs pluck’d all gaze his way : when 
Had born the bufinefs. for a Day of Kings entreaties, a Mother fhould not fell] 
Sic. Befides, if things go well, him an hour from her beholding, I confidering how Ho- 
Opinion, that fo fticks on AZartins, fhall ‘nour would become fuch a Perfon, that it was no better 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. than Picture-like to hang by th? wall, if Renown made it 
Bru. Come: half all Comsnins’s Honours are to Adartius, | not ftir, was pleas’d to let him feek Danger, where he} ” 
‘Though Aéartius carn?’d them not: and all his faults was like to find Fame: Toa cruel War Ifent him, from) 
To Martius fhall be Honours, though indeed whence he return’d, his Brows bound with Oak. I tell 
In at he —- ae . : re ae I fprang no more in joy at firft hearing 
zc, Let’s hence, and hear € was a Man-child, than now in firft feei rO- 
How oe are noe made, and in what fafhion, ved hinifelfa Man. - Bee ne had yy 
More than his fingularity,; he goes Virg. But had: he died in how 
Upon this prefent Action oan z then? . ee ales, ae 


Bru. Levs along. « - Volum. Then his good Report fhould have been my 
if Be [Exeunt,| Son, I therein would have found iflue, Heare me pro 
fels |. 


qers. 
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fefS fincerely, had 1 a dozen Sons each in my love alike, 
and none lefs dear than thine, and my good AZartins, | 
had rather had eleven dye Nobly for their Countrey, than 


one voluptuoufly furfeit out of Action. 
Enter a Gentlewoman. 


Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifit you. 
Virg. Befeech you, give me leave toretire my felf. 
Volum. Indeed thou fhalt not : 
Methinks, I hear hither your Husband’s Drum : 
See him pluck dufidius down by th? Hair: 
As Children from a Bear ) the Yolfcies {hunning him : 
Methinks I fee him ftamp thus, and call thus, 
Come on, ye Cowards, you were got in fear 
Though you were born in Rome 5 his bloody brow, 
With his mail’d hand, then wiping, forth he goes 
Liketo a Harveft-man, what’s task’d to mow, 
Or all, or lofe his hire. 
Virg. His bloody Brow ? Oh Jupiter, no Blood. 
Volum, Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 
Than gilt his Trophy. The breft of Hecuba 
When the did fuckle Heétor, look’d not lovelier 
Than Hector’s Forehead, when it fpit forth Blood 
At Grecian Swords contending: tell Valeria ab 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent, 
Virg. Heavens blefs my Lord from fell Aujidius. 
Vol, He'll beat Aufidiws’s Head below his Knee, 
And tread upon his'Neck. 


Enter Valeria mith an Ufher, and a Gentlemoman. 


Val, My Ladies both, good day to you. - 
Vol. Sweet Madam. ; 
Vir. Lam glad to fee your Ladyfhip. ‘ 
Val. How do you both? You are manifelt Honfe-keep- 
What are you fewing here ? A fine fpot in good 
faith. How does your little fon? 
Vir. \ thank your Lady-fhip: Well, good Madam. 
Vol. He hadrather fee the Swords, and hear a Drum, 
than look upon his Schoolmafter. ; 
Val. A my word the Fathers Son: Ple fwear ’tis a 
very pretty Boy. A my trothl look’d upon hima Wed- 
wefday half an hour together: h’as fucha confirm’d coun- 
tenance. I faw him run after a gilded Butterfly, and 
when he caught it, he let it go again, and after it again, 
and over andover he comes, andup again, and caught it 
again: or whether his fall enrag’d him, or how twas, he 
did fo fet his teeth, and tear it. Oh, I warrant how he 
{mammockt it. 
Vol, One o’s Fathers moods. — 
‘Val, Indeed Ja, 2tisa Noble Child. 
Virg. ACrack, Madam. 
Val. Come, lay afide your ftitchery, I muft have you 
play the idle Hufwife with me this afternoon, 
Virg. No (good Madam) 
I will not. out of Doors. 
Val. Not out of Doors? 
Vol, She fhall, fhe fhallk 
Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience ; le not over the 
threfhold, till my Lord, »return from the Wars. ° 
Val, Fie, you confine your felf moft unreafonably : 
Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lies in. 
Virg. \ will with her {peedy ftrength, and vifit her with 
my Prayers, but I cannot go thither. 
Vol, Why, I pray you? 
 Virg. *Visnotto.fave labour, nor that I want love. 
Val. You would be another Pevclope: yet they fay, all 
the Yarn fhe fpun in Ulyfes’s abfence, did but fill Jehaca 
full of Mothes. Come, I would your Cambrick were fen- 
fible as your Finger, that you might leave pricking it for 
pity. Come, you hall go with us. 
Virg, No, good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not 


1 forth. 
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Val. Yn truth Ja go with me, and Ple tell you excellent 
News of your Husband. 
Vir, Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. 
| Val. Verily I do not jeft with you; there came News 
from him laft Night. : 
Vir. Indeed, Madam ? 
__ Val. In earneft it’s true; 1 heard a Senator fpeak it, 
Thus it is: the Volfcies have an Army forth, again{t whom 
Comimins the General is gone, with one part of our Ro- 
man Power. Your Lord, and Titus Lucius are fet down. 
before their City Coriolus, they nothing doubt prevail- 
ing, and to make it brief Wars. This is true on mine 
Honour, and fo, I pray, go with us. : 
Vir, Give me excufe, good Madam, I will obey you in 
every thing hereafter. 
Vol. Lether alone, Lady, as the is now, 
She will but difeafe our better mirth, 
Val, \n troth, L think fhe vpuld : 
Fare you well then. Come, good {weet Lady. 
Prithee, Virgilia, turn thy folemne{s out a Door; 
And go along with us. 
Virz. No, 
Ata word, Madam; indeedI muft not, 
I wifh you much mirth. 
Val. Well, then farewel. 


[ Exeunt Ladies. 


Enter Martius, Titus Lucius, with Drum and Colours, 
with Captains and Souldiers, as before the City Coriolus: 
to them a Meffenger. 


Mart.“ Yonder comes News : 
A Wager they have met. 

Luc. My Horfe to yours, no, 

Mar, ’Tis done. 

Inc, Agreed. 

Mar, Say, ha’s our General met the Enemy ? 

Mef. They lye in view ; but have not fpoke as yet; 

Luc. So, the good Horfe is mine. 

Mart. Pile buy him of you. 

Luc. No,!le not fell, nor give him: Lend him you,! will, 
For half a hundred years; Summon the Town, 

Mar, How far off liesthefe Armies ? 

Mef. Within this mile and half, 

Mar. Then fhall we hear their Larum, and they Ours. 
Now, A4ars, I prithee make us quick in work: 
That we with fmoaking Swords may march from hence 
To help our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaft. 


They found a Parley, Enter two Senators with others on 
the Walls of Coriolus. 


Tullus Aufidins, is he within your Walls? 

1 Senat. No, nor a Man that fears you lefs than he; 
That?’s lefler than a little: [Drum afar off. 
Hark, our Drums 
Are. bringing forth our Youth : We'll break our Walls 
Rather than they fhall pound us up ; our Gates, 

Which yet feem fhut, we have but pinn’d with Rufhes, 
They’l open of themfelves. Hark you far off. 
{Alarum far off. 
There is Aufidins. Lift, what work he makes 
Amongft your cloven Army. 
Mar. Oh, they are at it. 
Luc. Their noife be our inftruction. Ladders, hoe. 


Emer the Army of the Volf{cies. 


Mar. They fear us not, but iffue forth their City: 
Now put your Shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than Shields, 

Advance, brave Titus, 

They do difdain us much beyond our Thoughts, 

Which makes me fweat with wrath. Comeon, my fellows 
; s 


en 


Re 4 


262 


Patents ape ee 

He that retires, P’le take him for a Yolfcie, 
And he fhall feel mine edge. 

Alarnm; the Romans are beat back. to their Trenches. 
Enter Martius Curfing. 

Mar. All the contagion of the South, light on you, 
You thames of Rome: you Herd of Biles and Plagues 
Plaifter you o’re, that you may be abhorr’d 
Farther than feen, and one infect another 
Againft the Wind a mile: You Souls of Geefe, 

That bear the fhapes of Men, how have you run 
From Slaves, that Apes would beat ? Plutoand Hell, 
Ail hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale 
With flight and agued fear? mend, and charge home, 
Or by the Fires of Heaven, I’le leave the Foe, 
And make my Wars on you - Look to’t: Come on, 
If you't ftand faft, we’ll beat them to their Wives, 
As they us to our Trenches followed. 
"Another Alarum, and Martius follows them to 
the Gates, and is {hut in. 
| So, now the Gatesare ope: now prove good Seconds, 
Tis for the Followers, Fortune widens them, 
Not for the Flyers: Mark me, and do the like. 
Eater the Gates. 
1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs, not A. 
2Sol, Norl. . 
1 Sol. See they have fhut him in. 
Al, To th’ pot! warrant him. 
Enter Titus Lucius. 
Tit. What is become of Martius ? 
All. Slain (Sir) doubtlefs. 
1 Sol, Following the Flyers at the very heels, 
With them he enters ; who upon the fudden 
Clapt to their Gates: he is himfelf alone, 
To anfwer all the City. 
Luc. Oh Noble Fellow! 

Who fenfibly out-dares his fencelefs Sword, 

And when it Bows, ftand’ft up: Thou art left, Martins, 

A Carbuncle intire, as big as thou art, 

Were not foricha Jewel. Thou watt a Souldier 
Evento Calves with, not fierce and terrible 
‘Only in ftrokes, but with thy grim looks, and 
41 The Thunder-like percuflion of thy founds 
| Thou mad’ft thine Enemies fhake, as if the World 
Were feavorous, and did tremble. 


[ Alarum continues. 


Enter Martius bleeding, affaulted by the Enemy, 


1 Sol. Look Sir. 
Luc, O, tis Martius. 
Let’s fetch him off, or-make remain alike. 
[Thy fight, and all enter the City. 


Enter certain Romans with fpoils, 


1 Rom. This will | carry to Rome, 
2 Rom, And I this. 
3 Rom. A Mourrain on’t, I took this for Silver. [Exeunt. 
{Alarum continues fiill a far off. 


Enter Martius, and Titus with a Trumpet, 


Mur, See here, thefe Movers, that do prize their hours 
- | Atacrack’d Drachm, Cufhions, Leaden Spoons, 
Irons of a Doit, Doublets that Hangmen would 
Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe Slaves, 
E?re yet the fight be done, pack up, down with them. 
And hark, what noife the General makes : Tohim, 
There is the Man of my Souls hate, Aufidins, 
| Piercing our Romans : Then Valiant Zztus take 
Convenient Nambers to make good the City, 
| Whilft I with thofethat have the Spirit, will hatte 
To help Comins. 
Lic. Worthy Sir, thoubleed’it, 
| Thy exercife hath been too violent. 
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For a fecond courfe of Fight. 
Mar. Sir, praife me not: 
My work hath yet not ward me. Fate you well. F 
The Blood I drop, israther Phyfical call 
Than Dangerous tome. To Anfidius, thus will appear} | 
Luc. Now the fair Goddefs Fortune, (and ae 
Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms i s) 
Mifvuide thy Oppofers Swords, bold Gentleman ; i io 
Proiperity be thy Page. ' 
Mar. Thy Friend no lefs, 
Than thofe fhe placeth higheft : So farewel. 
Luc. Thou worthielt Afartins, 
Go found thy Trumpet in the Market -place, 
Call thither all the Officers o’th’ Town, 
Where they fhall know our mind. Away. 


Com. Breathe you, my friends,well fought, we are come a 
Like Romans, neither Foolifi in our ftands, “(off 
Nor Cowardly in retire: Believe me, Sirs, ee 
We fhall be charg’d again. Whiles we have ftruck ~ ap 
By interimns and conveying guits, we have heard 
The Charges of ourFriends. The Roman Gods 
Lead their fuccefles, as we wifh our own, oe 
That both our Powers, with fmiling Fronts encountfing, 
May give you thankful Sacrifice. Thy news ? a 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef.- The Citizens of Corzolus have iffued, 
And givento Lucius and to Martins Battel. 
1 faw our Party totheir Trenches driven, 
And then I came away. ne 
Com. Though thou fpeakeft trath, - ae " 
Methinks thou fpeak’{t not well. How long ist fince? | 
Mef. Above an hour, my Lord. he 
Com. ’Tis nota mile: briefly we heard their Drums. 
How could’ft thou in a mile confound an-hour, 
And bring thy News fo late? 
Mef. Spies of the Volfcies 
Held mein chace, that I was forc’d to wheel 
Three or four Miles about, elfe had I, Sir, 
Half an hour fince, brought my report. 
Enter Martius, ae 
Com. Whofe yonder, oa 


That does appear as he were Flea’d? O Gods, ip 
He has the ftamp of Martius, and 1 have ee | 
Before time feen him thus. 4 
Mar, Come! too late ? a 
Com. The Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Tabet} 
More than I know the Sound of Adartins’s Tongue 
From every meaner Man. a 
Mar, Come | too late ? ae 
Com, I, if you come not in the Blood of others, = | 
But mantied in your own. al 
Mar. Oh! let me clip ye . 
In Armsas found, as when I wood in Heart ; 
As merry as when our Nuptial Day was done, 
And Tapers burnt to Bedward. Aa 
Titus Luciws!) 
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Com, Flower of Warriors, how is’t with 

Mar. As witha Manbufied about Decrees : 
Condemning fome to Death, and fometo Exile, 
Ranfoming him, or pitying, threatning th’ other; 
Holding Coriolxs in the name of Rome, 
Even likea fawning Grey-hound in the Leafh, 
To let him flip at will. 

Com, Whereis that Slave 
Which told me they had beat you to your T renches? 
Where is he ? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let himalone, 
He did inform thetruth : But for our Gentlemen, 
The common file, (a Plague Tribunes for them) ; 
The Moufe ne’re fhunn’d the Cat, as they did budge 
From Rafcals worfe than they. ah 
Com. But how prevail’d you? 
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Mar, Will thetime ferve totell? I do not think: 
‘| Whereisthe Enemy ? Are you Lords ’th’ Field? 

Afnot, why ceafe youtill youare fo? 

Com, Martins, we have at difadvantage fought, 
And did retire to win our purpofe. 

Mar. How lies their Battel ? Know you on what fide 
they have plac’d their Men of truft ? 

Com. As | guefs, Martius, 
Their Bands Vth’ Vaward are the Ancients 
Of their beft trult: O’re them Aufidins, 
Their very heart of Hope. 

Mar. \ do befeech you, 
By all the Battels wherein we have fought, 
By th’ Blood we have fhed together, 
By th’? Vows we have made 
‘| To endure Friends, that you directly fet me 
Againit Aufidius, and his Antiats, 
And that you not delay the prefent (but 
Filling the Air with Swords advanc’d) and Darts, 
We prove this very hour. 

Com, Though I could wifh 
You were conducted toa gentle Bath, 
And Balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
| Deny your asking, take your choice of thofe 
That beft can aid your action. 
| Mar. Thofeare they 

That moft are willing , if anyfuch be here? 
(Asit ’*twere finto doubt) that love this painting 
Wherein you fee me finear’d, if any fear 
Lefler his perfon, than an ill report: 
If any.think, brave death out-weighs bad life, 
And that his Country’s dearer than himfelf, 
Let him alone, (or, fo many fo minded) 
Wave thus, to exprefs his difpofition, 


| And follow AZartius. : 


They all fhout, and wave their Swords, take him up in their 
Arms, and cast up their Caps, 

Oh me alone, make youa Sword of me: 

If thefe fhews be not outward, whichof you 

But is four Volfciés ? None of you, butis 

Able to bear againft the great Aufidius. 

A Shield as hardas his. A certain number 

(Though thanks to all) muft I felect from all : 

The reft fhall bear the bufinefs in fome other fight 

As caufe will be obey’d: pleafe you to march, 

And four fhall quickly draw out my Command, 

Which Men are beft inclin’d. 
Com. March on, my fellows: 

Make good this oftentation, and you fhall 

Divide in all, with us. LExemt. 

Titus Lucius, having fet 4 Guard upon Coriolus, going 
with Drum and Trumpet toward Cominius, and Caius 
Martius, Evters with a Lieutenant, other Souldiers, and 
a Scout, 


Luc. So, let the Ports be guarded; keep your Duties 
AsI have fet them down. If 1 do fend, difpatch 
Thofe Centuries to our aid, the reft will ferve 
For a fhort holding ; ifwe lofe the Field, 
We cannot keep the Town. 

Liew, Fear not our care, Sir. 

Luc. Hence; and fhut your Gates upon’s : 
Our Guider come, to th? Roman Camp conduct us. [Exit 

{ Alarum as in Battel, 


Enter Martius and Aufidius at feveral Doors. 


Mar, Vie fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worfe than a Promife-breaker. 

Auf, We hate alike : 
Not -4frick owns a Serpent I abhor 
More than thy Fame and Envy : Fix thy Foot. 

Mar. Let the firft Budger die the others Slave, 


And the Gods doom him after. 
Auf, lf Lilie, Adartius, hollow me like a Hare. 
Mar, Within thefe three hours Talus 
Alone I fought in your Coriolus Walls, 
And made what work I pleas’d : ?Tis not my Blood, 
Wherein thou feeft me maskt, for thy Revenge 
Wrench up thy power to th’ highelt 
Auf, Wer’t thou the Hettor, 
That was the whip of your bragg’d Progeny, 
Thou fhould’ft not fcape me here. 
flere they fight, and certain Vol{cies come to the aid of 
Aufid. Martius fights till they be driven in breathlep. 
Officious and not valiant, you have fham’d me 
In your condemned Seconds. 


Flourifh, Alarum, A Retreat is founded, Enter at one 
Door Cominius, with the Romans: At another Door 
Martius, weth his Arm in a Scarf. 


Com. IfI fhould tell thee o’re this thy Days work, 
Thou’lt not believe thy deeds: but Ve reportit, 
Where Senators fhall mingle tears with fmiles, 

W here great Patricians fhall attend, and fhrug. 

Ich’ end admire : where Ladies fhall be frighted, 

And gladly quak’d, hear more: wherethedull Tribunes, 
That with the fufty Plebeians, hate thine Honours, 

Shall fay againft their hearts, we thank the Gods 

Our Rome hath fuch a Souldier. 

Yet cam’ft thou toa Morfel of this Feaft, 

Having fully din’d before. 


Enter Titus with his Power, from the Purfuit, 


Titus Lucius, Oh General : 
Here is the Steed, we the Caparifon : 
Hadft thou beheld 
Mar, Pray now, no more: 
My Mother, who has aCharter to extol her Blood 
When fhe does praife me, grieves me: 
Ihave done as you have done, that’s what I can, 
Induc’d as you have been, that’s for my Country : 
He that has but effected his good will, 
Hath overta’ne mine Act. 
Com. You fhall not be the Grave of your deferving, 
Rome mult know the value of her own: 
*T were a Concealment worfe thana Theft, 
No lefs than a Traducement, 
To hide your doings, and to filence that, 
Which to the fpire and top of praifes vouch’d, 
Would feem but modeft : therefore, 1 befeech you, 
in fign of what you are, not to reward 
What you havedone, before our Army hear me. 
Mar. \ have fome wounds upon me, and they finart 
To hear themfelves remembred. 
Com, Should they not: 
Well might they felter ’gainft ingratinde, 
And tent themfelves with death: of all the Horfes, 
Whereof we have ta’ne good, and good ftore of all, 
The Treafure in this Field atchiev’d, and City, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta’ne forth, 
Before the common diftribution, 
Atyour only choice. 
Mar, \ thank you, General : 
But cannot make my heart confent to take 
A Bribe, to pay my Sword: | do refufe it, 
And ftand upon my common part with thofe, 


? 


+ That have beheld the doing, 


Al long flourifh. \ They all cry, Martius, Martius, caf up 
their Caps and Lawnces: Cominius ard Lucits frand 
bare. 


Mar, May thefe fame Inftruments, which you prophane, 
Never found more: when Drums and Trumpets fiall 
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| th? Field prove flatterers, let Courts and Cities be Hath not that henout i’t It had: For where 

| Made of all falfe-fac’d foothing : [ thought. to crufy hima anlequal Porcey == taf 

| When Steel grows foft, as the Parafices Silk, True'Sword to Sword = Ple pore h at himfeme wayytim 
Let himbe made an Overture for th’ .Wars: Ox Wath, or Craftinay get ‘him. : Ree) 
No more, I fay, for that I have not wafh?d Sol. Hes the Devils 5 i 
My Nofe that bled, or foild fome debile wretch, Anf, Bolder, though net fo fubile : my valor’s pot 
Which without note, here’s many elfe have done, With only fuffering ita by hit: for him = 9 97e3 
You fhout me forth in acclamations hyperbolical, Chall fie outof-it felf, nor fleep,: ner tanetianyyyss ; 

| As if I lov’d my little fhould be dicted | Being, naked,’ fick 5 nor Phane, not Capitol, . 
Iu praifes, fawe’d with Lies. lhe Prayers of Priefts, ner ume of Sacrifiee : 

Com. Too modeft are you: Embarquements all of Fury fhall lift up 

More cruel to your good report, than grateful Their rotten Priviledge, end Cuftom *gaintt 
| Tous, that give you truly : by your patience, My hate to Adartias. Where [find him, wereit ‘ 
|1f againft your felf you be incens’d, we'll put.you At home , upon my Brothers Guard, even there 1 728 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in Manacles, Againft the Hofpitable Cannon, would I i Se 
Then reafon fafely with you: Therefore be it known, Wath my fierce-hand in’s heart. Go you tothe Citys 9 
As to us, to all the World, that Cazus Martius Learn how tis held, and what they are that molt ee 
Wears this Wars Garland: in token of the which, Be Hoftages for Rome. _ 
My noble Steed, known to the Camp, I give him, Sol. Will not you go ? ae 
With all his trim belonging, and from this time, Auf, 1am attended at the Cyprus Grove. I prayyoull 
For what he did before Cortolus, call him, (Tis South the City Mill) bring me word thithr - 997 
With all th’ applaufe and clamor of the Holt, How the World goes, that to the pace of it 
Martius Caius Coriolanus, Bear th? addition Nobly ever ? | 1 may fpur on iy Journey. 
Flourifh. Trumpets found, and Drums. Sol. 1 fall, Sir. 

Omnes. Martinus Caius Cortolanus, ‘ 

Mar. \ will go phen ; ee ch ar Nip is Sar ai 
And when my Face is fair, you fhall erceive qa.) 

Whether I bluth, or no: *Howbcit, F shank you. Adlus Secundus . 

I mean to ftride your Steed, andat all times : 
To under-creft your good Addition, Enter Menenius with the two Tribunes of the P 
Toth’ fairnefs of my power. Sicinius avd Brutus. 

Com. So, toour Tent: ae 
Where, e?re we do repofe us, we will write Men, The Augurer tells me, we fhail have News t 
To Rome of our fuccefs :- you Titus Lucins Night. Loo oF la 
Muft to Coriolus back, fend us to Kome Bru. Good or bad? é Bie 
The beft, with whom wemay articulate, Men, Not according to the Prayer of the People; ic 
For their own good, and ours. they love not. AZartius. 3 i, 

Luc. \hhall, my Lord. Sicin. Nature teaches Beafts to know their Friends: 5 

Mar. The Gods begin to mock me ; Men, Pray you, whodoes the Wolf Jove? 5° 90m 
I that now refus’d moft Princely gifts, Sicin. The Lamb. oat 
Am bound to beg of my Lord General. Men. 1,to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians W 

Com, Take’t, ’tis yours, what is’t ? the Noble AZartins. : : BF 

Mar. \fometime lay here in Cortolus, Bru, Hes a Lamb indeed, that baesilike a Bear. 

At a poor mans Houfe: He us’d me kindly. Men, He's a Bear indeed, that lives like a Lamb: 
He cry’d to me: I faw him Prifoner : Youtwo are Old Men, tell me one thing that Ih 
But then -ufidius was within my view, you. 

And wrath o’re-whelm’d my pity: I requeft you Both, Well, Sir. a 
To give my poor Hoft freedom. Men. In what enormity is AZertins poor ims that 

Com. Oh well begg’d : ; two have not in abundance ¢ 
Were he the Butcher of mySon, he fhould Bru, He’s poor in no one fault, but {tor’d with all, 
Be free as is the Wind, deliver him, Z7tus. Sicin. Efpecially Pride. 

Luc, Martinus, his name. Bru. And topping'all others in boaft. 1 pi 

Mar. By Fupiter, forgot : Men. This is ftrange now: Do you two know, 

|] am weary, yea my Memory is tir’d: you are cenfured here in the City, I mean of us o°th’ righ) 
Have we no Wine here ? , hand File, do you? ae 


Com, Go weto our Tent: Bru, Why ? how are we cenfured ? a 


The Blood upon your Vifage drics, Lis time Men, Becaufe you talk of Pride new, will younot bi 
It fhould be look’d too: come. [Exeunt. ioe 


- 


A Flourifh.Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius, bloody, mith for a very little il 
twoor three Souldters. f Patience: 
angry at jour 
Auf, The Town ista’ne. eafure to yO, 
Soul, ?T willbe deliver’d back on good Condition. d.) Sa 
Auf. Condition ? 
I would 1 werea Roman, For i cannot, | Men, 1 know you can do v 
Being a Yolfere, be, that 1 ani. Condition? ‘ \helps are many, or elfe your actions 
What good Condition can a Treaty find drous fingle : your abilities are too Infant-like, ft 
Pili? part that is at mercy’ five times, Martius, muchalone. Youtalk of Pride: Oh, that you Com” 
[have fought with thee ; fo often haft thou beat,me: your Eyes toward the Napes of your Necks, aad |! 
And would’ft do fo, I think, fhould we encounter but an interior furvey of your good felves. Oh that y 
As oftenas we eat. By the Elements, could ! a: 
(f ere again I meet him:beard to beard Men, What then, Sir ? 
Hes mine, cr fam his: Mine Emulation . Men, Why. them you fhould difcover 


The Tragedy 


‘| meriting, proud, violent, teity Magiftrates ( alias Fools) 
jas any in Rome. 
Sicin. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 
Men) 1 am known to be a humorous Patrician, and 
one that loves acupof hot Wine with not a drop of allay- 
ing Tiber in’t : Said to be fomething imperfect in favou- 
tingthe firft complaint, hafty and Tinder-like upon, to 
trivial motion: One, that converfesmore with the But- 
tock of the Night, than with the Fore-head of the Mor- 
ning. What I think utter, and fpend my. Malice in my 
Breath. Meeting two’fuch Weals-men as you are ( [.can- 
not call you Licurguffes) if the drink you give me, touch 
my Palat adverfly, 1 make a crooked face at it. I can fay, 
your Worfhips have deliver’d the matter well, . when 
‘}i find the Afs in compound with the Major part of 
your Syllables. And though 1 muft be content to bear 
“| with thofe, that fay you are Reverend Grave, yet they lye 
“Tdeadly, that tell you have good Faces ; if you fee this in 
_|the Map of my Microcofm, follows it that 1 am known 
Twell cnough too? VVhat harm can your Befom Con- 
Hfpectuities glean out of this Chara¢ter, if 1 be known 
“\well enough too ? 
Bru, Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 
| Men. You know neither me, your felves, nor any 
_|thing : yow are ambitious for poor Knaves Caps and 
Legs: You wear out a good wholefom Fore-noon, 10 
|hearing a Caufe between an Orange-wife, anda Faufet- 
lfeller, and then rejourn the Coutroverfie of three-pence 


_ {to a fecond day of Audience. © VVhen you are Hearing a 
“matter between a Party and-Party, if you chance to be 
Ypinch’d with the Cholick, you make Faces like Mum- 
‘jmers, fet up the bloody: Flag againft all Patience, and 
Jin roaring for a Chamber-pot, difmifs the Controverifie 
|bleeding, the more intangled by: your hearing : All the 
Peace youmake in their Canfe, is calling both the Parties 
Knaves. You area Pair of ftrange ones. 

_ Bru, Come, come, you are well underftood to be a 
perfecter gyber for the Table, than a neceflary Bencher 
} in the Capitol. : 
9 den, Ow very Priefts muft become Mockers,. if they 
4} hall encounter fuch ridiculous Subjects as you are , when 
} you fpeak beit unto the purpofe , it is not worth the wag- 
“ging of your Beards, and your Beards deferve not fo 
honourable a Grave, as to ftuffaBotchersCufhion, or to 
© Vbeintomb’din an Afles Pack-faddle, yet you muft be 
Vfaying, A4artius is proud : who in acheap eftimation, is 
| worthall your Predeceffors fince Dewcalion, though per- 
| adventure fome of the beft of ?em were hereditary Hang- 
} men.Good-e’en to your Worthips, more of your Conver- 
‘} fation would infect my Brain, being the Heardfmen of the 

| Beaftly Plebeians, Lwill be bold to take my leave of you. 
yee [Brutus aud Sicinius. Afide. 


; Enter Volumnia and Valeria. 
| How now(my as Fair as Noble)Ladies, 
| the Earthly, no Nobler 3 whither do you 

fo faft ? . 

>> Volum, onourable Menenius, my Boy, AZartius, approa- 
‘| ches : for the love of Juno let’s go. 
| Men. Ha? Martins coming home? 
‘| Voluzn. J,worthy Meneninsand with moft profperous Ap- 
7) ‘probation. . 
td| Men, Take my Cap, 

| Martins coming, home ? 

\] 2 Ladies. Nay, tis true. 
| Voliim, Look, here’s a Let 
| another, his Wife another, an 
home for you. 
~ Menen, \ will make my very houfe reel to night: 
ALetter for me ? 

Virgil. Yes, certain, there’s a Letter for you, I faw7t. 
|  Menen, A Letter for me? it gives me an Eftate of fe- 
} Venyears health, in which time, I will make 2 Lip at 


a 
ea 


and the Moon were 
follow your Eyes 


Jupiter and I thank thee : hoo, 


ter from him, the State hath 
d (1 think) there’s one at 


yy 


a 
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tes, 
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the Phyfician: The most Soveraign Prefeription in. Galen 
is but Empericktique , and to this Prefervative, .of no 
better report than a Horfe-drench. Is he not- wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded ? 

“irgil. Oh nQ, NOs No, oe 

Volum, Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for’t. 

_ Atenen. So do 1 too, ifhe be not too much: brings a 
Victory in his Pocket ? the wounds become him. 7 

_ Volum, On’s Brows: Adenemus, he comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland. 

Menen, Has be difciplin’d Aufidins found ly 2. 
Aifuins Got oe writes, they fought together , 
_ Menen, And? twas time for him too, Vie warrant him 
that: and he had ftay’d by him; I, would not have been 
fo fiddious’d, forall the Cheftsin Cortolus, and the Gold 
that’sin them, Is the Senate pofleit of this ¢ 

Volum, Good Ladies, let’s,go.. Yes,, yes, yes: The 
Senate has Letters from the General, wherein he.gives 
my Son the whole Name of the War, he hath in this 
Action out-donehis former Deeds doubly. 

Valer. In troth there’s woudrous things. fpokeof hin. 

Menen.: Wondrous ? 1, | warrant you, and not with- 
out his true Purchafing. 

Virgil, The Gods grant them true. 

Volum, True? pow waw. ; 

Mene. True? Vle be fworn they are true, where is 
he wounded, God fave your good Worthips ? A¢Zarhus 
iscoming home: he has morecaufe to be proud: where 
is he wounded ? 

Volum, Vth? Shoulder, and.i’th’-left Arm, there -will 
be large Cicatrices to fhew the People,when he fhall {land 
for his place : he receiv’d in the Repulfe of Tarquin 
hurts??th? Body. — . 

Men, One i’th’ Neck, and two ith’ Thigh, there’s nine 
that 1-know. 

Volum..He had, before his laft Expeditions twenty 
five Wounds upon him: 

Men. Now it’s twenty feven, every gafh was an 
mies Grave. Hark, the Trumpets. 

: [A Shout, and F lourith. 

Volum. Thefe are the Ufhers of Adartins : ; 
Before him, he carries Noife ; 

And behind him, he leaves Tears ¢ 
Death, that dark Spirit, in’s nervy Arm doth lye, 
Which being advane’d, declines, and then Men dye. ° 


but 


faye 
i¢ven 


Ene- 


in 


A Sonet. Trumpets found. Enter Cominius the General, and 
Titus Lucius : between them Coriolanus, Crown’d with an 
Oaken Garland,with Captains and Souldsers,and a Herald, 


Hera, Know, Rome, that all alone AZertins did fight 
Within Coriolus Gates: where he hath won, 
With Fame, a Name to AZartius Caius : 
Thefe in Honour follows, Adartius Cains, Coriolanus. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 
Sound. Flourifh. 

All, Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus, 

Corio. Nomore of this, it does offend my heart ; pray 
now no more. 

Com, Look, Sir, your Mother. 

_ Corio. Oh! you have;1 know, peti 
for my Profperity. 

Volum. Nay, my good Souldier, up : 
My gentle A@artius, worthy Caius, ‘ 
And by deed-atchieving Honour newly nam"d, 

What is it (Coriolanus ) muft I call thee ?> 
But oh, thy Wife. 
Corio, My gracious filence, hail: 
Would’ft thou have laugh’d, hadI come Coffin’d honte, 
That weep’it to fee me Triumph? Ah, my Dear, 
Such Eyes the Widows in Corsolus wear, 
And Mothers that lack Sons. 
Men, Now the Gods Crown thee. 
* Aaa 


tion’dall thé Gods 
[Kxeels. }. 


: 


Com, 


ae a an Se ee 


EN 
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_ 
Com. Andlive you yet? Oh my fweet Lady, Pardon. 
Volum. \ know not where to turn. 

Oh welcome home: and welcome General, 

And y’are welcome all. 

Men. Ahundred thoufand Welcomes : 

Icould weep, and I could laugh, 

Iam light, and heavy 5 welcome : 

ACurfe begin at very root on’s Heart, 

That isnot glad to fee thee. 

You are Three, that Aome fhould dote on: 

Yet by the Faith of Men, we have 

Some old Crab-trees here at home, 

That will not be grafted to your Relifh. 

Yet welcome Warriors : 

We call aNettle, buta Nettle ; 

And the faults of Fools but Folly. 

Com, Ever right. 

Cor. Menenius, every ever. 

Hera. Give way there, and go on. 
Cor, Your Hand, and yours? 

rein our own Houfe! do fhade my head, 

The good Patricians mutt be vifited, 

From whom I have receiv’d not only Greetings, 

But with them, change of Honours. 

Volum. 1 have lived, 
To fee inherited my very Withes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy 


‘| Only there’s one thing wanting, 


Which (1 doubt not) but our Rome 
Willcaft upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good Mother, 
I had rather be their S:rvant in my way, 
Than fway with them in theirs. 
Com, On, to the Capitol. [Flourifh. Cornets. 
[Exeunt in State, as before. 
Enter Brutus azd Sicinius. 
Bru. All Tongues {peak of him, and the bleared fights 
Are fpectacled to fee him. Your pratling Nurfe 
Into arapture lets her Baby cry, 
While fhe chats him: the Kitchin A4a/kin pins 
Her richeft Lockram "bout her reechy neck, 
Clambring the Walls to eye him: 
Stalls, Bulks, Windows, are fmother’d up, 
Leads fill’d, and Ridges hors’d 
With variable Complexions ; all agreeing 
InearneftnefS to fee him: feld-fhown Flamins 
Do prefs ’mong the popular Throngs, and puft 
To wina vulgar ftation? our veil’d Dames 
Commit the War of White and Damask 
In their nicely gawded Cheeks, to th’ wanton fpoil 
Of Phebus burning Kifles : fucha poother, 
As if that whatfoever God, who leads him, 
Were flily crept into his humane powers, 
And gave him graceful pofture. 
Sicin, On the fadden, 1 warrant him Conful. 
Bru, Then our Office may, during his Power, go fleep. 
Sicin. He cannot temp’rately tranfport his Honours, 
From where he fhould begin and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath won. 
Bru. In that there’s comfort. 
Sici, Doubt not, 
The Commoners, for whom we ftand,: but they 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget 
With the leaft caufe, thefe his new Honours, 
Which that he will give them, make as little queftion, 
As he is proud to do’t. 
Bru. \ heard him fwear 
Were he toftand for Gonfyl, never would he 
Appear ith? Market-place, nor on him put 
The Naples Velture of humility, 
Nor fhewing (as the manner is) his Wounds 
To th’ people, beg their ftinking breaths. 
Sicin, ?Yis right. 
Bru. \t was his word + 


( 


Oh he would mifs it, rather than carry it, 
But by the fuit of the Gentry to him, 3 
And the defire of the Nobles. ee 
Sicin. 1 wifh no better, than have him hol fi 

pofe, and to put it in execution. a that por i 
Bru, ?Tis mot like, he will. Be 
Sicin. It hall be to him then, as our good wi we 

deftruction. corel 
Bru, So it mutt fall out 

To him, or our Authorities, for an end. 

We mutt fuggelt the People, in what hatred 

He ftill hath held them: that to’s power he would 

Have made them Mules, filenc’d their Pleaders, 
And difproportioned their Freedoms; holding them, _ , 
In humane Aion, and Capacity, 1, 
Of no more Soul, nor fitnef$ for the World, 
Than Camelsin their War, who have their Provand _ o 
Only for bearing Burthens, and fore blows F 
For finking under them. 

Sicin. This (as you fay) faggefted, 
At fome time, when his foaring infolence 

Shall teach the People, which time fhall not want, 

If he be put upon’t, and that’s as cafie, 

Asto fet Dogs on Sheep, will be his fire 
To kindle their dry Stubble: and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Meffenger. 
Bru. What?s the matter ? 
Meff. You are fent for tothe Capitol : 

Tis thought, that Aertins fhall be Conful : 

I have feen the dumb men throng to fee him, we 
And the blind to hear him fpeak : Matrons flung Gloy as. | 
Ladies and Maids their Scarfs, and Handkerchiefs, 
Upon him, as he pafs’d : the Nobles bended 
As to Joves Statue, and the Commons made ame 
A Showre, and Thunder, with their Caps, and Shoutss” 

I never faw the like. a 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol, me; 

And carry with us Ears and Eyes for th’ time; cele 

But Hearts forthe event. an 
Sicin, Have with you. 


Enter two Officers, to lay Cufbions, as it were, am the Capit 


1 Off. Come, come, they are almoft here: how 
{tand for Confulfhips ? Wig Hy 
2 Off. Three, they fay: but7tis thought of every Olt) 
Coriolanus will carry it. ea 
1 Off. That’sa brave Fellow, but he’s vengeance proud) 
and loves not the Common People, a 
2 Off. Faith, there have been many great men U 
have flatter’d the People, who ne’re loved them,and th 
be many that they have loved, they know not wherefore +} 
fo that if they love they know not why,, they hate upon 


nobettera ground. Therefore, for Coriolanus neither 
care whether they love, or hate him, manifefts the tue 
knowledge he has in their difpofition, and out of his NO} 
ble carelefnefs lets them plainly fee’t. ay 
1 Off. If hedid not care whether he had their love, ot | 
no, he waved indifferently , *twixt doing them neltiel) 
good, nor harm: but he feeks their hate with gre 
devotion,than they can render it him ; and leaves nothing 
undone, that may fully difcover him their Oppolite. Now 
to feem to affect the Malice and Difpleafure of the ie 
ple, isasbad, asthat which he diflikes, to fatter We" 
for their love. : fe 
2 Off. He hath deferved worthily of his Counts 
And his afcent is not by fuch eafic degrees as thole, who 
having been fupple and courteous to the People, Bol 
netted, without any further deed, to have them at av® 
their eftimation, and report: buthe hath fo planted © 
Honours in their Eyes,and his Actions in their Heart 
for their Tongues to be filent, and not confefs fo mur 
were a kind of ingrateful injury: to report onheri 


| ee ere renee red he 
were a Malice, that giving it felf the Lye, would~pluck 
reproof and rebuke from every Ear that heard it. 

1 Of. Nomore of him, he’s a worthy man: 
| may, they are coming. 


make 


1 ASonet. Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the Peo- 
} ple, Littors before them; Coriolanus, Menenius , Comi- 
nius the Gon{ul : Sicinims and Brutus take their places by 
themfelues : Coriolanus frands. 


Men. Having determin’d of the Vol/cies, 

And to fend for Titus Lucius : it remains, 

} Asthe main Point of this our after-meeting, 

} To gratifie his Noble fervicc, that hath 

Thus ftood for his Country. Therefore pleafe you; 

Moft Reverend and Grave Elders, to delfire, 

The prefent Confil, and laft General, 

In our well-found Succefles, to repore 

} A little of that worthy Work perform’d 

By Martius Caius Cortolanus > whom 

}We met here, both to thank, and to remember 

With honours like himfelf. 

1 Sen. Speak, good Comins : 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 

Rather our State’s defective for requital, 

Than we to ftretch it out. Matters o’th’ People, 

Wedo requeft your kindeft Ear, and after, 

Your loving motion toward the common Body, 

} To yield what paffes here. 

Sicia. We are convented upon a pleafing Treaty » and 

}have Hearts iriclinable to Honour, and advance the Theam 

ofour Aflembly. 

| > Bru. Which the rather we fhallbe bleft to do , if he 

Tremember akinder value of the People, than he hath 

‘thereto priz’d them at. 

'} ” x%en. That?s off, that’s off: I would you rather had 

Hbeen filet: Pleafe you to hear Cominius {peak ? 

Bru. Moft willingly: but yet my Caution was more 
rtirent than the rebuke you give it. : 
Men. He loves your people, but tye himnot.to be their 

Bedfellow : Worthy Comiius, {peak. 

Coriolanus vifes, avd offers to go away. 

Nay, keep your place. 

Senat. Sit, Cortolanus, never fhame to hear 

PWhat you have Nobly done. 

> Corio. Your Honours pardon: 

Thad rather have my Wounds. to heal again, 

Than hear fay how | got them. 

Bru. Sir, | hope my words difbench’d you not ¢ 
Corio. No, Sir, yet oft, ; 

Wien blows have made me ftay, I fled from words. 

Vou footh’d not, therefore hurt not: but your People, 

Plove them as they weigh—— 

Men, Pray now, fit down. 

| Corio, Vhad rather have one fcratch my Head ?’th’ Sun, 

PWhen the Alarum were ftruck, thanidly fit. 

‘To hear my Nothings moniter’d. [ Exit Coriolanus. 
Men, Mafters of the People, 

Your multiplying Spawn how can he flatter ? 

That’s thoufand to one good one, when you now fee 

He had rather venture all his Limbs for Honour, 

Than oneo’s Ears to hear it. Proceed Commins, 

Com. I fhall lack Voice :. the Deeds of Cortolanus 

{Should not be utter’d feebly: it is held, 

That Valour is the chicfeft Virtue, and 


” } Moft dignifies the Haver : ifit be, Men, Do not ftand upon’t : . 
| The a I {peak of cannot in the World Werecommendto you, Tribunes of the People, 

¥ | Befingly counter=poysd. At fixteen years, Our purpofe to them, and to our Noble Corfu 

PUM hen Tar gitin made a Head for Rome, he fought W ih we all Joy, and Honour. . 

i Beyond the mark ofothers: our then Dictator, Senat. To Cortolanus come all Joy and Honour. 

i 1 Whom with all praife I point at, faw him fight, x emeerste Cots 4s : 

i) 1 When with his Amazonian Chin he drove Then Exeunt, Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 

) \Phe brizled Lips before him : he beftrid Bru, Yow fee how he intends to ufe the People. 

i) Vapor e-prelt Roman, and ich? Conful’s view Sici. May they perceive’s intent; he will require them 

4 | cum * Aaa2 As} 
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Slew threcoppofers: Zargquius felf he met, 
And itruck him on his Knee: in that days feats, 
When he mightaét the woman in the Scene, 
He prov’d beft man i’th? Field, and for his meed 
Was Brow-bound with Oak. . His Pupil-age 
Man-entred thus, he waited like a Sea, 
And in the brunt of feventeen Battels fince, 
He lurcht all Swords o’th? Garland :. for this Jaft 
Before; and in Coriolus, let me fay : 
I cannot fpeak him home: he ftopt the flyers, 
And. by his rare example made the Coward 
Turn terror intofport: as Waves before 
A Vcffel under fayl, fo men dbey’d, 
And fell below his Stem: his Sword (Deaths ftamp) 
Where it did mark, it took from Face to Foot : 
He wasathing of Blood, whofe every motion 
Was trimm’d with dying Cries: alone he entred 
The mortal Gate o’th’ City, which he painted 
With fhunlefsdefamy : aidlefs came off, 
And witha fudden re-inforceme nt {truck 
Coriolus, like a Planet : now all’s this, 
When by and by the din of War ’gan pierce 
His ready fence, then ftre ight hisdoubled Spirit 
Requickned what in flefh was fatigate, 
And tothe Battel came he, where he did 
Run recking o’re the lives of Men, as if 
’T were a perpetual fpoyl ;. and till we cal?’d 
30th Field and City ours, he never ftood 
Toeafe his Breaft with panting. 
den. Worthy man. 
Senat. He cannot but with meafure fit the Honours 
which we devife him. 
Com. Our fpoils he kickt at, 
And look’d upon things Precious, as they were 
The common Muck 0’th’ World: he covets lefs 
Than Mifery it felfwould give, rewards his deeds 
With doing them, and is content 
To fpend the time, toend it. 
Men, He's right Noble, let him be call’d for; 
Senat. Gall Coriolanus. 
Off. He doth appear. 
Enter Coriolanus: 
Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas’d to make 
thee Conful. 
Corio. I do owe them ftill my Life, and Services. 
Men, \t then remains that you do fpeak to the Peo- 
pie, 
* Corio. Ido befeech you, 
Let me o’re-leap that Cuftom: for I cannot 
Put onthe Gown, ftand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds fake, to give their fuffrage: 
Pleafe you that I may pafs this doing. 
Sicin, Sir, the People muft have their Voices, 
Neither will they bate one jot of Ceremony. : 
Men. Put them not to’t 
Pray you go fit you to the Cuftom, 
And take to you, asyour Predeceflors have, 


Corio. It isa Part that I fhall blufh in Acting, 


And might well be taken from the People. 
Bra. Mark you that. 
Corio. To brag untothem, thus I did, and thus, 
Shew them th’unaking Skars, which I fhould hide, 
| Asif { had receiv’d them for the-hire 
Oftheir Breath only. 


f 
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i i | =quefted You know the caufe (Sir) of my ftanding here, 
Seton tod sive: pats ' 3 Cit. We do, Sir, tell us what hath brought you to’) 
Bru. Come, we'll inform them Corio, Mine own Cony 
Of our proceedings here on th’ Market place, 2 Cit. Your own defert » 
I know they do attend us, Corio. 1, not mine own defire. 
; Enter feven or eight Citizens. 3 Cit. How, not your own defire ? | ; 
1 Cit. Once if he do require our Voices, we ought not Corto, No, Sir, ’twas never my defire yet to trouble the 
to deny him. poor with begging. 7 
2 Cit. Wemay, Sir, if we will. i 3 Cit. You mult think, if we give you any thing, we 
3 Cit. We have power in our felves to doit, but itis hope to gain by you. 5 ee Tl 
a power that we have no power todo: For , if he fhew Corio. Well then I pray, your price o th Confalfhip, 
us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 1 Cit, The priceis, to ask it kindly. Be... 
Tongues into thofe wounds, and fpeak for them: So, if Corio, Kindly, Sir, 1 pray let meha’t: I have wounds) 
he tell us his noble deeds, we muft alfo tell hirn our noble | to fhew you, which fhall be yours in privates” your ‘good | 
acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monitrous, and for the Veice, Sir, what fay you ? ’ ooh 
raultitude to be ingrateful, were to make a Montter of 2 Cit. You fhall ha’t, worthy Sir. ie 
the multitude; of the which, we being Members, fhould ay ori0. A match, Sir, there’sin all two worthy Voices} 
bring our felves to be monftrous Members. begg d : [ have your Alms, Adieu. a 
1 Cit. And tomake us no better thought of a little 3 Cit, But this is fomething odd. ES 
help will ferve : for once we ftood up about the Corn,} 2 Cv. And "twere to give again: but ’tisno matte, J) 
\he himfelf ftuck not to call us the many-headed Multi- _ —_Exeunt. Enter two other Citizens, 
| tude. Corio. Pray you now, if it may ftand with the tine 
3 Cit. We have been call’d fo of many, not that our | your Voices, that I may be Conful, I have here theG 
| heads are fome’brown, fome black, fome auburn, fome | Mary Gown. "i 
bald; but that our wits are fo diverfly Colour’d; and tru- 1. You have deferved Nobly of your Country, andy 
ly, 1 think, ifall our wits were to iffue out of one Scull, | have not deferved Nobly. tut 
they would flye Eaft, Weft, North, South, and their con- | 2v#0. Your Enigma ? 
fent of one direst way, fhould be at once to all the points 1. You have been a fcourge to her Enemies, you 
oth’ Compafs. © ~ : been a Rod to her Friends, you have not indeed 
2 Cit. Think you fo ? Which way do you judge my the Common People. bid. 
wit would flye ? Corio. You fhould account me the more Virtuons, 


r) 


' 


Cir. Nay your wit will not fo foon out as another I have not been common in my Love; I will, Sir, flat 
manswill, °tis ftrongly wedg’d up ina Block-head: but | "yfworn Brother, the People to earn a dearer ef 
if it were at liberty, ’twould fure Southward. on of them, ’tis a condition they account gentle : anc 

2 Cit. Why, that way? ! the wifdom of their choice, is rather to have my & 
3 Cit, To lof itfelf in aFog, where being three parts | than my Heart, I will practife the infinuating nod, and 
melted away with rotten Dews, the fourth would return | off to them moft counterfcitly, that is, Sir, 1 wall eo 


for Confcience fake, to help to get thee a Wife. feit the bewitchment of fome popular man, and | 
2 Cit. You are never without your tricks, you may, bountiful to the defires: Therefore, befeech you, | 
you may. | be Conful. sat 
|” 5 Cit. Are youallrefolved to give your Voices? But) 2 We hope to find you our Friend : and thereforegive 
that’s no matter, the greater part'carries it, I fay. Ifhe | you our Voices heartily. an 
wouldinclineto.the People, there was never a Worthier | : !- You have received many wounds for your Cou)” 
man. trey. ae 
Corio, I will not Seal your knowledge with thew 
| Enter Coriolanus in a Gown of Humility, with Menenius. them. Iwill make much of your Voices, and fo tror 
ee you no farther. . j 
Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility , mark his Both. The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily. 
behaviour : we are not to ftayall together, but to come| Corio. Moft fweet Voices: 
by himwhere he ftands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. | Better it is to dye, better to ftarve; 
He’s to make his tequefts by particulars, ‘where every one Than crave the hire, which firft we do deferve. 
of us has a fingle Honour, in giving him our own Voices Why in this Woolvifh Gown fhould I ftand here, 
with our own Tongues, therefore follow me, and I’ledi- | To beg of /20b and Dick, that do appear, 
rect you héw you fhall go by him. Their needlefs Vouches? Cuftom calls me to’t: 
All, Conterit, content. What Cuftom wills in all things, fhould we do’t ? 
Men, Oh, Sir, you are notright; haye you not known | The Dutt on antique Time would lie unfwept, 
The worthieft men have don’t ? And mountainous Error be too highly heapt, 
-- Corio. What mutt I fay, I pray, Sir ? For truth too’re-peer. Rather than fool it fo, 
Plange upon’t, I cannot bring Let the high Office and, the Honour go, 
‘My Tongue tofach a pace. Look, Sir, my wounds, Toone that would do thus. Iam half through, 
T got them in my Countries Service, when The one part fuffer’d, the other will I do. 
‘Some certain of your-Brethren roar’d, andran_ Enter three Citizens more. 
‘From thie noife of our own drums. Here come more Voices. 
| Men, Ohime the Gods, you mult not fpeak of that, Your Voices? for your Voices I have fought, 
‘You muft defire them to think upon you. — Watch’d for your Voices: for your Voices, beat 
_ Corio, Think upon me ? Hang ’em, Of Wounds, ‘two dozen odd : Battels, thrice fix 
‘I would they would forget me, like the Virtues Ihave feen, and heard of : for your Voicgs, 
Which our Divines lofe by ’em. Have done many things, fome lef, fome more : 
Men. Yow! mar all, : Your Voices? indeed I would, be Conful. 
‘Ple leave you: Pray you {peak to ’em, I pray you 1 Cz, He hasdone Nobly, and cannot go without any 
In wholefome manner. © cra 5 [ Exit. | honeft Mans Voice. whe desert = it 
) ___, Enter three of the Citizens. _2Cit. Therefore let ‘him be Conful : the Gods give | 
_ Corio, Bid them wath their Faces, © him joy, and make him good Friend to the People. se 
And keep their Teeth clean: So here comes brace, | All, Amen, Amen. God favethce, Noble Conful. x it 


The Th raged) of Coriolanus. 


269 


Corio. VVorthy Voices. 


Enter Menenius, mith Brutus, and Sicinius. 


| Men. You have ftood your Limitation : 
{ And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voice, 
+} Remains,that inth’ Official Marks invefted, 
4 You anon do meet the Senate. 
Corio. Is this done? 
Sici. The Cultom of Requeft you have difcharg’d : 
The People do admit you, and are fummon’d 
To meet anon upon your Approbation. 
Corio. Where? at the Senate-houfe ? 
Sict. There, Coriolanus, . 
Cori.. May 1 change thefe Garments? 
Sicin, You may, Sits... . 
| Corio, That I’le ftraight do : and knowing my felf again 
| Repair to th’ Senate-houte. 
Men. Vie keep youcompany. Will you along? 
Bru. We ftay here for the People. 
| Sicin. Fare you well. | Exceunt Coriol. and Men. 
1 He ha’s it now : and by his Looks, methinks 
?Tis warmat’s heart. 
Bru. Witha proud heart heworehis humble Weeds: 
| Will you difmifs the People ? 
Enter the Plebeiaus. 
Sici, How now, my Matters, have you chofe this man ? 
1 Cit. He has our Voices, Sir, 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deferve your loves. 
-} 2Cit. Amen, Sir: to my poor unworthy notice, 
_ |Hemock’d us, when he begg’d our Voices. 
4 3Cit. Certainly he flowted us down-right. 


— - 


| 1 Cit, No, ’tis his kind of fpeech, hedid not mock us. 


2 Cit. Not one amongft us, fave your felf, but fays 
He us’d us fcornfully: he fhould have fhew’d us 
His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiv’d for’s Country; 
Sicin. Why fo hedid, 1 am fure. 
All, No, no; no man faw ’em. 
" 3 Cit. He faid he had Wounds, 
Which he could fhew in private : 
} And with his Hat, thus waving it in {corn, 
41 would be Conful, fayshe : aged Cuftom, 
| | But by your Voices, will not fo permit me. 
|Your Voices therefore : when we granted that, 
( | Here was, I thank you for your Voices, thank you 
. |Your moft fweet. Voices : now you have lett your Voices 
{Ihave no further with you. Was not this Mockery ? 
(| _ Sicin. Why, either were you ignorant to fee’t ?. 
"1 Or feeing it, of fuch Childifh friendlinefs, 
| Toyield your Voices ? | 
f Bru, Could you not have told him, 
y }As you were leflon’d, when he had no Power; 
But was.a petty Servant to the State, . 
| |He was your Enemy, ever fpake again ft 
) |Your Liberties, and the Charters that you bear 
| Pth? Body of the Weal: and now arriving 
At place of Potency, and fway o’th’ State, 
| | lfhe thould ftill malignantly remain 
| Faft Foeto th Plebeit, your Voices might _ 
Be Curfes to your felves. You fhould have faid, 
That as his worthy Deeds did claim no lefs 
Than what he ftood for : fo his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you, for yout Voices, and 
Tranflate his Malice towards you, into Love, 
) | Standing your friendly Lord. 
' | Sicin, Thus to have faid, ree aay 
As you were fore-advis’d, had toucht his Spirit, 
And try’d his Inclination: from him pluckt, 


| ; Either his gracious Promife, which you might 

y | Ascaufe had call’d you up, have held him to ; 
1 Orelfe it would have gall’d his furly Nature 5 

4 | Which eafily endures not Article, 

| | Tying him to ought, fo putting him to Rage, 

* 1 You fhould have ta’ne th’ advantage of his Choler, 


And pafs’d him unelected. 

Bru, Did you perceive, 
He did folicit you in free Contempt, 
When he did need your Loves : and do you think, 
That his Contempt shall not be bruifing to you, 
When he hath Power tocrufh ? Why had your Bodies 
No Heart among you ? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againft the Rectorfhip of Judgment? 

Sicin. Have you, ¢’re now, deny’d the Asker : 

And now again, of him that did notask, but mock, 
Beftow your fu’d-for Tongues ¢ 

3 Cit. He’s not confirm’d, we may deny him yet. 

2 Cit. And will deny him : 
le have five hundred Voices of that found. 

1Cir.],twice five hundred,and their Friends,to piece em. 

Bru, Get you hence initantly, and telj thoie Friends, 
They have chofe a Conful, that will from them take 
Their Liberties, make them of no more Voice 
Than Dogs, that are as often beat for Barking, 

As therefore kept todo fo. 

Sicin, Let them aflemble: and ona fafer Judgment, 

All revoke your ignorant Election : Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate unto you : befides, forget not, 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit he fcorn’d you: but your Loves, 
Thinking upon his Services, took from you 
Th’apprehention of his prefent portance, 
Which moft gibingly, ungravely, he did fafhion 
After the inveterate Hate he bears you. 

Bru, Lay afault on us, your Tribunes, 

That we labour’d (no impediment between) 
But that you muft caft your Election on him. 

Sici. Say, you chofe him,more after our Commandment, 
Than as guided by your own true Affections, and that 
Your minds, pre-occupi’d with what you rather muft do 
Than what you fhould, made you againft the grain 
To Voice him Conful. Lay the fault on us. 

Bru, 1, fpareus not: Say, we read Lectures to you, 
How youngly he began to ferve his Country, 
How long continued, and what ftock he {prings of, 
The Noble Houfe o’th’ A4artians : from whence came 
That Aucus Martius, Numa’s Daughter’s Son ; 

Who after great Ao/tilius here wasKing, =~ 
Of the fame Houfe Publius and Quintus were, 
That our beft Water brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam’d, fo twice being Cenfor, 
Was his gréat Anceftor. 
Sici. Onethus defcended, 
That hath befide well in his perfon wrought, 
To be fet high in Place, we did commend 
To your remembrances: but you have found, 
Scaling his prefent bearing with his paft, 
That he’s your fixed Enemy, and revoke 
Your fudden Approbation. 
Bru. Say, you ne’re had don’t, 
(Harp on that ftill) but by our putting on : 
And prefently, when you have drawn your Number, 
Repair to th’ Capitol. 


‘Al. Wewill fo: almoft all repent in their Election. 
[Exeunt Plebesans, 


Bru. Let them go on: 
This Mutiny were better putin hazard, 
Than ftay paft doubt, for greater : 
If, ashis Nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sicin, Toth?Capitol, come : 
We will be there before the ftream o’th’ People : 
And this hall feem, as partly ’tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. 


LExeunt. 


*Aa 3 Aétus 
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For which the People ftir : if you will pafs 

To where you are erie ¥ - eR YOUr way, * 

; Which you are out of, with a gentler Spirit, 5 

Atlus Ter Lins. ts ae be fo Noble as a Conful, ee L 
Nor yoak with him for Tribune. a 
Men. Let’s be calm. . 1. 
Com, The People are abus’d: fet on, this paltring 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, all. the Gentry, Co- 


inius, Titu ius, avd other Senators. ‘ 
aE SA SAIN 9 A Becomes not Rome : Nor has Coriolanus 


Corio. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head. Defery’d this fo difhonoured Rub, laid falfely 

Lu. He had, my Lord, and that it was which caus’d | Ph’ plain wey of his iene 4 
Our fwifter Compofition. Corio. Tell me of Corn! this was my {peech, 

Corio. So then the Vol/cies ftand but as at firft, And I will fpeak’t again. * 
Ready when time fhall prompt them, to make road Men, Not now, not now. 

Upon’s again. Senat, Not in this heat, Sir, now. 

Com, They are worn (Lord Conful) fo, Corio, Now, as 1 live, I will. a 
That we fhall hardly in our ages fee My Nobler Friends, I crave their pardons? 

Their Banners wave again. For the mutable rank-fcented Many, 

Corio. Saw you Axfidius ? Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 

Lu, On fafe-gard he came tome, and did curfe And therein behold themfelves : I fay again, 
Againft the Yolfcies, for they had fo vilely In foothing them, we nourifh gainft our Senate 
Yielded the Town: he isretired to Antinm, The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, 

Corio. Spoke he of me ? 5 Which we our felves have plowed for, fow’d and feg 

Lu. He did, my Lord. By mingling them with us, the honor’d Number, 

Corio. How ? what ? Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that ee: 

Lu. How often he had met you Sword to Sword : Which they have given to Beggars, a 

That of all things upon the Earth, he hated Men, Well, no more. 

Your Perfon moft ; That he would pawn his Fortunes Seat, No more words, we befeech you. 

To hopelef$ Reftitution, fo he might Corio, How ? no more ? 

Be call’d your Vanquither. As for my Country, I have fhed my blood, ) 
Corio. At Antium lives he ? Not fearing outward force : So thall my Lun 4 
Lu. At Antium. Coin words till their decay, againft thofe Meavels ss 
Corio. I wifhI had a caufe to feck him there, Which we difdain fhould Tetter us, yet fought ~~ 

To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home. The very way to catch them. 

Enter Sicinius, avd Brutus. Bru. You {peak o’th’ People, asif you were a God 

Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People, To punifh , not a Man of their infirmity. 

The Tongues 07th? Common Mouth, I dodefpife them: Sicin, ? were well, we let the People know, 

For they do prankthemin Authority, Men, What, what ? his Choler ? Me 

Againft all Noble fufferance. Cor. Choler ? Were I as Patient as the midni 
Sicin. Pafs no further. By Fove, *twould be my mind. 

Corio; Hah ? what is that ? Sicim. It isa mind that fhall remain a Poifon — 

Bru. It willbe dangerous to go on——No further. Where it is, not poifon any further. 

Corio, What makes this change ? Corio, Shall remain ? 

Men. The matter ? Hear you this, Tiron of the A4innoues ? Mark you 

Com. Hath he not pafs’d the Noble, and the Commons ? | His abfolute Shall? 

Bru. Comizius, no. Com. >Twas from the Cannon, yi 

Corio. Have I had Children’s Voices? Corio, Shall ? O God ! but moft unwife Patricians: Why} 

Senat. Tribunes give way, he fhall to th’ Market place. | You grave, but wreaklefs Senators, have youthus 

Bru. The People are incens’d againit him. Given Hydra here to chufe an Officer, 

Sicin, Stop, or all will fall in broyl. That with his peremptory Shall, being but : fee 
Corjo. Are thefe your Herd ? The horn, and noife o’th’ Montfters, wants not Spirit , 


Mutt thefe have Voices, that can yield them now, To fay, he’Ilturn your Current in a Ditch 

And ftraight difclaim their Tongues? what are your Offices? | And make your Channel his ? if he have power . 
You being their Mouths, why rule you not their Teeth ?| Then vail yourlgnorance: ifnone, awake be 
Have you not fet them on ? Your dangerous Lenity: if you are Learn’d 


Men, Be calm, becalm. Be not as common Fools, if you are not 
Corio, It is a. purpos’d thing, and grows by Plot, Let them have Cufhions by you. You are Plebeians, 
Tocurb the will of the Nobility: If they be Senators : and they are no lef 
Suffer’t, and live with fuchas cannotrule, V Vhen both your voices blended, the great "tt taft 
Norever will be ruled. Moft palats theirs. They chufe their Magiftrate, 
Bra: Cal nota Plot : And fucha oneas he, who puts his. Shall; . 
The People cry you mock’d them : and of late, His popular Shall, againftagraver Bench 
When Corn was given them, gratis, yourepin’d, Than ever frown’d in Greece, By Yove himfelf, 
Scandal’d the Suppliants for the People, cal’d them It makes the Confuls bafe , and my Soul akes 
Time-pleafers, Flatterers, Foes to Noblenefs. To know, when two Authorities are up 
Corio. Why this was known before. u either Supream, how foon Confafion — 
Bru. Not to them all. ay enter *twixt the gap of Bot 
Corio. Have you inform’d them fithence ? The one by th’ ctRedit” . edned: 
Bru, How ? Linform them ? Con. V Vell, on to th’ Market-place. ne 
‘Com. Youare like to do fuch bufine&. Corio. V Vhoever gave that Counfel, to give fort 
Bru. Not unlike each way to, better yours. The Corn o’th? Store-houfe, Gratis, as rwasuvd 
Corio. Why then fhould Ibe Conful? by yond Clouds ; Sometime in Greece——___. 
Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make me Men, Well, well, no more of that. 
Your fellow Tribune. Cor. Though there the People had more abfolute power 5 


Sicin. You thew too much of that, | I fay, they nourith’d difobedience, fed the ruin of the State | 


Bru. Why thall the People give 
One that {peaks thus, their Voice? 


om 


e) Corio, Pie give my Reafons, 

| More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn 
_ } Was notour recompence, refting well aflar’d 

og 


They ne’re did fervice fort, being preft to th’ War, 
Even when the Navel of the State was touch’d, 
They would not thred the Gates: This kind of Service 
Did notdeferve Corn Gratis. Being ith? War, 
Their Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they fhew?d 
Moft Valour, fpoke not forthem. Th? Accufation 
Which they have often made againft the Senate, 
Allcaufe unborn, could never be the Native 
Ofour fo frank Donation. Well, what then? 
How fhall this Bofom-multiplied, digeft 
The Senates courtefie? Let deeds exprefs 
What’s liketo be their words. We did requeft it, 
Weare the greater Pole, and in true fear 
They gave us our demands. Thus we debafe 
The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 
Call our Cares, Fears ; which willin time 
{Break open the Locks o’th? Senate, and bring in 
The Crows to peck the Eagles. 
Men. Come, enough. 
Bru. Enough, with over-meafure. 
Corio. No, take more. 
What may be fworn by, both Divine and Human, 
Seal what I end withal. This double worfhip, 
Whereon part does difdain withcaufe, the other — 
Infult without all feafon.s where Gentry, Title, Wifdom, 
Cannot conclude, but by the Yea and No 
Of general ignorance, it muft omit — 
{Real Neceflities, and give way the while 
1 To unftable Slightnefs : purpofe fo barr’d, it follows, 
| Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore, befeech you, 
|} Youthat willbe lefs fearful, than difcrect, 
~} That love the Fundamental part of State 
| | More than you doubt the change of’t : that prefer 
1A Noble life, before a Long, and with, 
} To jump a Body witha dangerous Phyfick, 
That’s fure of death without it: at once pluck out 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick 
‘| The fweet which is their poifon. Your difhonour 
| Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the State 
Y Of that Integrity which fhonld becom’t: 
|) | Not having the power to do the good it would 
4 Forth’ ill which doth controul’t. 
Bru. Has faid enough. 
"| Sicin, H’as fpoken like a Traytor, and fhall anfwer 
1 As Traytors do. 
| Corio. Thou Wretch, defpight o’re-whelm thee : 
What fhould the People do with thefe bald Tribunes ¢ 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
| To th? greater Bench, in a Rebellion: 
When what’s not meet, but what muft be, was Law, 
| Then were they chofen: in abetter hour, 
Let what is meet, be faid it muft be meet, 
And throw their power i’th’ duit. 
Bru, Manifeft Treafon. ka 
Sicin. Thisa Conful? No. j 


Enter an Fedile: 


Bru. The e€diles, ho ; Let him be apprehended. 
 Sicin. Go call thePeople, in whofe name my Self 

Attach thee asa Traiterous Innovator ¢ 

A Foe to th’ publick Weal. Obey, I charge thee, 

And follow to thine anfwer. 
Corio. Hence old Goat. 
All, We'll Surety him. 
Com, Ag?d Sir, hands off. 
Corio, Hence rotten thing, 


ER Outof thy Garments. 
(| Sisin. Help me, Citizens. 
‘ et 
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or I fhall fhake thy bones 


. {I prithee, noble Friend, home to thy houfe, 
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Enter a Rabble of Plebeians with the FEdiles. 


Men, On both fides more refpect. 
Sicia. Here’she, that would take from you all your 
power. 
Bru, Seize him, e€diles. 
4. Down with him, down with him. 
2 Senat. Weapons, Weapons, VVeapons: 
{They all buftle abort Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens : ‘what hoe: 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, Citizens. 
All, Peace, peace, peace; ftay, hold, peace. 
Aden, V Vhat is about tobe ? 1am out of ‘Breath; 
Confufion’s near, I cannot fpeak: You Tribunes 
Y'o th? People : Coriolanus, patience : fpeak,good Sécinins. 
Sicin. Hear me, People, peace. 
All, Let’s hear our Tribune: 
{peak. 
Sici, You areat point to lofe your Liberties : 
Martias would have all from you ; Adartins, 
V Vhom late you have nam’d for Confal: 
Min. Fie, fie, fie, this is the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 
Sena. Tounbuild the City, and to lay all flat. 
Sict. V Vhat is the City, but the People ? 
All. True, the People are the City. 
Bru, By the confent: of all, we were eftablifhed the 
Peoples Magiitrates. 
All. You fo remain. 
Men, And foare like to do. 
Com. That is the way to lay the City flat, 
To bring the Roof to the Foundation, 
And bury all, which yet diftinétly ranges; 
In heaps, and piles of ruin. 
Sici,. This deferves death. 
Bru, Or let us ftand to our Authority} 
Or let uslofe it - wedo'here pronounce, 
Upon the part o’th’ People, in whofe power 
We wereclected theirs, Adartius is worthy 
Of prefent Death. 
Sicin, Therefore lay'hold of him: 
Bear him to th’ Rock Tarpeian, and from thencé 
Into Deftruction caft him. 
Brn. ediles {eize him. 
All Ple, Yield, Martius, yield. 
Men, Hear me one word, *befeech you Tribunes, hear 
me but a word. 
eAAdiles, Peace, peace. 
Men, Be that youfeem, truly your Countries friend, 
And temp’rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefs. 
Bru, Sir, thofe cold ways, 
That.feem like prudent helps, are very poyfonous; 
Where the difeafe is violent. Lay hands upon him, 
And bear him tothe Rock. (Corio. draws his Sword, 
Corio. No, Vile dye here: 
There’s fome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Cometry upon your felves, what you havedeen me. 
Men, Down with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw a 
while. 
Bru. Lay-hands upon him. 
Men, Help Martins, help; you that be noble, help 
him young and old. sae: 
All, Downwith him, down with him. [Exeurt. 
[Jn this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the FEdiles, wd 
the People are beatin, 
Men. Go, get you to our Houfe: be gone, away, 
All will be naught elfe. 
2 Senat. Get you gone. 
Com. Stand faft, we have as many Friends as Esemies. 
Men, Shall it be put to that ? . 
Senat. The Gods forbid : 


peace, fpeak, fpeak, 


Leave 


et DEN, 
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Leave us to:cure this Caufe. 
Men, For *tis.a Sore upon us, 

You cannot Tent your felf: begone, 
Com. Come Sir, along with us. 
Men. 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are, 

Though in Rome litter’d: not Romans, as they are.not, 

Though calved i’th’ Porch 0° th? Capitol : 

Be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 

One time will owe another. 

Com. On fair ground, I could beat forty of them. 

Men, \ could my felf take up a Brace o’th’ belt of them, 
yea, the two Tribunes. : 

Com, But now tis odds beyond Arithmetick, 

And Manhood is call’d Foolry,, when it ftands 

Againft a falling Fabrick. Will you hence, 

Before the Lag return, whofe Rage doth rend 

Like interrupted waters, and o’re-bear 

What they are us’d to bear. 

Men, Prayyoubegone: 
[le try whether my old Wit be in requeft 

| With thofe that have but little: this muft be patcht 

| With Cloth of any Colour. 
Com. Nay, come away. 

LExeunt 

Patri. ‘This man has marr’d his Fortune. 
Men, His Nature.is too noble for the World: 

He would not flatter WVeptune for his Trident, 

Or Gove, for’s power to 

What his breaft forges, that his tongue muft vent, 

And being angry, does forget that ever 

He heard the name of Death. 

‘| Here’s goodly work.’ 
Patri. 1 would they werea-bed. 
Men, \ would they were in Zyber. 
| What the vengeance, could he noted] 
Enter Brutus, aed Sicinius wi 
Sicin. Whereis this Viper, 


*befeech you. 


eak ’em fair ? 
the Rabble again. 


That would depopulate the City,and be every man himfelf? 


Men, You worthy Tribunes. 
| Sicin. He fhallbe thrown down the Tarpeian Rock 
| Wich rigorous hands :_ he hath refifted Law, 
\ And therefore Law fhalt {corn him further Tryal 
| Than the feverity of the Publick Power, 
| Which he fo fets at nought. 
| 1 Cit. He fhall well know the Noble Tribunes are 
| The Peoples mouths, and we their hands, 
All, He thall fure out. 
Men. Sir, Sit. 
Sicin, Peace. 
|. Men. Do not cry, havock, where you fhould but hunt 
With modeft: warrant. 
1 Sicin. Sir, how com’{t that you have help 
| To make this refcue ? 
| Men. Hear me fpeak, As I do know 
| The Confuls worthinefs, fo can I name his 
4 ..Sicin, Conful ?. what Conful ? 
| Men, The Conful Coriolams. 
Bru. He Conful ? 
All. No, no, nO, nO», no. 
|. Jaen. If by the Tribunes leave, 
And yours, good People, 
1] may beheard, I would crave a word or two, 
The which hall turn you to no further harm, 
. | Than fo much lofs of time. 
j ..Sicin, Speak briefly then, 
for we-are peremptory to difpatch 
Ths viperous Traitor: to eject him hence 
Were but one danger, and to keep him here 
Our certain death : therefore it is decreed, 
He dies to night. 
| Aden. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our Renowned Rome, whofe gratitude 
| Towardsher deferved Children, is enroll’d 
|In Yoves own Book, like an unnatural Dam 


faults. 


‘ 
en dapat 


Coriolanus avd Cominius. 


thunder : his Heart’s his Mouth : 


[A noife within. 


Should now eat up her own. 
Sicin. He’s.a Difeafe that muftbe cut away. 
Men, Oh, he’s a Limb, that has but a Difeafe ; 
Mortal, to cut it off, to curelt, eafie. 4 
What has hedone to Rome, that’s worthy death? 
Killing our Enemies, the Blood he hath loft 
(Which | dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an Ounce) he droptit for his Country: 
And what is left, to lofe it by his Country, 
Were tous all that do’t, and fuaffer it 
A brand to th’ end o’th’ World. 
Sicin. This is clean kam. 
Bru, Meerly awry : 
When he did love his Country, it honour’d him. 
Men. The fervice of the Foot 
Being once gangren’d, is not then refpected 
For what before it was. 
Bru. We'll hear no more : 
Purfue him to his Houfe, and pluck him thence, 
Left his Infection being of a catching nature, 
Spread further. 
Men. One word more, one word : 
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it fhall find 


The harm of unskann?d {wiftnefs, will (too late) — ned Ce 


Tye Leaden pounds to’s heels. Proceed by Procefs, . 
Left Parties (as he is belov’d) break out, 
And fack great Rome with Romans, 
Bru. Vf it were fo 
Sicin, What doye talk ? 
Have we nothad a taft of his Obedience? 
Our Ediles fimote, our felves refifted, come. 


Men, Confider this: He has been bred ?th’ Wars a 3 


Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-fchool’d 
In boulted Language, Meal and Bran together 
He throws without diftinétion. Give me leave, a 
Ple goto him, and undertake to bring him in peace, *| 
Where he fhall anfwer by a lawful Form ul 
(In peace) to his utmoft peril. if 
1 Sen, Noble Tribunes, 
It is the humane way: the other courfe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 
Sic. Noble Adenenius, be you 
Mafters, lay down your Weapons. 
Bru, Go not home. O08 
Sic. Meet on the Market-place: we'llattend you thers}: 
Where, if you bring not Martius, we'll proceed | 
In our firft way. 
Men. Vie bring him toyou. 
Let medefire your company: he muft come, 
Or what is worft will follow. 
Sena. Pray you let’s to him. 
Enter Coriolanus with Nobles. 


[Exeunt omit) 
me 


Corio. Let them pull all about mine Ears, prefentme © 3 


Death on the Wheel, or at wild Horfes heels, 
Or pile ten Hills on the Zarpecan Rock, 
That the Precipitation might down ftretch 
Below the beamof fight, yet will I ftill 
Be thus to them. 
Enter Volumnia, 

Noble. You do the Nobler. 

Corio. 1 mufe my Mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them Wollen Vaflals, things created Be 
To buy and fell with Groats, to fhew bare heads .2) 
In Congregations, to yawn, be ftill, and wonder; 9 | 
When one but of my Ordinance ftood up eae 
To fpeak of Peace, or War, I talk of you, a ae 
ae rs yor with me Sores - Would you have mé — 

alfe tomy Nature? Rather fa oy 

The pee am. Ye Uplay 

Volum. Oh, Sit, Sir, Sir. 
I would have had you put your power well ons 
Before you had worn it out. > 


= 


a ee a 
“eo = 


Corio. Let’s go. 

|__Yol. You might have been enough the man you are, 
} With ftriving lefs to be fo. Leffler had been 

| The things of your difpofitions, if 
| Youhad not thew’d them how ye were dif pos’d 
| B?re they lack’d power to crofs you. 
Corio. Let them hang. 
Volum, 1, and burn too. 
‘¢ Exter Menenius with the Senators. 


toorough: you muft return, and mend it. 
Sen. Theres no remedy, 
} Unlefs by not fo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midit and perifh. 
Volum. Pray be counfell’d ; 
\Lhave a Heartas little apt as yours, 
{But yet a Brain that leads my ufe of Anger 
| To better vantage. 
| Men, Wellfaid, Noble Woman: 
{Before he fhould thus ftoop.to th? heart, but that 
} The violent fit o’th’ time craves it as Phyfick 
» |For the whole State; I would put mine Armour on, 
Which I can fcarcely bear. 
) Corio. What mult 1 do ? 
Men. Return to th? Tribunes. 
Corio, Well, what then ? what then ? 
Men, Repent what you have fpoke. 
Corio. For them? I cannot doit to the Gods, 
}Moit I then do’t to them ? 
| Volum. You are too abfolute, 
Though therein you can never be too Noble, 
} But when extremities fpeak. I have heard you fay, 
| Honour and Policy, like unfever’d friends, 
| Pth? War do grow together: Grant that, and tell me 
‘In Peace, what each of them by th’other lofe, 
That they combine not there ? 
Corio. Tuth, tufh. 
Men. A good demand. 
Volum, \f it be Honour in your Wars, to feem 
| The fame you are not, which for your beft ends 
You adapt your Policy: How is it lefs or worfe 
} That itghall hold Companionfhip in Peace 
With Honour, asin War ; fince that to both 
eV It ftands in like requeft. 
| Corio. Why force you this ? 
Volum. Becaufe, that 
| Now it lics you on to {peak to th’ People: 
{Not by your own inftruction, nor by the matter 
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} Which your Heart prompts you to, but with fuch words 


} That are but roated in your Tongue : 
, | though but Baftards, and Syllables 

} Of no allowance, to your bofoms truth. 
pe ! Now, this no more difhonours you at all, 
_ } Than to take ina Town with gentle words, 
#@ | Which elfe would put you to your Fortune, and 
|W The hazard of: much Blood. 
I would diflemble with my Nature, where . 
| My Fortunes and my Friends at ftake, requir’d 
I thould do fo in Honour. Lam in this 
Your Wife, your Son: thefe Senators, the Nobles, 
/And you, will rather fhew our general Lowts, 
| How you can frown, than fpend a fawn upon em, 
|For the inheritance of their loves, and fafegard 
| Of what that want might ruine. 
it | Men, Noble Lady, 3 
: Come 0 with us,- fpeak fair : you may falve fo, 
v Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs 

| Of what is paft. 

| Volum. 1 prithee now, my Son, 

;_, | Go to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 
i” | And thus far having ftretchtiv (here be with them) 

| Thy Knee bufling the Stones: for in fuch,bufinefs 
| Aation is eloquence, and the Eyes of th? ignorant 
a ‘ore Jearned than the ears, waying, thy, head;, 
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Mtn. Come, come, you have been too rough, fomething 


Which often thus correcting thy ftout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeft Mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling: or fay to them, 
Thou art their Souldier, and being bred in broyls 
Haft not the foft way, whichthou dott confefs 
Were fit for thee to ufe, as they to claim, 

In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felf (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo far, 

As thou halt power and perfon. 

Men, This but done, 

Even as fhe {peaks, why their hearts were yours ; 
For they have Pardons, being ask*d, as free, 
As words to little purpofe. 
Volum, Prithee now, 
Go and berul’d: although I know thou hadft rather 
Follow thine Enemy ina Fiery Gulf; 
Than flatter him in a Bower. 
Enter Cominius. 
Here is Cominius. 

Com. | have been ?’th? Market place, and Sir, "tis fit, 
You make ftrong party, or defend your felf 
By calmnefs, or by abfence: all’s in anger. 

Men, Only fair fpeech. 

Com. 1 think twill ferve, if he can thereto frame his 
Spirit. 

Volum. He mutt and will: 

Prithee now ’fay you will, and go about it. 

Corso. Muft 1 go thew them my unbarb’d Sconce? 
Mult | with my bafe Tongue give to my Noble Heart 
A Lye, that it muft bear well? I will do’t: 

Yet were there but this fingle plot, to lofe 

This Mould of AZartius, they to Duft fhould grind it, 
And throw’t againft the Wind. To the Market place; 
You have put me now to fuch a part, which never 

I fhall difcharge to th? Life, 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Volum. \ prithee now, {weet Son, as thou hafkfaid 
My praifes made thee firft a Souldier: fo 
To have my praife for this, performa part 
Thou haft not done before. 

Corio. Well, I muft do’t : 


| Away my difpofition, and poflefs me 


Some Harlots Spirit: my Throat of War be turn’d, 

Which quier’d with my Drum intoa Pipe, 

Small asan Eunuch, or the Virgin voice 

That Babies lull a-ileep : The-finiles of Knaves 

Tent in my Cheeks, and School-boys Tears take up 

The Glafles of my fight: A Beggars Tongue 

Make motion through my Lips, and my Armd Knees 

Who bow’d but in my Stirrop, bend like his 

That hath receiv’d an Almes. will not do’t; = 

Left I furceafe to honour mine own Truth, 

And by my Bodies Action, teach my Mind 

A moft inherent bafenefs, 
Volum. At thy choice then: 

To beg of thee, it is my more dif-honour, 

Than thou ofthem. Come all to ruine, let 

Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride, than fear 

Thy dangerous Stoutnefs : For I mock at Death 

With as big heart as thou. , Do as thou lift, 

Thy ValiantnefS was mine, thou fuck*{t it from me: 

But own thy Pride'thy felf. 
Corio. Pray be content : 

Mother, I am going to the Market place: 

Chide me na more. T’le Mountebank their Loves, 

Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov’d 

Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, Iam going: 

Commend me to my Wife, Ple return Conful, 

Ornever truft to what my Tongue can do 

Pth? way of Flattery further. : 
Volum. Do your Will. [Ext Volumnia. 
Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: Arm your 

Yo an{wer mildly : for they are prepar’d (felf 

With Accufations, as I hear, more ftrong 


Than} 


cracls ale 
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sian cea a 
Than are upon you yet. 

Corio. The werd is, Mildly. Pray you let us go> 
Let them accufe me by Invention : I 
Will anfwer in mine Honour. 

Men. \, but, mildly. 

Corio. Well, mildly be it then, Mildly. 


Geter Sicinius avd Brutus. 


Bru. Inthis Point charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannical Power : if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil got on the Avtiaes 
Was ne’re diftributed. What, will he come? 
Enter an Baile, 
eAidile, He's coming. 
Bru. Wow accompanied ? 
cA#dil. Withold Aéenenius, and thofe Senators 
That always favour’d him. j 
Sicia. Have you a Catalogue 


Of all the Voices that we have procar’d, fet down by th’ 
- (Pole: 


eAEdile. | have: tis reaay- 
Sicin, Have you collected them by Tribes? 
cAdil. Vhave : "tis-ready. 
Sicin. Allemble prefently the People hither: 
And when they hear me fay, it hall be fo, 
Pth? right and ftrength o?ch’ Commons: be it either 


For Death, for Fine, or for Banifhment, then let them, © 


If I fay Fine, cry Fine, if Death, cry Death, 
Infifting on the old Prerogative 
And power ?th? Trath ol? Caufe, 
e#dil. 1 fhall inform them. 
Bru.. And when fuch time they have begun to’ery, 
Let them not ceafe, but with a din confus’d, 
Inforce the prefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 
eALdil.. Very well. , 9: 
Sicin. Make them be ftrong, and-ready for this hint 
When we fhall hap.to, giy7t them. 
Bra, Go about it, ‘ 
Put him to Choler ftreight, he hath been us?’d 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of Contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein’d again to Temperance; then he {peaks 
What?s in his heart, and that is there which looks 
With us to break his neck. f 


Enter Coriolanus , Meninius, ‘avd -Cominius, with others. 
' 


Sicin, Well, here he comes. 

Men, Calmly, 1 do. befeech you. 

Corio. Y, asan Hoftler,. that for the pooreft piece 
Will bear the Knave by.th’. Volume: 
Th’ honour’d Gods , 
Keep Rome in fafety, and the Chairs of. Juftice 
Supplied with worthy men, plant love amongft you, 
Through our large Temples, with the hews of Peace, 
And not our ftreets with War. 

1 Sen, Amen, Amen, 

Men, ANoble with. 


* Enter the Adile with the Plebeians. 


Sicin. Draw near, ye People... 

Adle. Litto your Tribunes: Audience 5 
Peace, 1 fay. _ 

Corio. Firft, hear mefpeak. 

Both Tri. Well, fay: Peace sho, , 


Corio, Shall be charg?d no further than this prefent? ; 


Muft all determine here ? 

_. Sicia, 1 do.demand, ; eats 
{f You fabmit you to the Peoples Voices, _ 
Allow their Officers, and are content. 

To fuffer lawful Cenfure for fuch faults 


[ Exeunt. 


As fhall be prov’d upon you ? 

Corio. 1am content. 

Mene. Lo, Citizens, he fays he is Content af 
The warlike Service he ha’s done, confider; Think. al 
Upon the wounds his Body bears, which fhew f: 
Like Graves th? Holy Church-yard. 

Corio. Scratches with Bryars, Scars to move 
Laughter only. 

Men, Confider further : 

That when he fpeaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Souldier : do not take 
His rougher Actions for malicious founds ; 
But as I fay, fuch as become a Souldier, 
Rather than envy you. 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Corio. What is the matter, 

That being paft for Conful with full Voice ; 
Iam fo difhonour’d, thatthe very @otr 
Yau take it offagain ? 

Sict. Anfwer to us. 

Corio. Say then: tis true, IT ought fo. ; 

Sici. Wecharge you, that you have contriy’d to 
From Rome all feafon’d Office, and to wind 
Your felf unto a Power Tyrannical, a 
For which you are a Traytor to the People, 

Corio, How ? Traytor ? 

Mene. Nay, temperately: your promife. 

Corio. The Fires i’th’ loweft Hell, Fould inthe Peo 

Call me their Traytor, thou injurious Tribune, ~~ 
Within thine Eyesfate twenty thoufand Deaths, 
In thy hands clutcht as many Millions, in : 
Thy lying Tongue, both numbers, I would fay 
Thouw lyeft unto thee, with a voice as free, 
Asi do-pray the Gods. 

Sicin, Mark you this, People ? 

All. To th’ Rock with him. © 

Sicin, Peace : wee 
We need not put new Matter to his Charge: 
What you have feen him do, and heard him fpeak ye 7 
Beating your Officers, curfing your felves, 
Oppofing Laws with ftroaks, and here defying 
Thofe whofe great power muft try him, 

Even this fo Criminal, and in fach Capital kind, 
Deterves th? extreameft déath. 
Bru. But fince he hath ferv’d well for Rome—— 

Corio, What do you prateof Service ? ; 

Bru, \ talk of that, that know it. 

Corio. You ? ee 

Men, Vs this the promifethat you made your Mother!) 

Com. Know, I pray you. if 

Corio. Yle know no farther : 

Let them pronounce the fteep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 

But witha grain a day, I would not buy . 
Their Mercy, at the price of one fair word, 
Nor check my Courage for what they can give, 
To hav’t with faying, Good morrow. 

Sicin. For that he ha’s 
‘(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envy’d againft the Peoples feeking means - 

To pluck away their Power ; as now at Jaft, 

Given Hoftile ftroaks, and that not ia the prefence 

Of dreaded Jultice, but on the Minifters 

That do diftribute it. In the name o’th’ People, | 
And in the power ofus the Tribunes, we 

(Ev’n from this inftant ) banifh him our City 

In peril of Precipitation 

From off the Rock Tarpeian, never more 

To enter our Rome Gates. Pth? Peoples name; 

I fay it fhall be fo. » rare 

All. Yt fall be fo, it hall be fo: Jet him away? 
He’s banifh’d, and it fhall be fo. Gi 

Com. Hear me, my Mafters, and my common Fi 

Sicin, He’sfenten®d: Nomore hearing. 


pe 


Com. Let me {peak : 
I have been Conful, and can fhewfrom Rome, 
Her Enemies marks upon me. . I do love 
My Countries good, witha refpect more tender, 
{More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear Wives eftimate, her woimbs encreafe; 
And treafure of my Loyns: then if 1 would 
Speak that——- 
Sicia. We know your drift. | Speak what ? 
Bru. There’s no more to be faid, but he is banifird 
As Enemy tothe People, and his Country. 
It fhall be fo. 
‘Al, Xt fhallbe fo, it fhall be fo. 
1° Corio. Youcommoncryof Curs, whofe breath hate, 
-} As reek oth’ rotten Fenns: whofe Loves! prize, 
| Asthe dead Carkafles of unburied Men, 
That do corrupt my Air : I banifh you, 
} And here remain with your uncertainty. 
j Letevery feeble Rumour fhake your Hearts: 
} Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into defpair -. Have the power ftill 
To banifh your Defenders, till at length 
} Your ignorance (which finds not till it feels, 
Making but refervation of your: felves, 
} Still your own Foes) deliver you 
As moft abated Captives, to fome Nation 
That won you without blows, defpifing 
For you the City. Thus | turn my back 
There is a World clfewhere. 
[Exeunt Coriolanus, 
They all Shout, and throw up their Caps. 
eAdile. The Peoples Enemy is gone, is gone. 
All, Our Enemy is banifh’d, he is gone. Hoo, hoo. 
Sicin. Go fec him out at Gates, and follow him 
Ashe hath follow’d you, with all defpight, 
Give him deferv’d vexation. Leta Guard 
4 Attend us through the City. 


Adus Quartus. 
3} 


5 (a us, withthe young Nobility of Rome. 


| With many heads butts me away. Nay, Mother, 
i | Where is your ancient Courage? You were us’d 
To fay, Extremity was the trier of Spirits, 
\That common chances common men could bear, 
4 4) That when the Sea was calm, all Boats alike 
| Shew"d Mafterthip in floating. Fortunes blows, 
| When moft ftruck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
‘LA Noble cunning. You were usd to load me 
_ | With precepts that would make invincible 
The Heart that conn’d them. 
Virg. Oh Heavens! O Heavens! 
Corio. Nay, | prithee woman. * 
Vol.Now the Red Pettilence ftrike all Trades in Rome, 
| And Occupations perifh. 
| Corio. What, what, what : 
I fhall be lov’d, when 1am lack’d. Nay, Mother, 
| Refume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 
{If youhad been the Wife of Hercules, 
_ | Six of his Labours youl’d have done, andfay’d 
| \ Your Husband fo much Sweat. Commins, 
| Droopnet, Adieu: Farewel my Wife, my Mother, 
Ple dowell yet. Thonold and true A&ncurus, 
Thy Tears are falter than a younger Mans, 
And venomous to thine Eyes. My (fometime) General, .. 
~ {Thave feen thee ftern, and thou hat oft beheld 
} Heart-hardning fpectacles, Tell thefe fad women, 
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Cominius, cxm aliis. 


All. Come, come, lets fee him out at the Gates, come. 
The Gods preferve our Noble Tribunes, come. [E-xeunt. 


4 Enter Coriolanus; Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Comini-, 


Cor. Come, leave your Tears: a brief farewel : the Beaft 
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Tis fond to wail inevitable ftrokes, 
As’tis to laugh at em. My Mother, you wot well 
My hazards ftill have been your folace, and 
Believ’t not lightly, thoughI goalone, 
Like toa lonely Dragon, that his Fen 
Makes fear’d, and talk’d of more.than feen: Your Son 
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 
Volum. My fitft Son, . 
Whither will you. go? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while ; determineon fome Courfe 
More thana wild expofture, to each chance 
That ftarts i’th’ way before thee. 

Corio. O the Gods ! 

Com. V’le follow thee a Month, -devife with thee 
Where thou halt reft, that thou may’ft hear of us, 
And we of thee. So ifthe time thruit forth 
A caufe for thy Repeal, we fhall not fend 
O’re the vaft world, to feek a fingle man, 
And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool 
Ith’ abfence of the needer. 

Corio. Fare ye well; 

Thou haft yearsupon thee, and thou art too 
Of the Wars furfeits,. to go rove with one 
That’s yet unbruis’d ; bring me but out at Gate. 
Come my fweet Wife, my deareft Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch: when am forth, 
Bid me Farewel, and fmile. I pray you, come : 
WhileI remain above the ground, ‘you fhall 

Hear from me ftill, and never of me ought 

But what is like me formerly. 

Men,. That’s worthily 
Asany ear canhear.. Come, let?s not weep, 

If€I could hhake off but-one feven, years 

Rrom thefe old Arms and Legs, by the good Gods 
P?)?d with thee every foot. ; 
Corio, Give me thy hand, come, 


full 


CExeunt. 


Enter the two Tribunes Sicinius and Brutus, with she “Adile, 


Sicin Bid them all home,he?s gone : and we'll no further, 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we fee have fided 
In his behalf. 

Bru,,.Now we have fhewn our Power, 
Let usfeem humbler after it is done, 
Than.when it was a doing. . 

Sicin. Bid themhome, fay their great Enemy is gone, 
And they ftand in their antient ftrength. 

Brus Dismiss them home. Here comes his Mother, 


Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 


Sicin. Let’s not meet her. 
Bru, Why? 
picin. They fay, fhe’s mad. 

Bru, They have ta’ne note of us: keep on your way, 

Volum, Ohy’are well met : 

Th? hoorded plague o’th’ Gods requite your love. 

Men. Peace, peace, be not fo loud. 

Volum. If that\ could for weeping, you fhould hear, 
Nay, and you fhall hear fome. Will you be gone ? 

Virg. You hall ftay too: 1 would [had the power 
To fay fo to my Husband. 

Sicin. Are you Mankind ? : 

Volum, \ Fool, is that afhame? Note but this Fool, 
Was not aman my Father ? Had’ft thou Foxthip 
To banifh him that ftruck more blows for Rome 
Than thou haft {poken words. 

Sicin. Ohblefled Heavens! ; 

Vol, More noble Blows, than ever thou wife Words, 
And for Rome’s good, Ile tell thee what, yet go 4 
Nay, but thou fhalt flay too: | would my Son 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him, 


His good Sword in his hand. a: 
: Sicin, 
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Sivin. What then ? 
Virg. What then?Held make an end of thy pofterity. 
Volum. Baftards, and all. 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for 

Mencn. Come, come, peace. 

Sicin. Ywould he hac continued to his Country 

| As he began, and ngt unknit himfelf 
|The noble knotyhe made. 

Bru. | would he had. 

Vol. | would hehad +? Twas you incengd ‘the Rabble. 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his Worth, 
As I can of thofe Mylteries which Heaven 

| Will not have Earth to know. 

Bru, Pray, let’s.go.. 

Volum. Now, ptay Sirs get you gone. 
You havc doe a brave decd: E’re you go, 

As far as doth thé Capitol exceed 

The meanelt Hotife in Rime 5 fo farmy Son 

This Ladies Hasbanid ‘here 5 this (do.you fee) 

Whom you have banifrd, does exceed:you all. 

Bru, Well, well, wellleave you, 

Sicin,. Why {tay you to be baited 
Wich one that wants her Wits ? 

Volum. Take diy Prayers with you. 

I would the Gods liad Wothing elfe’ to do, 
| But to confirm miy Caries. ‘Could I niect em 

| But once a day>. it would unclog my Heart 

Of what lies heavy to’te > 

Men. You have téld them home, : 

‘| And by my troth you have caufe: you’l fup with me ? 

Volum. Anger’s my Meat <1 fyp upon my felf, 
And fo fhall ftarve with Feeding + Come, lets £05 
Leave this faint-piling, and lament as 1 do, 
InAnger, Javo-like : Come, come, come. 

Mer’. Fie, fie; fie’ « 

Enter a Roman, dada Volfcie. 

Rom Iknow you well, Sir, and you know me: your’ 
Name, I think, is 4drsa7. 

Polfeie, It is fo, Sir, truly I have forgot you. 

Rom, Vain a Roman, and my Services are as you are 
againft em. ~ Know you me yet? 

Vol{cie. Nicanor? no, aw 

Rom, The fame, Sir. 

Vol/cie. You had more Beard when 1 laft faw you, but 
your Favour is well appear’d by your Tongue. What’s 
the News in Rome? I hayea Note from the Volfcian {tate 
to find you out. here. You’ have well faved me a days 
Journey. .. ile ; 

Rom. ‘There ‘hath been in’ Rome  ftrange Infurrecti- 
ons: the People, againft the Senators, Patricians, and 
Nobles. : 

Vol. Hath been; isit ended then ? Our State thinks 
not fo, they are in a moft warlike preparation, aid hope 
to come upon them in the hear of their divilion. 

Rom. The mainblaze of itis paft, but a fmall thing 
Would make ‘it flame again. For the Nobles receive fo 
toheart the Banifhment of that worthy Corsolanus, that 
they are ina ripe aptnefs, totake all Power from the Peo- 
ple, and to pluek from them their Tribunes for ever. 
This lies glowing I can tell you, and is almoft mature for 
the violent breaking out. 

Vol, Coviolanus Banifh’d ? 

Rom. Banifh’d, Sir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this Intelligence, 2Vi- 
canoer.” : 

Rom. The day ferves well for themnow. I have heard 
it faid, the firteft'timeto corrapt a Mans VVife, is when 
fhe?s faln out with her Husband. Your-Noble Tullus Au- 
fidius will eppear well in thefe VVars, “his great Oppofer 
|| Coriolani:: being now inno requeft of his Country. 

Vol. He cannot chufe: I’ am moft fortunate, 
accidentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bu- 
finefs, and I will merrily accompany you home. 


Rome! 


hear this : 


[ Exeunt Tribunes, 


(LE-xeunt. 
[Exie. 
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ftrange things from 
their Adverfaries. 


Charges dictinctly billetted already in th’ entertainment, 
and to beon foot at an hours warning. 


the man I think, that shall fet them in prefent Adion 
So, Sir, heart’ly well met, and moft glad of your Compan : tan 


caufe to be glad of yours. 


Tis | that made thy Widows: Many an Heir 
Of thefe fair Edifices for my Wars 

Havel heard groan, and drop: 
Left that thy Wives wich Spits,and Boys with Stones |)” 
In puny Battel flayme. Save you, Sir. a 


dius lies: Is he in Antinm ¢ 


Houfe this Night. 


thus | the Houfe. 


Rom. | thall between this and~ Supper tell you moft |: Corio. A Gentleman. - 


] 


Rome: all tending to the good off a 
Have you an Army ready, fay you? | 
Vol. Amoft Royal one. The Centurions, and their a 


Rom. Lamjoyful to hear of their readinefs, and a ‘ 


Vol. You take my part from me, Sir, I have the moft 


Rom, Well, let us go together. TE semit | 


Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, difguis’d and muffled, | 


Corio. A goodly City is this datinm. City, | 


Then know menot, » . 


Enter a Cutiren, . ae 
Cit. And you. me oe 
Corio. Direét me, if itbe your will, where great Age) 
Cit. Heis, and Feaits the Nobles of the State, at his] 
Corio. Which is his Houfe, befeech you ? 
Cit. This here before you. m 
Corio, Thankyou, Sir, Farewel. [Exit Citigen, | 
Oh World, thy flippery turns / Friends now fait fworny 1) 
Whofe double bofoms feem to wear one Heart, — 
Whofe Hours, whofe Bed, whofe Meal and Exercifé 
Are ftill togecher : who Twine (as ’twere) inLove, 
Unfeparable, fhall within this hour, e 
Ona diffeution of a Doit, break out 
To bittercit Enmity.» So felleit Foes, i! aio 
Whole Paflions, and whofe Plots have broke their fleep * 
To take the onethe other; by fome chance, — 
Some trick not worth an Egg, fhall grow dear Friends; ~ M 
And inter-joyn their iffues. So with me, . 
My Birth-place have I, and my Lover left ; upon 
This Enesy’s Town Ple enter, if he ilay me, 
He does fair Juftice : if he give me way, 
Ple do his Country Service. 
Mufick, plays. Enter a Servingman 
1Ser, Wine, Wine, Wine; What Service is here? 
think our Fellows are afleep. 
Enter another Servingman, 
2 Ser.Where?s Corus? my Matter calls 
Enter Coriolanus. 
Corio, Agoodly Houfe ; “a 
The Feaft {mells; but] appear not likea Gueft. 
Enter the fw {t Serving-man, ve 
1 Ser, What would you have, Friend ? whenceare yout} 
Here’s no place for you: Pray goto the Door. Hey 
Corio. 1 have deferw’d no better entertainments in De} 
ing, Cortolanus. r 
. Enter fecond Servant. i 
2 Ser. Whence are you, Sir ? Has the Porter his Byes il} 
his head , that he gives entrance to fuch Companions? | 
Pray get you out. oe 
Corio, Away. 
2 Ser. Away? Get you away. 
Corio, Now th’ art troublefome. Oa 
2 Ser. Are you fo brave : Ple have you talkt with anon. 5 
Enter three Servingmen, the firft meets hith. 7 
3. What Fellow’s. this ? 
. 1. Aftrange one asever Llook’don: I cannot get hl 
out o’th’ Houle: Prithee call my Mafter to him 4) 
3. What have you to do here, Fellow? Pray you all 


~~ i 


for him:Cotus. 7 
Exit.) 


Corio, Let me but ftand, 


I will not hurt your Hearth — | 
3. Whatare you? tag 


FY Thou fhewft a Noble Veflal : 


3. A mary’llous poor one. 

Corio, True, fol am. 

3. Pray you, poor Gentleman} take up fome other fta- 
tion, here’s no place for you, pray you avoid: Come. 

Corio. Follow your Function , go and batten on cold 
bits. [Pufhes him away from him. 

3+ What, you will not ? Prithee tell my Matter, what a 
ftrange Gueft he has here. 

2. And | hall. 

3- Where dwell’ft thou ? 

Corio. Under the Canopy, 

3- Under the Canopy ? 

Corio. I. 

3. Where’s that? 

Corio. th? City of Kites and Crows. 

3- Ith’ City of Kites and Crows. What an Afs it is, 
then thou dwell’ft with Daws too ? 

Corio, No, I ferve not thy Matter. 

3- How, Sir, do you meddle with my Mafter ? 

Corio, 1, *tis an honefter Service, than to meddle with 
thy Miftrefs: Thou prat’{t, and prat’ft, ferve with thy 
trencher : Hence. [ Beats him away. 


LExit Jecond Servingman. 


Enter Aufidius with a Servingman. 


Auf. Where is this Fellow ? 

2. Here, Sir, I’de have beaten him likea Dog,but for di- 
fturbing the Lords within. (Name ? 

4uf. Whence comft chou ? What would?’ft thou ? Thy 
Why fpeak’ft not ? Speak man: what’s thyName? 

Corio, If, Tuilxs, not yet thou knowf{t me, and fecing 
me, doft not think me for the Man I am, neceflity com- 
mands me name my Self. 

Auf. What is thy Name ? 

Corto. A Name unmofical to the Vol/eians Ears; 
And harfh in found to thine. 

Auf. Say, what’s thy Name? 


} | Thou hafta grim appearance, and thy Face 


Bears a Command in’t: Though thy Tackle’s torn, 


What’s thy Name ? 


| ©0ri0.Prepare thy brow to frown: know’ft thou me yet ? 


| fo thee particularly, and to all the 


{Shed for thy thanklef 


4uf. | know thee not ; thy Name ? 
Corio. My Name is Caius Martius, who hath done 
Polfcies, 
Great hurt and mifchief: thereto witnefs may 
My Sir-name, Coriolanus. The painful Service, 

he extream Dangers, and the drops of Blood 
Country are requited : 
jbutwith that Sirname, a good memory 


, |And witnefs of the Malice and Difpleafure 


f 


1H 


J 4 
#1 (Miftake me 


Which thou could’{t bear me, only that Name remains. 
| The Cruclty and Envy of the People, 


| Petmitted by our daftard Nobles, who 


Have all forfook me, hath devour’d the reft : 

j And fuffer’d me by th’ voice of Slaves to be 
op’d out of Rome. Now this extremity, 

Hath brought me to thy Hearth, not out ofhope 

not) to fave my Life: for if 

jthad fear’d death, ofall the Men th’ World 


{Would have voided thee. But in meer fpight 


t! | Tobe full quit of thofe my Banifhers, 
\ Stand I before thee here: Then if thou haft 


A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge : 
{ Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maims _ 
| Of thame feen through thy Country, {peed thee ftraight 
| And make my mifery ferve thy turn : So ufeit, 
at my revengeful Services may prove 
benefitsto thee. For I will fight 
Againft my Cankred Country, with the fpleen 
Of all the under Fiends. But if fo be, 


g} Thou darft not this, and that to prove more Fortunes 


Tiart tyr’d, then ina word, I alfo am 
onger to live moft weary , and prefent 
My Throat to thee, and to thy ancient Malice: 
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W hich not to cut, would thew thee but a Fool, 
Sincel have ever followd thee with hate, 
Drawn Tuns of Blood out of thy Countries Breaft, 
And cannot live but to thy fhame, unlefS 

Itbe todo thee Service. 

Auf, Oh, Martius, Martins, 

Each word thou haft {poke, hath weeded from 
A root of Antient Envy. If Supiter 

Should from yon Cloud fpeak divine things, 
And fay, ’tis true: Ide not believe them more 
Than thee, all-Noble Martius. Let me twine 
Mine Arms about that Body, where againft 
My grained Ath an hundred times hath broke, 
And fcarr’d the Moon with Splinters: here I.cleep 
The Anvile of my Sword, and do conteft 
As hotly and as nobly with thy Love, 

As ever in Ambitious ftrength, I did . 
Contend againft thy Valour. ‘Know thon firft, 

I lov’d the Maid I married: never Man 
Sigh’d truer Breath. But that I fee thee here, 

Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt Heart, 

Than when I firft my wedded Miftrefs faw 

Beftrid my Threfhold, Why, thou AZars, I tell thee; 
We have a Power on foot: andI had purpofe 

Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn, 

Or lofe mine Arm fort + Thou hait beat me out 
Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly fince 
Dream’t of Encounters ’twixt thy felf and me: 

We have been down together in my Sleep, 
Unbuckling Helms, fifting each others Throat, 
And wak’d half dead with nothing. Worthy Martins, 
Had weno Quarrel elfe to Rome, but that, 
Thou art thence banifh’d,we would mufter all 
Fromtwelve to feventy: And pouring War 
Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold Flood o’re-beat. Oh come, go in; 


my Heart ' 


' And take our Friendly Senators by th? Hands, 


Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar’d againft your Territories, 
Though not for Rome it felf. 

Corto, You blefs me, Gods, 

Auf. Therefore, moft abfolute Sir, if thouwilt have 
The leading of thine own Revenges, take 
Th’ one half of my Commiflion, and fet down 
As beft thou art experienc’d, fince thou know’ft 
Thy Countries ftrength and weakegfs, thine own waies 
Whether to knock againit the Gates of Rome, 

Or rudely vifit them in parts remote, 

To fright them, e’re deftroy. But come in, 

Let me commend thee firft to thofe that hall 

Say yea to thy defires. A thoufand welcomes, 

And more a Friend, than e?fean Enemy, 

Yet, Martius, that wasmuch. Your hand: moft welcome. 
[Exeunt. 

Enter two of the Servinomen, 

1. Here’s a ftrangealteration. 

2. By my hand, Thad thought to have ftrucken him 
with aCudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his cloaths 
made a falfe report of him. 

1. What an Arurhe has, he turn’d me about with his 
Finger, and his Thumb, as one would fet upa Top. 

2. Nay, I knew by his Face, that there was fomething 
in him. He had, Sir, akind of Face methought. I cannot 
tell how to term it. 

1. He had fo, looking as it were, would I were hang’d 
but I thought there was more in him, than! could think. 

2. Sodid I, Ple be fworn: He is fimply the rareft man 
Vth? world.» 

1. I think he is: 
You wot one. 

2. Who, my Mafter ? 

1. Nay, it’s no matter for that. 

2. Worth fixon him. 

1. Nay, not fo neither : but I take him to be the greater 
Souldier, *Bbb 2. Faith 


but a greater Souldier than he, 
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2. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to fay that : for 
the Defence of a Town, our General is excellent. 

1.1, and for an Affault too. 

Enter the third Servingman. 

3. Oh Slaves, I can tell you News, News, you Rafcals : 

Both, What, what, what ¢ Let’s partake. 

3. L would not bea Roman of all Nations 5 I had as 
Lieve bea condemn’d Man. 

Both. Wherefore ¢ Wherefore ? 

3. Why hete’s he that was wont to thwack our Gene- 
ral, Carus Martins. 

1. Why do you fay, thwack our General ? 

3. 1 do not fay thwack our General, but 
ways goad enough for him. . 

2. Come, we are Fellows and Friends: he was ¢ver too 
hard for him, I have heard him fay fo himfelf. 

1. He was too hard for him directly, to {ay the Troth 
on’t before Gorsolus 5 he {cotcht him, and notcht him like 


he. was al- 


| a Carbonado. 


i News is, our General is Cut 


3+ And he had been Cannibally given, he might have 
boyd and eaten him too. 

1 But more of thy News. ra 

3... Why be is fo mace on here within, as if he were 
Son‘and Heir to AZars, fet at upper end oth’ Table: No 
Queftion askt him by any of the Senators, but they ftand 
bald before him. Out General himfelf makes a Miftrefs 
of him, Sanctilies himéelf with’s Hand, and turns up the 
white o’th’ Eye to his difcout fe. But the bottom of the 

- och? middle, and but one half 
of what he was yeiterday. For the other has half by 
the intreaty and grant of the whole Table. He'll go, he 
fays, and fole the Porter of Rome Gates by th’ Ears. Ke 
will mow ai down before him, and leave his pallage 
poul’d. : 

2. And he’sas like to do?t, as any Man I can imagine. 

3. Do’t? he will.do’t : for look you, Sir, he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies : which Friends,Sir,as it were,durit 
not (look you, Sir) fhew themfelves (as we term it) his 
Friends, whil?ft he’s in Directitude. 

1. Direétitude ? Whats that ? f 

3. But when they fhall fee, Sir, his Creft. up again, and 
the man in Blood, they willout of their Burroughs (like 
Conies after Rain.) and revel all with him. 

1, But when goes this forward ? 

3. To morrow , to day, prefently, you fhall have the 
Drum ftruck up this afternoon : oTis asit were a parcel 
of their Feaft, and to ® executed ere they wipe their lips- 

2. Why then we fhall have a ftirring World again: 
This Peace is worth nothing, but to ruft. Iron, encreafe 


‘| Taylors, and breed Ballad-makers. 


+ Let mehave War, fay, itexceeds Peace, as far as 
day does night , it’s fprighuly walking, audible, and fuli 
of Vent. Peace isa very Apoplexy, Lethargie , mulld, 
deaf, fleepy, infenfible, a getter of more Baltard Chil 
dren, than Wars a deftroyer of Men. 

2. ? Tis fo,and as Wars in fome fort may be faid to bea 
Ravifher, foit cannot be denied, but Peace isa great ma- 
ker of Cuckolds. 

1. 1, and it makes Men hate one another. 

3. Reafon, becaufe they then le{s need one another : 

Tie Wars for my Money. 1 hope to fee Romans as cheap as 
Volfcians.. They are rifing, they are riling. 
Borb. In, in, in, in. [Exeunt. 


Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinius and Brutus. 
Sicin, We hear not ofhim, neither need we 
His remedies are tame, the prefent Peace, 
And Ouietnefs of the People, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Heredo we make his Friends 
Bluth; that the World goes well: who rather had, 
Though they themfelves did fuffer by’t, behold 
Dillentious numbers peltring ftreets, than fee 


Our Trades-men fingmg intheir Shops, and going 


fear him, 


The Tragedy of 


We wilat Coriolanus had lov’d you, as we did, 


Coriolanus. 


About their Functions friendly. 
Enter Menentus. saa 
Bru. We ftood to’t in good time. Is this Afenenius > 
Sicin. Tis he, 7tis he: O he is grown moft kind of la 
Hail, Sir. Men, Hail to you both. 
Sicin. Your Coriolanus is not much mift, but with his || 
Friends: the Common-wealth doth ftamd, and fo would} 
do, were he more angry at it. 
ven, Alls well, and might have been much better. 
he could have temporiz’d. 
Sicin, Where is he, hear you ¢ 
Men, Nay, 1 hear nothing + 
His Mother and his Wife hear nothing from him. 
Enter three or four Citizens, 
All. The Gods preferve you both. 
Sicin. Good-e’en, Neighbours. a 
Bru. Good-e’en to you all, good-e’en to youall, 
1 Our Selves, our Wives, and Children, on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. oe 
Sicin. Live, and thrive. 
Bru, Farewel, kind Neighbours : 


me 


| 


{ 


<—s 


a oo 
end Ee 
= 


' 


All, Now the Gods keep you. aS 
Both Tri. Farewel, farewel. [Ex. Citicens,| 
Sicin. This isa happier, and more comely time, a 
‘Than when thefe Fellows ran about the ftreets, 
Crying, Confufion. 
Bru; Cains Martius was 
A worthy Officer. ?th’ War, but Infolent, ad 
O’recome with Pride, Ambitious paft all thinking, tt 
elf-loving. aoe B 
Sici. And affecting one fole Throne,without afliftance, 
Men. | think not fo. Te, 
Sicin, We fhould by this to all our Lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo. 
_ Bru, The Gods have well prevented it, 
Sits fafe and {till without him. 
Ener edule. 
Adile. Worthy Tribuses, 
There is a Slave, whom we have put into Prifon, 
Reports the /ol/cies with two feveral Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories, 
And with the deepeft malice of the Wat, 
Deftroy what lies before’em. “ 
Men.’ Vis Aufidins, ba | 
Who hearing of our Aartins’s Banifhment, s | 
1 


ot 


? 


and Rome — { | 


Thrufts forth his Hornsagain into the World, e 
Which were lu-{hell’d, when Adartins {tood for Rome, 
And durit not once peep out. ie 

Sicin. Come, what talk you of Martins? ; 

Bru. Go fee this Rumourer whipt, it cannot bee 
The Vol/cies dare break with us. 
Men, Cannot be? 
Wehave Record, that very well it can, 
And three Examples of the like have been 
Within my Age. But Reafon with the Fellow 
Before you punifh him, where he heard this, 
Left you fhall chance to whip your Information, 
And beat the Meflenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be Dreaded. 

Sicin, Tell not me: I know this cannot be. 

Bru, Not poflible. 

Enter a Meffenger. é 

Mef. The Nobles in great earneftnefs are going 
Allto the Senate-houfe: fome Newsis coming 
That turns their Countenances. 

Sicin, Tis this Slave : 
Go whip him ’fore the Peoples Eyes : 
Nothing but his report. 

Mef. Yes, worthy Sir, 

The Slaves report is feconded, and more, 

More fearful is deliver’d. 
Sicin, What more fearful ? so 
Me. \v is fpoke freely out of many mouths; — 
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How prebable I do not know, that A4Zartius 
Joyn’d with Adfidius, leadsa Power gainft Rome, 
And vows Revenge as fpacious, as between 
The young’ft and oldeft thing. 
| Sicin, This is moft likely. 
= Bru. Rais’d only, that the weaker fort may wilh 
Good Martius home again. 
Sicin. The very trick on’t. 
Men. This is unlikely, 
He and Axfidins can no more atone 
Than violent’{t Contrariety. 
Enter Meffenger. 
| Jef. Youare fent for to the Senate : 
A fearful Army, led by Cains Martins, 
Aflociated with Aufidius’s Rages 
Upon our Territories, and have already 
O’re-born their way, confam’d with Fire, and took 
What lay before them. 
Enter Cominius. 
Com, Oh, you have made good work. 
Men, What news? What news? 
Com. Youhave holp to ravifh your own Daughters,and 
To melt the City Leads upon your pates, 
To fee your Wives difhonour’d to your Nofes. 
Men. What?s the news? What’s the news ? 
Com. Your Temples burned in their Cement , and 
Your Franchifes, whereon you ftood, confin’d 
Into an Augers bore. 
Men, Pray now the news? 
You have made-fair work, I fear me: pray,your news ? 
If Martins thould be joyn’d with Volfctans. 
Com. \f? Heistheit God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other Deity than Nature, 
That fhapes man better: and they follow him 
Againft us Brats, with no lefs Confidence, 
Than Boyes purfuing Summer Butter-flies, 
Or Butchers killing Flyes. 
Men. You have made good work, : 
. You and your Apron-men : you, that ftcod fo much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The Breath of Garlike-eaters. 
Com, He'll fhake your Rome about your Ears. | 
} Aten. As Hercules did fhake down mellow Fruit - 
You have made fair work. 
Bry. But is this true, Sir ? 
Com. 1, and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the Regions 
Do finilingly revolt, and who refifts 
Are mock’d for valiant Ignorance, : 
And perih conftant Fools: whois’t canblame him ? 
Your Enemies and his find fomething in him. 
Men. Weare all undone, unlefs 
The Noble man have Mercy. 
Com. Who thall ask it ? 
The Tribunes cannot do’t for fhame ;, the People 
Deferve firch pity of him, as the Wolf : 
Do’s of the Shepherds : For his beft friends, if they 
Should fay, be good to Rome, they charg’d him even 
As thofe fhould do that had deferv’d his hate, 
] And therein fhew’d like Enemies. 4 
MeTis true,if he were putting to myHoufe, the bran 
That fhould confume ic, I have not the Face, 
| Tofay, befeech you ceafe. You have made fair hands, 
You and your Crafts, you have crafted fair. 
Com. You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never 
Sincapable of help. ! 
Tri, Say not, we brought it. t 
Men, How 2 Was’t we? We lov'd him, 
But like Beafts, and Cowardly Nobles, 
| Gave way unto your Clufters, who did hoot 
Him out oth’ City. 
Com. But | fear : 
They’lroarhimin again. Tullus Aufidins, 


The fecond Name of Men, obeys his points 
As if he were his Officer : Defperation, 
Is all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Rome canmake againft them. 
Enter a Troop of Citizens. 
Men, Here come the Clufters. 
And is 4nfidius with him ? You are they 
‘That made the Ayr unwholfome, when you caft 
Your ftincking, greafie Caps, in hooting 
At Cortolanus Exile. Now he’s coming, 
And net Hair upon a Souldiers Head 
Which will not prove.a whip: As many Coxcombes 
Asyou threw Caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your Voices. Tis no matter; 
If he could burn us all into one Coal, 
We have defery’d it. 

Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful News. 

1Ci. For mine own patt, 
When I faid banifh him, I faid’ 

2. And fo did I. 

3. And fodidI 3 and to fay the truth, fodid very ma- 
ny of us, that we did, we did for the velit : and though we 
willingly confented to lis Banifhment, yet it was againft 
our will. 

Com, Y’are goodly things, you Voices. 

Mén, You have made you good work, 

You and your cry. Shall’s to the Capitol ? 

Com. Oh I, what elfe ? [E-xeunt both, 

Sicin. Go, Mafters, get you home, be not difmaid, 
Thefe are a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they fo feem to fear. Go home, 

And thew no fign of Fear. 

1 Cit. The Gods be good to us: Come, Mafters, Iet’s 
home, I ever faid we were i’th’ wrong, when we banifh’d 
hims 

2 Cit. So did we all, but come, let’s home. 

Bru. do not like this News. 

Sicin. Nor I. 

Bru, Let’s tothe Capitol: would half my wealth 
Would buy this for a Lye. 

Sicin. Pray lets go. 


twas pity, 


‘Ex. Cit, 


[Exeunt Tribunes. 


Eater Aufidius with his Lieutenant: 


Auf. Do they ftill flie to th’ Rowian ? 
Liew.:+do not know what Witchcraft’s in’ him: but 
Your Souldiers ufe him as the grace fore Meat, 
Their talk at Table, and their Thanks at end, 
And you are darkned in this action, Sir, 
Even by your own. 
Auf, \ cannot help it now, 
Unlefs by ufing means I Jame the Foot 
Of our defign. He bears himfelf more proudly, 
Even to my Perfon, than I thought he would 
When firft I did embracehim. “Yet his Nature 
Inthat’s no Changeling, andI muftexcufe 
What cannot be amended. 
Liew. Yet I with, Sir, 
(J mean for your particular) you had not 
Joyn’d in Commiilion with him: but either have born 
The action of your felf, or elfe to him had left it folely. 
Auf, Lunderftand thee well, and be thou fure, 
When he fhall come to his account, he knows not 
What I can urge againft him, although it feems 
And fohe thinks, and isnolefsapparent. __ 
To th’ vulgar Eye, that he bears all things fairly, 
And fhews good Husbandry for the Yol/cian State, 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon 
As draw his Sword: yet he hath left undone 
That which fhall break his Neck, or hazard mine, 
When e’re we come to our account. 
Liew. Sir,  befeech you, think you he’ll carry Rome ? 
Auf, All places yield tohime’re he fitsdewa, 
And the Nobility of Rome are his: 
*Bbb 2 
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| The Senatorsand Patricians love him too : 
I -rie Tribunes are no Souldiers: and their People 
| vv ilibe as rath inthe repeal, «as hafty 
Toexpel him thence, 4 think he’ll be to Rove, 
Asis the Afpray tothe Fith, who takes it 
By Soveraignty of Nature. Firft, he was 
A Noble Servant to them, but he could not 
Carry his Honours even whether ’twas Pride 
V Vhich out of daily Fortune ever taints 
The happy Man ; whether defect of Judgment, 
To fail in the difpofing of thofe Chances 
V Vhich he was Lord of : or whether Nature, 
Not tobe other than one thing, not moving 
From th? Cask to th? Cufhion : but commanding Peace 
Even with the fame aafterity and garb, 
Ashe controll’d the VVar. But one of thefe, 
{CAs he hath fpices of themall) not all, 
lFor I dare fo far free him, made him fear’d, 
1So hated, and fo banith’d : but he has a Merit 
Yo choak it in the uttrance : So our Virtues, 
| Lie ia th’interpretation of the time, 
And Power unto felf moft commendable, 
Hath not a Tomb foevident as a Chair 
| Mextol what ic hach done. 
One Fire drives out one Fire; one Nail, offe Nail; 
Rights by rightsfoulet, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail. 
Come let’s away + whea, Caius, Rome is thine, 
Thou ‘att poor’ ft of all,then thortly art thou mine. 


| 


1 Aus Quintus. 
is 


bunes, with others. 


LEvbér Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, the two Tri- 


| Afen. No, Vlenot go:.you hear what he hath faid 
-| VVhich was fometime his General: who loved him 
| ta moftdear particular. He call’d me Father : 
‘| Butwhat o’chat ? Go you that banifh’d him 
| Acmile before his Tent, fall down and kneel 
+| The way into his mercy: Nay, if he coy’d 
Tohear Cominins {peak, Ple keep at home. 
Com. He would not feem to know mie. 
Men, Do you hear? . 
|." Com, ‘Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
[ ured our’old acquaintance, and the drops 
_| That we have bled together. Coriolanus, 
He would not anfwerto: Forbad all Names, 
| He was a kind of Nothing, Titlelefs, 
‘| Till he had forg’d himfelf a. Name o’th’ Fire 
|| Of burning Rome. 
Men, Why, fo: you have made good work « 
A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack’dfor Rome, 
To makeCoals cheap: “A Noble memory. . 
Com. 1 minded him, how Royal twas to pardon 
When it was lefs expeéted. He reply’d, 
| \It was a bare Petition of a State 
|| To one whom they had punith’d. 
|| Aten. Very well,» could he fay lefs ? 
Gorix: Poffered'to awaken his regard 
| For’s private Friends. Bis anfwer to me was 
‘| He could not {tayo pick them, ina pile 
Of noyfome imufty Chaff. He faid, ’twas folly 
For one poor grain orjtwo, to leave unburat 
And ftiil to note th’ offence. 
| Aden, Bor one poor grain or two ? 
‘\Lam one of.thofe: his Mother, Wife, his Child, 
And this brave Fellow too’: we are the Grains, 
| You argahe Mutty Chaff, .and you are {melt 
“1 Above the Moon. We muft be burnt for you- 
oS Seer. 
Hn this fo gever-needed help, yet do not 
\Upbraid’s with our diltrefs, -But. fare if you” 
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Would be your Countries Pleader, your good Tong ie 7 
More than the inftant Army we can mak@s\ tis bay 
Mizht ftop our Country-man. tae 


Bink: 


Nay, pray be patient: If you refufe your aid 


For Rome, 


Coriolanus. 


Wen. No: Vlenot meddle. 
Sicin. Pray you go to him. 

Men. What fhould t do? 

Bru. Only make tryal what your 
towards Martius. 

Men, Well, and fay that Martias return me, 

As Cominius return’d, unheard ; what then?” 
But as a difcontented Friend, grief-fhot 
With his unkindnefs. Say?t be fo? 

S.cin, Yet your gocd will ' re 
Mutt have that thanks from Rome, after the meafure 
As you intended well. Taj 

Men. VPle undertake’t : pee 
i think he’L hear me. Yet to bitehis lip, 

And hum at good Cominixs, much unhearts me, 
He was not taken well, he had not din’d, 
The Veins unfill’d,, our blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the Morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we have ftufft | 
Theie Pipes, and thefe Conveyances of our blood, . 4 
With Wine and feeding, we have fuppler Souls \ athe 
Than in our Prieft-like Fafts: therefore Ple watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requelt, * 
And then Ple fet upon him. 4 
Bru, You know the very Rode into his kindnefs, bs 
And cannot loie your way- eh 
Men. Good faith, V’le prove him, jae 
Speed how it will. 1 fhall ere long have knowledge _ 
Of my fuccefs. 

Com, He?llnever hear him. 

Sicin, Not? es 

Com. \ tell you, he does fit in Gold, his Eye 

Red as?twould burn Rome: and his Injary 

The Goaler to his Pity. I kneel’d before him, 

Twas very faintly he faid, Rife : difmit me 
Thus with his fpeechlefs hand. -What he woulddo = 
He fent in writing after me: whathe would not, » a 
Bound with an Oath to yield to hisConditionss 7 
So that all hope is vain, unlefs his Noble Mother, 
Andhis Wife (who asi hear) mean to folicite him 
For Mércy to his Country : therefore let’s hence, 

And with our fair intreaties hafke them on. 


Love can do): 


meine. ss 


of 


Enter Menenius to the Watgh or Guard, 


1 Wat. Stay : whence are you? 
2 Wat. Stand, and go back. 
Men, You guard like men, ’tis well. But by ¥° 
| aman Officer of Stace,and come to fpeak wit 
1. From whence ? Men, From Rome. 
1. You may not pafs, you muft return: our Genstal 
_ will no more hear from thence. Ts 
2. You'll fee your Rome embrac’d with Fire, before 
You’l {peak with Coriolanus, Soi 
Men. Good my Friends, 
if you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, itis Lots to Blanks, 
My Name hath toucht your Ears : it is Meneninss 
1. Be itfo, goback ; the virtue of your Name) 977 
Is not here patlable, oat 
__ Men, \ tell thee, Fellow, 
Thy Generalis my Lover: I have been Pee 
The Book of his good Acts, whence Men have reads \ 
His Fame unparallel’d, happily amplified: » . : 
For I haveever verified my Friends, at 
(Of whom he’s Chief) with all the fize that verity =. 
W ould without lapfing faffer : Nay, fometimes, 
Like toa Bowl uponafubtil ground icv aves 
| have tumbled paft the throw: andin his prall, 
Have (almoft) {tampt the Leafing. Therefore, FelloWs 
I muft have leaye to pafs, ae 


t 


The 
——— 

1. Faith,Sir, if you hadtold as many fics in his behalf, 
as you have uttered words in your own , you fhould not 
pais here: no, though it were as virtuous to lye, as to 
live chaftly. Therefore go back. ~ 

Men, Prithee, Fellow, remember my name is Adenenins, 
always Factionary on the party of your General. 

2. Howfoever you have been his Lyar, as you fay you 
‘}have ; Iam one that telling true under him, muft fay you 
ij.cannot pafs. Therefore goback. 
‘| M€en. Has he din’d, can’ft thou tell? For! would not 

fpeak with kim, till after Dinner. 
| 4, You area Roman, are you? 

Men: 1 am,asthy General is. 

1. Then you fhould hate Rome, ashedoes. Can you, 
when you have putht out your Gates the very Defender 
ofthem, andin a violent popular ignorance, given your 
Enemy your Shield, think to front his Revenges with the, 
eafie groans of Old Women, the Virginal palms of your 
‘Daughters, or with the palfied interceflion of fuch a de- 
cay’d Dotard, as you feem to be? Can you think to*blow 
out the intended Fire,your‘City is ready toflame in, with 
fuch weak breath as this ? No,you are deceiv’d, therefore 
back to Xowe,and prepare for your Execution: you are 
| Conderhi’d, our General has fworn you out of Reprieve 
_}and Pardon 
Men. Sirrah, if the Captain knew I were here, 
| He would nie me with Bitimation.: * 

1. Come, my Captain knows you not. 
Men. 1 mean thy General. 
} 1. My General cares not. for you. Back, I fay, go: left 
T let fofth your half pint of Blood. Back, that’s the ut- 
| mioft of your having, back. 
{| Aen. Nay; but Fellow, Fellow. ; 

Enter Coriolanus with Aufidius. 
Corio. What’s the matter ? 
} Aden Now you, Companion : Ile fay an Errant for you: 
you fhall know now that | am in Eltimation: you fhall 
perceive,- that a Jack-gardant cannot Office me from my 
ISon Coriolanus , guefs but my entertainment with bim: if 
thon ftand’it not ’th? State of Hanging, or of fome death 
} more long in Spectatorfhip, and Crueller in faffering, be- 
| hold riow prefently, and fwoon for what’s to come upon 
} thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourly Synod about thy 
| particular profperity, and love thee no worfe than thy old 
| Father Azenenius does. O my Son, mySon- thouart pre- 
| paring Fire for us : look thee, here’s Water to quench it. 
I was hardly mov’d to come to thee: but being aflured 
fione but my felf could move thee, Ihave been blown 
out of our Gates with fighs, and conjure thee to par- 
| don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good 
| Gods aflwage thy wrath, and tnrn the dregs of it upon 
I this Varlet here: This, who like a Block: hath denied 
my Accefs to thee. 

Corto, Away. ' 

Men. How ? Away ? 
| Corio, Wife; Mother, Child, I know no 
t Arc fervanted toothers: Though | owe 
} My Revenge properly, my Remiflion lies 
| In Yolfezan Breafts. That we have been familiar, 
HIngrate forgetfulnefs {hall poifon rather 
| Than pity: Note how much, therefore be gone. 
| MineEars againft your Suits«are ftronger than 
Your Gates again{t my Force. Yet for I loved thee, 
Take this along, 1 writ it for thy fake, 
| And would. fave fent it. Another word, Adenemus, 
| I will not hear thee fpeak. ThisMan, Anfidins, 
| Was my belov’din Rome: yet thou behol@it——— 
| Auf, You keepaconitant temper. 


fos 


On 


t. My affairs 


[ Exeunt. 


ce Manent the Guard and Menenius. 
i I, Now, Sit, is your name Afenentus 
| 2. ?Tisa {pel you fee of much Power : 
You know the way home again. j 
f f 1. Do you hear how we are fhent for keeping: your 


fgrcatnef$ back ? 
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2. What caufe do you think I have to {woon ? 

Men, \ neither care for th? World, nor your General : 
for fuch things as you, I cai {earce-think there’s any, y’are 
fo flight. Hethat hath a willto dye by himflf, fears it 
not from another: Let your General do his worft.. For 
you, be that you are, long ; and your mifery increafe with 
your Age. I fay to you, as I was faid to, Away. [ Exit. 

1, A Noble Fellow, I warrant him. 

2. The worthy Fellow is our General. Hes the Rock, 
the Oak not to be wind-fhaken. Exit Watch, 

Ener Coriolanus aad Aufidius. 

Corto, We-will before the Walls-of Rome to morrow 

Set down our ‘Hoft. My Partner inthis ‘Action, 


You mutt report to th? Vol/ciam Logds, how plainly 
I have born this Bufinefs. ; ‘ 

Anf, Only their Ends yowhave refpected. 
Stopt your Eats againft the general Suir of Rome: 
Never admitted a private whifper,no hot with fuch Friends 
That thought 'thein fare of you. 

Corio. Thisdaft old man; 
Whom with a crack’d Heart Thave fent to Rome, 
Lov’d me, above the meafure of a Father, 
Nay, Godded me indeed. Their lateft refuge, 
Was to fend liim, for whofe Lovel'have 
(Though I fhhew’d fow’rly to him) once more offer’d 
The firft Conditions which they did refute, 
And cannot nowaccept, to grace him only, 
That thought hecould’do more: Avery little 
I have yielded to. - FrefhEmbaffies, and Suits, 
Nor from the State, nor private’Friends hereafter 
Will I lend Ear t6.\Ha? what thout is this ? [Shou within, 
ShallI be tempted to infringe my Vow 
In the fametime *tis made ? Iwillnot. 


Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, youre Martius, with 
Attendants. 


My Wife comes formoft, then the honour?d Mould 
Wherein this Trunk was fram?d,:andin her hand 
The Grand-child to her blodd. Butour Affection, 

All bond and priviledge of Nature break; 

Let it be Virtuous tobe Obftinate. 

What is that Curt’lie worrh:?: Or thofe Doves Eyes, 
Which can: make Gods forfwWorn ? I melt, andam not 
Of ftronger Earth than others : my Motheribows, 
As if Olympus to.a Mole-hill fhould 

In fupplication- nod: and my young Boy 

Hath an afpect of interceflion, which 

Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Vofcies 
Plough Rome, and: harrow Jtaly,:Vlenever 

Be fuch a Golling to.obey Inftinét : but ftand 

Asif a man were Author of himfelf, and knew no other kin. 

Virgil. My Lord and Husband. 

Corio, Thefe Eyes are not the fame I wore.in Rome, 

Virg. The forrow that delivers us thus ehang’d, 

Makes you think fo. 

Corio, Like a dull. Actornow, [have forgot my part, 
And I amout, even to a full difgrace. Beit of my F1eth, 
Forgive my Tyranny, but do not fay, 

For that forgive our Romans, Oakifs 
Long as my Exile, fweet asmy Revenge! 
Now by the jealous Queen of Heaven, that kifs 
I carried from thee, Dear ; and my true Lip 
Hath Virgin’d it¢’re finces» You Godss I pray, 
And the moft' Noble Mother of the World 
Leave unfaluted : Sink my knee i’th’ Earth ; 
Of thy deep duty, more impreflion thew 
Than that of common Sons. 

Volum, O ftand.up bleft / . 
Whil’ft withno fatter Cufhion than the flint 
I kneel before thee; and unproperly 
Shew Daty as miftaken, all this while,’ 
Between the Child and Parent. 

Corio. What’s this? your knees to me? 
*Bbb 3 


[Kueels. 
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| Sse AR ae POPES ECE TS : 
| To keep your Name living to time. ; 

Boy, A fhall not tread on me - Ple runaway 
Tilllam bigger, but then I’le fight. 

Corio. Notof a Womans tendernefs to be ih 
Requires nor Child, nor Womans Face to fees F 
I have fate too long. ‘ee 

Volum, Nay, go not from us thus: ae | 
If it were fo, that our Requeft did tend 
To fave the Romans, thereby to deltroy 
The /olfcies whom you ferve, you might condemn ug, 
As poyfonous of your Honour. No, our Suit 
Isthat youreconcile them : While the Voljcies 
May fay, this Mercy we have fhew’d, the Rowmans, 
This we receiv’d, and each in cither fide 
Give the All-hail to thee, and cry, be bleft 
For making up this Peace. Thou know’ft (Great Son) 
The end of War’s uncertain ; but this certain, vabe 


To your Corrected Son f 
Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach 
Fillop the Stars - Then, let the mutinous Winds 
Strike the proud Cedars »eainft the fiery. Sun 
Murd’ring impoflibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight work. 
Volum. Thou art my Warrior, 
Do you know this Lady ? 
Corio. The Noble Sifter of Publicola ; 
The Moon of Rome, Chaft as the lficle 
That?s curdied by the Froft from pureft.Snow, 
And hangs on Dran’s Temple: Dear Valeria. 
Volum. This is a poor Epitome of yours, 
Which by th’interpretation of fulltime, 
May fhew like all your 1 ae 
Corio. The God of Souldiers, 
Tith the confent of fapream Fove, inform 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefs, that thou maift prove 
To fhame unvulnerable, and ftrike ?th? Wars 
Like a great Sea-mark {tanding every flaw, 
And faving, thofe that eye thee. 
Volum. Your knee, Sirtah. 


Corio. That’s my brave Boy- 
Volum, Even he, your Wife, thisLady, and my felf, 


Are Suiters to, you. 

Corio. I befeech you, Peace = 
Or if yow’ld ask, remember this before ; 
The thing I have forfworn to grant, may never 
Be held by your denial. Do not bid me 
Difmifs my Souldiers, or Capitulate 
Again with Romes Mechanicks- Tell me not 


Wherein I feem unnatural: Defire not vallay 


My Rages and Revenges, with your colder Reafons. 


Volum. Oh, nomore: no mores ; 
You have faid’you will not grant us any thing + 
For we have nothing elfe to ask, but that 
Which you deny already: yet we will ask, 
That if you fail in our requeft, the blame 
May hang upon your hardnefs, therefore hear us. 
Corio, Aufidis, and you, Volfcies, mark, for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requeft ? 
Volum, Should we be filent and not fpeak, our Raiment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what Life 
Wehave led fince thy Exile. Think with thy felf, 
How more unfortunate than living Women 
Are we come hither ; fince that thy fight, which fhouid 
Make our Eyes flow with Joy,Hearts dance with Comforts, 
Conftrains them weep, and fhake with Fear and Sorrow, 
Making the Mother, Wife, and Child to fice, 
TheSon, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
is Countries Bowels out : and to poor we, 
Thine Enmity’s moft Capital - Thou batr7ft us 
Our Prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. For how can we? 
Alas! how canwe, forour Country pray, 
Whereto we are bound ? together with thy Victory, 
Whereto we arebound ? Alack, or we muft lofe 
The Country, our dear Nurfe, or elfe thy Perfon 
Our comfort in the Country. We mutt find 
Anevident Calamity, though we had 
Our with, which fide fhould win, For either thou 
Mutt as a Foreign Recreant be Ied 
) With Manacles through our Streets, or elfe 
| Triumphantly tread on thy Countries ruine, 
And bear the Palm, for having bravely fhed 
Thy Wife and Childrens blood : For my felf, Son, 
| | purpofe not to wait on Fortune, till . 
| Thefc Wars determine : If 1 cannot perfuade thee 
| Rather to fhew a Noble grace to both parts 
| Than feek the end of one; thou fhalt no fooner 
March to aflault thy Country, than to tread 
(Truft to’t, thou fhalt not) on thy Mothers Womb 
That brought thee to this World. > 
Virg. 1, and mine, brought you forth this Boy, 


Lhope to frame thee, 


‘That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
| Which thou fhalt thereby reap, is fuch a Name, . 
Whofe Repetition will be dogg’d with Curfes : 
Whofe Chronicle thus writ, The Man was Noble, | 
But with his lait Attempt, he wip’d it out, ee 
Deftroy’d his Country, and his Name remains | 
To th’infuing Age, abhorr’d. Speak tome, Son: | 
Thou haft affected the five ftrains of Honour, 
To imitatethe Graces of the Gods. 
To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks o’th? Air, 
And yet to change thy Sulphur with a Boult, ‘oa 
That fhould but rive an Oak. Why do’ftnot{peak? jf 
Think’ thou it Honourable for a Noble man 
Still to remember Wrongs ? Daughter, {peak you: 
He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, Boy, 
Perhaps thy Childifhnefs will movehim more 
“Than can our Reafons. There isno Man inthe World 7 
More bound to’s Mother, yet here he letsme prat 
Like one i’th’ Stocks. Thou haftnever in thy Lif 
-Shew?d thy dear Mother any curtefie, A 
‘When fhe (poor Hen) fond of no fecond Brood, = | 
Has cluck’d thee to the Wars, and fafely home an 
Loaden withHonour. Say my Requett’s unjalt, 
And fpurn me back : Bur if it be not fo, 
Thou art not Honeft, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reftrain?ft from me the Duty, which 
To a Mothers part belongs. He turns away 
Down Ladies: let us fhame him with our Knees- 
To his Sir-name, Coriolanus, longs more Pride, 
Than Pity to our Prayers. Down: and end, te 
This is the Jaft. So, we will home to Rome, " 
And dye among our Neighbours: Nay, behold’s 
This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up Hends for Fellowlhip, 
Does réafon our Petition with more ftrength, 
Than thou haft to deny’t. Come, let us 0% 
This Fellowhad a Vol/cian to his Mother : 
His Wife is in-Coriolus, and his Child 
Like him by chance : yet give us our difpatch: | 
Lam hufht until ourCity be afire,and then le {peak a little} 
3 [ Holds her by the hand, fileat. 
Corio. QO Mother, Mother! | : 
What have youdone? Behold, the Heavens do opé | 
The Gods look down, and this unnatural Scene 
They laugh at. Oh, my Mother, Mother : Ob! 
You have won a happy Victory to Rome, 
But for your Son, believe it,, Oh believe it, 
Moft dangeroufly you have with him prevail’, 
If not moft mortal to him. But let it come : 
Anfidius, though J cannot make true Wars, 
P'le frame convenient Peace. Now, good Aufidits, 
Were you in my ftead, would you have heard 
A Mother lefs ? Or granted lefs, Aufidius ? 
Auf, 1 was mov’d withal. 
Corio. | dare be fworn you were : 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine Eyes to fweat Compaffion. But (good Sit») What 


What Peace you’! make, advife me: 
Ple not to Rome, Vle back with you, and pray you 
Stand to me inthis Caufe. .O Mother! Wife! 

Axf.1 am glad thou halt fet thy 
| Adifference in thee: Out of that Ple work 

My felf’a former Fortune. 
-| Corio. 1, by andby ; but we-will drink together : 

And you thall bear 
| A better witnefs back, than words, which we 
} On like Conditions, will have counter-feal’d. 
| Come enter with us: Ladies, you deferve 
| To havea Temple built you : All the Swords 
}In Italy, and her Confederate Arms 
Could not have made this Peace. 

Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 

Me.See you yond’Coin o’th? Capitol,yond’Corner ftone? 

Sicin, Why, what of that ? 

Men. If it be poflible for youto difplace it with your 
little Finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome, efpe- 
cially his Mother, may prevail with him. But | fay, there 
isno hope in’t, our Throatsare fentenc’d, and ftay. upon 
Execution. 

Sicin. Is’t pollible, that fo fhort a time can alter the 
j condition of a Man. 
| Méen. There is difference between aGrub and a But- 

terfly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub: this Martius is 

grown from. Manto Dragon: He has wings, he’s more 
than a creeping thing. 

Sicin. He lov’d his Mother dearly. 

Mkn, So did heme: and he no more remembers his 
Mother now, than aneight years old Horfe. The tartnefi 
| of his Face fours-ripe Grapes. When he walks, he moves 
like an Engine, and the ground Shrinks before his Trea- 
| ding. He is able to piercea Corflet with his Eye: Talks 
| like a Knell, and hishum isa Battery. Hefitsin his State 
asa thing made for dlexander. What he bids be done is 
{ nifh’d with his bidding. He wants nothing ofa God, but 

Eternity, and a Heavento Throne in. 
Siciz. Yes, Mercy, if you report himtruly. 


For my part, 


[Exeunt, 


4 Mé¢n. 1 paint him in the Charatter. Mark what Mercy 

# | his Mother fhall bring from him: Thercisno more Met- 
| cyinhim, than there is Milk ina Male-Tyger, that shall 

# | our poor City find : and all this is long of you. 

i Sicin. The Godsbe good unto us. 


Men. No, in fuch a cafe the Gods will not be good 
unto us. When we banifh’d him, we refpected not them : 
and he returning to break our N ecks, they refpect not us. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Sir, if you'ld fave your Life flye to your Houle, 

The Plebeians have got your Fellow Tribune, 
And hale him up and down 3 all fwearing, if 
The Roman Ladies bring not Comfort home, 
They’! give him death by Inches. 

Enter another Meffenter. 

Sicin, Whats the News? lies 

Mef.Good News,good News,the Ladies have prevail’d, 
The Volfcians are diflodg’d, and AZartins gone : 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th’ expulfion of the Tarquins, 
Sicin. Friend, art thou certain this is true? 
Iecmoft certain ? t 
Mf. As certainasI know the Sun is Fire : 
| Where have you lurk’d that you make doubt of it ? 
Ne’re through an Arch fo hurried the blown Tide, 
As the recomforted through th’ gates. Why, hark you. 
; ~  [Trumpers, Hoboys, Drums beat, altogether, 
The Trumpets, Sack-buts, Pfalteries, and Fifes, 
Tabors, and Cymbals, and the fhouting Romans Be: 
Make the Sundance. Hark you, CA fhout within. 

Méen, This is good News : f 
I will fO meet the Ladies. This % olumnia 
Is worth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full: Of Tribunes, fach as you, 

A Sea and Land full: you have pray’d well to day: 


= +s - 
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Se ne CORE I 
This Morning, for ten thoufand of your Throats, 
Id not have given a doit, Hark, how they joy. 
[Sound ftill with the Shouts: 
Sicin. Firft, the Gods blefs you for your Tidings : 
Next , acceptmy thankfulnels, _ 
Mef. Sir, we have all great caufe to give great thanks. 
Sicin, They are near the City 2 ' 
Mef. Almoft at point to enter, . 
Sicin. We?ll meet them, and help the joy. [Exeunp; 
Enter two Senators, with Laidies paffing over the Stage with 
other Lords, | 


Senat, Behold our Patronefs, the life of Rome: 

Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods, 

And make Triumphant Fires, ftrew Flowers before them : 

Unfhoot the noife that banith’d AZemins ; 

Repeal him, with the welcome of his Mother : 

Cry welcome, Ladies, welcome. ; 

All, Welcome Ladies, welcome. [Exeunt, 
[4 Flourifh with Drums and Lrumpets. 


Enter Tullus Aufidius, mith Attendants, 


Auf, Go tell the Lords o’th? City, lam here: 
Deliver them this Paper : having read it, 
Bid them repair to th’ Market-place, where I 
Even in theirs, and inthe Commons Ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him Laccufe > 
The City Ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends t’appear before thePeople, hoping 
To purge himfelf with words. Difpatch. 


Enter three or four Con}pirators of Aufidius’sF action, 


Molt welcome. 

1 Con. How is it with our General ? 

Auf, Even fo, as with a Man by his own Alms impoy- 
fon’d, and with his Charity flajn. 

2 Con. Moft Noble Sir, if you do hold the fame intent, 
W herein you wifh’d us Parties: Well deliver you 
Of your great danger, 

Auf, Sir, 1 cannot tell, 
We muft proceed as we do find the People. 

3 Con, The People will remain uncertain, whilft 
*Twixt you there’s difference : but the fall of either 
Makes the Survivor Heir of all. 

Auf. 1 knowit : é 
And my ptetextto ftrike at himad mits 
A good Conftruétion: I rais’d him, and I pawn’d 
Mine Honour for his Truth : who being {fo heighten’d, 
He. watered his new Plants with dews of Flattery, 
Seducing fo my Friends: and to this end, 

He bow’d his Nature, never known before, 
But to be rough, un{wayable, and free. 

3 ‘Con. Sir, his ftoutnefS 
When hedid ftand for Conful, which he loft 
By lack of ftooping. 

Auf. That | would have {poke of : 

Being banifh’d for’t, he came unto my Hearth, 
Prefented to my Knife his Throat : I took him, 
Made him joynt-fervant with me: Gave him way 
In all hisowndefires : Nay, let him chufe 
Out of my Files, his Projeéts to accomplifh, 
My beft and frefheft Men, ferv'd his Defignments 
In mine own Perfon : hop’d to reap the Fame 
W hich he did make all his; ‘and took fome Pride 
Todo my felfthis wrong ; till at the laft, 
I feem’d his Follower, not Partner 5 and 
He wag’d me with his Countenance, 2s if 
[had been Mercenary. 

1 Con. Sohedid, my Lord: 
The Army marvell’d atit, andin the laft, 
When he had carried Rome, and that we look’d 
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For no lefs Spoil, than Glory—— 
Auf. There was it: 
For which my finews fhall be ftretcht upon him: 
\ Ata few drops of Womens Rheum, which are 
As cheap as Lies, he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action 5 therefore fhall he dye, 
“And Ple renew me in his fall. But hark. 
[Drums and Trumpets found, with great 
fhouts of the People. 
Gon. Your Native Town you enter’d like a Poft, , 
And had no Welcomes home, but he returns 
Splitting the Air with noyfe, 
2 Con. And patient Fools, 
W hofe Children he hath {lain, 
With giving him Glory. 
3 Con: Therefore at your vantages 
Fre he exprefs himfelf, or move the People 
With what he would fay, let him feel your Sword: 
Which we will fecond, when he lics along, 
After your way. His Tale pronoune’d fhall bury - 
His Reafons, with his Body. 
Auf. Say no more, here come the Lords. 


their bafe throats tear 


Enter the Lords of the City. 


All Lords, You are moft welcome home. 

Auf. Vpave not deierv’d it. 
But, worthy Lords, have you with heed perufed 
What | have written to you? 

All, We have, 

1 Lord. And grieveto heay’t 
What faults he made before the laft, 1 think 
Might have found eali¢ Fines: But there to end 
Where-he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, an{wering us 
With our owncharge, making a Treaty, where 
There was a yielding this admits no excule. 
_ Auf. Heapproaches, you fhall hear him. 


Enter Coriolanus' marching with Dram and Colours, the 
Commons being with him, 


Corio. Hail Lords, 1am return’d, your Souklier : 
|No more infected with my Countries love, 

Than when I parted hence , but ftill fubfifting 
Under your great Command. You are to know, 
That profperoufly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paflage led your Wars, even to 
The Gates of Rome: Our fpoils we have brought home 
Doth more than Counterpoifea full third part 
Thecharges of the Action, We have made peace 
With no lefs Honour to the Antiates, 
Than fhame to th’ Romans, And wehere deliver 
Sub{crib’d by th? Confuls, and Patricians, 
Together with the Seal o’th’ Senate, what 
We have Compounded on. . 

Auf. Read it noty Noble Lords, ; 
But tell the Traytor in the higheft degree 
He hath abus’d your Powers. 

Corio. Traytor ?. How now 

Auf. 1, Traytor, Adartius. 

Corto,, Martins ? 

Auf, ¥, Martins, Caius Martius : Dott thou think 
Pie grace thee with that Robbery, thy ftoln name 
Coriolanus in Coriolus ? 

_| You Lords and Head _o’th’ State, perfidioufly 
He has betray’d your bufinefs, and given up 
Forcertain dtops of Salt, your CityRone, 

|| {ay your City, ‘to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Refolution like | 
A twit of rotten Silk, “never admitting | 
Counfe! och? War : bat at his Nucfes Tears 
He whined and rear’d away your Victorys:. 
That Pages bluih’d at him, and Men He) cart. 
ee 


Look’d wond’ring each at others. 


Corio. Heartt thou, 4447s ? ‘ee 
Auf, Name not the God, thou Boy of Tears, 
Corio. Ha? 

Auf. No more. } 

Corio. Meafurelefs Lyar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ? OSlave, ; 
Pardon me, Lords, ’tis the firft time that ever 
{ was forc’d to fcould. Your Judgements, my grave Lords 
Muft give this Cur the Lye: and hisown Notion, 
Who wears my ftripes impreft upon him, that 
Mutt bear my beating to his Grave, fhall joyn 
To thruft the Lye unto him. 

1 Lord, Peace both, and hear me fpeak. 

Corio. Cut me to pieces, Yol/eves, Men and Lads, 
Stain all your edges on me. Boy, falfe Hound ; 
If you have writ your Annals true, "tls there, 
That like an Eagle in a Dove-coat, I 
Flutter’d your Yol/eians in Coriolus, 
Alone I did it, ‘Boy / 

Auf. Why, Noble Lords, 

Will you be put in mind of his blind Fortune, 
Which was your fhame, by this unholy Braggart ? 
Fore your own Eyes and Ears? 
All Con. Lethim dye for’t. / 
All People. Tear him to pieces, do it prefently : 
He kill’d my Son, my Daughter, he kill’d my Coufin 
Marcus, he kill’d my Father. 
2 Lord, Peace, hoe: no out-rage, peace; . 
The Man is Noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orb o’th? Earth: His laft Offencesto us 
Shall have Judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidins, 
And trouble not the peace. so 

Corio. O that 1 had him, with fix Axfidiuffes, or mo 
His Tribe to ufe my lawful Sword. 

Auf. Unfolent Villain. qche 3 

‘All Con, Kill, kill; kill, Kilt, kill him. 


Sy he 
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Draw both the Confpirators, and kill Martiys, mobo fi is, 
and Aufidius ftands on him, ee 


Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf. My Noble Mafters, hear me fpeak. 
1 Lord, O, Tullus, 

2 Lord. Thou haft done adeed, whereat 


Valour will weep. 

3 Lord, Tread not upon him, Mafters, 
Put up your Swords. 

Auf, My Lords, 
When you fhall know, (as in this Rage a 
Provok’d by him, you cannot) the great danger — 
Which this mans Life did owe you, you'l rejoyce 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours: 

To call me to you* Senate, I?le deliver - 
My felf your Loyal Servant, or endure 
Your heayieftCenfure. , 
1 Lord. Bear from hence his Body, ie 
And mourn you forhim. Let himberegarded = 


all be qui 


pls 


| As the moft Noble Coarfe, thatever Herald 


Did follow to his Urn. 
2 Lord. Hisown impatience . Des,. 
Takes from Aufidins a great part of blame : 
Let’s make the beft of it. 
Auf, My Rage is gone, 
And I am ftruck with Sorrow: Take him up + : 
Help three oth? chiefeft Souldiers ,; Vle be one, ‘eae 
Beat thou the Drum that it fpeak mournfully# 
Trail your ftecl Pikes. Though in this City heed 
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the Injury, 
Yet he fhall have‘a Noble memory. _Afift. 
[Exeunt bearing the Body of Martius. 
Sounded, i BIR 


Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft. And then enter Satar- 
ninus and his Followers at one door, and Baffianus and his 
Followers at the other, with Drum and Colours. 
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Saturninus. 
Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the Jultice of my Caufe with Arms. 
And Country.men, my loving Followers, 
Plead my Succeflive Title with your Swords, 
I wasthe firft-born Son of him that laf 
Wore thé Imperial Diadem of Rome : 
Then let my: Fathers Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this Indignity. 
Baffian, Romans, Friends, Followers, 
Favourers of my Right: 
If ever Baffianus, Ca/ar’s Son, 
VVere graciotis in the Eyes of Royal Rome, 
Keep then this paflage #0 the Capitol ; 
And fuffer not Difhonour to approach 

| Th’ Imperial Seat to Virtue, Confecrate 
To Juftice, Continence, and Nobility : 

} But let Defert in pure Election fhine ; 

And Romans, fight for Freedom in your Choice. 

; Enter Marcus Andronicus loft with the Crown. 
Princes that ftrive by Factions, and my Friends, 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empery 
Know, that the People of Rowe, for whom we ftand 
A fpecial Party, have by Common Voice 
In Eletion for the Roman Empery> 
Chofen Andronicus, Sur-nam?d P45, 

For many good and great deferts to Rome. 
‘A Nobler Man, a braver VVatior, 

Lives not this day within the City V Valls. 

He by the Senate is accited home 

From weary V Vars againit the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his Sons (aterror to our Foes) | 

Hath yoak’d a Nation ftrong, train’d up in Arms. 

} Ten years are fpent, fince firft he undertook, 

This Caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with Arms 

Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant Sons, 

In Coffins from the Field. 

And now at laft, laden with Honours Spoyls, 

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowsged 7:tu:, flourifhing in Arms. 


The Lamentable | 


RAGED 


Titus, Andronicus. 


Aélus Primus. 


5 


Scena Prima. 


Let us intreat, by Honour of his,Name 
V Vhom (worthily) you would haye now fucceed, 
And in the Capitol and Senates Right, 
VVhom you pretend-to Honour and Adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 
Difmifs your Followers, and as Suiters fhould, 
Plead yout Deferts in Peace and Humblenefs. 
Saturnin. How-fair the Tribune fpeaks, 
To calm my thoughts. 
Baffia. Marcus Andronicus, {ol do afhe 
In thy Uprightnefs and Integrity : 
‘And fol Love and’ Honour thee,. and thine, ° 
Thy Noble Brother 7t#s, and his Sons, 
And her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich Ornament, 
That I will here difmifs my loving Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Fayour, 
Commit my Canfe in ballance to.be weigh’d. 


(Ex, Souldiers, 

Saturnin. Friends that have been 
Thus forward in my Right, 
[thank you all, and here difmifs you all, 
And to the Love aid Favour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Self, my Perfon, and the Caufe ? 
Rome, be as juftand gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in, 

Baffia. Tribunes, and me, a-poor Competitor. 

[They go up into the Senate-Hon[e. 
Enter a Captati. 

Cap. Romans, make way : the good Andronicus, 
Patron of Virtue, Rome’s belt Champion, 
Succefsful in the Battels that he fights, 

VVith Honour and with Fortune is return’, 
From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 


Sound Drums and Trumpets, And then Enter two of Titus’s 
Sons : After them, two Men bearing a Coffin covered. with 
black, then two orher Sons. After them, ‘Vitus Androni- 
cus, and then Tamora, the Queen of Gothes, and her two 
Sons, Chiron and Demetrius, with Aaron the Moor, and 

others, as many as can 


be: They [es down the Coffin, and 
Titus peaks. 


Andronicus, Hail, Rome: Gade 
Victorious 
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Viétoriousin thy mourning Weeds : 

Loe asthe Bark that hath difcharg’d her Fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at firft fhe weigh’d her Anchorage : 
Cometh Axdronicus bound with Laurel Boughs, 
To refalute his Country with his Tears, 

Tears of true Joy for his return to Rome; 

Thou great Defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intenc. 
Romans, of fiveand twenty Valiant Sons, 

Half of the number that King Pviamhad, 
Behold the Poor remains alive and dead ! 

Thefe that Survive, let Rome reward with Love : 
Thefe that 1 bring unto their lateft home, 

With burial amongft their Anceftors. 

Here Gorhes have given me leave to fheath my Sword : 
Titus unkind, and carelefs of thine own, 

Why fuffer’ft thou thy Sons unburied yet, 

To hover on the cceiiior of sax ? 

e way to lay them by their Brethren, 
— : : [They open the Tomb. 
lence as the dead are wont, 

ail Countries Wars :. 


A Mothers Tears inpaflion for her Son : 
And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, 
Oh think my Sons tobe as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome,, 
{To beautifie thy Friumphs, and return 
|Captive tothee, and to thy Roman Yoak $ 

But muft my Sons be flaughtred in the Strects,, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries Caufe ? 
O! If to fight for King and» Common-weal, 
Were Piety in thine, it is in thefe : . 

h blood. 


Andronicus, tain not thy Tomb wit 
Wilt thou draw near the Nature of the Gods? 
Draw near them then in being merCtiful, 
Sweet mercyis Nobilitics true badge, 
| Thrice Noble Titus, fpare my firft born-fon. 
| Tit. Patient your felf, Madam, and pardon me. 
‘Thefe are the Brethren; whom you Cothes behold 
Alive anddead, and for their Brethren flain, 
Religioufly they ask a Sacrifice; 
| To this your Son is markt, and die hemutt, 
To appeafe their groaning fhadows that are gone. 
Luc, Away withhitn, and make a Fire ftreight. 
And with our Swords upon a Pileof Wood, 
Let’s hew his Limbs till they be clean confam’d. 
BF ee [Excunt Sons with Alarbus, 
Tam, O cruel irreligious Piety. 
Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? 
_ Dem. Oppofe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome, 
Alarbus go to reft, and we furvive, 
To tremble under Titus’s threatning looks, 
| Then, Madam, ftand refolv’d, but hope withall, 
The felf-fame Gods that arm’d the Queen of Froy, 
With opportunity of fharp Revenge 
Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 
May favour Tamora, the Queen of Gothes, 
1 (When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queen) 
To quit the bloody Wrongs upon her Foes. ' 
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Our Roman Rites, Alarbus’s Limbs are lopr, 

And Intrals feed the facrificing Fire, 

Whofe Smoke, like Incenfe doth perfume the Skye, 
Remaincth nought but to inter our Brethren, . 
And with loud Larums welcome them to Rome. 


‘| Noble Brother AZarcus. 


( 


Enter the Sons of Andronicus agaja, 
& . 


Lue, Sec, Lord and Father, how we have performad | 4 


Tit. Let itbe fo, and let Adronicus 
Make this his lateft farewel to their Souls. 


Then Sound Trumpets, and lay the Coffins ia the Tomb, 


In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons, 
Romes readieft Champions, repofe you here in reff, 
Secure from worldly Chances and Mifhaps + 
Here lurks no Treafon, here no Envy fwells, 
Here grow podamned Grudges, here no ftorms, 
No noife,, but filence and Eternal fleep : 
In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons. 
Enter Lavinia. 
Lav. 'n Peace and Honour, live Lord Zétwslong, 
My NobleLord and Father, live in Féme: 
Loe at this Tomb, my tributary Tears 
I render for my Brethrens Obfequies : 
Andat thy FeetI kneel with Tears of Joy 
Shed on the Earth, for thy return to Rome, 
O blefs me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whofe Fortune Romes belt Citizens applaud, 
Tit. Kind Rome, 
That hait thus lovingly referv’d 
The Cordial of mine Age, to glad mine Heart, 
Lavinia, live, out-livethy Fathers days : 
And Fames Eternal date for Virtues praife: a 
Mar, Long live Lord Titus, my beloved Brother, | 
Gracious Fiiumpher in the Eyes of Rome, —! J 
Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, 


Mar. And welcome Nephews from faccefsfal Wars, | 
You that furvive, and you that fleepinFame: J 
Fair Lords, your: Fortunes are all alike in all, ~ 
That in your Countreys Service drew your Swords. 
But fafer Triumph is this Funeral Pomp, 

That hath afpir’d to Solons happinefs, 

And Triumphs over Chance in Honours bed. 

Titus Andronicus, the People of Rome, 

Whofe Friend in Juftice thou haft ever been, 

Send thee by me their Fribune, and their truft, 

This Palliament of white and fpotlefs Hue, 

And name thee in Election for the Empire 

With thefe our late deceafed Emperours Sons: 

| Be Candidates then, and putiton, 

And help to fet a Head on headlefs Rome. 

Tit. A better Head her Glorious body fits, 

Then his that fhakes for age and fecblenefs: 

What fhould I d’on this Robe and trouble you ? 

Be chofen with Proclamations to day, 

To morrow yield up Rule, refign my Life, 

And fet abroach new bufinefs for you all. 

Rome, I have been thy Souldier forty years, 

And led my Countries ftrength faccefsfully, 

And buried one andtwenty Valiant Sons, 

Knighted in Field, flain manfully in Arms, 

In Right and Service of their Noble Country: 

Give me a ftaffof Honour for mine Age, 

- But nota Scepter to controul the World, . 

Upright he held it, Lords, that held it laff. 
Mar. Titus, thou fhalt obtain and ask the Empey. 
Sat. Proud and ambitions Tribune, canft thou tel! 
Titus, Patience, Prince Saturninus. 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 


Patricians draw your Swords, and fheath them not, , 
Till Saturninus be Romes Emperour : : rar 
Andi. 
nee — 


4 Andromcus, would thou wert fhipt to Hell, 
Rather than rob ime of the Peoples Hearts. 


'That Noble-minded Zitus means to thee. 


‘|My Faction, if thou ftrengthen with thy Friends, 


{And gratulate his fafe return to Rome, 
} The People will accept whom he admits. 


4+ Thou com’ft not to be madea fcorn in Rome: 


} Can make your Greater than the Queen of Gothes ? 


ee 


Luc. Proud Saturn:ne, interrupter of the good 


Tit. Content thee Prince, I will reftore to thee, 
The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from themi{elves, 
Bas. Andronicus, 1 do not flatter thee, 
But Honour thee, and will do till I die : 


I will moft thankful be, and Thanks to men 
OfNoble minds is Honourable Meed., 

Tit. People of Rome, and Noble Tribunes here, 
| ask your Voices, and your Suffrages, 
Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus? 

Tri. To gratifie the good Andronicus, 


Tit. Yribunes, 1 thank you, and this fnit |make, 
That you create your Emperours Eldeft Son, 
Lord Saturnine, whofe Virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titans Rays on Earth, 
And ripen Juftice in this Common-weal : 
Then if you will Elect by my advife, 
Crown him, and fay, Long live our Emperour. 
Mar. An, With Voices and applaufe of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebeians, we Create 
Lord Saturninus, Romes Great Emperour. 
And fay, Long live our Emperour, Saturnine. 
[A long Flouri{h tall they come down, 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy Favours done, 
Tous in our Election this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy Deferts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs : 
And for an Onfet, Zitws, to advance 
Thy Name, and Honourable Family, 
Lavinia willl makemy Emperefs, 
Romes Royal Miftrefs, Miltrefs of my Heart, 
And in the Sacred Pantheon her Efpoufe : 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this Motion pleafe thee,? 
Tit. 1t doth, my worthy Lord, and in this Match, 
[hold me highly Honour’d of your Grace, 
And here in fight of Xome, to Saturnine, 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, 
The wide Worlds Emperour, do I Confecrate 
MySword, my Chariot, and my Prifoners, 
Prefents well worthy Romes ImperialLord. 
Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my Feet. 
Sat. Thanks Noble Zitus, Father of my Life, 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy Gifts, 
Rome fhall record, and when I do forget 
The leaft of thefe unfpeakable Deferts, 
Romans forget your Fealty to me. 
Tit. Now, Madam, are you Prifoner to an Emperour, 
To him that for your Honour and your State, 
Will ufe you Nobly, and your Followers. 
Sat. A goodly Lady, truft me of the Hue 
That I would chufe, were 1 to chufe anew : 
| Cleer up, Fair Queen, that cloudy countenance, 
Though chance of War hath wrought this change of cheer, 


Princely fhall be thy ufage every way. 
Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your hopes: Madam, he comforts you, 


Lavinia, you are not difpleas’d with this ? 
Lav. Not 1, my Lord, fith true Nobility 
Warrants thefe words in Princely Courtefie. 
Sat. Thanks, {weet Lavinia, Romans, let us go: 
Ranfomlefs here we fet our Prifoners free, 
Proclaim our Honours, Lords, with Trumpet and Drum. 
Bafs. Lord Titus by your leave this Maid is mine. 
Tit. How, Sir ? Are you in earneft then, my Lord? 
Bafs. 1, Noble Titus, and refolv’d withall, 
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lo do miy felf this reafon, and this right. 
Mar, Suum cuique, 1s our Roman Juttice : 
This Prince in Juttice feifeth, but his own. 
Luc, And that he will; and fhall, if Lucius live: 
_Tit. Traytors, avant, where is the Emperours Guard ? 
Treafon, my Lord; Lavinsajis furpris’d. 
Sat. Surpris’d, by whom ? 
Bafs. By him that juftly may 
Bear his Betroth?’d from all the World away: 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away: 
And with my Sword Ple keep the door clofe. 
Tit. Follow, my Lord, and PJe {oon bring her back. 
Mut. My Lord, you pafs not here. 
Tit, What Villaia, Bey, barr*ftime my way in Rome ? 
Mut. Hel p, Lucius; hel p. [ He kills him. 
Lu. My Lord, youare unjaft, and more than fo, 
In wrongful Quarrel you have flain your Son. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, ave any Sonsiof mine. 
My Sons would never fo difhonour me: 
Traytor, reftore Lavinia to the Emperour. 
Luc. Dead, if you will; but. not}to behis V Vife;. « 
That is anothers lawful promis’d Love: 


Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamera; and her two Sons; and 
Aaron the Adoor. 


Emp. No, Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, norany of thy ftock : 
Ple truft by leifure him that mocks me once, 


Thee never , nor,thy Traiterous haughty Sons, > 


Confederates all, thus.to difhonour me. 
Was there none elfe' in Rome to'make a ftaleiof 
But Saturmne? Full well, Androniens 
Agree thefe Deeds, with that proud Brag of thine, 
That faid’ft, 1 begg’d the Empire at thy hands. 
Tit. O monftrous, what reproachful words are thefe? 
Sat, But go-thy. ways, go give that changing piece, 
To him that flourifh’d for her with hisSword: 
A Valiant Son in Lay.thou fhaltenjoy : 
One, fit tobandy with thy lawlefs Sons, 
To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 
Tit. Thefe words are Razorstomy wounded Heart. 
Sat, And therefore, lovely Zamorz,, Queen of Gothes, 
That like the ftately Phebe ’mongft her Nymphs, 
Doft over-fhine the Gallant’ft. Dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas’d with this my fudden Choice, 
Behold! chufe thee, Tamora, for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Emperets of Rome, 
Speak, Queen of Gothes, doft thou applaud my Choice? 
And here I {wear by allthe Roman Gods, 
Sith Prieit and Holy-water are fo near, 
And Tapers burn fo bright, and every thing 
In readinefs for Aymeneus ftand, 
I will not re-falute the Streets of Rome, 
Or climb my Palace, till from forth this place 
I lead efpous’d my Bride along with me. 
Tam..And here in fight of Heaven to Rome |-{wear, 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Gothes, 
She will a Hand-maid be to his defires. 
A loving Nurfe, a Mother to his Youth. 
Sat. Afcend, Fair Queen, 
Pantheon Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour, and his lovely Bride, 
Sent by the Heavens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whofe V Vifdom hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There fhall we Confummate our Sponfal Rites. 
[Excunt onmes, 
Tit. 1am not bid to wait upon this Bride. 
Titus when wer’t thou wont to walk alone, 
Difhonoured thus, and Challenged of wrongs ? 


Enter Marcus and Titus’s Sons. 


Mar, O Titus fee, O fee what thou haft done ! 
In 
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[na bad quarrel flain a Vertuous Son. 
Tit. No, foolith Fribune, no : No Son of mine, 
Nor thou, nor thefe Confederates in the deed, 
That hath difhonoured all our Family, 
Unworthy Brother, and unworthy Sons. 
Luc. But let us give him Burial as becomes. 
Give M@utius Burial with our Brethren. 
Tit. Traitors away, he refts not in this Tomb: 
This Monument five hundred years hath ftood, 
Which Ihave fumptuoully re-edified : 
Here none but Souldiers, and RomesServitors, 
Repofé in Fame: None bafely flain in Brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 
Mar. My Lord, this is Impiety in you, 
My Nephew A4utius’s deeds do plead for him, 
He muit be buried with his Brethren. 
[Titus’s emo Sons fpeak, 
2 Sons. And fhall, or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And hall! What Villain was it {pake that word ? 
[ETitus’s Son /peaks. 
1 Son. He that would vouch it in any place but here, 
Tit. What would you bury himin my defpight ? 
Mar. No, Nobie Titus, but intreat of thee, 
To pardon Aéutins, and to bury him. 
it. Marcus, even thou haft ftruck upon my Creft, 
And with thefe Boys mine Honour thou haft wounded, 
| My Foes, I do repute you every one. 
So trouble me no more, but getyou gone. 
1 Son, He isnot himfelf, let us withdraw. 
2 Son, Not 1; till Admins Bones be buried. 
[The Brother and the Sons kneel. 
Mar, Brother, for in that name doth Nature plead. 
2 Son. Father, and‘in that Name doth Nature fpeak. 
Tit, Speak thou no more, if all the reft will fpeed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my Soul. 
Luc, Dear Father, foul and fubftance of us all. 
Mar. Suffer thy Brother A4Zarcus to inter 
His Noble Nephew here in Virtues neft, 
That died in Honour, and Lavinias Cau, 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous: 
The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax 
That flew himfelf + And Laertes Son 
Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals 
Let not young Murius then, that was thy joy, 
| Be barr?d his entrance here. 
Tit. Rife, Adarcas, rife, 
The difmall’{t.day is this that ere Ifaw, 
To be difhonoured by my Sons in Rome : 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 
. [They put him in the Tomb, 
Luc, There liethy Bones, fweet Adutins with thy friends, 
Till we with Trophies do adorn thy Tomb. 
[They all kneel and fay. 
No Man fhed tears for Noble AZutins. f ly 
He lives in Fame, that di’d in Virtues Caufe. [ Exit. 
Mar. My Lord, to ftep out of thefe fudden dumps, 
How:comes it that the fubtle Queen of Gorhes 
Is of a fudden thus advane’d in Rome ? 
Tit. lknow not, Afarcus : but I know it is, 
(Whether by devife or no) the Heavens can tell, 
is the not then beholding to the man, 
That brought her for this high good turn fo far ? 
Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 


Flourifh. Enter the Emperour, Tamora , and her two Sons, 
with the Aoor at one Door. Enter at the other Door Bafiia- 
nus 2d Lavinia with others. 


Sat. So, Baffianus, you have plaid your prize; 
God give you joy, Sir, of your Gallant Bride. 

Baf. And you of yours, my Lord : 1 fay no more, 
Nor with no lefs, and foltake my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have Law, or we have Power, 
Thou and thy Faction fhallrepent this Rape. 3 
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Lord, to feife my own, | a 


Baf. Rape call you it, my 
My true betrothed Love, and now my Wife? 
But let the Laws of Rome determine all, 
Mean while | am poffeft of that is mine. > a 

Sat. ?Fis good, Sir: you arevery fhort with'us, 
But if welive, we'll beas fharp with you. ~~ 

Baf. My Lord, what I have done, asT may, 
Arfwer I mult, and fhall do with my Life, 

Only thus much] give your Grace to know,’ 
By all the duties that 1 oweto Rome, 

This Noble Gentleman, Lord Titus here, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d, 

That in the refcue of Lavinia, 

With his own hand did flay his youngeft Son, 
In zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath,, 
Tobe controll’d in that he frankly gave : 
Receive him then to favour, Saturaine, . 

That hath expreft himfelf in all his deeds, 
A Father and a Friend tothee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baffianus, leave to~plead my Deeds, 
’Tisthou, and thofe, that have difhonour’d me, 
Romeand the Righteous Heavens be my Judge, — 
How I have lov’d and honour?d Saturnine. 

Tam. My worthy Lord, ifever Tamora 
Were: gracious in thofe Princely Eyes of thine, 

| Then hear me {peak indifferently for all : 
And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what is paft. 

Sat. What, Madam, be difhonoured openly, 
And bafely put it up without Revenge ? 

Tam. Not fo, my Lord, 

The Gods of Rome fore-fend, 
I fhould be Author to difhonour you, 
But on mine Honour dare J undertake 
For good Lord Titas’s innocence in all : 
Whofe Fury not diffembled fpeaks his griefs ¢ 
Then at my Suit look gracioufly on him, 
Lofenotfo Noble a Friend on vain fuppofe; 
Nor with fowre looks afflit his gentle Heart 
My Lord, be rul’d by me, be won at laft, 
_Diffemble all your Griefs and Difcontents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne 5 
Left then the People, and Patricians too, 
Upon a jut furvey take Tztus part, 
And fo fupplant us for Ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to-be'a hainous fin. 
Yield at-intreats, and then let me alone: 
le find a day to maflacre them all, 
And raze their Fa¢tion, and their Family, 
The cruel Father, and his Fraiterous Sons, 
To whom! fted for my dear Sons Life; 
And make them know what’tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the Streets, and beg for Grace in vain. 
Come,come, fweet Emperour, (come Andronicis) 
Take up this good old Man, and chear the Heart, 
That dies in tempeft of thy angry frown. 
Sat. Rife, Titus, rife, 
My Emperets hath prevail’d. 
Tit. { thank your Majefty, 
And her, my Lord. 
Thefe words, thefe looks, 
Infufe new Life in me. 
Tam, Titus, 1am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily : 
And mutt advife the Emperour for his good, 
Vhis day all quarrels die, Andromcas, 
And I¢t it be my Honour, good my Lord) 
That | have reconcil’d your Friends and you! 
For you, Prince Baffianus, Ihave pat 
My word and promife to the Emperour, 
That you wil} be more mild aud tractable, 
And fear not, Lords ; 
And you, Lavinia 
By my advife all humbled on your Knees, 
You fhall ask Pardon of his Majefty. 


° 


| Son. We do, 
And vow to Heaven, and to his Highaefs, 
|That what he did, was mildly, as we mighi, 
(Tendring our Sifters Honour and our own. 
| Mar. That on mine Honour here I do proteft. 
Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more. 
| Tam. Nay, nay, 
Sweet Emperour, we muftall be friends, 
I The Tribune and*his Nephews kneel for Grace, 
IT will not be denied, Sweet-heart, look back. 
| Sat. Marcus, - 

For thy fake and.thy Brothers here, 

And at my lovely. Zamora’s intreats, 
Ido remit thefe young mens heinous faults. 
| Stand up, Lavina, though you left me like a churl, 
[found a Friend, and fure as death I fwear, 
I would not part a Batchelor from the Prieft. 
Come, if the Ermperours Court can fealt two Brides, 
FYou are my Guelt,-Lzviaig, and-your Friends: 
PDhis day thalkbe a koveeday, Tamora, 
Tit. To morrow, and iv pleafe your Majefty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
W ith Horn.and-Hound, 

Wel give your Grace Bon jour. 
'} Sat. Beit fo, Titus, and Gramercy too. 


| 
Actus Secundus. 


Eater Aaron alone, 


Aaron, Now climbeth T.mora Olympus top, 
Safe out of Fortunes fhot, ,and fits aloft, 
Secure of Thunders crack, or Lightning flafh, 
Advanc’d above pale Envies threatning reach : 
| As when the golden San falutes the morn, 
And having git the Ocean with his Beams, 
'Gallops the Zodiack in his gliftring Coach, 
‘And over-looks the higheit piring Hills : 
' So Tamora. . ; 
“WUpon her Wit doth carly Honour wait, 
And Virtue ftoops and tremblesat her frown. 
‘Then -Azroz arm thy Heart, and fit thy Thoughts, 
‘To mount aloft with thy Emperial Miftrefs, 
PAnd mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
| Hatt Prifoner.held, fettred in amorous Chains, 
PAnd fafter bound to Aarcns charming Eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty’d to Cancafits, 
Away with flavilh weeds, and idle thoughts, 
,| Lwill be bright, and fhive in Pearl and Gold, 
"1 To wait upoa this new made Empereis, 
4, Lowait, said? To wanton with this Queen, 
} this Goddefs, this, Semiramis, this Queer 
i This Syrez, that will charm Kome’s Saturnine, 
And fee his thipwrack, aud bis Common-weals. 
Holla, what itorm is this ? 


een, 


Enter Chiron and Demetrius braving. 
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Are you fo defperate grown to threat your Friends? 
Go to: have your Lath glued within your Sheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it: 
Cit. Mean while, Sir, with the little skill I have, 
Full well fhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem. | Boy, grow ye fo brave ? [They draw, 
Jar, Why now, Lords ? 
So near the Emperours Palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain fuch a Quarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot, the ground of all this grudg, 
I would not for million of Gold, se 
The caufe were known to. them.it moft concerns, 
Nor would your Noble Mother for. much more 
Be fo difhonoured in the Court of Rome, 
For fhame put-up. 
Dem. Not’, till Lhave theath?d 
My Rapier in his. Bofom, and withal 
Thrutt thefe reproachful {peeches down his Throat, 
That he hath breath’d in my difhonour here. 
Chi, For that 1 am, prepar’d, and full refolv’d, 
Foul fpoken Coward, 
That thundreft with thy Tongue, 
And with thy Weapon nothing dar’ft perform, 
4Aar, Away, | fay. 


This pretty brabble willundo us all: 
Why Lords, and think you not how dangerous 
[t is to fet upon a Princes right ? 
What is Lavinia then become fo loofe, 
Or Baffianus {o degenerate, 
That for her love fuch Quarrels may be broacht, 
Without Gontroulment, Juftice, or Revenge ? 
Young Lords, beware, and fhould the Emprefs know 
This difcord’s ground, the Mufick would not pleafe, 
Chi, 1 care not, 1, knew fhe and all the World, 
I love Lavinia more than all the World, 
Dem. Youngling, 
Learn thou to make fome better choice, 
Lavimia is thine elder Brothers hope. 
Aar, Why areyemad? Or know ye not in Rome 
How furious and impatient: they be, 
And cannot brook Competitors in love ? 
Itell you, Lords, you do but plot your Deaths 
By this devife. : 
Chi, Aaron, athoufand deaths would I'propofe, 
To atchieve her whom I do love. 
Mar. To atchieve her, how ? 
Dem. Why mak’It thou it fo ftrange ? 
She is a Woman, therefore may be woo’d, 
She isa Woman, therefore may be won, 
She is Lavinia, therefore mutt be lov’d. 
What man, more Water glideth by the Mill 
Than wots the Miller of, and eafie it is 
Ofa cut Loaf to fteala Shive we know: 
Though Baffianus be the Emperours Brother, 
Better than he have yet worn ulcams badge. 
Aar. 1, and as good as Saturnimus may. 
Dem, Vhen why fhould he defpair that knows to court it 
| With words, fair Jooks, and liberality ? 
What haft thou not full often ftruck a Doe, 


Dem, Chirow, thy years want Wit, thy wit wants edge | And born her cleanly by the Keepers Nofe? 


Ahd manuers to intrude where I am grac’d, 
And may for ought thou know’ affected be. 
Chi, Demetrius, thou doft over-ween in all, 

And fo in this, to bear me down with Braves, 
*Tis not the difference of a year or.two 

Makes me lefs Gracious, or thee more Fortunate: 
lam as able; and.as fit as thon, 

To ferve, and to deferve my Miltrefs Grace, 

And that my Swordupon thee fhall approve, 

And plead my paflions for Lavinia’s love. 


‘ 


Aar. Clubs, Clubs, thefe Lovers will not keep the Peace.’ 


Dem, Why Bay, although our Mother (unadvis’d ) 
‘Gave you a dancing Rapier by your fide, 


Aar, Why then it feems fome certain fhatch or fo 
Would ferve your turns. 
Chi. 1, fo the turn were ferved. 
Dem, Aaron, thowhafthit it. 
Aar. Would you had hit it too, 
_| Then fhould not we be tir’d with this ado: 
Why, hark ye, hark ye, and are you fuch Fools, 
To fquare for this 2; Would it offend you then ? 
Chi, Faith, not me. 
Dem. Nor me, fol were one, 
Aur, For fhame be friends, and joyn for that you jar. 
” Tis policy and ftratagem muft do 
That you affect, andfo muft yourefolve, 
* Gee That 


J 
= 


| 
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That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You mutt perforce accomplifh as you may ¢ 

Take this of me, Lxcrece was not more chaft 
Than this Lavinia, Baffianus’s Love, 

A f{peedier courfe this lingring languifhment 
Muft we purfue, and I have found the path : . 
My Lords, a folemn hunting isin hand, 

There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop : 

The Forreft walks are wide and fpacious, 

And many unfrequented Plots there are, 

Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany : 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 

And {trike her home by force, ifnot by words : 
This way, or notat all, ftand you in hope. 

Come, come, our Emprefs with her Sacred Wit 
To Villany and Vengeance confecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And fhe fall file our Engines with advice, 

That will not fuffer you to fquare your felves, 
Butto your wihes height advance you both. 

The Emperours Court is like the Houfe of Fame, 
The Palace full of Tongues, of Eyes, of Ears: 
The Woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf, and dull: 
There fpeak, and ftrike, brave Boys, and take your turns, 
There ferve your lufts, fhadow’d from Heavens Eye, 
And revel in Lavinia’s Treafury. 

Chi, Thy Counfel, Lad, fmells of no Cowardife- 

Dem. Si fas aut nefas, ulll find the ftreams 
To cool this heat : a Charm to calm their fits, 
Per Styga, per Manes vehor. [Exeunt. 
Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, making anoife 

with Hounds and Horns, and Marcus. 


Tit. The hunt is up, the Morn is bright and gray, 
The Fields are fragrant, and the Woods are green, 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay, 

And wake the Emperour and his lovely Bride, 
And rowze the Prince, and ring a Hunters peal, 
That all the Court may Eccho with the noife. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is OUTS, 

To attend the Emperours perfon carefully : 

i have been troubled inmy fleep this Night, 
But dawning Day new comfort hath infpir’d. 


Wind Horns. Here a cry of Hounds, and wind Horns in a 
Peal, then enter Saturninus, ‘Tamora, Baflianus, Lavinia, 
Chiron, Demetrius, and their Attendanss. 


Tit. Many Good morrows to your Majefty, 
Madam, to you, asmany and as good. 
I promifed your Grace a Hunters Peal. 
Sat. And you have rung it luftily, my Lords, 
Somewhat too early for new married Ladies. 
Baf. Lavinia, How fay you ? 
Lav, ay, no: 
I have been awake two hoursand more. 
Sat. Come on then, Horfe and Chariots let us have, 
And to our fport: Madam, now fhall ye fee 
Our Roman Hunting. 
| Mar. Ihave Dogs, my Lord, 
Will rowze the proudeft Panther. inthe Chafe, 
And climb the higheft Promontory top. 
Tit. And Lhave Horfe will follow, where the Game 
Makes away, and run like Swallows o’re the plain. 
| Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with Horfe nor Hound, 
| But hopeto pluck a dainty Doe to Ground.  [E-xeunt. 
. Eater Aaron alone. 
| Aar, He that had Wit, would think that I had none, 
To bury fo much Gold under a Tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him that thinks of me fo abjectly, 
\ Know that this Gold mutt coin a ftratagem, 
Which cunningly effected, will beget 


itus Andronicus. 


Bail ti ae rae 


A very excellent piece of Villany : 

And fo repofe {weet Gold for their unreft, 

That have their Alms out of the Emprefs Cheft. 
Enter Tamora t0 the Moor. 

Tam. My lovely Aaron, 

Wherefore look’ft thon fad, 

When every thing doth make a Gleeful boaft? 

The Birds chaunt melody on every bufh, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 

The green leaves quiver with the cooling witid, 

And make a checquer’d fhadow on the ground : 

Under their fweet fhade, Aaron, let us fit, 

And whil’ft the babling Eccho mocks the Hounds, 

Replying fhrilly to the well-tun’d Horns, 

As ifa double hunt were heard at once, 

Let us fit down and mark their yelping noife: 

And after conflict fuch as was fuppos’d 

The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy’d, 

When witha happy ftorm they were fur priz’d, 

And Curtain’d with a Counfel-keeping Cave, 

We may 

(Our paltimes done) poflefs a Golden flumber, _ 

Whiles Hounds and Horns, 

Be unto us, asis a Nurfes Song, 

OF Lullaby, to bring her Babe afleep. 

Aar. Madam, 

Though Venus govern your defires, 

Saturn is Dominator over mine : 

What fignifies my deadly ftanding Eye, 

My filence, and my Cloudy Melancholy, - 

My Fleece of W oolly Hair, that now uncurls, 

Even asan Adder when fhe doth untowl 

To do fome fatal Execution ? 

No, Madam, thefe are no Venereal figns, 

Vengeance isin my Heart, death in my Hand, 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my Head, 2 

Hark, Tamora, the Emprefs of my Soul, oie 

Which never hopes more Heaven, than reftsinthee, ~ 

This is the Day of Doom for Baffianus 5 sy 

His Philemel mutt lofe her Tongue to Day, 

Thy Sons make Pillage of her Chattity, 

And wath their Handsin Baffianns’s Blood. 

Seeft thou this Letter, take it up I pray thee. 

And give the King this fatal plotted Scrowl; 

Now queftion me no more, we ate efpied, ¢ 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful Booty, * 

Which dreads not yet their lives deftruction. 


Enter Baflianus and Lavinia. 


Tam. Ab my fweet A4o0r, 
Sweeter to me than Life. ca: 

Aar, Nomore, Great Emprefs, Baffianus come, 
Be crof with him, and I’le go fetch thy Sons iy 
To back thy Quarrels what{oe’re they be. 

Baf. Whom have we here? 
Romes Royal Emprefs, 
Unfurnifh’d of our well-befeeming 
Or is it Dian habited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 
To fee the general Hunting in this Foreft ? 

Tam. Sawcy controller of our private ftcps: 
Had the Power that fome fay Dian had, 
Thy Temples fhould be planted prefently 
With Horns as was Aéteons, and the Hounds 
Should drive upon his new transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly Intruder as thou art. f 

Lav. Under your Patience, gentle Emprefs, : { Aloe 
>Tis thought you have a goodly gift in Horning, 
And to be doubted, that your Afvor and you 
Are fingled forth to try Experiments : es ae 
Fove fhield your Husband from his Hounds to Days 
Tis pity they fhould take him for a Stag. 

Baf. Believe me, Queeen, your {warth Cymime 


troop ? 


ah: 


each wreathed in the others arms, fe 


and {weet Melodious Birds 


a 


yi | 


Great 
for anc 


{ 


Tathou 
Roald 


“a 

int, Doth make your Honour of his bodies hue, 

inkty | Spotted, detefted, and abominable. 

Ng «= | Why are you fequeftred from all your train ? 
Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither to an obfcure plot, 

hilly) | Accompanied with a barbarous AZoor, 

bil, ‘J Af foul defire had not conducted you? 

ila, Lav, And being intercepted in your fport; 


‘tly | Great reafon that my Noble Lotd be rated 


tee For Saucinefs; I pray you tet us hence, 

ay And let her joy her Raven-coloured love, 

chsh This valley fits the purpofe pafling well. " 
nd Baf, The King my Brother thal have notice of this, 
ban Lav, 1, for thefe flips havemade*nim noted long, 

‘ , }Good King, tobe fo mightily abufed. 

iat Tam, Why have | patience to endure all this? 

a Enter Chiron avd Demetrius. 

cen Dem, How now, dear Soveraign 

reeliga! |And our gracious Mother, 

cep,» Why doth your Highnefs look fo pale and wan? 

thea Tam. Have I not reafon, think you, to look pale ? 
vgs Thefe two have tic’d me hither to this place, 

fet Nei 


Abarren, detefted vale you fee it is. 
The Trees (though Summer) yet forlorn and lean, 
ile, |O"re-come with Mofs, and baleful Miflelto, 
Here never fhines the Sun, here nothing breeds, 
ies, Unlefs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven. 
i And when they fhew’d me this abhorred Pit, 


lng, } Fhey told me, here at dead time of the night, 
canta, | A thoufand Fiends, a thoufand hifling Snakes, 
hat aomuit: | Ten thoufand {welling Toads, as many Urchins, 
thu | Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries, 
: Asany mortal body hearing it, 3 
rere igh | Should ftreight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly. 
athin ml | No fooner had they told this hellith Tale, 
rig nmi” But ftreight they told me they would bind me here, 
fy | | Unto the body ofa difmal Yew, 
ig} 4nd leave me to this miferable death. 
pw {And then they call’d-me foul Adulterefs, 
af 0 |Lafcivious Goth, and alk the bittereft terms 
ee ") That ever Ears did hear to fuch effect. 
bee And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
ia 


This vengeance on me had they executed: 
Revenge it, as you love your Mothers life, 
| | Or be ye not henceforth call’d my Children. 
neat Dem, This isa witnefs that I am thy Son. 
opel i Cit. And this for me, 

reste” I Sernck home to thew my ftrength. 


cup 
lot Act 


[Stabs hizn, 


yl av 
Tam, Give me thy Poygnard: you fhall know, my Boys, 


ee a 
’ And with that painted hope fhe braves your Mightinefs, 


igi! Chi. And if thedo, 


ty 


te, And make his dead Trunk Pillow toour Luft. 


at 
ya Let not this Wafp out-live us bothto fting. 
i cl Chi, | warrant you, Madam, we will make that fare; 


s fort” hat nice-preferved honefty of yours. 

a, Lav. © Tamora, thou bear’ft a Womans Face. 

itt if Tam, \ will not hear her fj peak, away with her. 

i # Lav. Sweet Lords,intreat her hear me but a word. 

Nye (i Dem. Liften, fair Madam, let it be your glory 

ee To feehertears, but be your heart to them, 

igi 8S unrelenting flints to drops of rain. 

ys i Lav. When did the Tygers young-ones teach the Dam? 
“al 


a fre’ 
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O do notlearn her wrath; the taught it thee, 
The Milk thou fuck?ft from her did turn to Marble, 
“ven at thy Teat thou had’ft thy Tyranny, 
Yet every Mother breeds not Sons alike, 
Do thou intreat her fiew a Woman pity. 
Chi, What, : 
Would’{t thou have me prove my felf a Baftard ? 
Lav, > Tis true, 
The Raven doth not hatch a Lark, 
Yet havel heard, O could I find it now; 
The Lion mov?d with pity, did indure 
lo have his Princely:Paws par’d all away. 
| Some fay, that Ravens fofter forlorn Children, 
Uhe whit their own Birds famihh in their nefts ; 
Oh beto me though thy hard heart fay no, 
Nothing fo kind but fomething pitiful. 
Tam, | know not'what it means, away with her. 
__ Lav, Oh let mé teach thee for my Fathers fake, 
That gavethee life, when'well he might have flain thee: 
Be not obdurate; open thy deaf Ears, 
Tam, Had?ft thou in Perfon ne’re offended me; 
Even for his fakeam I now pitilefS : 
Remember, Boys; I pour’d forth tears in vain, 
lo fave your Brother from the Sacrifice, 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent, 
Therefore away with her, and ufé heras you will 
I'he worfe to her, ‘the better lov’d of me. a 
Lav. O Tamora, 
Be call’d a gentle Queen, 
And with thine own Hands kill mein this place, 
For tis not life that I have beged fo long, 
Poor I was flain when Baffianus dy'd. 
Lam. What bege?ft thou then? fond W oman, let me go. 
_, Pa. ?Tis pretent death I beg, and one thing more 
That Womanhood dénies my Tongue to tell, ie 
Oh keep me from theit‘worfe than killing luft 
And tumble me into fonie loathfome Pit, ; 
Where never mans Eye may behold my Body : 
Do this, and be'a' CharitableMurdérer, 
Tam; Sothouldl rob’ my fweet Sons of their Fee 
No, let them fatisfie their Lufton thee. ‘ 
Den.~ Away. 
For thou haft ftaid us here too long. 
Lav, No Grace? 
No Woman-hood ? Ah beaftly Creature, 
The blot and Enemy to our general hame, 
Confufion all . 
Chi. Nay then P’le ftop your Mouth, 

Bring thou her Husband, 18 
This is the Hole where Azron bid us hide him. [Exeunt. 
Tam, Farewel,-my Sons, fee that ye make her fure, 
Ne’re Jet my heart know merry cheer indeed, 

Till all the Andromci be made away : 
Now will I hence to feek my lovely Moor, 
And let my fpleenful Sons this Trul deflour, 


LExit. 
Enter Aaron with two of Titus?s Sons. 


Aaron, Come on, my Lords, the better foot be 
Straight will J bring you to the Joathfome Pit,’ 
Where efpied the Panther fat afleep. 

Quin, My fight is very dull. what ere it bodes. 

Mar, And mine, I promife you, were it not for fhame 
Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while, 

Quin, What, art thou fallen? 

What fubtle Hole is this, 
Whofe Mouth is covered with Rude growin 


fore, 


& Briers, 


Upon whofe leaves are drops of new-thed-blood, 


As frefh as morning Dew diftill’d on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it feems to me - 


Speak, Brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall ? 


Mar, Oh Brother, 


With the difmal ft. objet 
That ever Eye with fight made Heart lament. 
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“Aur. Now will I fetch the King to find them here, 
That he thereby may have 2 likely guefs, 
How thefe were they, that made away his Brother. 

. {Ext Aaron. 

Mar. Why dof not comfort me and help me out, 
From this unhallow’d and blood-ftained Hole ? 

Quin, Lam farpriz’d with an uncouth fear, 
A chilling fweat o’re-runs Diy trembling, joynts, 
My heart fufpects more than mine eye-can fee. 

Mar. To prove thou haft a true divining, heart, . 


__| Aaron and thou look dewn into this Den, 


And fee a fearful fight of Blood and Death. 
Quin, Aaron is gone, 
And my compaflionate heart 
Will not permit mine Byes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by furmife : 
Oh tell me how it is, for ne’re till now 
Was I a Child, to fear 1 know not what. 
Mar. Lord Baffianus lies embrewed here, 
All ona heap like to the flaughter?d Lamb, 
In this detelted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
Quin, If it be dark, -how:doft thou know *bis he ? 
Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth weat 
A precious ing, that lightens all the Hole: 
Whichlike a Taper in fome Monument, 
Doth fhine upon the dead mans earthly Checks, 
And fhews the ragged intrails of the Pit: 
| o pale did finine the Moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath’d in Maiden blood : 
O Brother help me with thy fainting hand, 
[f fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As hateful as. Cocyr#s miftie mouth, 
un. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out, 
Or wanting ftrength to do thee fo much good, 
[ may be pluckt into the {wallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Ba ianus Grave : 
{ have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink. 
‘Mar. Nor Ino ftrength to climb without thy help. 
Quin. Thy hand once more, I will.not loofe again, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below: 
Thou can*ft not come to me, Lcometothee. [Both fallin. 


s 
Enter the Emperour, Aaron the Moor. 


Sat. Along with me, Vle fee what hole is here, 
And what he is that now is leapt into it. 
Say, whoart thou that lately did?it defcend 
[nto this gaping Hollow of the Earth ? 

Mar.. The wnhappy Son of old Andronicus, 
Brought bither in a molt unlucky hour, 
To findthy Brother Bajfianus dead. 

Sat, My Brother dead? 1 know thou dof but jeft, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodg, 
Upon. the North-fide of this pleafant Chafe, 
Tis not an hour fince! left him there. 

Mar. Weknow not where you left himeall alive, 
But out, alas, here have we found him dead. 


Enter Tamora, Andronicus, 44 Lucius. 


Tam. Where is my Lord, the King ? 
Sut, Here Tamora, though griev?d with killing atief. 
° Tam. Where is thy Brother Baffianus ? 
Sat. Now to the bottom do’ft thou fearch my wound, 
Poor Baffianus here lies murthered. 
Tam. Then all too late | bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of thistimelefs Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that Man’s Face can fold 
{n pleafing finiles fuch murderous Tyranny. 
[ She giverh Saturnine 4 Letter. 
Saturninus reads the Letter. 
And if we miff to meet him handfomly, 
Sweet Hunt{man, Bafhanus, ts 1e mea7, 


ee 


3 spake I a eer > a ee 


Thou know ft our meanings 

Among the Nettles atithe Elder tree + 

Which overfiades the mouth of that fame Pit, 
Where we decreed to bury Baflianus 5 - 
Dothis, and purchafe ws thy lafting friends. 


Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like ? 
This is the Pit, and this the Elder-tree, 
{.ook, Sirs, if you can find the Huntfman out 
That fhould have murthered Baffianus here. Is 


Aar, My gracious Lord, here is the Bag of Gold, a : 
fell Curs, of bloody kind » r. 


Sat, Two of thy witelps, 
Have here bereft my Brother of his life: 
Sirs, drag them from the Pit unto the Prifon 
There let them bide until we have devis’d é 
Some nevet heard-of torturing paig.for them, 
Tam, What are they in this Pit ¢ i 
Oh wondrous thing ! 
How eafily Murder is difcovered ? 
Tit. High Emperour, upon my feeble Knee, 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly fhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurfed Sons, - 
Accurfed, ifthe faults be prov’d in them 
Sat. Ititbe prov’d? you fee it is apparent 
Who found this Letter, Zamora, was it you? , 
Tam, Andronicus himfelf did take it up. 
Tit. 1 did, my Lord, 
Yet let me be their bail. 
For by my Fathers reverend Tomb I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highnefs Will, 
To asfwer their fufpition with their lives. 
Sat. Thou fhalt not bail them, 
Some bring the murthered Body, 
Let them not fpeak a word, the Guilt is plain, 
For by my Soul, were there worfe end than death, 
That end upon them should be executed. 
Tam, Andronicus, \ will intreat the King, 
Fear not thy Sons, they fhall do well enough. 
Tit. Come Lucius, come,” 
Stay not to talk with them. 


her Tongue cut out, and ravilht. 


Dem. So now go tell, and if th 
W ho "twas that cut thy tongue an 
Chi, Write down thy mind, 
Andif thy ftumogs will let thee play theS 
Dem, See how with figns and tokens fhe can foowl. 
Chi.. Go home, ] 
Call for fweet water, wath thy hands. 


[ 


Enter the Empre(?3 Sons, with Lavinia, her Hands cut 


fee thou followme: | 
fome the Murtherers, | 


at 


| 
| 
f 


Dem, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to walh F 


And fo let’s leave her to her filent walks. 
Chi. And twere my caufe, 1 fhould go hang my 
Dem. If thou had’it hands to help thee knit thet 


Wind Horns. Enter Marcus from bunting to La 


Mar. Who isthis, my Niece, that flies away fot 
Coufin, a word, where is your Husband ? ki 
if 1dodream, would all my wealth would wake mes 
If 1 dowake, fome Planet {trike me down, 
That I may flumber in eternal fleep. 

Speak, gentle Niece, what {tern ungentle hands 
Hath lop’d and hewd, and made thy Body bare 
Of her two branches, 
Whote circling fhadows, Kings have fought to fleep! 
And might not gain fo greata happinels ES 
Ashalf thy love? why do’ft not {peak to me? 

Alas, a Crimfon River of warm blood, 

Like toa bubling Fountain ftir’d with Wind, 

Doth rife and fall between thy rofed lips, 

Coming and going with thy Honey breath. 
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The Tragedy of Vitus Andronicus. 


But fure fome Tereus hath deflour’d thee, 


]| And left thou fhould?ft detect them, cut thy Tongue, 


Ah, now thou turn’it awapthy Face for fhame ! 
And notwithitanding all this lofs of blood, 

As from a Conduit with their iffuing Spouts, 
Yetdo thy cheeks look red as Titans Face, 
Blufhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 

Shall I {peak for thee ? Shall I fay, ’cis fo ? 
Ohthat 1 knew thy Heart, and knew the Beaft, 
-That I might rail at him to eafe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ftopt, 

Doth burn the heart to Cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, fhe but loft her Tongue, 


} And in atedious Sampler fewed her mind. 


But lovely Nicce, that mean is cut from thee, 

A craftier Zerexs haft thou met withall, 

And he hath cut thofe pretty Fingers off 

That coufd have better fewed than Philomel, 

Oh had the Monfter feen thofe Lilly hands 
Tremble like Afpen Leaves upon a Lute, 

And make the filken ftrings delight to kifs them, 
He would not then have toucht them for his Life. 
Or had he heard the Heavenly Harmony, 


| Which that fweet Tongue hath made ; 


He would have dropt his Knife and fell afleep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy Father blind, 

For fuch a fight will blind a Father’s Eye. 

One hours ftorm will drown the fragrant Meads, 
What will whole Months of Tears thy Father’s Eyes? 


| Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee: 


Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery. [E-xeunt. 


Altus Tertius. 


Enter the Fudges and Senators; with Titus?s two Sons bound, 
paffing on the Stage to theplace of Execution, and Titus go- 
ing before, pleading. 


Tit, Hear me, grave Fathers, Noble Tribunes ftay, 

For pity of mine Age, whofe youth was {pent 

In dangerous Wars, whilft you fecurely tlept : 

For all my blood in Rome?s great quarrel fhed, 

For all the frofty Nights that I have watcht, 

And for thefe bitter Tears, which now you fee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my Cheeks, 

Be pitiful to my condemned:Sons, 

Whofe Souls are not corrupted, as ’tis thought : 
For two and twenty Sons I never wept, 

Becaufe they died in Honours lofty Bed. 

‘Andronicus lyeth down, avd the Fudges pufs by him, 

For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, inthe duft I write 

My hearts déep languor, and my Souls fad Tears: 

Let my Tears itench the Earths dry appetite, 


i” 1 My Sons{weet blood will make it fhame and bluhh : 


O Earth! Dwill befriend theemore withrain, © [Exeuat. 


That fhall diftillfrom thefe two ancient ruins, 


‘| Than youthful pri fhall with all his Showers 


InSummers drought’: Ile drop upon thee ftill, 

In Winter with warm Tears Ple melt the Snow, 
And keep Eternal Spririg-time on thy Face, 

So thou refufe to drink my dear Son’s Blood. 


Enter Lucius with his weapon drawn. 


OhReverend Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Unbind my Sons, reverfe the doom of Death, 

And let me fay (that never wept before ) 

‘My Tears are now prevailing Orators. | 
£4, Oh Noble Father, you lament in vain, 

The Tribunes hear you not, noman is by, 

And you recount your forrows toa Stone. 


Tit, Ah Lucius, for thy Brothers let me plead, 
Grave Tribunesy once more I intreat of you——~ 
in, My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you fpeak. 
Tit. Why, tis no matter, Man, ifthey did hear 
They would not mark me: oh if they did hear; , 
They would not pity me. 
Uherefore I fell my forrows bootlefs to the ftones, 
Who though they cannot anfwer my diftrefs, 
Yet in fome fort they are better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale ; 
When do weep, they humbly at my Feet 
Receive my tears, and feem to weep with me, 
And were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Kome could afford no Tribune like to thefe. 
A ftone is as foft Wax, 
Tribunes more hard than Stones : 
A ftone is filent, and offendeth not, 
And Tribunes with their Tongues doom men to death. 
But wherefore ftand’{t thou with thy weapon drawn ? 
Ln, ‘T’o refcue my two Brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the Judges have pronounc’d 
My everlafting doom of Banifhment. 
Tit. O happy man, they have befriended thee + 
Why foolith Leis, dorit thou not perceive, 
That Rome is buta Wildernefs of Tigers? 
Tigers muft prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and. mine: chow happy art thou then, 
From thefe devourers to be banithed ? 
But who comes with our Brother Adarcus, here ? 
Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 
Mar. Titus, prepare thy Noble Eyes to weep, 
Or if not fo, thy Noble Heart to break : 
I bring confuming Sorrow to thine age. 
Tut, Will it tonfiime me? Let me {ee it then: 
Mar, Thiswas thy Daughter. 
Tit, Why, Adarcus, fo the is, 
Lu. Ay me, this Object kills me. 
Tit, Fainted-Hearted Boy, arife, and look upon her, ; 
Speak my Lavinia, what accurfed hand 
Hath made thee handlefs in thy Fathers fight ? 
What Fool hath added Water to the Sea ? 
Or brought afaggot to bright-burning Troy ? 
My grief was at the height before thou cam’ity 
And now like Wélas it difdaineth bounds : 
Give mea Sword, Ile chop off my hands too, 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain: 
And they have nurs’d this woe, 
In feeding Life: , 
In bootleis Prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ferw?d me to effectlefs ufe. 
Now all the Service L require of them, 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other : 
Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no Hands, 
For Hands to do Rome fervice, is but vain. 
Lu, Speak, gentle Sifter, who hathmartyr’d thee? 
Mar. O that delightful Engine of her Thoughts; 
That blab’d them with fuch pleafing Eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 
Where like a fweet melodious Bird it fing 
Sweet various notes inchanting every Ear, 
Lu, Oh fay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed ? 
Mar. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Park, 
Seeking to hide her felf, asdoththe Deer . 
That hath receiv’d fome unrecuring Wound, 
Tit. Itwas my Deer, 
And he that wounded her ; 
Hath hurt me more, than hadshe kill’d me-dead ; 
For now I ftand, asone upon aRock, 
Environ’d with a Wildernefs of Sea, 
Who makes the waxing Tide 
Grow Wave by Wave, 
Expecting ever when fome envious Surge + 
Will in his brinifh Bowels {wallow him. 
*Cee 3 
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Thi. way todeath my wretched, Sons are gone : 

Here ftandsmy other Son, a banifh’d man, 

And here my Brother weeping at my woes. 

But that which gives my Soul the greateft fpurn 

is dear Lavinia, dearer than my Soul. 

Had I but feen thy Picture in this plight, 

It would have madded me. What fhall 1 do? 

Now I behold thy lively body fo? 

Thou haft no Hands to wipe away thy Tears, 

Nor Tongue to tell me who hath martyr’d thee ; 

Thy Husband he is dead, and for his death 

Thy Brothers are condemn?d, and dead by this.- 

Look Afarcus, ah Son Lucius look on her: 

{ When I did name her Brothers, then frefh tears 

Stood on her checks, as doth the Honey dew, 

Upon a gather’d Lillie almoft withered. 

Mar. Perchance fhe weeps becaufe they kill’d her Huf- 

band. 

Perchance becaufe fhe knows him innocent. 

Tit. Vf they did kill thy Husband, then be joyful, 
Becaufe the Law hath ta’ne revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed, 

Witne(s the forrow that their Sifter makes. 

Gentle Lavinia, let me kifs thy lips, 

Or make fome figns how I may do thee eafe : 

Shall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Lucius, 

‘And thou and I fit round about fome Fountain, 

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks 

How they are ftain’d in Meadows yet not dry 

With miery flime left on them by a flood : 

And in the Fountain fhall we gaze fo long, 

Till the frefh tafte be taken from that clearnefS, 

And made a Brine-pit with our bitter tears? 

Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb Shows 

_| pafs the remainder of our hateful days ? 

What {hall we do? Letus that have out Tongues 

Plot fome devife of further miferies . 

To make us wondred at in tune to come. 

Lae, Sweet Father, ceafe your tears, for at your grief 

See how my wretched Sifter fobs and weeps: 

2 ‘Mar. Patience, dear Niece, good itus drie thine 

nYES. r 

Tit. Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother, well I wot, 

Thy Napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 

For thou, poor Man, haft drown’d it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, 1 will wipe thy Cheeks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark, | underftand her figns, 

Had fhea Tongue td fpeak, now would fhe fay 

That to her Brother whicht faid to thee. 

His Napkin with his true tears all bewet, 

Can dono fervice on her forrowful cheeks. 

Oh what a fympathy of woe is this! 

As far from helpas Limbo is from Biifs. 

Enter Aaron the Moor alone. 

Moor. Titus Andromows, my Lord the Emperor, 
Sends thee this word, thatafthou love thy Sons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felf, old Titus, 

Oraty one of youchop off your Hand, 

And iend it to the King: he for the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy Sons alive, 

Ava that fall bethe Ranfom for their fault. 

Tit, Ohyvracious Emperour, oh gentle Aaron. 
Didever Raven fing folikea Lark,~ = 
That gives {weet tydings of the Suns Uprife? 
With all my heart, Ple fend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off ? 

Lic. Stay,Father, for that noble handiof thine, 
| That hath thrown down fo:many Enemies» » 

‘}Shall not be fent: my hand will ferve the turn. 

My youth can better fpare my Blood than you, 

And therefore mine fhall fave my Brothers lives. . 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 

And rear’d aloft the bloody Battel-ax, 


~The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


Writing deftruction on the Enemies Caftle? 
Oh none of both but are of high defert : 
My hand hath been but idle, 1 it ferve 
To ranfome my two Nephewsarom their death, 
Then have I kept itto a worthyend. : 
Moor. Nay, come agree» whofe hand fhall goalong. ; 
For fear they die before their Pardon come. , 
Mar. My hand fhall go. 
Luc. By Heaven it fhall not go. 
Tj. Sirs, ftrive’no more, fuch wither’d herbs as thefe 
Are mect for plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Luc. Sweet Father, if I fall be thought thy Son, 
Let me redeem my Brothers both from death, 
Mar. And for our Fathers fake, and Mothers care 
Now let me fhew a Brothers love to thee. ; 
Tit. Agree between you, t will fpare my hand. 
Luc. Then Ple go fetch an Ax. 
Mar. ButI will ufe the Ax. 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron, Ple deceive them both, 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine, 
Moor. \f that be call’d deceit, I will be honeft, 
And never whilft I live deceive men fo: 
But Ple deceive you in another fort, 
And that you’l fay e’re halfan hour pafs. est 
[Ae cuts of Titus’s hand, 


Ente? Lucius avd Marcus again, 


Tit. Now ftay your ftrife, what fhall be, is difpatchts 
Good Aaron, give his Majefty my hand: al 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers, bid: him bury it, 
More hath it merited : That let it have. 

As for my Sons, fay,l.acconnt-of them,- . 
As Jewels purchas’d at-an eafie Price, 
And yet dear too, becaufed bought mine own, 

Aaron. 1 £05 Andronicus, and for thy hand 
Look by and by to have thy Sons with thee + 
‘Their Heads I mean: Oh, how this Villany 
Doth fat me with the very thought of it. 

Let fools do good, and fair men call for Grace, 
Aaron will have his Soul black like his Face. EE 

Tit. O hear, Lift this one hand up to Heaven, =~ 
And bow this feeble ruine to the Earth, pie 
If any Power pitics wretched tears, ” 
To that I call: what wilt thou kneel with me? 
Do then, dear heart, for Heaven fhall heat our Prayers 
Or with our fighs we?l breathe the welkin dim, - 

And ftain the Sun with Foggsasfometime Clouds 
When they dohug him in their melting bofoms. 

Mar, Oh, Brother, fpeak with Poflibilities, 
And do not break into thefe deep Extreams. 

Tit. Isnot my forrowdeep, having no 
Then be my paflions bottomlefs with them. 

Mar, Butyet let Reafon govern thy lament. 

Tit. If there were Reafon for thefe miferies, — 
Then into limits could 1 bind my woes + ale 
When Heaven doth weep, doth not the Earth o’reow’ 
If the winds rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-fwoln Face? 

And wilt thou have a reafon for this.coil? 

Lam the Sea. Heark how:her fighs do blow: 

She is the weeping welkin, I the Earth: ra9e 
Then muft my Seabe moved with her fighs> 

Then muft my Earth with her continual tears 
Becomea deluge, over-flow’d and drown’d: 

For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, * 

But like a Drunkard moftl vomit them: — 

Then give me leave, for lofers willhave leave, = 
To eafe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongues ~ 
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Enter a Meffenger with two Heads and a Had, Bei : ; 


Mel. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay’ds : % 


sg Re ae 


fhe) ————— 

For that good hand thou fent’ft the Emperour : 
" Here are the heads of thy two Noble Sons, 
it And here’s thy hand in {corn to thee fent back : 

) Thy griefs, their fports: Thy refolution mockt, 
Ll That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
te 2 More than remembrance of my Fathers death. (Exit. 

. Mar. Now let hot Ata cool in Sicily, 
.{ And be my heart in ever-burning Hell: 
_ | Thefe miferies are more than may be born. 
bar To weep with them that weep, doth eafe fome deal, 
fore ig But forrow flouted at, is double death, 
Ought _Luc, Ah that this fight fhould make fo deep a wound, 
OM deal And yet detefted life not fhrink thereat : 
idles | That ever death fhould let life bear his name, 
ott Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe. 
pare ya, Mar. Alas poor heart, that kif$.is comforclefs, 
As frozen Water to a ftarved fnake. 
Tit. When will this fearful lumber have anend? 
ci thn Mar. Now farewel flattery, die Andromcus, 
tieeni, | Thoudoft not flumber, fee thy two Sons heads, 
will beg = | Thy warlike hand, thy mangled Daughter here : 
ef; Thy other banifht Son with this dear fight 
t, Struck pale and bloodlefs, and thy Brother I, , 
rt pal Even like a ftony Image, cold and num. 
‘Hecuf} ©} Ah now no-more will I controul my griefs, 
_ | Rent off thy Silver hair, thy other hand é 
ates } Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmal fight 

"| The clofing up of our moft wretched cyes ; 
alll, i © Now is a time to ftorm, why art thou {till ? 
hands | Tit. Ha, ha, ha. ; 
ili | Mar. Why doft thou laugh? it fits not with this hour. 
rit | Jit, Why Ihave not another tear to fhed: 
te 4 | Befides, this forrow is an Enemy, 

UM} And would ufarp upon my watry eyes, 

‘tity | And make them blind with tributary tears, 

fi | Then which way fhall I find Revenges Cave? 

itl" | For thefe two Heails do feem to fpeak to me, 

fort - | And threat me, I fhall never come to blifs, 

witht 1 Tillall thefe mifchiefs be return’d again, 

tis Vil! 1} Even in their Throats that have committed them; 

ohtoflt 1 Come Jet me fee what task | have to do " 

cll 00} You heavy people circle me about, 

iets’ =.) That I may turn me to each one of you, 

dp | And {wear unto my Soul to right your wrongs. 

cba, | The Vow is made, come Brother take a head, 

a, ., |And in this hand the other will I bear, 

ised it | Lavinia, thou fhalt be employ’d in thefe-things: 
jullie” | Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth: 
ierelill | As for thee, Boy, go get thee from my fight, 

‘ioe «= | Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay, 

io Hie to the Gorhes, and raifean Army there, 

eet And if you love me, as I think you do, 

ih pet Let’s kifs and part, for we have much todo, [Exeunt. 

p Est ie Manet Lucius. 

tt Luc, Farewel Andronicus, my Noble Father : 

Cae The woful’ft man that ever liv’d in Rome : 

cal i | Farewel, proud Rome, till Lucius come again, 

the He loves his pledges dearer than his life : 

10 ol Farewel Lavinia, my Noble Sifter, 

oth gi. | O would thou wertas thou to fore haft been, 

gen ) | But now, nor Lucivs nor Lavinia lives 

i But in oblivion and hateful gricfs : 

tise If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs, 

scot And make proud Saturainus and his Emprets 

‘part Beg at the Gates like Tarquin and his Queen, 

H il Now will I to the Gorhes and raife a Power, 

ti Tobe reveng’d on Rome and Saturniune. [Exit Lucius, 
igor on 

ie Wor A Banquet. as 

te yi Enter Andronicus, Marcus, Lavinia, ad the Boy, 

‘i hay 

nd An, So, fo, now fit, and look you eat no more 

; | | Than will preferve juft fo much ftrength in us, 

Pia | As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours. 

i] 
f Pra 
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| There’s for thy felf, and that’s for Tamora, Ah firra, 


295 


Marcus unknit that forrow-wreathen knot: 

Thy Niece and (poor Creatures) want our hands 

And cannot paflionate our ten-fold grief, 

With foulded Arms, This poor right hand of ming 

Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft, 

Who when my heare, all mad with mifery; 

Beats in this hollow prifonofmy flefh, | ~ 

Thea thus | thump. it down. 

Thou Map of Woe, that thus doft talk in figns, 

When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating; 

Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it {till : 

Wound it with fighing, Girl, kill it with groans 

Or get fome little knife between thy teeth, 

And juft againft thy.heart make thou a hole, 

That. all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall 

May ren into that fink, and foaking in, 

Drown the lamenting fool in Sea-falt tears. 
4Zar, Fie, Brother, fie, teach her not thysto Jay 

Such violent hands upon her tender life. 
4n. How now! Has forrow made'theedoat already ? 

Why, Afarcus, no man fhould be mad but 1: 

W hat violent. hands can fhe lay on her bife ? 

Ah, wherefore doftthou urge the name of hands} 

To bid e&neas telk the tale twice. ore, 

How Zroy was burnt,’ and he made miferable ? 

O handle not the‘Eheam, to talk of hands, 

Left:we-remember ftillthat we-havenone. 

Fie, fic, how Frantiquely I {quare my talk 

As if we fhould forget we had no hands, 

If Adarcus did not name the: word of Hands? 

Come, let’s fall too,and:gentle Girl eat this, 

Here is no drinks .Heark, Aderons} what fhe fays}: 

I can interpret all her martyr’d figns, \ 1»; 

She fays, fhe drinksine other drink but tears : 

Brew’d with her, farrows, mefh’d upon her Cheeks? 

Speechlefs complaint, O Iwill learn thy: thought, 

In thy dumb action will d be as: perfect 

As begging Hermits in theit holy Prayers. 

Thou fhalt not fighy-nor hold thy ftumps to Heaven; 

Nor wink, nor ned, norkneel, nor makea fign, 

But T (of thefe) will'wreft an Alphabet, 

And by ftill Practice, learn to know thy: meaning.” 
Boy. Good Grandiireleave thefe bitter deep Laments; . 

Make my’Aunt merry, with fome pleafing Tale. ¥ 
Mar. Alas, thetender Boy, in/paflion mov’d, 

Doth weep to {ce his Grandfires heavinefs. 

An, Peace tender fapling, thou art made of tears; 

And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 

_ » Maraus,/trikes the difh witha Knife. 

What doft thou {trike at A¢areas with thy Knife? 
Mar. Atthat that have kill’d, my Lord, a Fly. 
An, Out on thee, Murderer: thou'kill’t my heart} 

Mine eyes are cloy’d.with'view of Tyranny : 

A deed of death done.on the Innocent 

Becomes not Zitus Brother 5 get thee gone, 

I fee thou art not for my company. - 
Mar. Alas, (my Lord) I havebut kiiPda Fly: 

An. But, how if that Fly hada Father and Mother ? 

How would he hanghis flender: gilded»wings, 

And buz lamenting doings in the Air? 

Poor harmlefs Fly, 

That with his pretty buzzing melody; 

Came.here to make us metry, 

And thou haft kilPd him, 

Mar. Pardon me, :Sir; .. 

It was a black ill-favonr?d Fly; 

Like to the Empre{s Adoor; therefore! kill’d him} 
An. OQ, 05 05 

Then pardon me for reprehending: thee; 

For thou haft donea Charitable deed : 

Give ine thy Knife,, I will infaleon him, 

Flattering my felf, asif it'were the Azoor, 

Come hither purpofely'to poifon me. 


et 


296 


Yeul think we are not brought fo low, 

But that between us we can killa Fly, 

That comes in likenefs of a Cole-black Moor. 
Mar. Alas poor man, grief has fo wrought in him, 

He takes falfe fhadows for true fubftances. 

And, Come, takeaway, Lavinia, go with me, 

Vleto thy Clofet, and go read with thee 

Sad Stories, chanced in the times of old. 

Come, Boy, and go with me, thy fight is young, 


And thou fhalt read, when mine begin to dazle. [ Exeunt. 


Adus Quartus. 


Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after him, “ the 
nter 


Boy flies from her with his Books wnder his Arm. 
Titus avd Marcus. 


By. Help; Grandfire, help, my Aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why. 
Good Uncle Marcus, fee how fwift fhe comes : 
Alas, {weet Aunt, 1 know not what you mean. 
Mar. Standby me, Lucins, donot feat thy Aunt. 
Tit. She loves thee; Boy, too well td do thee harm. 
Boy. 1, when my Father was in Rome fhe did. 
Ma. What meansmy Neece Lavinia by thefefigns? 
Tit. Fear not, Lucius, fomewhat doth fhe mean : 
See, Luciys, fee, how much fhe makes-of thee : 
Some whither would fhe have thee go with her.’ 
Ah, Boy, Cornelianever with more care 
Read to her Sons, than the hath read'to thee, 
Sweet Poetry, and 7 wlkes Oratorit: ==" © 
Canft thou not guefs, wherefore fhe plies thee thus ? 
Boy. My Lord, | know not, nor cant guefs, 
Unlefs fome fit or frenfie do poflefs her: 
For I have heard my Grandfire fay full oft, 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad. 
And Fhave read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through forrow, that made me to fear, 
Although, my Lord, I know my Noble Aunt 
Loves meas dear as e’re my Mother did, 
And would not but in fury fright-my Youth, 
Which made me down to throw my-Books, and flye 
Cauflefs perhaps; but pardon me, fweet Aunt, 
And, Madam, ifmy Uncle Adsreus go, 
I moft. willingly attend your Lady-fmp. 
Mar. Lucius, (will. 
Tit. How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this ? 
Some book there is that fhe defires to fee, 
Whichisit, Girl, of thefe? Open them, Boy, 
But-thou art deeper read, and better skill’d, 
Come and take choice of all my Library, 
And fo beguile thy Sorrow, till the Heavens 
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed : 
What Book ? 
Why lifts fhe up her Arms in fequence thus ? 
Mar. i think fhe means that there:was more than one 
Confederate inthe Fact. 1, more there was: 
Or elfe to Heaven fhe heaves them to revenge. 
Tit. Lucius, what Book is that fhe tofleth fof 
Boy. Grandfire, tis Owds Metamorphofis, 
My mother gave it me. 
Mar. For love of her that’s gone, 
Perhaps fhe cull’d it from among the reft. 
- Tit. Soft, fo bufily the turns the leaves. 
Help her, whatiwould the find ?. Lawinia, fhall 1 read ? 
This is the Tragick tale of Philomel, 
And treats of Zeveas Treafon and hisRape, — 
And Rape I fear was'root of thine annoy. 
Mar. See,Brother,{ee, note how fhe quotes the leaves. 
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus furpriz’d, fweet Girl, 
Ravifh’d and wrong’d, as Philomela was, 
Forc’d in the ruthlef, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 


* 
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See, fee, 1 fuch a place there is, where we did hunt, =| 
(O had we never, never hunted there) 
Pattern’d by that the Poet here defcribes, ; 
By Natate made for Murders and for Rapes. il 
Mar. O, why fhould Nature build fo foula Den, 7 | 
Unlefs the Gods delight in Tragedies ? | 
Tit.Give figns,fweet Girl,for here are none butFriends, ie 
What Roman Lord it was durft do the deed ? | 
Or flunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin ert, 
That left the Camp to fin in Lucrecebed 2 % 
Mar, Sit down, {weet Neece, Brother, fit down by me, | 
Apollo, Pallas, Fove, or Mercury, 
Infpire me that I may this Treafon find. 
My Lord, look here, look here, Lavinia. 


He writes his Name with his Staff, and guides it with his Fee i 
and Mouth. 4 

This fandy Plot is plain, guide if thou canft 

This after me, whenl have writ my Name, 

Without the help of any hand at all. 

Curft be that Heart that forc’d us to this hhift: 

Write thou, good Niece, and here difplay at lait, 

What God will have difcover’d for Revenge, 

Heaven guide thy pen'to print thy Sorrows plain, 

That we may know the Traytors and the Truth. 


She takes the Staff in ber Mouth, and guides it with her fump 
and writes. en 
Tit. Oh do youread, my Lord, what fhe hath writ? | 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. > aan 
Mar. What, what, the luftful Sons of Tamora, 
Performers of this hainous bloody deed ? ee rae 
Tit. Magni Dominator Poli, Bea i : 
Tam lentus andis foelera' tam lentus vides! ae 
Mar. Oh calm thee, gentle Lord: Although I know 
There is enough written upon this Earth, Fis 
To ftir a Mutiny in the mildeft thoughts, 
And arm the minds of Infants to exclaims. re: 
My Lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia, kneel, — 
And kneel, fweet Boy, the Roman Heétors hope, 
And {wear with me, as with the woful Peer, 
And Father of that chaft difhonoured Dame, 
Lord Junius Brutus {ware for Lucrece Rape, 


BU 


Ss 
a 


-{ That we will profecute (by goodadvice) 


Mortal revengeupon thefe Trayterous Gothes, 
And fee their Blood, or die with this Reproach. om 
Tit. *Tis fare enough, and you knew how. 
But if youhust thefe Bear-whelps, then beware — ~ 
The Dam will wake, and if fhe wind you once, 
She’s with the, Lion deeply ftill in league, 2 
And lulls him whilft the playeth on her back, 
And when he fleeps will fhe do what fhe.lift. ue 
You area young Huntfinan, Adarcus, lecit alone: . | 
And come, [will go get-aleaf of Brafs, ca. 
And witha Gad of Steel will write thefe words, 
And lay it by: theangry Northern wind: 
Will blow thefe Sands like Sybils leaves abroa 
And where’s your Leflon then ? Boy, ‘what fay 
Boy. 1 fay, my Lord, that if | werea Man, — 
Their Mothers Bed-chamber fhould not be fafe, 
For thefe bad Bond-men to the yoak of Rome. at 
Mar. \, that’s my Boy, thy Father hath full oft 
For his ungrateful Country done the like. a 
Boy. And, Uncle, fo will 1, and if Hive. 
Tit, Come, go with me into mine Armory, 
Lucius Pie fit thee, and withall, my Boy ~~’ 
Shall carry from me tothe Emprefs Sons, 

Prefents that I intend tofend them both, 7 
Come, come, thou?ltdo thy Meflage, wilt thou not? =| 
Boy. 1, with my Dagger in their Bofome, Grandifire 

Tit. No, Boy, not'fo, Ple teach thee another Cout 
Lavinia, come ; AZarcus, look to my Houfe, ° 
‘Lucius and Vle. go brave itat the Court, 
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) iy I marry will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on. { Excennt. | What doft thou wrap and fumblein thine Arms ? 
" Mar. O Heavens, can you hear a good Man groan, Nurfe. O that which | would hide from Heavens Eye, 
Ra And not relent, or not compaffion him ? Our Emprefs’s thame, and ftately Romes difgrace, 
aig Marcus attend, him in his extafie) She is delivered, Lords, fhe is delivered. 
ras. That hath more fcars of Sorrow in his Heart, Aaron, To whom ? 
le Than Foe-mens marks upon his battered Shield, Nurfe. 1 mean, fhe is brought to bed ? 
i But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge, . Aaron, Well, God give her good reit. 
. ‘Revenge the Heavens for old An. ronicns. [Exit,| What hath he fent her ¢ 
Bs Nurfe. A Devil. 2 : 
i fy ‘Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one Door : and at Aa, Why then the is the Devils Dam : a joyful iflue, 
Rita, another Door young Luciusazd another , with a bundle of N ur fe, A joylefs, difmal, black and forrowful iffue, 
! Weapons, ‘and Verfes writ wpon hinds: Here is the Babe, as loathfome’as a Yoad, 
hd, Amongft the fairelt breeders of our clime, 
mh, Chi. Demetrius, here’s the Son of Lucius, The Emprefs fends it thee, thy ftamp, thy Seal 
He hath fome meflage to deliver us. And bids thee Chriften it with thy Daggers point. : - 
mi Aar.\, fomemed Meflage from his mad Grandfather. | <4zron, Out you Whore, is black fo bafe a.hue ? 
| Boy. My Lords, with all the humbleneis imay, Sweetblowfe, you are a beauteous bloffom ture. 
thon cg { greet your Honours from Andronicus, Dem, Villain, what haft thou done ? 
Hy Nang And pray the Roman Gods confound you both. Aaron, That which-thou cant not undo. 
i Den. Gramercy lovely Lucius, what’s the News ? Chi. Thou haft undone our Mother. 
to this Boy. For Villains mavk?d with Rape. Mayitpleaf you,| Dem. And therein, hellith Dog, thou haft undone——— 
edipl 'My Grandfire, .welk advis’d hath fent by me, Woe to her chancey and damn’d her loathed choice, 
or Ree The goodlieft Weapons of his Armory, Accurtt the off: {pring of fo foul a Fiend. 
Sa To gratifie yout Honourable Youth, Chi. {t fhallnot live. 
sand th Ts The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me faye Aaron, It fhall not dye. 
; And fo ldo, and with his gifts prefent Nurfe. Aaron, it mutt, the Mother wills it fo. 
Angin YO Lordfhips, whenever you have need, Aaron, What, mutt it, Narfe? Then let no man but 1 
mgwerel  ¥You may be armed and appointed well, Do Execution on my flefh and blood. 
; 4nd fol leave you both, like bloody Villains. L Exit. Dem. Ple broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point; 
t wal Dem. Whav’s here, a Scrole, and written round about? || Nurfe, give it me, my Sword fhallfoon difpatch it. 
y Whi Let’s fee. rie Aaron. Sooner this Sword fhall plough thy Bowels up. 
Snell Integer vita foelers{que purus, non eget Mauri jaculis nec Stay murtherous Villains, will you kill your Brother? — 
- th saab Now by the burning Tapers of the Sky, 
4y deed Chir. Ortisa Verfe in Horace, 1 know it well: That fhone fo brightly when this Boy was got, 
at {read it in the Grammar long ago. He dies upon my Semitars fharp point, 
ty Ue Moor. Vjult, a Verfe in Horace : right, you have it, That touches this my firft-born Son and Heir. 
Lod Atte PF Ntow what a thing it is tobe an Afs ? ‘ I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus 
his Earth, Here’s no found jeft, th? old Man hath found their Guilt, | With all his threatning band of Typhon?s brood, 
thougts, And fendsthe, Weapons, wrapt about with Lines. Nor Great Alcides, nor the God of War, 
ext - P That wound (beyond their feeling) to the quick: Shall feizé this prey, out of his Fathers Hands : 
. Lis But were our witty Emprefs well a foot, What, what, ye fanguine fhallow-hearted Boys, 
wftintk ~~ \ She would applaud Andronicus conceit : Ye white-lim’d Walls, ye Ale-houfe painted Signs, 
ofl Pe But let her reft, in herunreft a while. Cole-black is better than another hue : 
nured Dash And now, young Lords, was’t not a happy Star In that ic {corns to bear another hue, 
nee Ra Led us to Rome {trangers j and more than fo, For all the Water in the Ocean 
a advict) Captives, to be advane’d te this height ? Can never turn the Swans black legs to white, 
es it did me good 5 before the PalaceGate. Although fhe lave them hourly in the Flood. 
h this Rego To brave the Tribune in his Brothers hearing. Tell the Emperefs from me, fam of age 
» Koen Dem, But me more good, to fee fogreat a Lord To keep mine own, excufe it how fhe can. 
ti Bafely infinuate, and fend us gifts. : Dem, Wilt thou betray thy Noble Miftrefs thus ? 
ae iat | Mor. Hadhe not reafon, Lord Demetrans ? Aaron. My Miftrefs is my Miftrefs : this, my felf, 
E Did you not ufe his Daughter very friendly ? The Vigour, and the Picture of my Youth: 
i nid Dem. \ would we had a thoufand Roman Dames This, before all the World dol prefer, 
se if At facha bay, by turn to ferve our Luft. This, maugre all the World, will I keep fafe, 
hat i ' | hj. A charitable with, and full of Love. Or fome of you fhall fmoke for it in Rome, 
gr, Moor. Here lacks but your Mother for to fay, Amen. Dem, By this our Mother is for ever fham’d. 
ay Chi. And that would the for twenty thoufand more. Chi. Rom: will defpife her for this foul efcape. 
ite ba Dem. Come, letus go, and pray to all the Gods Nur. The Emperour in his rage willdoom her Death. 
eff Wil é For our beloved Mother in her pains. Chi. Vbluth to think upon this Ignominy. " 
lear Moor. Pray to the Devils,the Gods have given us over.} Aaron. Why there’s the priviledge your beauty bears 
Bol, s [ Flourifh.| Fie. treacherous hue, that wall betray with bluthing 
{ wert: f Dem. Why do the Emperours Trumpets flourifh thus ?| The clofe enacts and counfels of the Heart : 
id got f Chi. Belike for joy the Emperour bath a Son. Here’s a young Lad fram’d of another leer, 
oh ey Bem, Soft, who comes here ? Look how the black Slave finiles upon the Father ; 
pert As who fhould fay, old Lad I anrthine own. 
the I Enter Nurfe with a black-a-Adoor Child. He is your Brother, Lords, fentibly fed 
Phil Of that felf-blood that firft gave life to you, 
Are Nurfe. Good morrow, Lords : And from that Womb where you imprifoned were, 
ni Boy ‘| O -tell me, did you fee davon the Moor? _ He is infranchifed and come to light : © 
$00 Aaron, Well, more or lefs, or ne’rea whit at all, Nay, heis your Brother by the furer fide, 
bath } Here dzror is, and what with daron now ? Although my Seal be ftamped in his Face. 
ot jurfe. O gentle Aaron, we arc all undone. Nurfe. Aaron, what fhall 1 fay unto the Emprefs ? 
po0ty = | Nowhelp, or woe betide thee evermore. Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, whatis to be done, 
sei Aaron, Why, what a Caterwalling doft thou keep ? And we will all fubfcribe to thy advice : : 
af Hoth | ~ Save 
ee a eee eramenecnime mmmncmedmmnncrmatil 
putt ' 


3 ed Ah, Rome! Well, well, 1 made thee miferable, 
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Save thou the Child, fo we may all be fafe. 

Aaron; Then fit we'down, and let us all confult. 

My Son and I will have the wind of you : 

Keep there, now talk at pleafure of your fafety- 
Dem. How many women faw this Child of his ? 
Aaron. Why fo, brave Lords,when we all joyn in league, 

Iam aLamb: but if you brave the AZor, 

‘The chafed Boar, the Mountain Lionefs, 

The Ocean {wells not fo as Aaron {torms : 

Buteay again, how many: faw the Child? 

NarJe.. Cornelia the Midwife, and my felf, 

And none elfe but the delivered Emprefs. 

‘| Aaron. The Emprefs, the Midwife, and your felf, 
Two may keep Counfel, when the third’s away : 
Goto the Emprefs, tell her, this | faid, [He 
Week, week, focriesaPig prepar’d to th’ Spit. 

_ Dem. What mean’it thou, Aaron ? 

'Whereforedid’ft thou this ? 

Aaron. © Lord, Sir, tis:a deed of Policy : 
Shall fhe live to betray this Guilt of ours ? 
A-long:tongu’d babling Goflip ? No, Lords, no: 
And now.be it known to you my full intent. 

Not far, one Aduliteus, my Country-man, 

His Wife but yefternight was brought to Bed, 
His Child is like to her, fair as you are: 

Go pack with him, and give the Mother Gold, 
And tell them both the circumftance of all, 

And how by this their Child fhall be advanc’d, 
And be received for the Emperour’s Heir, 

And fubftituced in the place of mine, 

‘To calin this tempeft whirling in the Court, 

‘And let the Emperourt dandle him for his own. 

Hark ye, Lords, ye fee I have given her Phyfick, 

And you mutt needs beftow her Funeral, 

The Fields are near, and you are gallant Grooms : 
This done, fee that. you take nolonger Days 

But fend the Midwife prefently to me. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away, 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chi, Aaron, {fee thou wilt not truft the Air with fecrets. 

| Dem. For this care of Tamora, 

Her felf, and hers are highly bound to thee. [Execunt . 

Aaron. Now to the Gorhs, as fwift as Swallow flies, 

There to difpofe this treafure in mine Arms, 
And fecretly to greet the Emprefs Friends : 
Come on you thick-lipt-flave, I’le bear you hence, 

For ft is you that puts us to our fhifts: 

PJe make you feed on Berries, and on Roots, ; 

‘And feed on Curds, and Whay, and fuck the Goat, 

And Cabin in aCave, and bring you up 
Tobea,Warriour, and command a Camp. 


kills ber. 


{ Exit. 


Enter Titus, oldMarcus, young Lucius, and other Centle- 
men with Bows, and Vitus bears the Arrows with Letters 
on the end of them. 


Tit. Come, Marcus, come Kinfmen, this is the way. 
Sir Boy, now let me fee your Archery, 
Look ye draw home enough, and tis there ftraight : 
Fervas Aftraareliquit, be youremembred, Marcus. 
She’s gone, fhe’sfled, Sirs, take you to your Tcols, . 
{ You, Coufins,. fhall go found the Ocean : 
And caft your Nets, haply you may find her in the-Sea, 
Yet there’s as little Jultice as at Land: 
No Publias and Sempronius, you mutt do it, 
’Tis you mutt dig with Mattock and with Spade, 
And pierce the inmoft Center of the Earth : 
Then when you come to Pluto’s Region, . 
I pray you to deliver him this Petition, 
| Tell him it is for Juftice, and for Aid, 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Rome. 


| What time | threw the Peoples Suffrages 
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On him that thus doth Tyrannize o’re me, 
Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leave younot.a man of War unfearch’d, 
This wicked Emperour may have fhipt her hence, 
And Kin{fmen then we may go pipe for Juftice. 
Mar. Oy Publius, is not this a heavy cafe 
To fee thy Noble Uncle thus diftract ¢ 
Pub) Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerps 
By Day and Night t’attend him carefully : 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, / 
Till time beget fome careful remedy. 
Mar. Kinfmen, his Sorrows are pait remedy, 
Joyn with the Gorbs, and with revengeful War; 
Take wreak on.Kome for this Ingratitude, 
And Vengeance on the Traytor Saturmme, Br 
Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my Mafters, 4 
What have you met with her? 3 
Pub, No, my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, | 
if you will have revenge from Hell, you thall ; ea 
Marry for Juftice fhe is fo imploy’d, 
He thinks with Yove in Heaven, or fome where elfe: 
So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. 
Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays, 
Ile dive into the burning Lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Marcus, we are but Shrubs, no Cedars we, pele 
No big-bon’d-men, fram’d of the Cyclops fize, ~ 
But Metal, Adarcus, Steel tothe very backy. : 
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our Backs can bear, 
And fith there’s no Juftice in Earth nor Hell, 
We will folicit Heaven, and move the Gods 
To fend down Juftice for to wreak our wrongs : a 
Come to this Gear, you are a good Archer, AZarcus, | 
LHe gives them the Arrows.) 
Ad Fovem, that’s for you: here ad Apollonem, 
Ad Martem, that’s for my felf, 
Here Boy, sto Pallas, here to Afercury, 
To Saturnine, to Caius, not to Saturnine, 
You were.as good to fhoot againft the Wind. 
Toit, Boy, AZarcus, loofe when I bid - 
Of my word, I havewritten toeffect, — 
There’s not a God left unfolicited. ‘ep | 
Mar. Kinfmen, fhoot all your fhafts into the Court, | 
We will afflict the Emperour in his Pride. Fh, 
Tit. Now Matters, draw, Oh well faid, Lucius : 
Good Boy in Virgo’s lap, give it Pallas. 
Mar. My Lord,.1 aim a Mile beyond the Moon. 
Your Letter is with Supiter by this. Be 
Tit, Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haft thou done?) | 
See, fee, thou haft fhot off one of Zmus’s Horns. 4 
Mar. This was the fport, my Lord, when Publius thot, | 
The Bull being gall’d, gave Aries facha knock, 
That down fell both the Rams Horns in the Court, 
And who fhould find them but the Emprefs Villain: 
She laugh’d, and told the Moor he fhould not chufe 
But give them to his Mafter for a prefent. Re 
Tit. Why there it goes, God give your Lordfhip joy. | Ee 


a ee Ol 


i 
He 


Enter the Clown with a Basket and two Pidgtons, 


Tit. News, News from Heaven. 
Marcus, the Poft is come. 
Sirrah, what tydings, have you any Letters ? 
Shall I have Juftice, what fays Fupiter ? oe 
Clow. Hothe Gibbet-maker, he faysthat he hath taken |F 
them down again, for the Man muft not be hang’d till the the 
next Week. | 
Tit. Tut, what fays Jupiter, Task thee ? 
Clow. Alas, Sir, | know not Supzter, 
[ never drank with him in all my Life. 
Tit. Why Villain, art not thou the Carrier ? 
Clow. 1, of my Pidgeons, Sir, nothing elfe. 
Tit. Why, did?ft thou not come from Heaven ? 
Clow. From Heaven? Alas, Sir, I never came an “a 
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young days. _Why lam going with my Pidgeons to the 
‘Tribunal Plebs, to take upamatter of brawl, betwixt 
my Uncle, and one of the Emperials Men. 

Mar. Why; Sir, that is as fit as can be to ferve for your 
Oration, and let him deliver the Pidgeons to the Empe- 
rour from you. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an Oration to the Em- 

erour with a Grace ? 


Life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, 

But give your Pidgeons to the Emperour. 

By me thou fhalt have Juftice at his Hands. 

Hold, hold, mean while here’s Money for thy Charges. 

Give mea Pen and Ink. 

Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication ? 
Clow. 1, Sir. : 
Tit. Then here is a Supplication for you, and when you 

come to him, ’at the firft approach you muft kneel, , then 

kifs his Foot,then deliver up your Pidgeons, and then look 
for your reward. le be at hand,Sir, fee you do it bravely. 
Clow. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 
Tit. Sirrah, halt thoua Knife ? Come let me fee its 

Here, Marcus, fold it in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant, 

And when thou haft given it the Emperour, 

Knock at my Door, and tell me what he fays. 

Clow. Ood be with you, Sir, I will. 
Tit. Come, Marcus, letus.go, Publius follow me. 
fExeunt’ 

Enter Emperour and Empre{s, and her two Sons, the Emperoity 

brings the Arrows in his hand, that Titus {hor ae hin, 
Sat. Why Lords, 19 


What wrongs are thefe ? was ever feen bs 
An Emperour in Rome thus over-born, * 
Troubled, confronted thus, and fortheextent ‘ 


Of equal Juftice, us’d in fuch contempt ; 
My Lords, you know the might’ful Gods, 
(However thefe difturbers of our Peace 
Buz in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath paift, 
But even with Law againft the wilfull Sons 
Of old Avdronicus, . And what and if 
His Sorrows have fo over-whelm’d his Wits, 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitternefs ? 
And now he writes to Heaven for his redrefs. 
Sec, heres to Fove, and this to Mercury, 
This'to Apollo, this tothe God of War: 
Sweet fcrowls toflie about the ftreets of Rome : 
What’s this but Libelling againit the Senate, 
And blazoning our injuftice every where ¢ 
| A goodly humour, is it not, my,Lords? 
As who would fay, in Rome no juftice were. 
But if live, his feigned Extafies 
Shall be no fhelter to thefe outrages : 
But heand his fhall know, that Juttice lives 
In Saturninus health, whom if he fleep, 
He'll {o awake, as he in fury fhall 
Cut off the proud’ft Confpirator that lives. 
Tam. My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturnine, 

Lord of my life, Commander of my thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus age, 
Tieffects of Sorrow for his valiant Sons, 
Whofe lofs hath pierc’d him deep, and fcarr?d his Heart ; 
And rather comfort his diftrefled plight, 
Than profecute the meaneft or the beft 
For thefe'contempts. Why thusit fhall become 
High witted Tamora to glofe with all : 
But Titus, | havetouch’d thee to the quick, 
Thy life-blood on’t : if Aaron now be wile, 
Then is all fafe, the Anchor’s in the Port. 

| Enter Clown, : 
How now, good Fellow, wouldft thou {peak with us ? 
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God forbid I thould be fo bold to prefsto Heaven in my 


Clow.Nay,truly, Sir, I could never fay Grace in all my | Neck toa fair end. 
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Clow. Yea forfooth, and your Milterfhip be Emperial. 

Tam, Emprefs lam, but yonder fits the Emperour. 

Ch, Tis he: God and Saint Stephca give you good-e’en, 

[ have brought youra Letter, and a couple of Pidgeons here. 

{ He reads the Letter. 
Sat. Go, take him away; and hang him prefently, 
Clow. How much Money muft L have ? 
Tam, Come, Sirrah, thou muft be hang’d. 
Clw. Hang’d? by’r Lady, then 1 have brought up a 

5 Exit. 
Sat. Defpightful and intolerable wrongs, : 

Shall I endure this Monftrous Villany ? 

i know from whence this fame device proceeds : 

May this be born? As ifhis Trayterous Sons, 

That dy?d by Law for Marther of our Brother, 

Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully ? 

Go, drag the Villain hither by the Hair, , 

Nor Age, nor Honour, fhalk fhape priviledge : 

For this proud mock, I?le be thy Slaughter-man : 

Sly frantick wretch, that holp’{t to make me great, 

In hope thy felf fhould govern Rome and me. 

Enter Nuntius Emilius. 
Sat, What News with thee, e#milins ? 
emil, Arm my Lords, Rome never had more caufe, 

The Gorhs have'gather’d head; and with a Power 

Of High refolved men, ‘bent to the fpoyl 

They hither march amain, under the conduct 

Of Lucius, Sonto old Andronicus ; 

Whothreats in courfe ofthis revenge to do 

As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat, Is warlike Lucius General of the Goths ? 

Thefe tydings nip me, ,andI hang the head 

As Flowers with Froft, or Grafsbeat down with Storms. 

I, now begin our forrews to approach, 

Tis he the common people love fo much, 

My felf hath often heard them fay, 

( When! have walked like a private man) 

That Lacius banifhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wifh’d, ,that Lucixs were their Emperour. 
Tam, Why Should you fear ? Isnot our City ftrong ? 
Sat. 1, but the Citizens favour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him. 

Tam. King, bethy thoughts imperious like thy Name. 

Isthe Sun dim’d, that Gnats do fliein it ? 

The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 

Knowing that with the fhadow of his Wings, 

He can at pleafure ftint their melody. 

Even fo may’ thou, the giddy men of Rome 5 

Then cheer thy fpirit, for know, thou Emperour, 

J will enchant the old Andronicus, 

With words more {weet, and yet more dangerous 

Than baits to fith, or honey ftalks to theep, 

When as the one is wounded withthe bait, 

The other rotted with delicious Food. 

King. But he will not intreat his Son for us. 
Tam. \f Tamora intreat him, then he will, 

For I can {mooth and fill hisaged Ear 

With golden promifes, that were his Heart 

Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet fhould both Ear and Heart obey my Tongue, 

Gothou before to our Embafladour, 

Say, that the Emperour requefts a parly 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

King, -Amilius, do this meflage Honourably, 

Andif he ftand on Hoftage for his fafety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleafe him beft. 

“mil. Your bidding fhall 1 do effectually. 
Tam. Now willl to that old Andronicus, 

And temper him with all the Art I have, 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths, 

And now, fweet Emperour, be blith again, 

And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 

Sat. Then gofucceflantly and plead for him. 


[Exir. | 
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Adtus Quintus. 


Ent (Lucius with an 


+ 


Armyof Gothes, with Drum and 
Sonldiers. 


Lu. Approved Warriours, and my faithful Friends, 
| have received Letters from Great Rome, 
Which fignifies what hatethey: bare their Emperour, 
And how defirous of ‘our: fight they-are. 
Therefore; great Lords, be as your Titles witnefs, 
Imperious aud impatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 
Let him make treble fatisfaction. 
Gorb. Brave flip, fprung from the 
Whole Name was once our Terror, now our Comfort, 
i Whofe high Exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
{ngrateful Rome requites with foulcontempt : 
Be bold in us, we'll follow where thou lead’ft, 
Like ftinging Bees imhotteft Summers day, 
Led by their Matter to the flowred Fields, 
And be aveng?d on curfed Tamora. 
Ome, And as he faich, fofay we all with him. 
Lu. humbly thank him, andl thank!youall. | 
‘But who comes here led by a lufty Goth? 


Great Andromcus, 


Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his Child in 
Goth. Renowned Lucixs, 
To gaze upon a ruinous Monaftery, ’’ 
Andaslearneftly did fix mine Eye 
Upon the wafted building, fuddenly 
[heard a Child cry underneath awall: 
I made unto the noife, when foon U heard; 
The crying Babe controll’d with this difcourfe: 
Peace, Tawny Slave, half me, and half thy Dam, 
Did not thy tue bewray whofe Brat thou art, 
ad Nature lent thee but thy Mothers look, 
Villain, thou might’ft have been an Emperour. 
But where the Bulland Cow are both Milk-white, 
They never do beget a Cole-black Galt “© «« ‘ 
Peace, Villain, peace, Ceven thus Ke rates the Babe) 
For I mutt bear thee to atrufty Goth, 
Who when he knows thou art the Emprefs Babe, 
Will hold thee dearly for thy Mothers fake. 
With this, my Weapon drawn refht upon him, 
Surpriz’d him faddenly, and browght ‘him hither, 
To ufe, as you think needful of the Man. : 
Lu, Ohworthy Goth, this is the incarnate Devil, 
That robb’d Andronicns of his good hand” 
This is the Pearl that pleas’d your Emiprefs’s Eye, 
And here’s the bafe Frvit of his burning Lut. 
Say, wall-cy’d Slave; whither would’ft thou convey 
This growing Image of thy Fiend-like Face ? 
Why doft not fpeak ? what deaf? no! Nota word ? 
A Halter, Souldiers,. hang him on this Tree, 
And by his fide his Fruitof Baftardy. 
Aaron, Touchnot the Boy, he is of Royal blood. 
Lu, Too like the Syre forever being good. 
*| Firft hang the Child, that he may fee it fprall, 
A fight to vex the Fathers Soul withal. 
Aaron, GetmeaLadder, Lucius, fave the Child, 
And bear it from meto the Emprefs: ‘ 
If thoudo this, Vle fhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantag; thee to hear 5 
if thou wilt nor, befall what may befall, 
le fpeak no more : but Vengeance rot you all. 
Lu, Say 01, andif itpleafe me, W 
Thy Child fha‘l live, and! will fee it Nourifh’d. 
Aaron. An iif it pleafe thee ¢ why aflure thee, Lucius, 
*T will vex th Sou! to hear what l fhall fpeak : 
For! mult tel o Murt'iers, Rapes, and Maflacres, 
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Aéts of Black-night, abominable 
Complots of Michief, Treafon, Villaniesy. - 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteoully perfor m’d,. 
And this (hall all be buried: by my death, 
Unlefs thon fwear tome my Child fhall live. ; 
La. Tellon thy mind, 
I fay thy Child fhall live. 
‘Yaron. Sweat that he fhall, and then I wall begin. 
Lu. Who fhould I fwear by ? 
Thou believeft no God, 
That granted, how can’ft thou believe an Oath? 
Aaron. What if I do not,.as indeed do not, 
Yet for I know thon art Religious, 
And haft a thing withinthee:call’d Confcience, 
With twenty Popith tricks and-Ceremonies, 
‘Which I have {een thee careful to obferve: 
Therefore I urge thy Oath), for that Il know 
An Idiot holdsbis Bauble for a God, 
And keepsthe Oath, which by that 
To that ’leutgehim: therefore thou fhalt.vow 
By that fame God, what God fo e’re it be 
That thou adoreft and» haft in reverence, 
To fave my Boy, nourifh arid bring himrup; 
Or elfe Ewilldifcover nonght.to thee. 
Lu. Even by my God fwear to thee, I will, 
Aaron, Firft know thous . 
[ begot him on thy Emprefs. 
. Lu, Oh moft infatiate luxurious Woman - on 
Aaron, Tut, Lucivs;this was but a deed.of Charity, 
To that which thou fhalt hearof me anon, 
*Twasher two Sonsthat murdered Baffianus, 
They cut thy Sifters Tongue, and Ravifht hery 
And cuit her Hands off, and trimm’d her as thou fawht. 
Lu. Ohdeteltable Villain! 
CalPft thou that trimming? ; } 
Aaron. Why the waswatht, and cut,.and trimm’d, 
And twas trimefport 
Lu. Oh barbarous 


Deeds, 


p 


are 


beaftly Villains like thy felt ! 


Aaron. Indeed, 1. wasitheir Tutor to inftruct them, - ' 


That Codding Spirit had they,from their Mother, ~ 

As fureaCard; as ever won the Set : 

» | That bloody mind I think they learn’d of me, 

Astrue a Dog'as ever fought at Head. 

Well, let my Deeds be’ witnefs of my worth: 

I train’d thy Brethren to that guileful Hole, 

Where the dead Corps of Baffianus lay ¢ 

I wrote the Letter that thy Father found, 

And hid the Gold withia the Letter mention’d. -- 

Confederate with the Queen, and her two Sons, 

And what not done that thou haft canfetorues 

Wherein I had no ftroke of Mifchief in it. 

1 plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

‘And when | had it, drew my felf aparts 

And almoft broke my Heart with extream 

[pried me through the Crevice of a Wall, 

When for his Hand, -he had his two Sons Heads, 

| Beheld his Tears, and langh’d fo heartily, 

That both mine Eyes were rainy like to his: 

And when I told the Emprefs of this fport, 

She fwooned ‘almoft'at my pleafing Tale, 

And for my tydings, gaveime twenty killes. 
Goth, What canft thou fay all this, and never 
Aaron. |, likeablack Dog, ‘asthe faying is. 
Lu, Art thou not forry for thefe hainous deeds? 
Adon Apthat] bad notdone a'thoufand more. 
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God he fwears, © J 
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laughter, | 


Even now! curfetheday, and yet I think ee | 


Few come within the compats of my Curfe, 
Wherein «id nor fome Notorious ill, 
As killa Man, or elfe devife his death, 


hich thou fpeak’ft | Ravifh a Maic, or plot thaway todo ity 


Accufe fome innocent, and forfwear my felf, 
'Set deadly Enmity between two Friends, 

Make poor M ens Cattle break their Necks, 

Set Fire on Batns and Hay-ftacks in the night, 
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| And bid the Owners quench them with their tears : 
Oft have I digg?d up dead men from their Graves, 
And fet them upright at their dear Friends Doors, 
Even when their forrow almoft was forgot, 
And on their Skins, ason the Barque of Trees, 
Have with my Knife carved in Roman Letters, 
Let not your forrow dye, though | am dead. 
Tut, Ihave done a thoufand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, ’ 
But that I cannot do ten thoufand more, 
Luc. Bring down the Devil, for he muf not dye 
So {weet a death, as Hanging, ptefently. 
Aaron, If there be Devils, would I were a Devil 
To live and burn in everlafting Fire, 
So I might have your company in Hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter Tongue. 
Luc, Sirs, {top his Mouth, and let him {peak no more. 


? 


Enter FEmilius. 
Goth, My Lord, thereis a Meflenger from Rome 
Detires to be admitted to your Prefence, 
Luc, Let him come near. 
Welcome, e4milius, what?s the News from Rome ? 
emi, Lord Lucius, and you Princes of the Goths, « 
The Roman Emperour greets you all by me, 
And for he underftands you are in Arms, 
He cravesa Parly at your Fathers Houle, 
Willing you to demand your Hoftages, 
And they fhall be immediately delivered, 
Goth, What fays'our General é 
“Luc, e#milins, let the Emperour give his Pledges 


| Unto my Father, and my Uncle Marcus, 
| And we will come : March away, 


Enter Tamora, and her two Sons difeuisd, 


Tam. Thus in this ftrange and fad Habiliments, 
I will encounter with Andronicus, 
And fay, lam Revenge fent from below, 
To joyn with him and right his heinous Wrongs: 
Knock at his Study where they fay he keeps, 


} To ruminate ftrange Plots of dire Revenge, 


Tell him Revenge is come to joyn with him, 


And work Confufion on his Enemies, 


They knock, and Titus opens his Seudy Door. 
Tit. Who doth moleft my Contemplation ? 
Is it your trick to. make me ope the Door, 
That fo my fad Decrees may fly away, 
And all my Study be to no effeét 2 


| You are deceiv’d, for what I mean to do, 
| See here in bloody Lines I have fet down: 
And’what is written fhall be executed. 


Tam, Titus, 1 am come to talk with thee. 
Jit, No not a word :, how can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a Hand to give it A@ion ? 
Thou hait the odds of me, therefore no more. 
Tam. Vf thou did’ know me, 
Thou wonld’it talk with me. 
Tit, 1am not mad,’ I know thee well enough, 
Witnefs this wretched ftump, 
WitnefS thefe Crimfon lines, 
Witnefs thefe Trenches made by grief and care, 
Witnefs the tyring Day, and heavy Night, 
Witnef§ all Sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud Emprefs, mighty Tamora’: 
[smot thy coming for my other Hand ? 
Tam, Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora, 
eis thy Enemy, and {thy Friend, 
1m Revenge, fent from the infernal Kingdom, 


*oeafe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind : 
| ¥ working wreakful vengeance on thy Foes : 


me down and welcome me to this worlds light, 
enfer with me of Murderand of Death, 


es 
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[ Exeunt. 
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{ There’s not a hollow Cave or lurking place, 
No vaft Obfeurity or Mifty Vale, 
Where bloody Murther or detelted Rape, 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out, 
And in their Ears tell them my dreadful Name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul Offenders quake. 

Tit, Art thou Revenge’? and art thou fent to me, 
To be a torment to mine Enemies ; 

Tam, 1am, therefore come down and welcome me. 

Tit. Do me fome Service, ere I come to the:: 

Lo by thy fide where Rape and: Murder ftands, 
Now give fome furance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy Chariot Wheels, 
And then I’le come and be thy Waggoner, 

And whirlalong with thee about the Globes, 
Provide thee two proper Palfries, black as Jet, 
To hale thy vengeful Waggon {wift away, 
And find out Murder in their guilty Caves. 
And when thy Car is loaden with their Heads, 
I will difmounat, ‘and by the Waggon wheel 
Trot like a Servile Footman all day long, 

Even from Ayperidn’s rifin g% in the Eaft; 

Until his very downfall in the-Sea, 

And day by-day i’le do this heavy task, 

So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tam, Thete are my Minifters, and come with me. 
Lit, Are they thy Minifters, what are they call’d ? 
Tam, Rapine and urder, therefore called fo, 
Caufe they take vengeance ’of fuch kind of men, : 

Lit. Good Lord, bow like the Emprefs Sons. they are, 
And you the Emprefs: But we Worldly men; 
Have miferable mad miitaking Eyes: 

Oh, {weet Revenge, now do'l come to thet 2id 
And if one Arms imbracement will content thee, 
I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

Tam, This clofing with him fits his Lunacy, 
What ¢’re | forge to feed his brain-fick fitSy 1) 
Do you uphald, and maintain in your Speeches, 
For now he firmly takes mie for Revenge, 

And being credulous.in this mad thought, 

Ple make hinvfend for Lucius: his Son, 

And whil{t 1 at a Banquet hold him fure, 

Ple find fome cunning Practice outof Hand 

To fcatter and difperfe the giddy Goths, 

Orat the leaft, make them his Epemies: 

See here he comes, and -I muft play my Theam. 

Tit. Long have! been forlorn, and all for thee, 
Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful Houfe, 

Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too, 
How like the Empres,, and her Sons you are, 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor, 
Could not all Hell afford you fitch a Devil? 
For welll wote the EmprefSnever wags, 

3ut in her Company there is a Moor; 
And would you reprefent our Queen aright 
It were convenient you had fitch a Devil : 

But welcome as you are, what fhall we do ? 

Tam, What wouldft thow have us do, Andronicus ? 

Dem. Shew mea Murtherer, Vle deal with him. 

Chir, Shew mea Villain, that hath donea Rape, 
And Lam fentto be reveng’d.on him. 

Tam. Shewme a Thoufand that have done thee wron 
And I will be revenged on themall: 

Tit. Look round about the wicked ftreets of Rome 
And when thou find’ft a Man that’s like thy felf, 
Good Murder, ftab him) he’s a Murtherer. 

Go thou with him, and whenit is thy hap 

To find another thatis like to thee, 

Good Rapine, ftab him, he is a Ravifher, 

Go thou with them, and in the Emperours Court 

There is a Queen attended by a Moor, 

Well may7ft thou know her by thy own proportion, 

For up and down he doth relemble thee, 

I pray thee dovon'them fome violent death, 
*Ddd 


& 


They 


se 


ee: 
The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


What would you fay, if fhould let youfpeak?. 


Sh agers NC 
They have been violent tome and mine. aa > 
Villains, for fhame you could not beg for Grace, 


Tam, Wellhaft thou leffon’d us, this fhall we do. p 
But would it pleafe thee, good Andronicus, Heark Wretches, how | mean to Martyr you, 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant Son, This one Hand yet Is ieft to cut your Throats, 
Who leads towards Rome a Band of Warlike Goths, Whilit that Lavinia tween her itumps doth hold, 
And bid him come and Banquet at thy Houfe. The Bafon thatreceives your gulty Blood. 

When he ishere, evenat thy folemn Feat, You know your Mother means to-feaft with me, 

J will bring in the Emprefs and her Sons, And calls her felf Revenge and thinks me mad. 
The Emperout himfelf, and all thy Foes» Heark Villains, I will grind your Bones to Dui, 
And at thy mercy fhall they ftoop and kneel, And with your Blood and it Vie masse a Pafte, 


And on them fhalt thou eafe thy angry heart And of the Pafte a Coffin will l rear, 
What fays Andronicus to this devife? And maketwo Patties of your fhameful heads, 


Enter Marcus. And bid that Strumpet, your unhallowed Dam, 
Tit. Marcus, my Brother, ’tis fad Titus calls, Like to the Earth {wallow her own Increafe. 

Go, gentle Adarcus, to thy Nephew Lucrs, This is the Feaft that I have bid her to, 

Thou fhalt enquire him out among the Goths, And this the Banquet fhe fhall furfeit on, 

Bid him repair tome, and bring, with him For worfe than Phzlomel you us’d my Daughter, 
Some of the chiefeft Princes of the Goths, ‘And worfe than Progne, 1 will be reveng’d, 

Bid him encamp his Souldiers where they are, And now prepare your Throats: Lavinia come, 
Tell him the Emperour and the Emprefs too, Receive the Blood, and when that they are dead 
Feafts at my Houle, and he fhall Feat with them ; Let me gogtind theit Bones to Powder {mall, - 


| This do thou for my love, and fo let him, And with this hateful Liquor temper it, 
As he regards his aged Fathers life. And in that Pafte let their wild heads be bak’d. 


Mar, This will 1 do, and foon return again. [Exit. Come, come, be every one officious 

Tam. Now will I hence about thy bufineis, To make this Banquet, which I with might prove 

And take my Minifters along with me. More fiern and bloody than the Centaurs Featt. ‘ 
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape ‘and Murder ftay with me, : [He cuts their Throgs.) 

Or elfe Ple cally Brother back again, So now bring themin, for Pleplay the Cook, ea 

And cleave tono revenge but Lucius. And fee them ready >gainft the Mother comes.  [Eaewm.) 7 


oi Tam, What fay you, Boys, will you bide with him, i Wher 
Whiles I go tell my Lord, the Emperour, Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Goths: 2  giliug 
How I have govern’dour determined jeft ? a gli 
Yield to his humour, {mooth and fpeak him fairs Luc, Uncle Marcus, fince’tismy Fathers mipd 
And tarry with him till | turn again. That I repair to Rome, 1 am content. 1», gd i 
| Tit. 1 know them all, though they fuppofe me mad, Gorh, And ours with thine, befal what Fortune will, | 
| And will o’re-reach them in their own devifes, Luc. Good Uncle, take you inthis barbarous Mor, | 
A pair of curfed Hell-hounds, and their Dam. This Ravenous Tiger, this accurfed Devil, 
‘Dem. Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here. Let him receive no fuftenance, fetter him, 
| Tam. Farewel, ‘Andronicus, Revenge now goes Till he be brought unto the Emperours Face, 
| To lay a Complot to betray thy Foes. For teftimony of his foul proceedings. 
| Tit. 1 know thou doft, and fweet Revenge, farewel. And fee the Ambuh of our Friends be ftrong, 
“Chi. Tell us) Old Man, how fhall we be employ’d ? I.fear the Emperour means no good to us. 
| Tir. Tut, | have work enough for you to do, ‘Aaron. Some Devil whifper Curfes in my Eaty 
| Publins come hither, Caius, and Valentine. And prompt me, that my Tongue may utter forth 
| Pub. Whatis your will? The Venemous Malice of my fwelling Heart. er): 
Tit. Know you thefe two? Luc. Away, Inbumane Dog, Unhallowed Slave, 
Pub. The Emprefs Sons Sirs, help our Uncle, to convey him in, Flow 
{ take them, Chiron, Demetrius. The Trumpets fhew the Emperour is at hand. . 
3 Tit. Fie, Publius, fic, thou art too much deceiv?d, 
he one is Murder, Rape is the other’s Name Sound Trumpets, Ente spre [sy with 
} And therefore bind Ais gentle Publius, 4 gta berger = ra I >t 
Caius, and Valentine, lay handson them, ’ Ba 
| Ofthave you heard me with for fach an hour, Sat. What hath the Firmament.moré Suns thanone? 
) And now | find it, therefore bind them fare. Luc, What boots it thee to call thy felfaSun? 
Chi. Villaisis, forbear, we are the Emprefs Sons. Mar. Romes Emperour and Nephew. break the Patly, | 
Pub. And therefore do we, what we are commanded. ' Thefe Quarrels muit be quietly debated, ve 
Stop clofe theit Mouths, Jet them not {peak aword. The Feait is ready which the careful Tyrus 
Is he ‘fure bound? look that ye bind them faft. © LExewnt. Hath ordained to an honourable end, 1 aaa 
, For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome: 
Enter Titws ‘Andronicus with a Knife, and Lavinia with Pleafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. | 
a Bafon. Satur. Marcus, we will. LA 


Tit, Come, come, Lavinia, look, thy Foesiare bound; | 4 Zable broucht in, Enter Titus like Cook placing ie] 
-4 Sirs, ftop their Mouths, let themnot {peak to me, © meat on tl 7 : A dog ‘ ve ber Fate | i 
But let their hear what fearful words | utter. the alle, ane ares matting ht mie | 
Oh Villains, Chiron, and Demetrius, j Titus, Welcome, my gracious Lord, : 
Here ftands the Spring whom youshave ftain’d with Mud, Welcome, Dread Queen, 
| This goodly Summer with your Winter mixt, Welcome, ye Warlike Goths welcome Luci 
You kill’d her Husband, and for that vile fault, And welcome all : although the cheet be poors © 
| Two of her Brothers were condemn’d to death, > Twill fill your Stomachs, pleafe you eat of it» .9" 
My Hand cut off, and made a: merry jeft, Sat. Why artithou.thus attir’d Andronicus 2° 
Both herfweetHands, her Tongue, and that:more dear Tit. Becaufe1would be fure to have all. well, 9% 
Than Hands or Tongue, her fpotlefs Chaftity, To entertain your Highnefs, and your Emprels iia 
Inhumane Traitors, you conftrain’d-andfore’d. Tam, Weare beholding|to you, good Andronichs, 


ia The Tragedy. of 
Gry 
"yu, Tit, And if your Highnefs knew my Heart, you were : 
bray, My Lord, the Emperour, refolve me this, 
Sdohiy =f. Was it well done-of rafh Virginins, 
a, To flay his Daughter with his own Right-hand, 
With Becaufe fhe was enforc’d, ftain’d, and deflour’d ? 
Se Satur, It was, Andronicus, 
sto Tit- Your Reafon, Mighty Lord? 
a Pas Sat. Becaufe the Girl fhould not furvive her fhame, 
And by ber prefence itill renew his i bieiake ’ 
Ul hex Tit. A Reafon mighty, ftrong, and effectual, 
ar | Apattern, prefident, and lively warrant, 
Inte For me(mo{t wretched) to perform the like : 
iin Dye, dye, Lavinia, and thy fhame with thee, 
Hh And with thy fhame thy Fathers forrow dye. naaencnd 
Tye e kills her. 
Dag Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
rag, Tit. Kill?'d her for whom my tears have made me blind. 
Lei I am as wofulas Virginius was, 
ithy@@ fF And havea thoufand times more caufe than he. : 
wee a Sat, What, was the ravitht? tell, who did thfe deed ? 
rae | Tit. Wil’t pleafe you me = 
aisoeuds | Wil’e pleafe your Highnefs feed ? 
Ns | Tam, Why haft thou flain thine onely Daughter thus ? 
ih migtp 5 Tit. NotI, twas Chiron and eee 
otauska =} They ravifht her, and cut away her Tongue, 
(Hae } And they, twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
pytiedh =} «~Sat, Go fotch them hither to us prefently. 
fore co Tit. Why there sive aps — in that Pye, 
Whereof their Mother daintily hath fed, 
od ixoe | Eating the Flefh that fhe her felf hath bred. 
"Tis true, “tis true, witnefs my Saves 3 Pome = 
io e {tqos the km Se 
i . Sat.-Dyc, frantick.wretch, for this accurfed deed. 
ofl wtih Luc. Can the Sons Eyes, behold his Father bleed ? 
intima | Theres meed for meed, death for a deadly ee 
fed Del | Mar, You fad-fac’d Men, People, and Sons of Rome, 
i, } By uprore fever'd like a flight of Fowl, 
“ Scatter’d by winds and high tempeftuous gufts, 
pas . Oh let me teach you how, to knit again 
AS | This {catered Corn into one mutual Sheaf, 
st _| Thofe broken limbs again into one Body. : 
gol | *Gorh. Let Rome her felfbe bane unto her felf, 
Gust | And fhe whom mighty Kingdoms curtfie to, 
ue” tL ike a forlornand defperate caftaway, 
ling i ‘Do fhameful execution on her felf. 
Lahslot” Mur. But if my frofty figns and chaps of ages 
i A Grave W itnefles of true arimnwaet 
sa” 4 Cannot induce you to attend my words, 
ee WSpeak, Rome?s iene friend, as’erit our, Anceftor, 
out of} When with his Solemn Tongue he did difcourfe 
jth ‘To Love-fick Didoes fad attending Ear, 
, |The ftory of that baleful burning Night, 
pp not +Whea fubtile Greeks furpriz’d King Priam?s Troy : 
ll Tell us what Simon hath bewitch’d our Ears, 
gt Or who hath beguent the a payee! Loar 
That-gives our Zvoy, our Kome the civ ; 
i | My art is not corpett.of Flint nor Steel, 
i ‘Nor can [ utter all our bitter grief, 
ry | But floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, 
y ole | And break my very utterance, —_ Pp i a 
it | When it fhould move you to attend m " 
} Lending your kind Hand, Commiferation. 
gt [Here - : Captain, let him tell the Tale. | 
5 iid } Your Hearts will throband weep to hear him fpeak. 
with : Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it known to you, 
} That curfed Chiron and Demetrius 
oth | Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother, 
jos | And they it were that ravifhed our Sifter, a 
ca? ff For their fell faults our Brothers were Beheac ed, 
cht Mt, Our Fathers tears defpis’d, and bafely couzen’d 
ig | OF that true Hand, that poet Rome?s Quarrel out, 
iid, [And fent her Enemies unto the Grave. 
iat | Laftly, my felf unkindly banifhed, 
fap 


‘The Gates fhut onme, and turn’d weeping out, 


neta ee — = = 


Titus Adronicus. 
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To beg relief among Rome?s Enemies, 
Who drown’d their enmity in my true Tears, 
And op’d their Arits'to imbrace meas a Friend : 
And | am turn’d forth, be it known to you, 
That have preferv’d her welfare in my Blood, 
| And from her bofomi took the Enemies point, 
| Sheathing the Steel in my adventrous Body. 
Alas, you know, I amno Vaunter, I, 
My icars can witnefS, dumb although they are, 
That my report is juft and full of truth: 
But foft, mcchinks Ido digrefs too niuch, 
Citing my worthlefSpraife: Oh pardon me, 
For when no Friends ate by, Men praife themfelves, 
Mar, Now is my turn vo fpeak: Behold this Child, 
Of this was Tamora delivered, 
| The iflue of an Irreligious Adcor, 
| Chief Architect and plotter of thefe woes, 
| The Villain isalive in Titus?s Houfe, 
And as heis, to witnefs this is true. 
Now judge what caufe had 7it#s to revenge 
Thefe wrongs, unfpeakable, palit Patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what fay you, Romans ? 
Have we done ought amifs’? fhew us, wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of vdronicus, 
Will Hand in Hand all headlong caft us down, 
And on the ragged Stones beat torth our Brains, 
And make a mutual clofure of our Houfe ; 
Speak’, Romans, {peak, aid if you fay we fhall, 
Lo Hand in Hand Lucius and | will fall. 
e4mili, Come, come, thou reveren’d Man of Rome, 


| And bring our Emperour geptly in thy. Hand, 


Lucius our Emperour : For well | know, 
The common voice'do cry, it fhall be fo. 

Mar. Lucius, all hail, Romes Royal Emperotr, 

Go, go into Old Zitus’s{orrowful Houfe, 

And hither hale that misbelieving A4oor, 

To be adjudg’d fome direful flaughtering death, 
As punifhment for his moft wicked life. 

Lucius, all hail to Rome’s gracious Governour, 

Luc.Thanks, gentle Romans, may Tgovern fo, 
To heal Xomes harms, and wipe away her woe, 

But, gentle People, give me aima- while, 

Fo Nature puts me to a heavy task: 

Stand all aloof, but, Uncle, draw you neat 

To fhed obfequious Tears upon this Trunk: 

Oh take this warm kifs on thy pale cold Lips, 

Thefe forrowful drops upon thy Blood-ftain’d Face, 
The laft true Duties of thy Noble Son. 

Mar. A tear for tear, and loving kifS for kifs, 
Thy Brother A4arcus tenders on thy Lips : 

O werethe fim of thefe that I fhould pay 
Countlefs and infinite, yet would 1 pay them. 

Luc. Come hither, Boy, come; come, and learn of us 
To melt in fhowers: thy Grandfire lov’d thee well, 
Many a time he danc’d thee on his Knee: 

Sung thee alleep, his loving Breaft, thy Pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet and agreeing with thine Infancy: 

In that refpect then, like aloving Child, 

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender Spring, , 
Becaufe kind Nature.doth require it fo : — 
Friends fhould aflociate Friends, in Grief and Woe ; 
Bid him farewel, commit him to the Grave, 

Do himthat-kindnefs, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O Grandfire, Grandfire ; even with all my Heart 
Would! were Dead, fo youdid live again. 

O Lord, I cannot {peak to him for weeping, 
My tears will choke me, if 1 ope my mouth. 

Romans. You fad Andronic:, have done with woes, 
Give fentence on this execrable Wretch, 

That hath been breeder of thefe dire events, 
Luc, Set him breaft deep in Earth, and famifh him: 
*Dddz There 
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There let him ftand, and rave, and cry for Food : 
If any one relieves, or pities him, 

For the offerice, hedies. This is our doom: 
Some ftay, to {ee him faftned in the Earth. 


Aaron. O why fhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb ? 


| am no Baby, I, that with bafe Prayers 

I fhouid repent the Evils! have done. 

Ten thoufand worfe than ever yet! did, 
Would! perform if I might have my Will: 
If one good Deed in all my life Idid, 

Ido repent it from my very Soul. 


And give him burial in his Fathers Grave. 


— The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


My Father, and Lavinia, fhall forthwith 

Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument : 

As for that heyrious Tyger Tamora, 

No funeral Rite, nor Manin mournful Weeds, 

No mournful Bell fhall ring her Burial : » 

But throw her forth to Beafts and Birds of Prey : 
Her Life was Beaft-like, and devoid of pity, 

And being fo, fhall have like want of pity. 

See Juftice done on Aaron that damn’d Moor, 

From whom, our heavy haps had their beginning: — 


. “Then afterwards, to Order well the State. 
Luc. Some loving Friends convey the Emperour hence, | That like events may ne’re it ruinate. (x 


[Excunt omnes) 
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ROMEO and JULIET. 
Attus Primus. Scena Prima. 
: Samp. Nay, asthey dare. | will bi 5 
Enter Sampfon and Gregory, with Swords and Bucklers, of | which i a difgtaes yA eben Purell esi hess 
the Houfe of Capulet. Abra, Do you bite Your Thumb at us, Sir ? 
— Sampfon, Sam, 1 do bite'my thumb; Sir. 
Regory, a my word we’l not carry Coals. Abra. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir ? 
Greg. ‘No, for then we fhould be Colliars. Sam, Is the Law of our fide, if I fay 1? 
Samp. 1 mean, if we bein choler, we’l draw. Greg. No. 
a Greg. 1, while you live, draw your Neck out) Sam. No, Sir, I do’ not bite my thumb at you, Sir: but 
} o’th’ Collar. : I bite my Thumb, Sir. ; 
Samp. { ftrike quickly, being mov7d. Greg. Do you quarrel, Sir ? 
‘Greg. But thou art not sperath mev’d to ftrike. ’ Abra. Quarrel, Sir ? ‘no, Sir. 
‘ Samp. A Dog, of the Houfe of Mountague moves-me. Sam. If you do, Sir, Lam foryou, I fe 
—_— Kren To move, is to ftir : and to be valiant, is to ftand:} Man as you. Polhrt pete Ive as good a 
| Therefore, if thouart mov’d, thou runn’{t away. Abra. No better ? 
Samp. A Dog of that Houfe fhall move me to ftand : Sam. Well, Sir. 
I will take the Wall of any Man or Maid of AZountagne’s, 
Greg. That fhews thee weak, Slave, for the weakeft goes Enter Benvolio. 


to the Wall. 
Samp. True, and therefore Women, being the weakeft| Gr. Say better :here comes one of my Maft we 
Vellele, are,ever thruft to the Wall : therefore I will pufh} Sam. Yes, better, y ers Kinfimen, 
iien from the Wall, and thruft his Maids to} Abra, You Lye: 


Vs Mount ague’ / 
» | the Wall. Sam, Draw if you be Men. © Gregory, remember thy 
Greg. The Quarrel is between our Mafters , and us ee Dire. ) [They fiche 
{ their Men. en, Part, Fools, put up your Swords. voy know nat 
a : Samp, Tis all one, 1 will thew my felf a Tyrant: when what you do. se PY > you know not 
T have fought with the Men, I will be civil with the Enter Tybalt. 
Maids, and cut = se 8 ae : Th w a 
Greg, The Heads of the Maias.: . 4ye. What art thou drawn, among thefe 
- sae. ], the Heads of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads, Hinds ? Turn thee, Bexvolio, foal upon thy , poate 
Take it in what fenfe thou wilt. ; Ben, 1 do but keep the Peace, put up thy Sword 
Greg. They muft take it in fenfe that feel it. Or Manage it to part thefe men withme. : 
Samp. Me they fhall fecl while Iam able to ftand : Tyb, What draw, and talk of Peace? I hate the word 
And ’tisknown | am a pretty piece of Flefh. As thate Hell, all AfZommragues, and thee: 
Greg. *Tis well thouart not Fith: if thou had’ft, thou} Haye at thee, Coward: CPiobe 
cael had’ft been Poor John, Drawthy Tool, here comes of oh, 
the Houfe of the Adzountagues. Enter three or four Citizens with C lubs. 
Enter~two other Servingmen, Offic. Clubs, Bills, and Pattifans, ftrike, beat them down 
: Down with the Capulers, down with the Monntagues, : 
Samp. My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I will back thee. , 
Gre, How? Turn thy back and run? Emer Old Capulet ia’ his Gown. mid his Wife 
Samp. Fear me not. : R 
Greg. No, marty : fear thee. Cap. What noife is this ?- Give me my long Sword, ho ? 


Samp. Let us take the Law of our fides: letthembegin.} Wfe. A Crutch, a Critch: why call you fora Sword ? 
Gre. \ will frown as I pafs by,& let them take it as they lift.) Cap, A Sword, I fay: Old pe Sa pri word ; 
*Ddd 3 And 
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Ana ticurifhes his Blade in {pight of me. 


* 


Moun. Thou Villain, Capulet. Hold me not, let me go- 
2 Wife. Thou fhalt not {tira footto feek aFoe. 


Enter Old Mountague, and his Wife. 


Enter Prince Eskales with ‘his Train. 


Prin. Rebellious Subjects, Enemies to Peace, 
Prophaners of this Neighbour-ftained Steel, 
Will they not hear? What hoe, you Men, you Beatts, 
That quench the Fire of your pernicious Rage, 
With purple Fountains ifluing trom your Veins : 
On pain of Torture from thefe bloody hands, 
Throw your miftemper’d Weapons to the ground, 
And hear the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civil Broils, bred of an Aiery word, 
By thee, old © apulety and Mountaguc, 
Have thrice difturb’d the quiet of our Strects, 
And made Verona’s ancient Citizens 
Catt by their grave befeeming Ornaments, 
To weild old Partizans, in hands as old, 
Cankred with Peace, to part your Cankred-hate, 
If ever you difturb our Streets again, 
Your lives fhall pay the forfeit of the Peace. 
For this timeall the reft depart away : 
You, Capulet, fhall go along with me; 
| And, Adountague, come you this afternoon, 
| To know our Father’s pleafure in this cafe, 
To old Free-town, our common Judgment-place : 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

Moun, Who fet this ancient Quarrel new abroach ? 
Speak, Ncphew, were you by when it began ? 

Ben. Here were the Servants of your adverfary, 
And yours, clofe fighting e’re I did approach, 
Ldrew to partthem, in the inftant came 
The fiery Zvbalt, with his {word prepar’d, 

| Which as he breath’d defiance to my Ears, 
He fwong’ about his Head, and cut the Winds, 
Who nothing hurt withall, hifs’d himin fcorn, 
While we were interchanging thrufts and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 
_ Wife. O where is Romeo, faw you him to day ? 
Right glad am J, he was not at this Fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worfhipp’d Sun 
Peer’d-forth the golden window of the Eait, 

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad, 
Where underneath the grove of Sycamour, 
That Weft-ward rooteth from this City fide, 
So early walking did { fee your Son 5 
Towards him 1 made, but he was ware of me, 
And ftole into the Covert of the Wood ; 

[ meafuring his Affections by my own 


y . 
| Which then moft fought, where moft might not be found, 


‘| Being one too many by my weary felf, 
Purfued my Honour, not purfuing hisy 
And gladly fhun’d, who gladly fled from me. 
Mount. Many amorning hath he there been feen, 
With tears augmenting the frefh morning Dew, 
Adding to Clouds, more Clouds with his deep lighs, 
| Butall fo foon asthe all-cheering Sun, 
Should in the farthelt Eaft begin to draw 
The thady Curtains from Aurora's Bed, 
Away from light fteals home my heavy Son, 
And private in his Chamber pens himfelf, 
| Shutsup his Windows, locks fair Day-light out, 
And makes himfelf an artificial Night: 
Black and portengous muft this humour prove, 
Unlefs'good Counfel may the Caufe remove. 
Ben, My Noble Uncle, do you know the Caufe ? 
Movn, 1 neither know it, nor can learn of him. ; 
Ben, ave youimportun’d him by any means Fi 


} 


[Exeunt. 


‘Tbe Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


Moun. Both my felf, and many other Friends. 
But he his own affections Counfellor, : 
Is to himfelf (I will not fay how true) 
But to himfelf fo fecret and foclofe, 
So far from founding and difcovery, ~ 
As ig the bud bit with an envious worm, 
Ere he can fpread his {weet Leavesto the Air. 
Or dedicate his Beauty to the fame. ' 
Could we but learn from whence his Sorrows grow, 
We would as willingly give cure, as know. “ae 


Enter Romeo. 


Ben. See where he comes, fo pleafe you fte . 
Ple know his grievance, or be fie deny ee . | 
Moun. 1 would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay 
To hear true Shrift. Come, Madam, let’s away. [Exeunt 
Ben. Good morrow, Coufin. 
Rom, \s the day fo young? i 
Ben. But new ftrook nine. 
Rom. Ay me, fad hours feem long: an 
Was that my Father that went hence fo faft ? a) 
Ben, Itwas, what fadnefs lengthens Romeo’s hours? a 
Ro. Not having that, which having, makes them fhort, | 
Ben. In love. 4 
Rom, Out. Fi 
Ben, Of Love. 
Rom. Out of her favour, where Lam in Love, 
Ben, Alas that Love fo gentle in his view, 

Should be fo Tyrannous and rough in proof. 7 
Rom. Alas, that Love, whofe view is muffled fill,» 
Should without Eyes, fee path- is will : 
Where fhall we dine ? O me: wha shere?. | 
Yet tell menot, for I have heard it all: ey 
Here’s much to do with hate, but more a ee a: 


I 
{ 
| | 
‘| 
| 


iy 


Why then, O brawling Love, O lovin 
O any thing of eee firft create : ‘ aes 
O heavy lightnefs, ferious Vanity, 
Mifhapen Chaos of well-feeming forms, e 
Feather of Lead,* bright Smoke, cold Fire, fick Heal 
Still-waking Sleep, that is not what itis: ae 
This Love feel, that feel no Love in this. 
Doft thou not laugh ? 

Ben, No, Couz, 1 rather weep. 

Rom, Good Heart, at what ? 

Ben. At thy good Hearts oppreffion. 

Rom. Why fuch is loves tranfgreflion. 
Griefs of mine own lye heavy in my Breaft, 
Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft 2 
VVith more of thine, this Love that thou haftfhewn, 7} 
Doth add more grief to too muchof mine own. 
Love is a fmoke made of the fume of fighs, e 
Being purg’d, a fire {parling in Lovers Eyes, 
Being vext, a Sea nourifh’d with loving tears, 
VVhatis it elfe? amadnefs mot difcreet, 
A choaking gall, anda preferving {weet : 
Farewel my Couz. 

Ben. Sott, I will go along. 
And if you leave me fo, youdo me wrong. — 


\* Rom. But I have loit my felf, I amnothere, 


This is not Romeo, he?s fome other where. a 
Ben, Tell me in fadnefg, who is that youlove? « 
Rom, VVhat fhall I grone and tell thee? 
Ben, Grone? why no: but fadly tell me, who. | 
Rom. Afick man in good fadnefs makes hiswill: | 
O, word ill urg’d to one that is fo ill: ee 
In fadnels, Confin, Ido lovea woman. 
Ben. Laim’d fonear, when] fuppos’d you lov'd. =| 
bp Aright good Marks-man, and the’s fairI love | 
i Aright fair mark, fair Couz, is foonelt hit. 
. ‘om. V Vell in that hit you mis, fhe’l not be hit 
Vith Cupids Arrow, fhe hath Dians wit: 
And in {trong proof of Chaftity well arm’d ¢ 
From Loves weak childifhBow, fhe lives uncharm’d. 


By 
; | 


ay 


reer eee 
Enter Benvolio, ard Romeo. = 
Ben, Tut man, one Fire burns.out anothers burning, 
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning : 


One defperate grief Cures with anothers languifh : 


Kom, Your Plantan leaf is excellent for that: 


Kom, Not mad, but bound more than a Mad man is: 
kept without my Food, 
Whiptand tormented: and Good-e’en, good Fellow. 
Ser. God gi? Good.e’en, | pray, Sir, can you read ? 


Ser, Perhaps you have learn’d it without Book : 


Kom. 1, if 1 know the Letters and the Language: 
reft you merry. 
I can read. 


_ Hereads the Letter. 
Exgneur Martino,and his Wife and Daughter ; Count} An- 
felm and his Beauteous Sifters : the Lady Widow of V itrus 


—~f The Tragedy. of Romeo and Juliet: 
| SENT 21S O eae Se Bn. ~ ae, ee 
a) She will not ftay the Siege of Loving terms, 
Nor bide th’ incounter of aflailing Eyes, 
{Nor ope her Lap to Saint-feducing Gold: 
O fhe is rich in Beauty, only poor, 
i That when fhe dies, with Beauty dies her ftore. One pain is lefs’ned by anothers anguifh : 
ately Ben, Then the hath fworn, that fhe will till live chafte ? 
fi Rom. She hath, and imythat {paring makes huge walle ? 
Sat For Beauty ftarv’d with her feverity, Take thou fome new infection to the Eye, 
op "1 Cuts Beauty off from all pefterity. And the rank Poyfon of the old will die. 
She istoo fair, too wife, wifely too fair, 
To meric blifs by making me defpair : Sen, For what, I pray thee ? 
She hath forfworn to love, and in that Vow Kom. For your broken fhin. 
hime | D0 1 live dead, that live to tell it now. Ben, Why, Romeo, art thoumad ? 
iti Ben, Beruld by me, forget to think of her. 
ha Rom, O teach me how J fhould forget to think: Shut up in Prifon, 
yt Ben, By giving liberty unto thine Eyes ; 
iktin | Examine other Beauties, 
» | Ro.? Tis the way to callhers (exqu'fite jin queftion more.| Xo. 1, mine own Fortunein my mifery. 
Thofe happy Masks that kifs fair Ladies brows, 
eing black, put us in mind they hide the fair : But, I pray, can you read any thing you fee ? 
Ng He that is ftrucken blind cannot forget : 
ef! |The precious Treafure of his Eye-fight loft : Ser. Ye fay honeftly, 
ets tit} | Shew mea Miftrefs that is pafling fair : Kom. Stay Fellow, 
ing, mas: +} What doth her Beauty ferve but as a Note, 
| Where I may read who paft that pailing fair. 
| Farewel, thon can’ft not teach me to forget. 
Ben.V'le pay that doctrine, or elfe die in debt. [Exeunt. 
te Tamil 
in bis te, © 


+ + Ente? Gapulet, CountyParis, and the Clown. 


Capu. Mountague isbound as well as I, 
| J In penalty alikesa not hard | think, 
‘| For Men fo old 


Par, Of he ‘able oe at you both, 
» | And pity *tis you liv’d at odds fo long : 
ae But now, m ope what fay youto my fuit ? 
b now, my, Lord, 
0 lon Cap. But faying o’re what I have faid before, 
ce My Child is yet aftranger in the World, 
lt) ~~. | She hath not feen the change of fourteen years, 
fort , | Let two more Summers wither in their pride, 
, ollie | Bore we may think her ripe to bea Bride. 
ita Par, Younger than fhe, are happy Mothers made. 
cit’) Cap. And too foon marr’d are thofe fo early made: 
Earth up hath fwallowed all my hopes but fhe, 
eps She is the hopeful Lady of my Earth: 
But wooe her, gentle Paris, get her Heart, 
en My will to her confent, is buta part, _ 
jit | And fhe agree, within her {cope of choice, 
amy bt} Lies ny confent, and fair according voice : 
weit, | Lhisnight I hold an old accuftom’d Feaft, 
igttt!!” “1 Whereto I have invited many a Gueft, 


uch asI love, and you among the ftore, 


eof ith; faa ‘One more, moft welcome makes my number more : 
at | At my poor Houfe, look to behold this night, 
igh }Earth-treading Stars, that make dark Heaven light, 
d jit Such comfort as do lufty young Men feel, 

vai >} When well apparell’d 4pr:/ on the heel 

10g!" ( 


"| Of limping Winter treads, even fuch delight 
Among frefh Female buds fhall you this night 


vio, Seigneur Placentio, and his lovely Nieces: Mercutio and 
his Brother Valentine, mine Uncle Capulet, his Wife and 
Daughters: my fair Niece Rofaline, Livia, Seigneur Valen- 
tio, andhis Coufin Tybalt: Lucio, and the lively Helena. 


A fair Aflembly, whither fhould they come ? 

Ser. Up. 

Rom. Whither ? to Supper ? 

Ser, To our Houfe. 

Kom, Whofe Houfe ? 

Ser, My Matters. 

Rom, Indeed I fhould have askt you that before. 

Ser, Now Ple tell: you without asking. My "Matter is 
the great rich Capuler, and if you be not of the houfe of 
Mountagues, 1 pray come and crulha cupof Wine. Reft 
you merry. Ea 

Ben, At this fame ancient Feaftof Capulets, 
Sups the fair Rofaline, whom thou fo loveft : 
With all the admired Beauties of Verona, 

Go thither, and with unattainted Eye, 
Compare her Face with fome that | fhall fhew, 
And | will make thee think thy Swan a Crow. 

Kom. When the devout Religion of mine Eye 
Maintains fuch falfe-hood, then turn Tears to Fire : 
And thefe who often drown’d could never die, 
Tranfparent Hereticks be burnt for Liers. 

One fairer than my Love! the all-feeing Sun 
Ne’re faw her Match, fince firft the World begun. 

Ben, Tut, tut, you faw her fair, none elfe being by, 

Her felf poys’d with her felf in either Eye : 
But in that Cryftal fcales, letthere be weigh’d, 
Your Ladies love againft fome other Maid, 
That I will fhew you, fhining at this Feaft, 
And the’1i fhew fcant well, that now fhews beft. 

Rom, Vle go along, no fuch fight to be fhewn, 

But to rejoice in {plendor of mine own. 


Enter Capulet’s Wife, and Nurfe. 


Vife.Nurfe,where’s my Daughter ? call her forth to me. 
Vurfe, Now by my Maiden-head, at twelve years old 
I bad her come, what Lamb, what Lady-bird, God forbid, 
Where’s this Girl ? what, Fuliet ? 
‘Enter. Juliet, 
Fuliet. How now, who calls ? 


Gulvet. Madam, | amhere, what is your will? 


Inherit at my Houfe : hear all, all fee : at 
pe Aud like her moft, whofe merit moft fhall be: 
j an hich one more view, of many, mine being one, 
if il May ftand in number, though in reck*ning none. 
sti Come, go with me- go, firrah, trudge about, 
ell Through fair erova, find thofe Perfons out, 
yan Whole Names are written there, and to them fay, 
itt | My Houfe and Welcome, on their pleafure ftay: (Exit, 
(vil Ser. Find them out whofe Names are written. Here it 
i al iswritten, that the Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his 
ang hy Yard, and the Tayler with his Laft, the Fifher with his 
A ) | Penfil, and the Painter with his Nets. But I am fent to 
tl i find thofe perfons whofe Names are writ, and can never ! 
( i!” | find what Names the'writing perfon hath here writ, (1 | Nurfe. Your Mother. 
nas yi muft to the Learned) in good time. 
ella uf 
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fe. This is the matter ; Nurfe, give leave a while, we 
muft talk in fecret.. Nurfe, come back again, I have remem- 
bred me, thou’fe hear my Counfel: ‘Thou knoweft my 
Daughter’s of a pretty age. 

Nurfe. Faith L.caa tell her age untoan hour. 

Wife, She?s not fourteen. 

Nurfe. Ve lay fourteen of my teeth, 

And yet to my teeth be it {poken, 
L have but four, fhe?s not fourteen 5 
How long is it now to Lammas.tide ? 

Wife. A fortnight and odd days. 

Nurfe. Even or odd, of all days in the year, come Lam- 
mas Exe at night fhall fhe be fourteen. Sufan and fhe, God 
reft.al] Chriftian Souls, were of anage. Weil, Su/an is with 
God, fhe was too good forme, Butas I faid, on Lam- 
mas Eve at night fhall fhe be fourteea, that fhall fhe, mar- 
ry,-fremember it well. ?Tis fince the Earthquake now ele- 
ven years, and fhe was wean’d, I never fhall forget it,- of 
all the days in the year, upon that day : for I had then laid 
Worm-wood to my Dug,fitting inthe Sununder the Dove- 
houfe wall, my Lord and yowwerethen at AdZantua, nay, J 
do bear abrain. ButasI faid, when it did caft the Worm- 
wood on the Nipple of my Dug, and felt it bitter, pretty 
fool, to fee it teachy, and fall out with the Dug. Shake, 
quoth the Dove-houfe, ’twas no'need I trow to bid me 
trudge: and. fince that time it is eleven years, for then fhe 
could ftand alone, nay, byth’ Rood fhe could have run, and 
wadled all about : for even the day before the broke her 
Brow, and then my Husband, God be with his Soul, a was 
amMerry man, took up the Child, yea, quoth he, doftthou 
fall upon thy Face? thou wilt fall backward when thou haft 
more wit, wilt thou not, Fulier? And bymy Holy-dam, 
the pretty wretch left crying, and faid,1 ; to fee now how 
a Jeft fhall come about. I warrant, andI fhould live a 
thoufand years, I never fhould forget it: Wilt thou nat, 
Juliet, quoth he? and pretty fool, it ftinted, and faid, I. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace, 

‘ur. Yes, Madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh, to think 
it fhould Jeave crying, and fay, I: and yet I warrant it had 
upon its Brow a-bump as big asa young Cockrels Stone: A 

erilous: knock, and it cried bitterly. Yea, quoth my 
Husband, fall’ft upon thy Eace? thou wilt fall backward 
when thou comeft to age: wiltthou not, Fulier ? It ftinted, 
and faid, I. 
Fuli. And ftint thee.too, I pray thee, Nurfe, fay I. 

Nur. Peace, | have done: God mark: thee to his Grace, 
thou waft the pretticit Babe that e’re I nurft, and I might 
live to fee thee married once, I have my with. 

Old La. Marry that marry isthe very theam 
I cameto talk of, tell me, Daughter Juliet, 

How ftands your difpofition to be Married ? 

Fuli. Tis an hour that I dream not of. 

Nur, Anhour, were not I thine onely Nurfe, I would 

fay that thou hadit fuck’d wildom from thy teat. 

Old La. Well think of Matriage now, younger than you 
Here. in /erona, Ladies of efteem, 

Are inade already Mothers.. By my count, 

i was your Mother, much upon thefe years, 
That you atenow a Maid, thus then in brief, 
The valiant Pares fecks you for bis Love. 

Nurfe. AMan, young Lady, Lady, fuch a Manasall the 
world Why he’s a Man of Wax. 

Old La. Verona’s Summer hathnot fuch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay he’s a flower, in faith a very flower. 

Old La. V Vhat fay you, can yon love the Gentleman ? 
This night you fhall behold him at our Feaft, - 

Read-o’re the Volume,of young Paris’s Face, 
Ard find delight’ writ there with Beauties Pen: 
Examine every-feveral lineament, 

‘And fee how one another lends content: 

‘| And what obfcur’d in this fair Volume lies, 
Finde written in the Margent of his Eyes. 
This precious Book of Love, this unbound Lover, 
} Tobeautifiehim, only lacks a Cover. | 


The Fifh lives. in the Sea, and tis much pride 

For fair without, the fair within to hide: 

That Book in manies Eyes doth hare the glory, 

That in Gold Clafps locks in the Golden ftory ; 

So fhall you fhare all that he doth poflefs, 

By having him, making your feli'iio lefs. Bb 
Nurfe. No lef, nay bigger : Women grow by men, |) 
Old La. Speak briefly, can you like of Parts love?” 
Fulj.-Ple look to like, if looking liking move, 

But no more deep willl endart mine Eye, 

Than your confent gives ftrength to make it fly, 


Enter a Servingman, 


Ser. Madam, the Guelts are come, Supper ferv'd up, yor 
call’d, my young Ladyask’d for, the Nurfe curft in the)” 
Pantry, and every thing in extremity: T muff hen o| 
wait, | befeech you follow ftraight. 

Mo. We follow thee. Fulier, the County ftays. 

Nurfe. Go, Girl, feek happy nights to happy days,” 

LE: 


Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five on fix a 


Maskers, Torch-bearers, 
) 4% 


tt 

Rom, What thall this Speech be fpoke to our excufe? |) 

Or fhall we on without Apology ? | 
Ben, The date is out of fuch prolixity, 

Wel have no Cupid hood-winkt with a Scarf, 

Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 

Scaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure us by what they will, . 

We’l meafure thema Meafure, and be goney v 

Rom, Give mea Torch, | am not for this ambling 
Being but heavy, I wiil bear the light. & i 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we muft have you dance, ) 9. 

Rom, Not, believe me, you have dancing Shoes” 
With nimble Soles, 1 have a Sole of Lead, a 
So Stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. © ~~ 

Mer. You.area Lover, borrow Cupids Wings; 49 
And foar with them above a common bound. ~) 

Rom. 1am too fore impierced with his fhaft, " 

To foar with his light feathers, and tobound: — ~ 
Icannot bound a pitch above dull woe, . 
Under loves heavy burden do | fink. Bae 

Hora. And to fink in it, fhould you burden love, 7) 
Too great oppreflion for a tender thing. . 

Rom. 1s Love a tender thing ?: itis too rough, 

Too rude, too boyfterous, it pricks like Thora. 

Mer, \f Love be rough with you,’be rough with Love, } 
Prick Love for pricking, ‘and youbeat Love down, ~ 
Give me a Cafe to put my’ Vilage in, sie: 

A Viforfor a Vifor , what carel.. 
What curious Eye doth quote deformities, 
Here aré the Beetle-brows fhall blufh for me. _ mic 

Ren. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in, 
But every man betake him to his Legs. ‘i 


q 


Rom, A Torch for me, let Wantons light of Heatt 
Tickle the fenfelefs Rufhes with their Heels : i 
For I am proverb’d with a Grandfire Phrafe, . “af 
Ple bea Candle-holder, and look on, pie 
The Game was ne’re fo fair, and | am Dun. te 

Mer. Tut, Dun’s the Moufe, the Conftables own worm Li 
If thou art Dun, we?! draw thee from the mire. a 
Or, fave your reverence, Love, wherein thou ftickefE | 
Up to the Ears: come, we burn day-light, ho. 

Rom. Nay, that’s not fo. 

Mer, \ mean, Sir, I delay. —- 
We wafte our Lights in vain, lights, lights, by days _ 
Take our good Meaning, for our Judgment fits ae 
Fivetimes in that, ere encein our fine Wits. 

Rom, And we mean well in going to this Mask, 
But ’tisno wit to go. a 

Mer, Why, may one ask ? 


s 
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Shew a fair prefence, and put off thefe frowns, 
Anill befeeming femblance for a Feaft. 
Tib: efits; when fuch a Villain is a Guett, 
le not endure him. 
Cap. He thallibe indur?d. 
What, goodman-boy. I fay he fhall, goto, 
Am I the Mafter here, or you? go to, 
You’l not endure him, God fhall mend my Soul, 
You’l make:a mutiny among the Guetts : 
You will fet cock a hoop,’ you’ be the Man? 
| Tib. Why, Uncle, ’tis a fhame. 
Cap. Goto, goto. : 
i} You are a fawcy Boy, tis fo endeed ? 
| This trick may chance to {cathe you, 1 know what, 
You muft contrary me, marry tis time. 
Well faid, my Hearts, youare a Princox, £0, 
Be‘quiet or more light, for fhame, 
I’le make you quiet. What, cheerly my Hearts. _ 
Tib, Patience perforce; with willful choler meeting, 
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting : 
-[ will withdraw, but this intrufion fhall 
Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall. 
~»Rom.Af Lprophane with my unworthieft hand, 
This holy fhrine, the gentle fin is this, 
My lips two bluthing Pilgrims ready ftand, 
| To fmooth'that rough touch with a tender kifs. 
Ful. Good Pilgrim, 
You do wrong your Hand too much, — 
Which mannerly devotion fhews inthis, " : 
4 For Saints have hands, the Pilgrims hand, do touch, 
And palm to palm, is holy Palmers kifs: 
Rom, Have not Saints Lips, and holy Palmers too? 
Se Pilgrim, ‘lipsthat they muft ufe in Prayer. 
Rom, O then, dear Saint, let Lipsdo what Hands do, 
They pray,(grant thotl,)Jeaft Faith turn to Defpair. 
Ful, Saifitsidd riot move, ~ 
Thoughigrant for Prayers fake. 


Rom. Then move not while my Prayers’ effect do take: 
F Ssednetalat And on my life hath ftoln him home to bed. 


Thus from my Lips, by thine my fin is purg’d!’ - 
Su. Then have my"Lips the fin that they have took. 
Rom, Sin ftom my Lips? O:trefpafs fweetly urg’d: » 
Give me my fin again. . ear 
ul. You kifs by th’ Book. | : 
Noor. Madam, your Mother craves a word with you. 
Rom, What isher Mother ? 
Nur. Marry, Batchelor, 
Her Mother isthe Lady of the Houfe, 
And a good Lady, and'a wife, and vertuous, 
{ Nurs’d her Daughter that you talk withall : 
I tell you,,/he:that can day hold of her, 
Shall have the Chinks.(:\"' 
| Rom, Is the'a Capuler:? 
O dear account! my Life'is my Foes debt. 
Ben. Away, be gone, the fport is at the beft. 
Rom. 1, fol fear, themore is. my unrett. 
Cap. Nay, Gentlemen, ‘prepare not to be gone, 
We havea trifling foolifh Banquet towards : 
Is it e’en fo? why.theny] thank youall. ° of 
i thank you, honeft Gentlemen, good Night: 
More Torches here come on, ‘then lets’ to Bed, 
AhSirrah, by my Faie it waxes late. 
Pietomy relt.; sole 4p , 
cHigigy ui ’ LExeune, 
ul. Come hither, Nurfe;: 
Whatis yond? Gentleman? 
Nur. The Sonand Heir of old Tyberto. 
Sid. Whdeshe that pow is going out of door? 
Nur. Marry, that think tobe young Pérrnchio. 
jut, What’s he that follows. here, that would not dance? 
Nur. 1 know note ¥ by iovo: 
Fuk. Go ask his Name; ‘if he be Married; 
‘My Grave is like to be my wedding Bed. - 
| “Nur. His Namie is Romeo, anda ALountague, oof f 
The only Son of opr_great Enemy.! 


dante 


The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


Sul. My only Love fprung from my only Hate, ~ 
Too early feen, unknown, and known, too late, 
Prodigious birth of Love it is to me, . 
That I muft love a loathed Enemy- 

Nur, What’s this ? what’s this ? 

Ful, A Rhime I learn’d even now 
Of one I danc’d withall. 


Nur. Anon, anone 
Come let’s away, the Strangers all are gone. — 


Chorus. 1 
Bi 


Now old defire doth in his Death-bed lie, 1 
And young Affection gapes to be his Heir, ~ ae 


That fair, for which Love groan’d for and would die, 


With tender Juliet match’d is now not fair, 

Now Romeo is beloved, and loves again, ~ 

A like bewitched by the charm of looks: 

But to his Foe fappos’d he muft complain, . 
And fhe fteal Loves fweet bait from fearful hooks. ~~ 
Being held a Foe, he may not have accefs heel 
To breathe fuch Vows, as Lovers ufe to fwear , ~ 
And fhe as much in Love, her means much lefs, — 
To meet her new Beloved any where : Me 
But paflion lends them Power, ‘time, means to meet, 
Tempting extremities with extream fweet. 


Enter Romeo alone. 


Rom, Can go forward, when my Heart is here? 
Turn back, Dull Earth, and find my Center out, 
‘ SUSHE 


Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 


Ben, Romeo,’ my Coufin Romeo, Romeo. « 
Mer, eis wile, 


Ben, He ran this way, and leap’d this Orchard wall. 


\Call, good Mercutio: 
.o} Nay, le conjure too. 


Mer. Romeo Humours, Madam, Paflion, Lovety ~_ 
Appear thou in thé likenefs of a fight, Sic 
Sp-ak but one time, and I am fatisfied : 
Cry me but aim, Couply but Love and Day, ~ 
Speak tomy Goflip /enus one fair word, 

One Nick-name for her pur-blind Son and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that {hot fotrue, ~~ 
When King Cophetua lov’d the Beggar-maid, 
He heareth not, he ftirreth not, ‘he moveth not, ~ 
The Ape is dead; ‘and I mutt conjure him, a 


i} 1 conjure theeby Rofaline’s bright Eyes, 


By her high Fore-head, and her Scarlet lip, 


'| By her fine Foot, ftreight Leg, and quivering Thigh 


And the Defineans'that there adjacent lie, 
That in thy likenefsthou appear’ to us. = 
Ben, And if he hear thee, thou'wilt anger him, 
Mer, ‘This cannot anger him, would anger him, { 
To raife a Spirit imhis Miftref’s Circle, OS ae 


By 
wih ha 


‘| Of fome ftrange Nature, letting it there Stand" 


Till fhe had laid it, and conjur’d it down, 
That were fome fpight.. + 
My Invocation is fair and honeft,and in his Miftrefs’st 


11 conjure only but to raife up him. 


Ben, Come, he hath hid himfelf among thefe Trees 
To be conforted with the humorous Night: 
Blindis his Love, and beft befitsthe dark. 
Mer. \f Love beblind, Love cannot hit them 
Now willhe fit under a Medlar-trée, 


+ || And with his Miftrefs were that kind of F roity Dae 
~ |} As’ Maids call Medtars when they laugh alone, pies 


QO, Romeo, that fhe were, O that fhe were 


An Open, ‘or thou a Poprin Pear, 


[One calls within, Juliet 


er yet 
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| tk is 
=) Romeo, good night, le tomy Truckle-bed, 
ont ni This Field-bed is too cold for me to fleep : 
1 | Come, fhall we go ? : 
| Bex. Gothen, for tis in vainto feek him here 
? | That means not to be found. 
i ily LB xount. 
Rom...He jefts at Scars that never felt a wound, 
_ {But foft, what light through yonder window breaks ? 
“NM itis the Eaft, and Suliet is the Sun, 
Arife, fair Sun, and kill the envious Moon, 


lata Who is already fick and-pale with grief, 

That thou her Maid, art far more fair than fhe : 

Benot her Maid fince fhe is envious, 

Her veftal Livery is but fick and green, 

And none but Fools do wear it, caft it off: 
dl It is my Lady,O it is my Love, O that the knew fhe were, 
his ei, 


She fpeaks, yet fhe faysnothing, what of that? 
Mirae | Her Eye difcourfes, | will anfwer it : 
Ov inti, J am too bold, tis not to me fhe {peaks : 
san, | Two of the faireft Stars in all the Heaven, 
ofhok: | Having fome bufinefs, dointreat her Eyes 
wuphit, | To twinckle in their Spheres till they return. 
oneal | What if her Eyes were there, they.in her Head, 
aitaci |The brightnefs of her Cheek would fhame thofe Stars, 
enuttiie | As Day-light dothaiLamp, her Eye in Heaven, 
reaisaudl, | Would through the airy Region ftream fo bright, 
wee: | That Birds would fing, and think it were not Night: 
time may | See how fhe leans her Cheek upon her Hand. 
ean, |O that 1 were a Glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that Cheek. 
Sul. Ay me. 
Rom. She f{peaks. . , 

Oh fpeak again, bright Angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this Night being o’re my Head, 
Asisa winged Meflenger of Heaven 
Unto the white upturned wondring Eyes 
Of Mortals that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beftrides the lazy puffing Clouds, 
th fit 1 And fails upon the bofom of the air. 

| Ful, O, Ronwo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo? 
shone | Deny thy Father, and refufe thy name: 
cap ttt!” | Or if thou wilt not, be but fworn my Love, 

And le no longer bea Capulet. : 
| Rom. Shalll hear more, or fhall I fpeakat this? 

in, pig | Juli. ? Tis but thy name that is my Enemy : 
afgt, | Thou art thy felf, though not a Aountague, 
ftisid: © | What?s Adonatagne 2 itis not hand nor foot, 
vel’ \Nor arm, nor face, O be fome other name 
fir, |Belonging to a man. i 
ind nt What’s in a name ? that which we calla Rofe, 


160 al, 


ey Hat 
ind my a 


nth Meth 


goto |Byany other word would {mell’asfweet, 
watt 180 Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d; 
| eth Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
nf i, | Without that Title , Romeo, doff thy Name, 
a And for thy Name, whichis no part of thee, 
| Take all my felf. 
psc oe Rom. 1 take thee atthy word : : 
at ei Call mie but Love, and I'le be new baptiz’d, 
dye Henceforth I never will be Romeo. ee 
af | Ful, What Man art thou, that thus befcreen’d in Night, 
int So ftumbleft on my Counfel ? 
i ia Rom. By a Name, 
g(t") 1 L know not-how to tell thee who I am: 
git” +My Name, dear Saint, is hateful to my felf, 
dit — | Becaufe it.is an Enemy tothee, 

.@ |Hadlit written, I would tear the word. : 
lo Ful. My Ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
h jy )Ofthy ‘Longuesuttering, yet | know the found. 
elf a0 Art thou not Romeo, anda Mountague ? ut 
NB Rom, Neither, fair Maid; if either thee diflike. ? 
ely Jel. How canvtt.thon hither, 


pi! We) Tell me, and wherefore ? j 
The Orchard Walls are high, and hard to climb, 


mi My bounty is as boundlefs as the Sea, 

il i ')And the place Death, confidering who thou art, | My Love as deep, ‘the more! give'to thee, 
hatin - oe 

Hide 


~The Tragedy of Romeo and. juliet. 


Therefore thy Kinfmen are no ftop to me. 


Than twenty of their fwords, look thou but fweet, 
And | am proof againft theirEnmity. 


My Life were better ended by their Hate, 


| If thou doft love, pronounce iirifaithfully ; 


| In truth, fair Adountague, Yam too fond : 


| But truftme, Gentleman, Ple prove more true, 


| | have no joy of this contract to Night, 


| For what purpofe, Love? 


| And yet I with but for the thing I have, 


If any of my Kinfmen find thee’ here.» 
Rom, With Loves light wings 
Did I o?re-perch thefe Walls, 
For ftony Limits cannot hold Love ont, 
And what Love cando, that dares Love attempt ? 


Ful. If they do fee thee, they willimurder thee, 
Rom. Alack there lies more peril inthine Eye, 


jul. 1 would not for the World they faw thee here. 
Kom. \ have Nights cloak to hide me from their Eyes, 
And but thou love'me, let them find me here, 


han Death prorogued wanting of thy Love. 
Jul. By whofe direction found’ft thou out this place ? 
Rom. By Love that firft did prompt me to enquire, 
He lent me Counfcl, and I lent him Eyes¢ 
[am noPilot, yet wert thou as far 
As that vaft-fhore ,_wafh’d with the fartheft Sea, 
I fhould adventure for fuch Merchandife. 
Jul. ‘Thou knoweft the mask of Night is on my Face, 
Elfe would a Maiden bluth bepaint my Cheek, | 
For that which thou haft heard me {peak to Night, 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain, deny 
What I have fpoke, but farewel, Complements, 
Doft thou Love ? O, I know thou wilt fay, I, 
And I will take thy word, “yet if thoufwear’ft, 
Thou mayst prove falfe ; at Lovers perjuries 
They fay Yove laughs, oh gentle Romeo, 


Or if thou thinkeft | am too quickly won, 
le frown and be perverfe, and fay thée nay, 
Sothou wilt wooe: But elfénot for the world, 


And therefore thou mayeft think my haviour light, 


Than thofe that have more coyning to be ftrange, 
I fhould have been more ftrange, 1 muft confefs, 
But that thou over-heard’{t e’re 1 was ware 
My true Loves paflion, therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light Love; 
Which the dark night hath {0 difcovered. 
Rom, Lady, by yonder Moon, I vow: 
That tips with Silver all thefe Fruit-tree tops. 
Jul. Ofwear not by the Moon, th’unconftant Moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled Orb, 
Left that thy Love prove likewife variable. 
Rom. What thall T fwear by ? 
Ful. Do not {wear at all ; 
Orifthou wilt, fwear by thy gracious felf, 
Which.is the God of my Idolatry, 
And I’le believe thee, 
Rom. If my Hearts dear love 
Ful. Well do not {wear although I joy in thee, 


Itistoo rafh, too unadvis’d, too fadden, 
Too like the lightning which doth ceafe tobe, 
E’re one can fay, it lightens, Sweet, good Night, 
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous Flower when next we meet: 
Good night: good. night, - as {weet repofe and reft, 
Come to thy Heart, as that within my breaft. 
Rom, O wilt thou leave me fo unfatisfied ? 
gul. What fatisfaction canft thou have to Night? 
Rom. Th? exchange of thy Loves faithful Vow of mine. | 
Jul. | gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it : 
And yet 1 would it wereto give again. 
Rom, Would’it thou withdraw it ? 


Gul, But to be frank, and give it thee again, 


212 
The more}! have, for bothare infinite. 
I hear fome noife within, dear Love adieu. 
fe alls within. 
Anon, good Nurfe, fwect Adountagne be trite? 
St ay but aditeles 1 ‘will come again. 

Rom, O blefled, blefled Night; 1am afear’d,’ 
Being in night) all this is but a Dream, 
Too ‘Hattering: fweet to be fubftantial. 

Enter. 
Ful. Three words, dear Romeo, 
And good night indeed, 
[that thy bent-of Love be Bindorelle 
Thy purpofe Marriage, fend me word to morrow, 
By onethat Ile procure to come to thee, 
Where, and,what time,thov wilt per form the Rite, 
And all my, Forrunes at thy Foot Ile lay, 
And follow Phees my Lord, throughout the World. 
[Witha ; Madam. 


:}T come, anon: ‘bit if thou meaneft not well, 


|| 1 do befeechthee, 


| (By and by, 1 come.) 


[ Within: Madam. 
Yoceafe thytrife, and leave meto my gricfs 
To morrow, will I fend. 
Rom, Sothrivemy Soul. 
“Gul. A thowfand times, good Night. LExit. 
Rom. ‘A thoufand times the worfeto want thy light, 
Love goes toward Love,as School-boys from their ‘Books, 
| But Love from Love, towards School wis heavy looks. 


Enter Juliet again, 


| ye Hilt, Romeo, hift: O fora Falknery¥/oices 


iT 


Tolare this Taffel gentle back again, 


‘| Bondage is hoarfe and may not {peak aloud, iJ 


| Elfe would L tear the Cave where Eccho lies, D1 


LA 
LT 


And make her ayry Tongue more hoarfe, than with 
he repetition of my Romeo. J 


| Rort, Itis my Soul that calls upon my: Name: 
| How filver-fweet found Lovers Tongues by Nighty 
‘| Like fofteft Mufick to attending Ears.’ 


Ful. Romeo. 
“Rom, My Swect. 
Jul. What a Clock to morrow: 


| | Shall I fend to thee ? 


i 
t 


‘4 


Kom. By the hour of Nine. 

Sul. \ will not fail, ?tis twenty: years till chet, 
Af have forgot why I did call thee back. ers 

-Rom, Let me ftand here ?till thow remember i it. 


Remembring how I love thy, Company. 


| Ful. 1 thall forget, to have-thee ftill ftand there, 


Rom, And Ple till {tay to have thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other name but this. 


' _ Ful. Tis almoft morning,' Lwould have thee gone. 


| 


And yet no further; then,a wantons Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from his hand, 
| Like a ei Prifoner in his twifted Gyves, 
| And with a fitken thred plucks it again, 
So loving jealous of his Liberty. 

Rom, | would I were thy Bird. 

Jul. Sweet, fo would 1, 


Yet { fhould kill thee with much cherifhing: 
| Good fight, good night. 


Row. Parting 1s. fuch {weet forrow, 


4 Thag L thal fay ! Good night, till it be morrow. « 


_ dl, Sleep dwellupon thine Eyes, peace in thy Breaft, 
Eewit. 


Ron, Would were Sleep and Peace fo fwect to reft, 


|| The gray-ey’d Morn finiles on the frowning Night, , 


iF 


Check’ ring the Eaftern Clouds with ftreaks of light, 
4 And Darknefs acral like a Drunkard reels, 04 
s From forth® days path- ways, made by Titan’s W heels. 
Hence will [ comy Ghoftly Eriers clofe Cell, 
| fis help tocraye,. and ny dear hap to tell. 
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enn rennin 


| 1 bear-no hatred, Bleffled man, 


| By holy Marriage : 


| Is Rofaline, that thowdidkt ‘love fo dear, 
| So foon forfaken ¢ 2 young mens Love then lies: 


Jefu Maria, whata deal of bring: 
| Hath wetht thy fallowiCheeks for Rofaline? 


~ The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


Enter Frier alone with a Basket. 


Now ere the Sun advance his burning Eye, 
aR E Ket to chear,, and Nights dank dew to dry, tn: 
[ mutt up-fill chis Ofier C: age of ours, 

With baleful Weeds, and precious juiced Flows, ns 
The Earth that’s Natures Mother, ‘is her To 
What is her burying Grave, that isher Womb? 
And from her Womp Children of divers kind’ 7 

We fucking on her natural Bofom find’: 


‘Many for many Virtues Excellent : 


None but for fome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerful Grace that lies 
In Plants, Herbs, Stones, and their true Qualit 
For nought fo vile, that ou the Earth doth live; 
But to the Earth fome fpecial good doth give. e 
Nor ought fo good, but ftrain’d from that fair 
Revolts fr om true Birth, ftumbling on abufe. 
Vertue it {eli turns vice being mifapplied. 

And Vice fometinic by action digitfed. 


Enter Romeo. 


Within the infant Rind of this weak Flower, ~ 
Poyfon, hach refidence, and medicine Power : 


Being cated flays all Senfes with the Heart, 

Two fuch oppos’d Kings encamp them ftill, 

In Man as well as Herbs, Grace and rude Will: 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Full foon the Canker Death eats up that Plant. © 
Rom. Good morrow, Father. , 
Fri, Benedicite. 


i What early Tongue fo {weet falute she My 
| Young Son, it argues.a diftemper’d Head, 


So foon to bid G ood morrow to thy Bed ; 
Care Keeps his watch in ev ae old Mans Eye, 
And. where Care lodgeth, Sleep will never lies ! 


\ But where unbruifed Youth with unftuft Brain 


Doth couch his Limbs, there golden fleep doth aign 
Therefore thy carlineis doth me aflure, ©” } 
Thou art up-rouz’d with fome diftemperature 5” 7 
Orif not fo, then here 1 hit itright; 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to Night. 
Rom. That laft. istrue, the {weeter relt pire 
Fri. God pardon fin: waft thou with Rafaline? 
Rom. With Rofuline, my Ghoftly Father # Noy 
Ihave forgot that Name, and that Name’s woe,” 
Fri. Thav?’s my good Son, but where haft thou io 
Rom. Vie tell thee ere thou askitvme again = 
[ have been featting with mine Enemy, " 
Where ona fudden one hath wounded me, 
That’s by me woundéd : both our Remedies 
Within thy help and/holy Phyfick lies : 
for lo’ 
My interceflion likewife fteads. my Foe. 
Fri, Be plain} :good!Son, reft homely ia aye 
Ridling confeilign finds but'r ridling thrift. 
Ror. Thien plainly know my heart’s deat Lov 
On the fair Daughter of rich Capuler: 
As mine on hers, ‘fo hers is feton mines ‘ 
And all combin’d, fave what thou muft! combine” 
when, and where, and pee fe) 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vows! ae 
Ple tell the as we pafs, but this 1 pray, cee 
That. thou confent to marry us to day.’ 
Fri, Holy Saint Francis, what a change is 


a 


ct Sai 
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| Not truly in their Hearts, but in their Eyes. worl 3 


et 


How muchifalt Water thrown away an waftes” og vf 


— 


hi ‘| To feafon Love, that of it doth not tafte ? . 
|The Sun not yet thy fighes from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans yet ring in my ancient ears ; 
Lo here upon thy cheek the ftain doth fit, 
Of an old tear that is not watht off yet. 
If ere thou watt thy felf, and thefe'woes thine, 
Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline, 

‘sky | And art thou chang’d ? Pronounce this fentence then, 
‘dials | Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 
tit; |) < -Rom. Thou chidd’f me oft for loving Rofaline. 
ls | Fri, For doting, not for loving, Pupil mine. 
iftat “Rom, And bad?ft me bury Love. 
thts] Fri, Notinagrave, 
titty 1 To lay one in, another out to have. 
‘Larhdis | Rom, Wypray thee chide me not, her I Love now 
dt, {Doth grace for grace, and Love for Love allow: 
(ftoatzs | The other did not fo. 
ite md} Fri. Oh fhe knew well, 
wine, | Phy Love did read by rote, that could not fpell : 
ish, | But come young waverer,come go with me, 
[In one refpect Ple thy affiftant be : 
For this alliance may fo happy prove, 
To turn your houfhold-rancour to pure Love. 

Rom. O let us henee, Iftand on fudden hafte. 

Fri. Wifely aiid flow, they ftumble that run faft. 


‘ Exenat. 
tartan c . 
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mia Enter Benvoleo and Merétutio. 

‘ii : oy . 
hein Mer. Where the devil fhould this Romeobe ? came he 
i 


| not home to night? 

tswpta Ben, Not to his Fathers, I fpoke with his'man. 

| Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench; that 
re Rofaline torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

ANC UNIS y ” 
ype tt | ter tohis Fathers houfe. 

othy®; | Azer. A Challenge on my life. 

ld Ben. Romeo will anfwer it. ; eh 
epuillat’ Aver, Any man that-can write, may anfwera Lettef. 

th wilt = Bex, Nay he will anfwer the Letters Mafter how he dares, 
goltcili® Deing, dared. Si : 
iedlit, | Ader. Alas poot Romeo, he is already dead, ftabb’d with a 
diay white whenches black eye, run through the ear with a 
rit} Love-fong, the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind 
mt Nib a alate and is he aman to encounter 7y- 
faeett 0 Balt ¢ 

rill, Be. Why what isTybale ? 


tho wil? 
ol : : he fights 28 you fing prick 
ih Not 0S Captain of Complements : he fights as you fing prick- 

itl fongs, keepstime, diftance, and proportion, he refts his 
bi ~ Minum, one, two, andthe third in your Bofom: the very 


ast butcher, of a filk button; a Duelliftja Duellift : a Gentleman 
on of the very firft houfe of the firft and fecond caufe: ah the 
mG : z 


jek Mer. The Pox of fach antique lifping affecting phanta- 
for | fies, thefe new tuners of accent : Jef, a very good blade, 
ny fe jf avery tall man, avery good Whore. Why is not this a la- 


Enter Romeo. : 


Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo.. 


ia. .y . Ser. Without his Roe, like a dried Herring. O fleth, 


"eat fleh, how art thon fifhified ? Now is he for the numbers |. 


> (td ,, that Petrarch lowed in: Laura to his Lady was a Kitchen- 

ret * wench, marry fhe’had a better love to berime her: Dido 

ie” & Dowdy, Cleopatra, a Gipfie, Helen and Hero, hildings and 

. harlots : -Thisby a gray eye or fo, but not to the purpofe. 

pf. Signior Romeo, Bonjour, there’sa French falutation to your 

ph if watt 68 ia ri 
gee 
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‘ The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


Ben: Tybalt, the kinfman to old Capitler, hath dfent a Let- | 


«Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh he’s the Couragi- [ 


“Dyal is now upon the prick of Noon. 
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French flop: you gaveus the counterfeit fairly laftnight: 

Romeo, Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did 
I give you? 

Mtr. The flip Sir, the flip, can you not conceive ? 

Kom, Pardon Mercutio, my bufinefs was great, and in 
fuch a cafeas mine, a man may {train courtefie. 

Mer. That’s as muchas to fay, fuch acafe as youts con- 
{trains a man to bow in the hams, 

Rom. Meaning to courtefie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft courteous expofition. 

Mer. Nay, | am the very pinck of courtefie: 

Kom. Pinke for flower. 

Mer, Right. 

Rom. Why then is my Pump well flowr7d. 

Aér, Sure wit, follow me this jeft now till thou haft 
worn out thy Pump, that when the ingle fole of it is 
be the jeft may remain after the wearing, fole-fingu- 
ar. 

Rom, O fingle-fol’d jeft. 

Solely fingular,for the finglenefs: 

Mer. Come between us good Benvolio, my wit faints, 

Rom, Switsand Spurs, 

Swits and Spurs, or I’le cry a match. 

Mer. May, if our wits ‘run the’ Wild-oofe chafe;I-am 
done : Forthou haft more of the Wild-geofe in one of 
thy wits, thenlam fureI have in my whole five. Was I 
with you there for the Goofe ? 

Rom. Thou was never with me for any thing, when 
thou. waft not there for the Goofe. 

Mer\ will bite thee by the ear for that jeft. 

Rom, Nay, good Goofe bite not, 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter-fweeting, 

Itisamoft tharp fawce. pay 
Rom, And isit not well fery’d in to afweet Goofe ? 
Afer, Oh here’s a wit of Cheverell, that {tretches from 

an inch narrow, to an elk broad. AB 19% 

Roms ftvetch it out for that word, broad, whichadded 
to the Goofe,proves the far and wide, a broad Goofe. 

Ader, Why isnot this better now, ‘then’ groaning for 
Love ? now aft thou fociable,; now art thou: Romeo ? now 
art thou what thou art, by Art as well as'by Nature, for 
this driveling Love is like a.great Natural that runs lolling 
up and. down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, ttop there, 


hair. 

Mer. Thou defireft me to ftop in my Tale sais the 

Ben. Thou would’ft elfe made thy talelarge. : 

Mer, O thou art deceiv’d, 1 would have ‘made it fhort, {. 
for I was come to the whole depth of my Talejand meant 

indeed to occupy the argument no longer. i} 


Enter Niw'fe and her Adan. 


Rom, Heré’s goodly gear , 

A fayle, a fayle. 

Mer, Two, two, a Shirtand a Smock. 
Nur, Peter ? 

Peter. Anon. 

Wur. My Fan Peter, 

Mer. Good Feter,to hide het face ; 

For her Fan’s the fairer face ? . 
Nur.God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 
Mer. God ye gooden fair Gentlewoman, 

' Nur. \s it gooden ? ; 
Mer,’ Tis no lefsitell you; for the bawdy hand of the 9; 


Nur. Out upon you: what a man are you ? 
Rom, One, Gentlewoman, 

That God hath made himfelfto mar. : 
Nour. By my troth it is fad, for himfelf tomar,quotha ? 
Gentlemen, can any of you'tell me where | may tind 
the young Romeo ?: BE 
Romeo. i can tell you: but young Romeo will be. older 

Eee when 


¢ 
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ble manin Town, one Paris, that would fain lay Kai 
board: But fhe, good Soul, had aslive feea Toad, g 
Toad, as fee hima : l anger her fometimes, and tell her 
Paris isthe properer man, but:’le warrant you, when I Gal 
{o, fhe looks as pale as any Glout in the verfal World| 
Doth not Rofemary and Romeo begin both with a letters 
Rom, \Nurfe, what ofthat? Both withank, 
Nur. A mocker that’s the Dogsname. 2. is for thens 


when you have found him, than he was when you fought 
him : fam the youngelt of that Name, for fault of a worfe- 
Nur. You fay well. 
Mer. Yea, isthe worft well? 
Very will took, Ifaith, wifely, wilely. 
Nur. If you be he Sir, 
I defire fome Confidence with you. 
Ben, She will invite him to fome Supper. 


Mer. A Baud, a Baud, aBaud. Soho. 

Rom, What haft thou found ? ; 

Mer. No Hare Sir, unlefsa Hare Sir in a Lenten Pie, 
‘| that is fomething Stale and Hoar e’re it be fpent. 

An old Hare hoar,and an old Hare hoar is very good. meat 

in Lene. 

But a Hare that ishoar, is toomuchfor.a Score, 

hoars e’re it be fpent. : 
Romeo, will you come to your Fathers ? Wee’l to Dinner 
thither. 

Rom. 1 will follow you. 

Mer. Farewel ancient Lady : 
Farewel Lady, Lady, Lady. 

[Ex. Mercutio, Benvolio. 

Nur. I pray you Sir, what fawcy Merchant was this that 
was fo full of his Roguery ? 

Rem. AGentelman, Nurfe, t 
talk, and will {peak more in a minute, 
to in a Month. 

Nur. Anda fpeak any thing againft me, Ple take him 
down, anda were luftier than he is, and twenty fuch Jacks: 

AndifI cannot, Ile find thofe that fhall: Scurvy Knave, 

Lam none of hisfurt-gils, 1 amnone of his skains-Mates. 

And thou muft ftand by too, and fuffer every Knaveto ufe 

me at his Pleafure. 

| Pet, 1 faw no Manufe you at his Pleafure : 

Weapon fhould quickly have been 

dare draw as {eon as another Man, if I fee occafion in a 

good/Quarrel, and the Law on my fide. 
|” Nur. Now afore God, lam fo vext, that every part 

about me quivers : {curvy Knave : Pray you Sir.a Word: 

And asI told you,my young Lady bid me enquire you out; 

what the bid me fay, I will keep tomy felf: But firft let me 

tell ye, if ye fhould lead her ina fools Paradife,as they fay, 
ic were a very grofs kind of behaviour, as they fay: For 
¢he Gentlewoman is young, and therefore, if you fhould 
deal double with her, truly it were anill thing to be of- 
fered to any Gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftrefs, 1 

‘| proteft unto thee 

Nur, Good heart, and I faith I will tell her as. much: 

Lord, Lord, fhe will bea joyful Woman, 

Rom, What wilt thou tell her, Nurfe ? Thou doft not 
‘{mark me ? 

Nur. | will tell her, Sir, that you do protelt, which, as I 
take it, is a Gentleman-like offer. 

Rom. Bid her devife fome means tocome to thrift this 
Andthere fhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell _— (afternoon; 
Be fhriv’d and married: here is for thy pains. 

Nur, Notruly Sir, not a penny. 

Rom, Goto, | fay you fhall. 

Nur. This afternoon Sir ? Well, fhe fhall be there. 

Rom. And ftay thou,good Nurfe,behind the Abby-wall, 
Within this hour my Man fhall be with thee, 

-| And bring thee Gordsmade like a tackled ftair, 
Which tothe high top-gallant of my joy 

| Muft be my Convoy in the fecret Night. 

-|Farewel, betrufty, and le quite thy pains: 

Farewel, commend me to thy Miftrefs. 

Nur. Now God in Heaven blefs thee: Hark you Sir. 

Rom, What faift thou, my dear Nurfe ? 

Nur.ls your man fecret?did you ne’re hear fay, Two may 
keep Counfel, putting one away ? 

Rom. | warrant thee my man.as true as Steel. 

Nur. WellSir, my Miftrefs is the fweetelt Lady;Lord, 
Lord, when ’cwasa little prating thing, O, there is a No- 


when it 


that loves to hear himfelf 
than he will ftand 


if I had, my 
out, I warrant you, I 


| know it begins with fome other.Letter, and the 
prettieft fentertious of it;-of youand Rofemary that 
would do you good to heart, , a 
Rom, Commend me to thy Lady. 
Nur. 1a thoufand times. ~Perer? 
Pet. Anon. ' 
Nur; Before, * and apace. 


Enter Juliet. 


Juli. The Clock ftrook nine,when I did fend the Nusfe 
In halfan hour fhe: promifed to retutn, ai 
Perchance fhe cannot meet him: That’s not fo: 7 
Oh fhe is Lame, Loves Heraulds fhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times fafter glide than the Suns Beams, 
Driving back fhadows over lowring Hills. 
Therefore do nimble Pinnion’d Doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the wind-{wift Cupid Wings : 
Now isthe Sun upon the ip net Hill 

Of this daysjourney, and fromnine till twelve, 

I three long hours, yet fhe is not come: 

Had fhe affections and warm youthful Blood, 
She’ld be as fwift in motion asa Ball, 

My words would bandy her to my fweet Love, 
And his tome; but old Folks, , Is 
Many fain as they were Dead, 

Unwieldy, flow, heavy, and pale as Lead. 


Enter Nurfe. 


O God fhe.comes. O honey Nurfe, whatNews? | 

Haft thou met with him? Send thy Man away. |) 
Nar, Peter ftay at the Gate. 
Fuli. Now good {weet Narfe’: 

O Lord why look’it thou fad ? 

Though News be fad, yet tell them merrily. atl 

If good, thou fham’ft the Mufick of fweet News, ©) |” 

By playing it to me with fo fower a Face. < dh 
Nur. 1am a weary, give me leave a whil 


. a4 y ie 
Fie, how my Bonesake, whata Jaunt have Lhad? 


Juli. 1 would thou hadft my Bones, and I thyNews+ ) ) 


Nay come, I pray thee fpeak, good Nurfe fpeak. 
Nur. Jefu, what hatte? can Fa not ftay a mil 

Do you not fee how I am out of breath $45 Pa | 
Juli. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 

To fay to me, that thou art out of breath ? t 

The Excufe that thou doft make in this delays 

Is longer then the Tale thou doft excufé. 

Is thy News good or bad ? Anfwer to that, 

Say either, and I’le ftay the Circumftance: 

Let me be fatisfied, is’t good or bad ? ach 
Nur. Well, you have made a fimple choice, Yous 

not how to chufea man: Roreo,no not hes though! 

be better than any mans,yet his Legs excell all me 

for a Hand and a Foot,and a Bawdy, though they be 

be talk’d on, yet they are peft compare:He isnot thet 

of Courtefie, but I warrant.himas gentle a Lamb: G0") 

waies Wench, ferveGod; what have you din’d at hos 
Fuli. No, no: Butall this did 1 know before: 

What faies he of our Marriage ?. Whatof that ¢ iba 
Nur, Lord how my Head akes, what a Head hav’ 

It beats as it would fall in twenty Peices. 

My back a tother fide: O my back, my back: 

Befhrew your Heart for fending me about 

To catch my Death with jaunting up and down. 
§uli. 1 faith lam forry that thou art fo ill, 
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i {Unfold the imagin’d happinefs that both 
_|Receive inecither, by this dear encounter. 


Sweet, fweet, {weet Nurfe, tell me what fays my Love? 

’ Nur. Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous, and akind, and a handfom, 

And I warrant a vertuous; where is your Mother ? 
Fuli., Where is my Mother ? 

Why fhe is within, where fhould fhe be ? 

How odly thou replyft / 

Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman : 


"| Where is my Mother ? 


Nur. O Gods Lady dear, 

Are you fo hot ? marry come up I trow, 

Is this the Poultis for my aking bones ? 

Hence forward do your meflages your felf. 
uli, Here’s fucha coil, come, what fays Romeo ? 
Wur, Have you got leave to go to shrift to day ? 
Fuli. 1 have. 
Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 

There ftaiecsa Husbandto make you a Wife : 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your Cheeks, 

They’] be in Scarlet ftraight at any news: 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way, 

To fetch a Ladder, by the which your Love 

Muft climb’ a Birds neft foon, when it is dark : 

I am the drudge, and toil in your delight: 

But you fhall bear the Burthen foon at night. 

Go I’le to Dinner, hie youto the Cell. 
Ful. Hie to high Fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

LExcunt. 


Enter Frier and Romeo. 


Fri, So fmile the Heavens upon this holy act, 
| That after hours with forrow chide us not. 
Rom. Amen, amen : but come what forrow can, 


}It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 


That one fhort minute gives me in her fight : 
Do thou but clofe our Hands with holy words, 
Then Love-devouring Death do what hedare, 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die like Fire and Powder, 
Which as they kifs confume. The fweeteft honey 
Isloathfom in his own delicioufnefs, 

And inthe tafte confounds the appetite : 
Therefore love moderately, long Love doth fo, 
Too fwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 


Enter Juliet. 


Here comes the Lady. Oh fo light a foot 
Will ne’er wear out the everlafting flint ; 
A Lover may beftride the Goflamour 
That idlesin the wanton Summer Air, 


ti” | And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 


Fuli, Good-even to my ghoftly Confeflor. 

Fri. Romeo fhall thank thee Daughter for us both. 
uli, Asmuch to him, elfe is his thanks too much. 
Rom. Ah Fuliet, if the meafure of thy joy 


| Be heapt like mine, andthat thy skill be more 
’ | Toblafon it, then fweeten with thy breath 


} This neighbour Air, and let rich Muficks Tongue 


uli, Conceit more rich in matter then in words, 

Brags of his Subftance, not of Ornament - 
They-are but beggars that can count their worth, 
But my true Love is grown to fuch excefs, 

1 cannot fum up fome of half my wealth. 

Fri, Come, come with me, and we will make fhort work, 
For by your leaves, you fhall not ftay alone, : 
Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

[LExeunt, 
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Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and Aen. 


Ben, 1 pray thee good Afercutzo lets retire, 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad: 
| And if we meet, we fhall not fcapea brawl, for now thefe 
hot days is the mad blood ftirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of thofe. Fellows, .that.when 
| he enters the confines of a Tavern, claps me his {word up- 
jon the table, and faies, God fend me no need of thee: and 

by the operation of the fecond-Cup, draws him on the |. 
Drawer, when indeed there is no need. 

Ben, Am | like fucha fellow? 

Mer. Come, come, thou artas hot a Jack in thy mood, 
as any in J/taly 5 and as foon moved to be moody, and as 
foon moody to be mov7d. ' 

Ben, And what too? 7 

Mer, Nay, andthere were two fuch, we fhould haye |. 
none fhortly,for one would kill the other : thou, why thou 
wilt quarrel with aman that: hath a haif more, or a hairy 
lefs in his Beard. than thou Haft: thou wilt quarrel witha: 
man for cracking Nuts, having no other reafon, but be- 
caufe thou, haft hafel Eyes; what eye, butfuch an eye, 
would {py out fach a quarrel ? thy head is as full of quar- {| 
tels, asan Egg is full of meat, and yet thy head hath been 
beaten as addle as an Egg for quarrelling : thou haft quar~ | 
rell’d with a man forCoughing in the ftreet,becaufe he hath |. 
wakened thy Dog that hath Jain afleep in the Sun, Did’ft 
thou not fall out with a Taylor for wearing his new Doub« 
let before Eafter ? with another, for tying his new Shoes 
with old Ribband? and yet thou wilt Tutor me from 
quarrelling / 

Ben. And J were foapt.to quarrel as thon art, any man 
fhould buy the Fee-fimple. of my Life for an*hour and a 
quarter. 

Mer, The Fee-fimple ? O fimple ! 


Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, and others, 


Ben, By my head here come the Capulets, 

Mer. By my heel! care not. 

Tyb. Follow:me clofe, for 1 will {peak:to them, 
Gentlemen, Good-den, a word with one of you, 

Mer, And but one word withone of us? couple it with 
fomething, make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb, You fhall find me apt enough to that Sir, and you 
will give me occafion. 

Mercu. Could you not take fome occafion without 
giving ? 

Tyb. Mercutio, thou confort?f with Romeo, 

Mer, Confort ? what doft thou make us Minftrels ? and |: 
thou make Minftrels of us, look to hear nothing but Dif- } 
cords: here’s my Fiddleftick ; here’s that fhall make you 
dance. Come confort. 

Ben, We talk here in the publick haunt of men; 

Either withdraw unto fome private place, 
Or reafon coldly of your grievances, 
Or elfe depart; here all Eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Mens Eyes were made to look, and let them gaze 
I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. ? 


Eater Romeo, 


/ 

Tyb. Well, peace be with you Sir, here comes my man, 
Mer, But Vie be hang’d Sir if he wear your Livery ; 
Marry go before to field, heel be your follower, 

Your Worhhip in that fenfe may call him man. 
Tyb. Romeo, the love I bear thee, can afford 

No bitte term than this; Thouarta Villain. 
Rom, Tybalt, the reafon that I have to love thee, 

Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 

To fuch a greeting : ; 

Therefore fareweli, { fee thou know’ft me not. 
Tyb. Boy, this hall not excufe the injuries 

ee2 
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That thou haft done me, therefore turn and Draw. Rom... This fhall determine that. 
Rom. \ doprotett 1 never injur’dithee, ; f hy fight. ‘Eybalt falls. 
But lov’d thee better than thou can’ft devile , Ben. Romto, aways be Ob, Ie (lai 099 
‘Till thou fhalt know the Reafon of my Love. The Citizens are up, and Lya r flain, 6 Sl Bi 
(And fo good Capulet, which’Name I tender Stand not amaz’d, the Prince will doom thee Death ne |} 
Asdcarly asimy dwn, be fatisfied. If thou art taken :: Hence, be gone,vaway. 9 9) |e 
| Mer. Ocalm, difhonourable, vile fubmiffion! Rom, QO! 1 am Fortunes F ae 
| Ailajtucatho carries it away. Ben, Why doft thou ftay : 
‘Tybalt, You Rat-catcher,’ will you walk ? 
| 1. Tib. What would thow have with me? : si 
\ omer. Good King of Cats, eaices _ im of your rae Enter Citizens. 
eres, thatI mean to:make’bold withal, and-as you fha a : { - 
ufe <a hereafter dry beat'the reft of the eight. Willyou Citi, Which way ran he that kilPd Mercutio?) 
uck'yout Sword dut of his‘Pilcher by the Ears? Make | Tybalt that Murtherer, ra way tahe? 
hate) jleft whine beabout your Ears ere It be out. Ben, There lies that Tybalt. 
- Tib. 1am for you. Citi. Up Sir, go with me : 
| Rom. Gentle Adercutio, put thy Rapier up. I charge thee in the Princes Name obey. 
5 afer. Cotne Six, your Paflado. | ) lonfil 
) i Rom Draw Benvolio, beat down their Weapons : Enter Prince, old Mountague, Capulet, theig | 
Giutlemen, for fhame forbear ore Wives and all, +i 
Te bales ‘Agercurio, the Prince exprelly hat ; ; : : Beye 
pe ditiin bandyin g in Verona Strikes; Prin, Where are the vile beginners of thisFray?) 
‘Hold Tybalry: good Mercutio. ©’ Ben, O Noble Prince I can difcover all = 
pee [Exit Tybalt. The unlucky mannage of this fatal Brall : . 
| added Tl aww hort: There lies the man tlain by young Komeo, 
‘x Plagiicof both: the houfes, Tam {ped : | That flew thy Kinfman bem Mercutio. By 
[she gone and Hath nothing ? Cap. Wil ybalt my Cozen? O my BrothersChildy | 9 
4) Beal Whatart thou hurt ? O-Prince, O Cozen, Husband, . O the Blood is fpilPd, | 

Me. %, 1, a Scratch, a Scratch, marry tisenongh, | Of my dear Kinfman. Prince as thou art true, a 
Where is my Page? Go Villain fetch a Surgeon. For Blood of ours, fhed Blood of AZountague, 

Rom. Courage nan, the hurt cannot be much. O Cozen, Cozen. : 

Mer. No, tis not fo deep as aWell, nor fo wide as a Prin. Benvolio, Who began this Fray ? : A tie 
Ghurch-door; ‘but ’tisenough, twill ferve: ask for me-to Ben. Tybalt here Slain, whom. Romeo’s hand did Slay, is 
rmorrow,and you fhall find me a Grave Man. Lam pepper’d | Romeo that fpoke him fair, bid him bethink 

warrant for this World : a Plague of both your Houfes. How nice the Quarrel wes, and urg’d withal 
| What, a Dog, aRat, aMoufe, a Cat tofcratcha Man to Your High Difpleafure: All this uttered, sonata 
Death ! a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villain, that fights by the With gentle Breath, calm Look, Knees humbly bow’d, | din: 
book of Arithmietick. Why the Div’l came you between us ? Could not take Truce with the unruly Spleen ie 
I was hurt under your Arm. Of Tybalt, deaf to Peace, but that he Tilts 
Rom. \ thought all for. the beft. With Piercing Steel at bold Adercutzo?s Breaft, 
| Mer. Help me into fome Houfe Bexvolio, Who all as hot, turns deadly Point to Point, 
Or I fhali faint + aPlague o’both your Houfes, And witha Martial fcorn, withone hand beats 
They havemade worms-meat of me, Cold Death afide, and with the other fends 
[have it, and foundly too, your Houfes. Itback to Tybalt, whofe Dexterity 
| [Exit.| Retorts it: Romeo. he cries aloud, cf 
Hold Friends, Friends part, and fwifter than his Tongue) 
His able Arm beats down their fatal Points, A 
And twixt them Rufhes, underneath whofe Arm, 
An envious thruft from 7ybalt, hit the Life 
Of ftout Afercutio, andthen Tybalt fled. 
Bat by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertained Revenge, 
Anto’t they go like Lightning, for e’re! 
Enter Benvolio. Could draw to part them, was {tout Tybalt Slain: | 9 yj 
) And as he fell, did Romeo turn and Fly: a ip 
| Ben. © Romeo, Romeo, brave Mdéereutio?s dead, This is the Truth, or let Bexvolio Die. | 
That Gallant Spirit hath afpir’d the Clouds, Cap. Ws. He isa Kinfman to the Adountague, 
Which too untimely here did {corn the Earth. Affection makes him falfe, he fpeaks not true, 
| Rom. This days black Fate, on more days does depend, | Some twenty of them fought in this black ftrife, 
This but begins the Woe, others muft end. And all thofe twenty could but kill one Life. 
Ibeg for Juftice, which thou Prince mutt give: 
Enter Tybalt. Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo mult not Live. 


: Prin, Romeo flewhim, he flew Adrcutio, Be | 
Ben. Here comes the furious Zybale back again. Who now the Price of his dear Blood doth owe: 


| Rom, He gone in Triumph, and Adereusso Slain ? Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was AMdercutio’s Friend, | 
| Away to Heaven refpective Lenity, His Fault concludes but what the Law fhouldend, | 4 
(And Fire, and Fury be my Conduct now : The Lifeof Tybale. eae 
‘Now Tybalt take the Villain back again Prin, And for that Offence, 

\That late thou gav’ft me, for AZercutio’s Souk Immediately we do Exile him hence: 
‘Is but a little way above our Heads, I have an Intereft in your hearts Proceeding, 1G 
‘Staying for thine to keep him Company : . My Blood for your rude Brawls doth lye a Bleeding. 
‘Either thou orl, or both, muft go withhim. . Butl’le amerce you with fo ftronga Fine, “why 
_. Tyb. Thou wretched Boy that didft confort him here, | That you fhall all Repent the lofs of Mine. 
Shalt with him hence. tere ¥ 1 will be deaf to Pleading and Excufes, 
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Nur. Weeping and wailingover Tybalts Coaries. 
Will you go tothem ? I will bring:you thither. : 
| Fuli. Wath they his wounds with.tears:miné fhall be fpent 
\When theirs ard dry for Romeos Banifhment. 9 ©. 
| Take up thofe Cords, poor Ropes'you ate beguil’d, 
\Both you andl, for Romcois Exide » 
| He made you forsan'High-way toemy bed; 
iBut la Maid, dye Maiden widowed. 
| Come Cord, come Nurfe, Pe tomy Weddirig-bed, 
. }} And Deaths cnet Romeo, take my: Maiden-head. » 
"Nur. Bie to your Chamber, Pie find Komeo 
‘To comfort you, Lwot well where heis: 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be hereat Night, 
le to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. O 
Juli. O findhim, give this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him coi, to take his laft Fatewel. “A 
lity > / } sMit. 


Enter Frier, and Romeo. 


Fri. Romeo, come forth, 
‘Come forth, thou fearful’ Many. . 
Affliction is enamout’d: of thy, Parts: 
“And thou art wedded to Calamity. A 
Rom. Father, what News 201! 
P savhat.is the Princes Doom? sii} 1° 
What Sorrow craves admittance at my hand, 
‘That 1 yet know not ? 
| Fri. Too farniliar 
“lis my dear Son with fuch fowr Company : 
'L bring thee TPydings of the Prifices Doom. 
Rom, What lefs. than Dooms-day, 
‘Is the Princes Doom? 
Fri. Agentle Judgment vanifht from his Lips, ° 
| Not Bodies Death, but Bodies Banifhment. 
Rom. Ha, Banifhment? Be merciful, fay 
For Exile hath: moré terror in his look, 
Much more than Death, do not fay Banifhment. 
Fri, Here from Verona art thou banifhed: 1. 1 6 «.: 
iBe patient, for the: world is broad’ and wide. 
; Rom. There is no world without Verona-walls: » 
\But Purgatory, Torture, Hell iv felf: 
Hence banifhed, is banifht from the World, 
And worlds Exiletis death. ‘Then banifhed: 
IscDeath mis-terni’d, calling Death Banifhed. 
‘Thou cart my Head off with a.Golden Ax, 
' And {milf upon the ftroak that Murders me. 
| Friz Odeadly fin, O rude unthankfulnefs ! 
‘Thy fault.our Law calls Death, ‘but the kind Prisce 
‘Taking thy part hath rufht afide the Law, E 
! And turn’d thatblack word Death, to Banifhment. 
This is dear Mercy, and thou fecft it not. 
Rom. ?Vis‘Torturé and not'Mercy, heaven is here 
Where Fulet lives, and every Cat.and Dog, 
And little Moufe, every unworthy thing 
Live here in heaven; ‘and may look on her, 
But Romeo may not. More ValiditY, 
More honourable State, more Courthhip lives 
in Carrion Flics, than Romeo: They may feize =! 
‘On the white wonderof dear Julrets hand, 
And fteal immortal bleffings from her lips, 
Who even in pure and Veftal Modefty 
Stil] bluth, as thinking their own kiffes fin. 
This may Flies do, when I from this muft fly, 
! And failt thou yet, that Exile is not Death? 
But Romeo may not, he is banifhed. ' 
Hadft thou no'poifon mixt, no fharp-ground knife, 
No fadden mean of Death, though nere fo mean, | 
But banifhed to kill me? Banifhed ? a 
O Frier, the Damned ufe that word in Hells). -- 
Howlings attend it, how haft chou the heart 
Being a Divine, a Ghoftly Confeflor, 
{A Sin-Abfolver, and my Friend profeft, 
9 mangle me with that word Banifhed ? 


Death: 


The Tragedy of Romeo and 


Fri. Fond Mad-man, 
Rom, O thou wiltfpeak ag 
Fri. Plegive thee Armour to keep off that words)" 1) 
‘Adverfities {weet milky: Philofophy, Se 
To comfort. thee; though thou att banifhed) ' 2) 4 yey} 
Rom. Yet, banifhed ? Hang up Philofophy, . 
Unlefs Rhilofophy can make a F uliet, 
Difplant a Town, reverfe a Princes Doom, 
[c helps not, it prevails not, talk no more: t 
Fri. O then Pfee, that mad-men have no ears, |) 
Rom, How fhowd they, rinbol ale iis 
When wife-men haveino eyes? rquta fh! 
Fri. Let me defpairi with thee of thy Eftate.. 
Rom. Thou canit uot fpeak of that thou doft no 
‘Wertthouas young, as fuer my Loves)” 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, (1) / 
Doting like me, -and like me banifhed.)) 
Then might?st thou {peak, 
Then might thou: tear thy hairs», 
And fall upon the?ground as f do now, 
Taking the meafure of an unmade! Grave, 15> 
Mt 


Enter Nur fe and knocks. 


Fri, Arife, one knocks, 
Good Rémeo hide thy: felf- 

Rom. Not 1, 
Unlefs the breath of Heart-fick groans: 
Miit-like infoid ine fort the fearch of eyes. 


Fri. Bark, how they ‘knock, 
(‘Who's there) Romeo, ai ife, 


Thou wilt .be taken; ftay awhile; ftand up: tls 


/Run to my ftudy.: By and by, Gods will ? 
What Simplencfs is this: 1 come, I-come. > 


Who knocks fo hard?) iS 
Whence come you?» what's your Will? | 


Enter Nurfe. 


Nur. Let me come in, 
And you thall know: my Errand: 
| come from Lady “Fulier: 4 
\ Fri, Welcom ‘then. }, : oA 
Nur, O holy Friet;: O tell me: holy Friet,)) 
Wher’s my Ladies Lord? wheres Ronite. wi 
Fri. There on the ground, ‘fi 
With his own tears made drunk: ©) 
Nur. O he is -evex in my Miftrefs cafe, 
Juft in her cafe, O woful Sympathy! . 
Piteous predicament, even fo lies fhe, | 
Blubbring and weeping, “weeping and blubbring, » 
Stand up, ftandup, ftand and you bea Man, oe 
For Fulee’s fake, for her fake rife:and ftand 2-100 
Why fhould you fall into fo deep an O. — . 
Rom. Nurfe. rin isyit iets 
Nur. Ahfir, ah fir, death’s therend ofall. © 
Rom, Spedkft thow of Fulier ?, Howis't with het 
Doth not fhe thinkme anold Murtheréty 
Now | have ftain’d the'Child-hood of out joy 3°" 
VVith blood, removédsbut little from her own? | 
Where is fhe ? and how does fhe ¢ and what fays 
‘My conceal’d Lady to our-conceal’d Love # DEE. 
Nur. Oh fhe fays nothing,Sir, but weepsan® 
And now fallson herbed, and then ftarts up: 
And Tybalt calls, and then Romeo cries, = ye 


| And then down falls again. 


Ro. Asif that Name fhot from the deadly level 849" 
Did murder her, as that Names curfed hand. eg ay 
Murdered her Kinfman. Oh tell me, Frier, I) 
In what vile part of this Anatomy @° . 
Doth my Name lodge? Tellme, that l may fack 


rea 
sia The Tragedy of 
ti = 7 i 
ne The hateful Manfion. 
mi - Fri, Hold thy defperate hand: 
ih ‘Art thou a man? Thy form cries out, thou art : 
iy Thy tears are womanith, thy wild Acts do note 
a The unreafonable fury of a Beatt. 
| Unfeemly Woman, in a feeming Man, 
re: And ill befeeming Beaft in feeming both, 
rh Thou haft amaz’d me. By my holy Order, 
. 4 tI thought thy difpofition better temper’d. 
Halt thou flain Jybale? Wilt thou flay thy felf? 
ty And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lives, 
yet y doing damned hate upon thy felf? 
hatin hy rail’{t thou on thy birth ? the Heaven and Earth ? 
Loe: {Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do mect 
re, In thee at once which thou at once would’it lofe. 
het, Fie, fie, thou fhamft thy fhape, thy Love, thy Wit: 
; Which like an Ufurer abound’it in all: 
al And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed, 5 
do nr, Which fhould bedeck-thy thape, thy Love, thy Wit: 
al Cra Thy Noble fhape. is but a Form: of Wax, 
Digrefling from the Valour of a Man, 
dee, Thy dear Love fworn, bat hollow. Perjury, 
Killing that Love which thou haft vow7d to Cherifh, 
Thy Wit,,that Ornament to fhape and Love, 
Mif-fhapen in the Conduct of them both: 
Like Powder in a skillefS Souldiers flask, 
Ta Is fet a fire by thine own ignorance, 
choi = And ‘thou difmembred with thine own Defence. 
What, roufe thee, Man, thy {fulier is alive, 
+ {For whofe dear fake thou waft but lately dead. 
: here art thou ape Tybalt would kill thee, 
ri fide” | But thou flew’lt, Zybalr, there art thou happy too, 
me" 1 The Law that threatned Death became thy friend, 
cok And turn’d’ it to Exile, there art thou happy. 
he, |A pack of Blcflings light upon thy back, 
ci | Happinefs courts thee in her beft Array, 
But like a mif-fhapen and a fullen Wench, 
: Thou putteft up thy Fortune and thy Love: 
our Wil Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable. 
Go get thee to thy Love as was decreed, 
Nir Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her: 
But look thou flay not till the Watch be fet, 
For then thou canft not pafs to Aantua, 
and Where thou fhalt live till we can find a time 
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your Friends, 
4. {Beg pardon of thy Prince,.. and, call thee back, 
dim!” | With twenty hundred thoufand times more Joy 
pers | Than thou wentft forth in Lamentation. 
Go before, Nurfe, commend, me to thy Lady, 
sh _ And bid her haften all the Houfe to Bed, 
, yits® | Which heavy Sorrow makes them apt unto. 
pil Romeo is coming. 17 30: 
“es Nur. O Lord, I could have ftaid here all night, 
fs af {To hear good Counfel: Oh what Learning Is 4 
Pe il My Lord, [le tell my Lady you will come. 3 
Teal? Rom. Do fo, and bid my Sweet’prepare to chide. 
i 70 Wur. Here, Sir, a Ring fhe bid me give you, Sir: 
i {Hie you, make hafte, for it grows very late. | 
reel, Rom. How well my comfort is reviv’d by this. 
ft ait? | Fri. Go hence. 
nf ret Goodnight, and here ftands all your ftate: 
fart cof Either be gone before the VVatch be fet, 
joel Or by the Break of day difguis’d from hence, 
ci Sojourn in Ad¢entua, Vle find out your man, 
pet '| And he hall fignifie from time‘to time, 
Ad Every good hap to. you that chancés here: 
fee Give me thy hand, *tis late, farewel, Good night. 
ol Rom, But that a joy, paft joy, calls outonme, 
yet It were a grief, fo bricf to part with thee: 
it Farewel. ; LExennt = 
thee a) 
s oft Enter old Capulet, his Wife, and Paris. 
ell : z 
Hh gf . Cap. Things have faln out, Sir, fo unluckily, 
C, : 
ET mm aS 
a = 


Romeo and Juliet. 


“That pierc’d 


319 


That we have no time ,to move our Daughter: 
Look you, fhe lov’d her Kinfman’ Tybale dearly, 
And fo didI. Well, we were born to die. 
Tis very late, fhe?ll not come down to Night: 
[ promife you, but for your Company, 
{ would have been a bed an hour ago. 
Par. Thefe times of woe afford. no times to wooe: 
Madam, Good night, commend me to your Datighter. 
Lad. 1 will, and know her mind‘early to morrow ; 
To night fhe is mewed up to her heavVinefs. * 
Cap. Sir Paris, Pwill make a defperate tender 
Of-my Childs Love: I think fhe will be ruled 
In all refpects by me; ‘nay more,’ I-donbt ic not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed, 
Acquaint her here of my Son’ Paris Love, 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednefday next, 
But foft, what day is this ? 
Par, Monday, my Lord. 
Cap. Monday, ha, ha, well, Wednefday is too foon; 
A Thurfday let it be: A Thurfday tell her 
She fhall,be married to this Noble Earl: 
Will you be ready?) Do you’ like ‘this hafte ? 
Wee’l keep no great ado, a friend or two, : 
For, hark you, Tybalt being flain’ fo late, 
[t may be thought -we held him ‘catelefly, 
Being our Kinfman, if we revel much: 
Therefore well Jiave fome half a-dozen Friends, 
And there an- end, But what fay you to Thurfday ? 
Par, My Lord, 
I would that Thurfday were to morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday beit then: 
Go you to Juliet @re you go to bed, 
Prepare her Wife, againft this wedding day. 
Farewel, my Lord, light to my Chamber, hoa, 
Afore me, it is fo late,that we may call it early by and by. 
Good night. 


LExeunt 


Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 


Juli. Wilt thou- be gone’? 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark; 
the fearful hollow of thine Ear, 
Nightly ‘fhe fings on yond Pomgranate Tree, 
Believe me Love, it was the Nightingale, 
Rom. It was the Lark, the Herauld of Morn: 
No Nightingale: Look, Love, what envious ftreaks 
Do lace the fevering Clouds in yonder Eaft: 
Nights Candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
tands tiptoe on the milty Mountain tops, 
I mut be gone and live, or ftay and die. - 
Juli, Yon light is not Day-light, Iknow it, I; 
It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales, 
To, be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to A@antua, 
Therefore ftay yet thou need’{t not to be gone. 
Rom. Let me be ta’ne, let me be put to death, 
I am content, fo thou wilt have it fo. 
Ple fay yon gray is not the Mornings eye, 
’Tis but the pale reflex of Cym#hia’s brow. 
Nor that is not the Lark whofe Notes do beat 
The yvaulty Heavens fo high above our Heads, 
I have more care to ftay, than will to go: 
Come Death and welcome, Juljer wills it fo. 
How is’t, my Soul, let’s talk, itis not day. - 
Fuli, It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away : 
It is the Lark that fings fo out of Tune, 
Straining harfh Difcords, and unpleafing Sharps. 
Some fay the Lark makes fweet Divifion ; 
This doth not fo: For fhe divideth us, 
Some fay, the Lark, and loathed Toad change Fies, 
O now I would they had chang’d voices too: 
Since arm from arm that Voice doth us affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, 
*Eee 4 | 
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O now be gone, more light, and itlight grows. 
Ro. More lightand light, more dark and-dark our woes. 


Enter:-J4adam and Niurfe. 


Nur, Madani. 

Fylt. WNurfe. < 

Nur, Your Lady.Mother, is. coming .to your Chamber, 
Tiie Day is broke,..be, wary, look about, 

ciuli. Then Window let Day im, and let Life out. 

Rom, Earewel, farewel, one kifg,,and Ple defcend. 


I mutt. hear from thee every, day.in the. hour, 
For in a minute there aremany days, 
O by this cont, fhall be much im years, 

E’re lL again behold my Romeo. 

| Rom. Farewelz.... 
I will omit no epportunity, 
That.may. convey my greetings, Love, to thee. 
ult. O thinkelt thou we fhall ever meet again ? 
Rom, I doubtyit.not, and all thefe woesthall ferve 
| For fweet Difrourles in our,time to come. 

yuk. O God!.t have an ill Divining Soul, 
Methinks I fee thee new, thou art fo low, 
As one dead inthe bottom ofa Tomb, 
| Either my Eyé-fight fails: or thou look’ft pale. 
Rom,: And tryit.me, Love, in my Eye fodo you: 
(Dry foxrow drinks, our. Blood.. Adieu, adicu. 


| Fi, O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle, 
fthou art fickle, what dof thou withhim 

That is renown’d for-Faith ?, be fickle Fortune : 

‘Bor then 1 hope thouwilt not keep him long, — 

But fend him back 


Enter Mother. 


"La. Ho Daughter, are you up? 

Fuli, Whois ghat cas? is itmyLady-Mother ? 
‘Is fhe not down fo late, or up fo early ? 
‘What unaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither ? 
_ La, Why hownow, Juliet ? 
| Gui. Madam, Lam not well. 
| La, Evermore weeping for your Coufins death? . 
What wilt thow wafh-him from his Grave with tears ? 
And ifthou couldft, thou couldft not make him live’: 
' Therefore have dane, :fome grief fhews much of Love, 
‘But much of gricf fhews {till {ome ‘want of wit. 
| uli, Yet let.me weep, for fucha feeling lofs, 
| . La. So fhall you feel the lofs, but not the Friend 
Which you weep for. 
| Guliz Feeling forthe lofs, 
I cannot chufe but ever weep the Friend. 
_ La. Well Girl, thou weep’ft not fo much for his death, 
‘As that the Villain.lives which flayghter’d-him. 
| Juli. What Villain, Madam ? 

La. ‘That fame Villain, Romeo. 

Ful, Villain and he be many miles afunder : 
God Pardon him, 1.do with all my-hearc, 
‘And yet no manlike he doth grieve my heart. 
|, La. That is.becaufe the Traitor lives, 
|) Fuli,.1, Madam, fromthe reach of thefe my hands: 

Would none but I might.venge my:Coufin’s death. 

| ‘La, Wewill-have vengeance for it, fear thou not. 
‘Then weep nomore.. Ple fend tone in AZantaz,*: 
‘Where that fame banifh’d Runnagate doth live, 
‘Shall give him fuchan unaccuftom’d dram, 
‘That he fhall foon keep J ybalt Company : 
And then i hope thou wilt be fatisfied, 

Fuli. Indeed Lnever thallbe fatisfied 
With Romeo, till behold hin. Dead ~ 
igmy poor heart, fo for,a Kinfman vext : 
Madam, if you could find out but.aman 
To bear. a Poifon, Lwould temper it ; 
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That Romeo fhould upon receipt thereof, : 
Soon fleep in quiet. Oh how my heart abhors 
To hear him nanid; andscannot come to him 
To wreak the love 1 bore my Coulin Zybak,, 
Upon his Body that hath flaughter’d him. 


But now I’le tell thee joyful tidings; Girl. 


| One, who'to, put thee from thy heavinefs, 
Juli. Art thou gone fo? Love,Lord,ah Husband, Friend, Hath forted out a: fudden day of joy,’ 
| That thou expects not, nor I look’d not for. 


) Rather than Paris. 


Bars. 


Mo. Find thouthe means, and Pile find facha man, 


Juli, And joy comes well, in fucha needy time, ” 
What are they, 1 befeech your Ladyfhip? A 
Mo, Well, well, thou halt a careful Father, Child 


ee 


Juli, Madam, in happy time, what day is this?) © J 
440, Marry, my Child, early next Thurfday morn, 
The gallant, Young, and Noble Gentleman, = 777 
The County Parisat St. Peter’s Church) 


nd 


Shall happily make thee a joyful’ Bride. iy he 
Juli, Now by Saint Perer?s Church, and Peter too,” iy 
He fhall not make me’there a joyful Bride. rie i 


i wonder at this hafte, that 1 muft wed Hig 
E’re he that fhould be Husband comes to wooe. 
| pray you tell. my Lord and Father, Madam, 
I will-not marry yet, and when I do, I'fwearige 1) “15 
It fhall be Romeo, whom you know! hate, —~ | a 
Thefe are News indeed. Ja 0g 
Mo. Here comes your Father, tell him fo your lf, 1 ie 
And {ee how he will take it at your hands. oh aa 


4) So 
; 


Enter Capulet and Nurfe, 


Cap When the Sun fets, the Earth doth drizz 
But for the Sunftt of my Brother’s Son, ' 
It rains down-right. : ‘es 
How now? a Conduit Girl, what ftill in tears?’ 
Evermore fhowring in one little Body ? ly 
Thy Counterfeit’sa Bark, a Sea, a Wind: 

For {till thy Eyes,’ which I may call the Sea, 
Do ebb aud flow with tears, the Bark thy Body 
Sailing in this Salt flood, the Winds thySighs, ~~ 
Who raging with the Tears, and they withthem, 
Without afudden calm will over-fet “ 
Thy tempetft-tofled Body. How now, Wife ? 
Have you delivered to her our Decree ? 

La. A, Sir ; *$ ‘ee 
But fhe will none, fhe gives you thanks ? sce 
1 would the Fool were married to her Grave. 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with ON, 


. 


ma 


A 
th Je 


How, will fhe none? doth the not give usthanks? | 
Is fhe not proud? doth fhe not cone Hebbel fe 
Unworthy as fhe is; that wehave’wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom ? 
Ju. Not proud you have, | 
But thankful that you-have. 
Proud can I never’be of what I have, 
But thankful even for Hate, that is meant Love. 
Cap. How now ? . 
How now? Chopt Logick? what isthis? 
Proud, and thank you: and I thank you not. 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine joints *gainit Thurfday next, 
To go with Parts to Saint Peter?s Church: 
Be I will rag thee on a Hurdle thither: 
ut you Green-ficknefs Carrion opage, 
Out you Tallow-face, ono ee ea 
Lad, Fic, fe, what are you mad ? f 
Ful. Good ather,. I befeech you on my Knees . | 
Hear me with patience, but tofpeak aword. 
Fa, Hang thee, Young Baggage, difobedient wretch, 
Itell-thee what, get thee to Churcha Thur{day 
(Or never after look me in the Face. ; 
Speaknot, reply not, do not anfwerme, 
)My FE ingers itch, Wife: we fearce thought us bleft, 
That God had lent-us: but this only Child, 7 
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But now | fee this onc is one.top much, ; 
And that we have a Curfe in having her: 
Out on her, Hilding. 
Wur. God in Heaven blefs her, 
You are to blame; my. Lord, to rate-her fo. 
Fa, And why, my Lady Wifdom ? hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence, fmatter with your Goflip, go. 
Wur. \fpeak no Treafon, 
O God gi’ goode’en, 
| May-not one fpeak.? 
Fa, Peace you mumbling Fool, : 
Utter your Gravity 6’re a Gollips bowl, 
} Fon here we need it;not. 
La.:Youware too hot, 
Fa, Gods bread, it makes me mad - 
Day, nigit, hour, tide, time, work, play, 
| Alone, in.company,. {till my care hath been 
‘| Tohave her matci?d, and having now provided 


. | A Gentlenian of; Noble Parentage, 


i) Of fair Demeans, Youthful, and Nobly Allied, 
 Stuft, asthey fay, with Honourable parts, 

} Proportion’d as ones thought would wifh a Man. 
And then tg,have a wretched puling Fool, 

| A whining Mammet, in her Fortunes'tender, 

To anfwer Ple nét wed, I cannot Love, 

} 1 am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But, and you will not wed, Ile pardon you. 
Graze where you will, you fhall not Honfe with me : 
Look to’t, think on’t, | do not ule to jeit. 
Thurfday is near; lay Hand on Heart, advile ; 

And you be mines. Plegive youto my Friend : 
And you be not Hang, Beg, Starve, die in the Streets, 
For, by my Soul, Pienere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what ismine, fhall never do thee good : 

Truft to’t, bethink you, Pie not be forfworn. - 


LExit. 
Ful. Is thereno pity fitting in the Clouds, 
That fees into thebottom of my grief? 
O {weet my Mother, caft me not away, 
Delay this Marriage fora Month, a Week, 
Or if you do not, make the Bridal Bed 
In that dim Monument where Tybalt lies. 
|. Mo, Talk not to me, for I’le not {peak a word, 
Do as thou wilt, for | have done with thee. 
LExt. 
Ful. O God! 
O Narfe, how fhall this be prevented ? 
My Husband ison Earth, .my Faith in Heaven, 
How fhall that Faith return again to Earth, 
Unlefs that Husband fend it me from Heaven, 
| By leaving Earth ? Comfort me, counfel me, 
Alack, alack, that Heaven fhould practife Stratagems 
Upon fo fofe a Subject, as my felf. 
What fay’ft thou? haft thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, Nurfe. 
Nur, Faith here itis; 
Romeo is banifhed, ‘and all the World to nothing 
That he dares ne’re come back to challenge you: 
rif he do, it needs muft be by ftealth, 
Phen fince the café fo ftands as now it doth, 
‘think it beft you married with the Count, 
Oli he’s a lovely Gentleman : 
Romeo’s a difh-clout to him: an Eagle, Madam, 
Hath not fo green, fo quick, fo fairam Eye 
As Paris hath, befhrew my very Heart, 
I think you are happy in this fecond match, ~ 
For it excels your firft : or if it did not, 
Your firft isdead, or ’twere zs'good he were, 
As living here, and youno ufe of hum: 
jul, Speakeft thou from thy Heart ? 
Nur, And from my Soul to, 
Or elfe befhrew them both. 
Ful. Amen. 
Nur. What ? 
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| Gu. Well, thouhalt comforted me 

| Go in, and tell my Lady Fam gone, 

| Having difpleas’d my Father, to Lawrence Cell 

| To make Confeflion,:and to be Abfolyed. 
Nur. Marry Iwill, and this is wifely done. 


mary’lous much 


Jul. Ancient Damnation, O moft. wicked F fects 
Is it more Sin to wifh me thus forfworn 
Or todifpraife my Lord with that fame Tongue 
Which fhe hath prais’d him with above compare, 
So many thoufand times ?; Go, Counfellor 
Thou and my bofom henceforth fhall be twain : 
le to the Frier to. know his remedy. 
If all clf{e fail; my felf have power to die, 

[ E-ceunt. 


Enter Frier. and iC ourt Paris; 


|  47t. On Thurfday, Sir, the time is very fhort. 
Par. My Father Capulet will have it fo, 
And I am nothing flow.to flack his hatte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind - 
Uneven is the courfe, I like it not. 

Pa. Immoderately She weeps for Dybales death 
And therefore have [ littletalk of Love, ‘ 
For Venus {miles not in a Houfe of Teats. 
Now, Sir, her Father counts it dangerous 
Vhat the fhould give her forrow fo much {way : 
And in his Wifdom, haftes our Marriaze 
To ftopthe inundation-of her. Tears, ise 
Which too much minded by her felf alone, 

May be put from her by Society. 
Now do you know the reafon, of this hafte ? 

fr1, | would 1 knew. not why it fhould be flow’d. 
Look, Sir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 


Enter Juliet. 


Par. Happily met, my, Lady and my Wife. 
Ful, Yhat maybe, Sir, when I may be'a Wifes 
Par. Thatmay be, muftbe, Love, on Thurfday next, 
Ful, What mult be, hall be, 
Fri. That’s acertain: Text. 
Par. Come you to make Confeflion.to this Father ? 
Jul. To anfwer that, 1 fhould confefs to you. 
Par. Donot deny to him, that you love me. 
Ful. 1 will confeis to you that I Love him. 
Par, So will ye, 1am dure, that you Love me. 
Jul. \f 1do fo, it will be of more Price, 
Being {poke behind your back, than to your Face. 
Par. Poor Soul, thy Face is much abus’d with Tears. 
Ju. The Years have got fall Victory by that; 
For it was bad enough before their fpight. 
Pa. Thou wrong?it it more than Tears with that report. 
Ful. Yhat is no flander, Sir, which is truth, 
And what1 fpeak, 1 {peak it to my Face. 
Par, Thy Face is miney and thow haft flandred it. 
Ful, It may be fo, for. it is not mine own. 
Are you at leifure, Holy Father now, 
Or fhall | come to you at evening Mafs.? 
Fri, My leifure ferves me, penfive Daughter, now. 
My Lord, I muft intreat the time alone. 
Par. Godbhield, Ifhould difturb Devotion: 
Juliet, on Thur]day early willlrowze ye, 
Till then adiev, and keep this holy kifs. 
[ Exit Paris. 
jul. OMbut the Door, and when thou haft done fo, — | 
Come weep with me, paft hope, paft care, paft help. 
Fri, O, Fulet, | already know thy grief, 
It ftrains.me paft.the compas of my wits ; 
I hear thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thur [day next be married to this Count. 
Jul, Tell me not, Brier, that thou hearelt of this, 
Unlefs thou tell me how I may prevent it: 


If 


= am 
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ifcin thy wildom, thou canft give no help, 
Do thon but call my refolution Wife, 
And with this Knife, Ple help it prefently. 
God joyn’d my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands, 
Ande’re this hand, by thee to Romeo feald, 
Shall be the Label to another Deed, 
Or my true Heart with treacherous revolt, 
Turn to another, this fhall flay them both : 
Therefore out of thy long experienc’d Time, 
Give me fome prefert Counfel, or behold 
*Twixt my extreams and me, this bloody Knife 
Shall play the umpire, arbitrating that, 
| Which the Comniifiion of my years and Art, 
1 Gould to no Iflue of true Honour bring : 
Be not fo long tofpeak, I long to die, 
|} 1¢ what thou fpeak’ft {peak not of Remedy. 
| Fri, Hold, Daughter, I do fpic a kind of hope, 
| \Which craves as defperate an Execution, 
| As that is defperate which we would prevent. 
‘ 1¢ rather than to marry County Paris, 
Thou hat the trength of Will to flay thy felf, 
| Phen it is hikely thou wilt undertake 
+| A thing like Death to chide away thisfhame, 
‘| That cop’ with Death himfelf, to fcape from it : 
-\ And if thou dar’ft, le give theeremedy. 
Fuli, O bid me leap, rather than marry Pars, 
From off the Battlements of any Tower, 
1 Or walkin Thievifh ways, or bid me lurk 
i) Where Serpents are - Chain me with roaring Bears 
| Or hide me nightly ina Charnel Houfe, 
| Ore-covered quite withdead Mens ratl ing Bones, 
With recky fhanks, and yellow chaplefs skuls: 
|| Or bid me go into a new made Grave, 
i And hide me with a dead Man in his Grave, 


Things that to hear them told, have made metrembie 


| And I willdo it without fear or doubt, 
| To live an unitain’d Wife to my fweet Love. 


Fri. Hold then: Gohome, bemerry, give confent, 


N-Tomarry Paris: Wednefday is to morrow 

4 To morrow Night look that thou lie alone, 

| Let not thy Nurfe lie with thee in thy Chamber: 

| Take thou this Viol being then in Bed, 

| And. this diftilling Liquor, drink thou off, 

| When prefently through all thy Veins fhall run 

| Acold and drowfie Humour : For no Pulfe 

| Shall keep his’ Native Progrefs, bat Surceafe : 

| No warmth, no breath fhall teftifie thou livett. 

| The Rofes in thy Lips and Cheeks fhall fade 
To mealy afhes, the eyes windows fall 

} Like Death when he fhats up the day of Life ; 

_ 4 Each part depriv’d of fupple Government, 

1 Shall {tiff and ftark, and cold appear like Death, 
~ 4 And in this borrowed likenefs of fhrunk Death, 
{Thou fhalt continuetwo and forty Hours, 

And then awake, as from a pleafant Sleep, 

4 Now when the Bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rowfe thee from thy Bed, there art thou Dead : 
Then as the manner of our Country is, 

| In thy beft Robes uncover’d on the Beer, 

| Be born to Burial in thy Kindreds Grave, 

| Thon fhalt be bornto that fame Ancient Vault, 

| Where all the Kindred of the Capulets lie, 

{In the meantime, againft thou {halt awake, 

1} Shall Romeo by my Letters know out drift, 

And hither fall he come, and that very Night 

\ shall Romeo bear thee hence to Adantua, 

| And this fhall free thee fromi this prefent fhame, 

+, 11£ nounconftant Toy nor Womanifh fear, 

| Abate thy Valour in the acting it. 

Juli, Give me, give me, O tell not me of fear. 

Hold, getyou gone, be ftrong and profperous 

in this tefolve, Ile fenda Frier with fpeed. 

| To Adantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

4 Ful,Love give me ftrength, - 


And ftrength hall help afford: 
Farewel, dear Father. 


Enter Father Capulet, AZorher, Nurfe, and ~ of 
ferving-men, two or three. om 


_ Cap. So many Guelts invite as here are writ, 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cooks. jig 
Ser. You fhall have none ill, Sir, for Ple try ifthey 
lick their fingers. Has 
Cap. How canft thou try them fo ? (oe 
Ser. Marry, Sir, ’tisan ill Cook that cannot lick his own i 
fingers: Therefore he that cannot lick his fingers, goes} 
not with me, ae 
Cap. Go, be gone, we fhall be much unfurnifh’d forth 
time: What is my Daug 
Nur. \ forfooth. oysitg 
Cap. Well he may-chance to do fome good on her, 


A. peevihh felf-wild Harlotry it is. 
Emer Juliet. — 


Nur. See where fhe comes from fhrift _ 

With merry look. 

Cap. How now, my Headitrong, 

Where have you been _gadding ? iz 
guli, Wherel have learut me to repent the Sin. 

Of difobedient Oppofition 

To youand your behefts, and am enjoyn’d 

By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here, 

To beg your Pardon: Pardon! befeech you, 

| Henceforward Iam ever rul?d by you. ry 

| Cap. Send for the Cqpnt, go tell him of this, 

| Pi¢have this Knot knit up to morrow morning. — 
ful, Imet the youthful Lord at Lawrence Cell cas 

And gave him what becomed Lovel snips 

Not iiepping o’re the bounds of Modeity.: ma 
Cop. Whylam glad on’t, this is well, ftandup, 

This is ae’t fhould be, let me fee the County : 

I marry, gol fay, and fetch him hither. 

Now afore God, . this reverend Holy Frier, 

All our whole City is much bound to him. . 
fuli. Nurfe, will you go with me into my Clofet,, 

To help ine fort fuch needful Ornaments, 

As you think fit to furnifh me to morrow ? res 
Mo. Nonot till Dhurfdey, there istime enough 
Fa..Go Nurfé, go with her, fe 

Wee?l to Church to morrow. aS. 

[ Exeunt Juliet and D 
Mo. Wefhall be thort in our Provifion, : 
> Tis now neer Night. } 
Fa. Tuth, I wiil ftir about, iis al 
And all things fhall be well, 1 warran tthee, wifef 7B 
Go thou to Fulier, help to deck up her, ie 
Ile not to bed to night, let me alone: 
V'le play the Hufwife for this once. _ What ho? 
They areall forth, well I will walk my felf 
To County Paris, to prepare him up 
Againit tomorrow, my heart is wondrous light, _ 
Since this fame way-ward Girl is fo reclaim’d. 
emg [Exeunt Father an 


+. 


Enter Juliet and Nurfe. 


Yali, 1, thofe attires are beft, but gentle Nurfea 
I pray thee leave me to my {elf to Night : 


| For have need of many Grifons, 


To move the Heavers-o file upon my ftate, 


z - 


Which well thou know’it is crofs and full of fin. 


- Enter Mot her; 


Mo, What are you bufie, ho ? Need you my he 
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| And there die ftrangled e’re my Romeo comes. 


A eran te te 


a 


Juli. No, Madam, we have'cull?d firchitieceflaties 
As are behoveful for our ftate to morrow : , 
So pleafe you, let meé!now!be left alone s 
And let the Nurfe this nighe fit upiwith yous 
For! am fureyon have:yout hands full all, 

In this fo fudden bufinefs. 

Af, Goodnight, °° or 

Get thee'to bed and refb for thow hak teed: 


Fuli. Farewel: 
God knows, when:we_fhall meet again.’ : 
Ihave a faint cold feartirills through my Veins, 
That almoft freezes up the heat of. Fité 1/0. 

Ple call them back to comfort me. 
Nurfe, what'fhouldfe dol here ? 


| My difmal Scene, I needs muftaétdlones) y 
| Come Vial, whatif this mixture do mot work at all? 
| Shall -6¢ martied tomorrow morning!? 
} No, no, this fhall forbid it. » Lie thow there, 


What ifit’be aPoyfon,which the Frier, 
Subtilly hath Miniftred to have me Dead; 

Left in this Marriage he'fhould be dithonout’d, 
Becaufe he Marriedmebefore to Ravieo ? 

I féareit is; and ‘yet méthinks it fhould not, 
Fore hath ftill beentryeda’Holy Man.° 

How, if when t am laid into the Tomb, 

lL wake before the time that Romeo 

Cometo' redeem me? There’s a fearful Point : 
Shall 1 not then beftifled in the Vault ? 

To whofe foul mouth no healthfome Airibreathsit 


Orafilive, isitnotverylike, 
The horrible conceit'of Death and Night, 


| Together with the Terror of the Place, 


As ina Vault, an ancient Receptacle, en 
Where for thefe many hundred years the Bones 

Of all my buried Anceftors are packt, 
Wherebloody Tybalr, yetibut green in Earth, 

Lies feftring in his Shrow’d, where, as they fay, 
At fomc hours inthe night, Spirits refort : 

Alack, ‘alack,is it not like that I 

So early waking, what with loathfome fmells, 

And fhrieks like Mandrakes torn out of the Earth, 
That living Mortals, hearing them, run mad. 


} Or if T walk, hall 1 not be diftraught, 
1 Inviron’d with all thefe Hideous fears, 


And madly play with my fore-fathers joynts ? 
And pluck the mangled 7ybalt from his fhrow’d ? 
And in this rage, with fome great Kinfmans Bone, 


1 As (with'a Club) dafh out my defperate Brains. 


O look, methinks I fee my Cozens Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo that did {pit his Body 

Upon his Rapiers point: Stay, Tybalr flay; 

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, here’sdrink : I drink to thee. 


Enter Lady of the houfe and Nurfe. 
Lady. Hold, 


| Take thefe Keies and fetch’more Spices, Nurfe. 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces inthe Paftry. 


Enter old Capulet. 


Cap. Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, 
The fecond Cock hath Crow’d, 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, ’tis three a Clock: 
Look to the Bak’d Meats, good Angelica. 


* Spare not for colt. 


Nur, Go, you Cot-quean, £0, . 
Get you to Bed, faith you’! be fick to morrow 
For this nights Watching. 

Cap. Nonot awhit, Ihave watch’d e’re now 
All Night for a lef§ Caufe, and ne’re been fick. 

La. 1, you have been a Monfe-hunt in your time, 


The Thagedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


{ Buc 1 will watch you from fuch ‘watching tiow: 


Now, Fellow, what’s there ?. 


[Exeunt, 
) } Call Perer, he willfhew thee'wheré they‘are: 


| For fo he faid he would, hear him near, 
Nurfe, Wife, what ho ? What, Nurfe,d’fay? 


| Go waken Faliet, go.and trim her up, 


> 1 


| Hath Death lain with thy Wife ; Sees there the lies, 


323 


[Exit Lady and Nurfe, 
Cap. A jealous-hodd, a jealous-hood, 


apy td we) , : I 
Enter three or four with Spits, ‘and Lops,’ 'and Batkets. | 


Fel, Things for the Cook,'Sit, but'l know not what. ) 
Cap. Make hafte, make hafte, firrah, fetch drier Logs,' | 


Fel. Thave a head, fir}\ that will find out’ Logs. 
And never trouble Peter fot the mattér, 

Cap. Mafs and well faid, a merry Horfon; ha. 
Thou fhalt be Loggér-heady good Faith, ’tis day. 


[ Play Mufith, 
The County will be here with Mufick itraight, 


Enter Nurfe. 


Plegoand chat with Paris‘: Hie, make haftes” 
Make haite, the Bridegroony, he is coite'already ¢ 
Make hafte, | fay. 
Nur. Miftrefs, what Miftrefs.? Fader ? Faft l warrant her. 
Why Lamb, why Lady ? Fie you flug-a-bed, 
Why Love, I fay ? Madam, Sweet-heart :\ Why Bride? 
What, not aword ? You take your Penniworths now, 
Sleep fora week, for the next night 1 warrant 
The County Paris hath fet up his ref; 
That you fhali reft but little, God forgiveime : 
Marry aid Amen : How found is the afleep ? 
Imuft needs wake her : Madam, MadamipMadamy 
I, let the County take you in your Bed 5 
Hee’] fright you up y’faith. Will irnot be? 
What dreft, and‘inyour Cloths, and dewn again? 
I muft needs wake you? Lady, Lady; Lady?- 
Alas, alas, help,’ help, my Ladys dead, 
Oh wel-a-day, that ever Iwas born, 
Some Aqgud-tteho, my Lord, my Lady ? 


Enter’ Mother, 


Mo, What ‘noife is here? 

Wur, O lamentable day. 

Mo. What is the matter ? 

Nur, Look, look, oh heavy day. 

Mo, Ome, Ome, myChild, my only life: 
Revive, look up, or I will die with shee ; 
Help, help, call help. 


Enter Father. 


Fa, For fhame bring Fuliet forth, her Lord is come. 
Nur, She’s dead: Deceaft, the’s dead; Alack the day. 
Mo. Alack the day, fhe’s dead, fhe’s dead, fhe’s dead, 
Fa, Ha? Letme feeher; Out alas, she’s cold, 
Her. blood is fetled, andher joynts are itiff: 
Life and thefe Lips have long been {eparated : 
Death lies.on her like an untimely Froft 
Upon the fweeteft flower of all the Field, 
Nur..O. Jamentable day! 
Mo. O woful time. 
Fa. Death that hath ta’ne her hence to make me waile, 
Ties up my Tongue and will not let me fpeak. 


Enter Freer and the County, 
Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Chutch 2 
Fa. Ready to go, but never to return. 


O Son, the night before thy Wedding day, 


Flower 
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Flower as fhe was, Deflowr’d now by him, 
Death'is my Son. in Law, Death is my Heir, 
My Daughter he hath wedded. I will dic, 


And leave him all Life living, all is Deaths. 


| And doth it, give me fich afight,as this ¢ 


| And with my Child, my joysare Buried. 


Pa. Have I thought long to fee this mornings face, 


2 

Ms. Accurit; unhappy, wretched, hateful day, 

Mott miferable Hour, thate’re time faw 
In lafting Labour of his Pilgrimage. 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving Child, 
Butone thing to rejoyce and folace in, 
And cruel Death hathcatchtit from my fight. 

Nur. Q wo, O woful, woful, woful Day, 
Molt lamentable Day,» molt woful Day, 

That every ,ever,: 1 did yet behold, 

O day, O day, Oday, O hateful day, 
Never was feen fo black a day as this: 
O woful day, O.wofulday. 

Pa, Beguil’d, divorced, wronged, fpighted, flain, 
Moft deteitable death, by thee beguil’d, 

By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown : 
O love, O life; not Life, but Love in Death. 

Fa. Defpivd,’ diftrefled, hated, martyr’d, kill’d, « 
Uncomfortable time, why cam’ft thou now ode 
To murther, murther our Solemnity ? 

O'Child, O Child , mySoul aridnot my Child, 
Dead art thou, alack my Child is Dead, 


Fri. Peace ho for fhame, Confufions: Care lives-not 


‘In thefe Confufions, Heaven and your felf 


1 Had part in this fair Maid, 


i 
| 


| For twas your Heaven that fhe fhould be advanc 
| And weep yenow, 
| Above the Clouds; 


now Heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maid - 
Your part in her, youcould not keep from Death, 
But Heaven keeps his part in Eternal Life : 
Tie moft you fought was her Promotion, 1% 
? 
feeing fhe is advanc’d 
as high as Heaven it felf? 


| O in this love, you love your Child fo ill, 


? 


That you run mad, fegi 
She’s not well married, that lives married long, 
But fhe’s beft married, that dics married young. 
Dry up your tears, and ftick your Rofemary 

On this fair Coarfe, and as the Cuftom is, 


ng that. fhe is well, 


| And in her beft Array, bear her to Church : 
') For though fond Nature bids all us lament, 


Yet Natures te rs are Reafons merriment. 
Fa. All things that we ordained Feftival, 

Turn from their Office to black Funeral : 

Our Inftruments to melancholly Bells, 

Our wedding Chear, toa fad burial Feaft: 

Our folemn Hymns, to fullen Dyrges. change ; 

Our Bridal Flowers ferve for a buried Coarfe , 


"| And all things change them to the contrary. 


. 


Fri. Sir go you iny and Madam, go with him, 


| And go Sir Paris, every one prepare 


+4 For well you know 


To follow this fair Coarfe unto her Grave : 
The Heavens do lowre upon you, for fome ill : 
Move them no more, by crofling their high Will 


[Exeunt. 


Mu, Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 
Nur, Honelt good fellows: Ah put up, putup, 
thisis a pittiful Cafe. 

Ms, by my Troth, the cafe may be amended. 


Enter Peter. 


Pet. Mufitians, oh Mufitians, 
Hearts eafe, hearts cafe, 


10, and you will have melive, play hearts cafe. 


a i 3 
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Mu, Why hearts eafe ? 

Pet. O Mofitians, 

Recaufe my heart it felf plays, my heart is full. 
dtu. Not adump we, ’tisno time to play now. 


enti | a rrr 


omeo and Juliet. 


Pet, You willnot then? 
Mu, No. : 
Pet. 1 willthen give it you foundly. 
Mu. What will yougive us ? 505 
Pet, NoMoney on:my Faith, 
| I will give you the Miniftrel. ; ott) OP aie olka 
Ma. Then willl give you the Serving Creature, 9 ay 
Pet, Then will! lay the ferving Creatures Dagger on ie 
your Pate. I will carry no Crotchets,Ple Re you,Ple Fa you, Fe 
do you Note me ? | ae “BiA 
Mu, And youRe us, 


| 
1 Ole 
sad Rul 


but the Gleek. ae 


and Fa us, you Note us, 


2 Mu, Pray you put up your Dagger, 
And put out your Wit. 
Then have at you with my Wit. A pcugersdey 
-aniron Wit, 


Per, 1 will drie-beat you with 
And put up my Iron Dagger. 

} Anfwer me like Men = 
When griping griefs the 
With her filver found. tt aaa 
Why Silver found ? VVhy Mufick with her Silver found? } 

| What fay you Simon Catling ? Ahi. 

Mu. Marry Sir; becaufe Silver hath a fweet found. 
Pet. Prateft, whatfay you Augh Rebick? r 
2 Mu, \ fay Silver found, becaufe Mufitians found for 
Pet. Pratelt too, what fay you Fames Sound. Pop? ( 
3 Mu. Faith Lknow not what to faye 4 siya 
Pet. Ol cry you mercy, youarethe Singer, | 
I will fay for you, it is Mofick with her Silver found, - 
Becaufe Mufitians have no Gold for founding ) 9 
Then Mufick withher Silver found, with fpeedy helped 
| lend redrefs. . { sib sroMd 


Heart doth wound, then Mu 


Mu, What a peftilent Knave istthis fame? 
2 Mu. Hang him Jack, comewe'll in here, ta 


the Mourners, and ftay dinner.’ 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. \f I may truft the fattering truth of fleep, 
My Dreams prefage fome joyful news at hand; 


That lL reviv’d, and wasan Emperour. 
Ah me, how {weet is Love it felf pofleft, 
When but Loves Shadows are fo rich in Joy. 


Enter Romeo’s Aan 


News from Verona, how now Balthazar ? 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? 
| How doth my Lady ? Ismy Father well ? 
How doth my Lady Yule? That 1 ask again, 
For nothing can beill, if fhe be well. HB 
Man, Then hhe is well, and. nothing canbeill’ 
Her Body fleeps in Capulet?s Monument, = 
And her immortal part with Angels tives, 
1 faw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault, 
And prefently took Poft to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing thefe ill News, 
Since you did leave it for my Office, Sir. 
Rom. Is it even fo? 
—_ pieay dn Stars. os 
hou knoweft my Lodging, get me Ink and Paper; | 
And hire Pott. Horfes, I elicencagh Night. roe 
Man. \ do befeech you, Sir, -have Patience * 
Your looks are pale and wild, and doimport —. 
+} Some mifadventure. bee z 
Rom, Tubh, thou art deceiv?d, 


at me, and dothe thing I bid thee do : 


i Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 
, Maas No, my good Lord. , 
th [kxit Man. 
, Rom, No matter: Getithee gone, 
tee And thire thofe Horfes, le be with thee ftreight. 
Creat Well Fulscr, L will lie. with thee:to Night: 
eRengh Let’s fee for means: O mifchief thou art fwift 
Mk | To enter in the Thoughts of defperate Men : 
yoaN I. do remember an Apothecary, 
: % . d hereabouts he dwells, which late Inoted 
a ntatter’d Weeds, withoverwhelming Brows, 
_ | Culling of Simples, .Meager were his Looks, 
iy, | Sharp Mifery had worn him tothe Bones : 
i, | And in his needy Shopa Tortoife hung, 
‘An Allegator ftuft, andother Skins . 
| Of ill-fhap’d Fifhes, and about his Shelves 
nak Abeggarly Account of empty.Boxes ; 
Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and mufty Seeds, 
mihi | Remnants of Packthred, and old Cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly fcattered, to make up a:thew. 
labafittt | Noting this Penury, to my Self I faid, 
bitik! | And if a Man did needa Poyfon now, 
eMuitighe ©] Whofe fale is prefent Death in Maarua, 
jon wi | Were lives a Caitiff Wretch would fell it him. 
tom | O this fame Thought did but fore-run my need, 
retheSigt | And this fame needy Man muft fell it me. 
thherSive | AsI remember, this fhould be the Houfe, 
otfoudigy | Being holy day, the Beggars Shop is fhut. 
d, wit! | What ho? Apothecary ? 
Enter Apothecary, 
perc Ap. Who call’s fo lowd ? , 
ee | Rom, Come hither Man, -I fee that thou art Poor, 
Hold, there is forty Duckets, let me have 
1/A Dratn of Poyfon, fuch foon-fpeeding Geer, 
‘As wilkdifperfe it felf through all the Veins, 
Ko, ‘That the Life-weary-taker may fall Dead, 
‘And that the Trunk may be difcharg’d of Breath, 
ing oh As violently, as hafty Powder fir’d 
vexatot, | Doth hurry from the fatal Cannons Womb. ; 
“Tine; |. <4 Such Mortal Drugs! have, but A¢antua’s Law 
i, Is Death toany he that utters them. 
ya | Rom, Artthou fo bare and full of Wretchednefs, 
ney And fear’it to die? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 
cit , | Need and Oppreflion ftarveth in thine Eyes, 
a Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back ! 
ia ‘The world is not thy Friend, nor the world’s Law: 
etl", =| The world affords no Law to make thee Rich. 
ol 1 | Then be not Poor, but break it, and take this. 
iti! |” 4p, My Poverty, but notmy Will confents, 
_ Rom. \ pray thy Poverty, and not thy Will. 
: Mi Ap. Put this in any Liquidthing you will, 
And drink it off, and if you had the Strength 
_) , }Oftwenty then, it would difpatch you ffreight. 
ie’ |) Rom. There’s thy Gold, 
parte ~Worfe Poyfon to Mens Souls, 
i | Doing more Murder in this loathfom World, 
1a" | Than thefe poor Compounds that thou maift not fell : 
el yi | Lfell thee Poyfon, thou hait fold me none. 
ching Farewel, buy Food, and get thy felfin Flefh, 
sth = | Come Cordial, and not Poyfon, go with me 
fs Liv To Fulier?s Grave, for there muft I ufe thee. 
Val [Exeunt. 
youl 
Net Enter Frier John to Frier Lawrence. 
4 i 
2 Sohn, Holy Francifcan Frier, Brother, ho ? 
f ae Enter Frier Lawrence. 
0 Ne : x . . 
z pai” | Law. This fame thould be the Voice of Frier Fobn, 
| qi?” | Welcome from Afantua, what fays Romeo ? 
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Orif mind be writ, give me his Letter. 
Foh. Going to find abare-foot Brother out; 
One of our Order, to aflociate me; 
Here in this City vifiting the Sick, ise 
And finding him, the Searchers of the Town 
Sufpecting that we both were in a Houfe 
Where the infectious Peftilence did reign, 
Seal’d up the Doors, and would not let us forth, 
So that my fpeed to A4antua there was ftaid. 
Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 
Fok. | could not fend it, here it is again, 
Nor get a Meflenger to bring it thee, 


‘| So fearful were they of Infe¢tion. 


Law. Unhappy Fortune! by my Brotherhood 
The Letter was not nice, but full of charge 
Of dear Import, and the neglecting it 
May domuch Danger : Frier Fohn, go hence, 
Get mean Iron Crow, and bring it ftreight~ 
Unto my Cell. 

John, Brother, Ple go and bring it thee. 


[Exit. 
Law, Now mutt I tothe Monument alone, 
V Vithin this three Hours will fair Yulret wake, 
She will befhrew me much that Romeo 
\Hath had no netice of thefe Accidents: 
But I will writeagain to Adantua, 
, And keen her at my Cell till Romeo come, 
| Poor living Coarfe, clos’din a dead Man’s Tomb. 
[Exit. 


“Enter Paris and his Page. 


Par, Give methy Torch, Boy, hengé and ftand aloof; 
Yetput it out, for I would not be feen : 
Under yond young Trees lay thee all along, 
Laying thy Ear clofe to the hollow ground, 
So fhall no foot upon the Church-yard tread, 
Being loofe, unfirm, with digging up of Graves, 
But thon fhalt hear it: VVhiftle then to me, 
As fignal that thou heareft fomething approach. 
Give me thofe Flowers. Do as I bidthee, go. 
Pag. Lam almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Church-yard, yet! will adventure, 
[Exit 
_Pa. Sweet Flower,with Flowers thy Bridal bed I ftrew: 
O woe, thy Canopy is duft and ftones, 
V Vhich with fweet V Vater nightly 1 will dew, 
Or wanting that, withtears diftill’?d by Mones 
The Obfequies that I for thee will keep, 
Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy Grave and weep. 
[Whiftle Boy. 
The Boy gives warning, fomething doth approach, 
VVhat curfed Foot wanders this way to night, 
Tocrofs my Obfequies, and true Loves Right,? 
VVhat witha Torch? Mofile nte Night a while. 


Enter Romeo and Peter. 


Rom. Give me that Mattock, and the wrenching Iron, 
Hold, take this Letter, early in the Morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father, 
Give methe Light : uponthy Lifel charge thee, 
What-e’re thou heav’ft or feeft, ftand all aloof, 
‘And do not interrupt me in my Courfe, 
Why I defcend into this Bed of Death, 
{5 partly to behold my Lady’s Face: 
But chiefly.to take thence from her dead finger, 
Aprecious Ring, A Ring that! mult ufe 
In dear Employment, therefore hence be gone : 
But ifthou, Jealous, doft return to Pry 
In what I further fhall intend todo, 
| By Heaven will tear thee joynt by joynt, 
And ftrew this hungry Church-yard with thy Limbs : 
The time, and my intents are Savage Wild: 

: More 
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See LT 
More fierce, andmore inexorable far, 
Than empty Lygers, or the Roaring Sea. 
Per, Lwillbe gone Sit, and not trouble you. 


Po. So fhalt thou-fhew me Friendfhip : Take thou that, 


Live and be Profperous, and farcwel good Fellow, 
Pet. For all this fame, Ple hide me here about, 
His Looks | fear; and his Intents I doubt. 


L Exit. 


| Rom, Thou deteftable Maw, thon Womb of Death, 
Gorg’d with the deareit Morfel of the Earth: 

‘Thus | enforce thy rotten Jaws to open, 

}And in defpight, Plectam thee with more Food. 

Par. This is that Banifht haughty Aounrague , 
That murdred my Loves Cozin; with which Grief, 

lit is fuppofed the Fait Creature died, 
And here is come to do fome Villanous Shame 
To the Dead Bodys: 1 will apprehend him. 
Stop thy unhallowed Toyl, vile Atonntague : 
Can Vengeance be purfued further then Death ? 
Condemned Villain, Ido apprehend thee; 
Obey, and gowith me, for thou.muft Die. 

Rom. | muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle Youth, tempt nota defperate Man, 
Fly hence and leave me, think upon thofe gone, 

} Let them affright thee. I befeech thee Youth, 

| Put not another Sin upon my Head, 

| By urging meto Fury. O be gone, 

| By Heaven Love thee better than my felf, 
for I come hither Arm’d againft my felf: 

| Stay not, be gone, Live, and hereafter fay, 

| aA mad Man’s Mercy bid thee run away. 

1 - Par. I do defie thy Commiferation, 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 


Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? Then have at thee Boy. 


Pet. O Lord they fight, 1 will go call the Watch. 
| Pa. OLam Slain; if thou be Merciful, 
| Open the Tomb, lay me with Juliet. | 
Rom, Yn Faith I will: let me perofe this Face, 
| Mercutios Kinfman, Noble County Paris. 
| What faid my Man, when my betofied Soul 
Did not attend himas we Rode ?.I think 
| Hetold me Paris fhould have Married Juliet. | 
Said he not fo? Or did I Dream it fo? 
Oram I Mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was fo ?. O give me thy Hand, 
One writ with mein fowr Misfortunes Book, 
Ple bury theeina Triumphant Grave. | 
A Grave; Onoa Lanthorn, flanghter’d Youth : 
For here lies Fuliet, and her Beauty makes 
This Vaulta Feafting prefence full of Light. 
| Death, be thou there by a Dead Man intrerd. 
How oft when Men are at the Point of Death, - 
| Have they been Merry ? Which their Keepers call 
A Lightning before Death? Oh how may [ 
| Callthis aLightning? O my Love, my Wife, 
| Death that hath fuckt the Honey of thy Breath, 
| Hath had no Power yet upon thy Beauty ; 
Thouart not Conquer’d, Beauties Enfign yet 
Is Crimfom in thy Lips, and in thy Cheeks, 
And Deaths pale Flag is not advanced there. 
{ Tybalt, ly*ft thou there in thy Bloody Sheet ? 
© what more Favour can 1 doto thee, 
Then with that Hand that cut thy Youth in twain, 
} To funder his that was thy Enemy ? 
| Forgive me Cozen. Ah dear Fuliet 
| Why art thou yet fo fair ? I will believe, 


\Shalil believe, that unfubltantial Death is Amorous ? 


And that the lean abhorred Monfter keeps 
| Thee here in Dark to be his Paramour ? 
For fear of that, 1 {till will tay with thee, 
} And never from this Palace of dim Night 
-| Depart again: Come lie thou in my Arms, 
‘}ere’s to thy Health, where ere thou tumbleft in, 
O true Apothecary ! . 
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Tr | 
Ty Drugs are quick. Thus witha Kifs 1 Die, oo, 9) 
Deart again , here, here will l remain, Ne Hein 
Wrh Worms that are thy Chamber-Maids : Q heres, } 
Will fet up my Everlafting reft ee ise 
aii fhake thy Yoak of inaufpicions Stars) ism oh ae | 
Fom this Worlds weatied Flefh: Eyes look your laf: Me 
‘Ams take your laft Embrace: And Lips, O- you." J 
Tie Doors of Breath, {eal with aRighteous Kis.» 4) 
A jatelef Bargain to engrofling Death: .) wie 
Came bitter Conduct, come unfavoury Guide, 
Tou defperate Pilot, now atonce runon és i 
T}e dafhing Rocks thy Sea-fick weary, Batks)) «4 
Heestomy Love. O true Apothecary ! +0 cael 
Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a Kifs | Die, 
‘ AA 
Enter Frier with Lanthorn, Crow, and Spade, At 

Fi. St. Francis be my fpecd, how oft to Night ' i. 
Have my-old Feet ftumbled at Graves ? Who's there? | 

juin. Here’s one,a Friend,and one that knows you we Lt 

Fri« Blifs be upon you. Tell me good my Friend 
What Torch is yond, that vainly lends his Light, add 
To gtubs and eyelefS Sculls? As1 difcern, an 
it hveneth in the C apuler?s Monument. sal 

Man. \t doth fo,: Holy Sir. tes 
and there’s my Matter, one that you Love, 
Fri. Whois it? 

Man. Romeo. ) 

Fri. How long-hath he been there? 

Man. Full half an hour. 

Fri, Go with me to the Vault. 

Man, \ dare not, “Sir. 

My Mafter knows not but Iam gone hence, 
And fearfully did Menace me with Death, 
if I did ftay to look on his Intents.’ » ae 

Fri. Stay, thenPlegoealone, fears come upon 
© much I fear fome ill unlucky thing. me 

Maen. As\ did fleep under this young Tree here, 

I dreamt my Mafter and another fouglt, Ff 
And that my. Mafter flew him. 

Frier, Romeo, ie 
Alack, alack, what Blood is this which ftains 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre ? 

What mean thefe Mafterlefs and Goary Swords 

To lic difcolour’d ‘by this place of Peace? 

Romeo, oh pale ! Who elfe? What Paristoo? 
And fteep’d in Blood ? Ah what an unkind Hour 
Is guilty of this Lamentable chance ? 14 
The Lady ftirs. : fila 

Fuli. © comfortable Frier, where’s my Lord? 
Ido remember well where | fhould be: sin att 
Andthere Lam, where is my Xomeo ; “a! | 

| 


: " 
att 
ne 


Z hey | 
Fri, Lhear fome noife Lady, come from that Nef @ 
Of Death, contagion, and unnatural Sleep 5 
A greater Power than we can contradict id 
Hath thwarted our intents, come, comeaways 
Thy Husband in thy Bofome there liesDead, 
And Paristoo: Come I’le difpofe of. thee, 
Among a Silterhood of Holy Nuns : 13 
Stay not to queftion, for the Watch is coming, 
Come, go good Julzer, 1 dare no longer ftay. 4 
' Fuli. Go, get thee hence, for! will not away... | 
What’s here ? A Cup clos’d in my true Loves hanas | 
Poyfon 1 fee hath been his timelefs, End. a 
O Churle, drink all, and left no Friendly drop; 
To help me after ? Iwill Kifs thy Lips, 7: 
Haply fome Poyfon yet doth Hang on them, 
To make me Die with aRcltorative. ; 
Thy Lips are warm. 


ae Enter Boy and Watch. 
Watch. Lead Boy, which way ? 


a 


ma Juli. Yea, noife ? | 
Ma Then Vle be brief. O happy Dagger, 
*Tisin thy fheath, there ruftand let medic. — - 
fan : [Kills her felfe. 
lok Boy. This is the place, 
Li, Oy There were the Torch doth burn. 
ett Watch. The ground is bloody, 
atts Search about the Churchyard. 
DY i {Go fome of you, whoe’re you find attach. 
Tho Pittyful fight, heres lies the County flain, 
ay Dat And Juliet bleeding, *warm, and newly dead, 
car} Whohere hath lain thefe two daies Buried. 
anil Go tell the Prince, run tothe Capalets, 
Raife upthe Aountagues, fome others fearch, 
Cr, al We fee the Ground whereon thefe Woes do lye. 
“* | But the true Ground of all thefe piteous Woes 
owottns We cannot without Circumftance defcry. 
visi Ener Romeo's Man. 
bot Wat. Heres Romeo’s Man, 
{ih ~ 4 We found him in the Churchyard. 
oA Con, Hold him in fafety, till the Prince comes hither. 
meat, ; 
\ Enter Frier and another Watchman. 
ae 
3. Wat. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighs,and weeps: 
We took this Mattock and this Spade from him, 
there! ‘Ashe was coming from this Church-yard fide. 
Con, A great Sufpicion, ftay the Frier too. 
It 
| Enter the Prince. 
pone ht Be aga : 
vith Det Pri. What mifadventure is fo-early up, : 
ents ‘That calls our Rerfon front our Mo?nings Reft § 
Cae yt 5 
i Enter Capulet and bis Wife. 
ke Cap. What fhould it be that they fo fhriek abroad ? 


igh Wife. O the People in the Street cry Romeo, 
h Some Juliet, andfome Paris, and all run 


} With open out-cry toward our Monument. 


tismt@® | p,i, What Fear is this which ftartles in your Ears? 
lc Wat. Soveraign, here lies the County Paris flain, 
Go — | And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, 
eof Ma! | Warm and new kill’d. 
vial 1 Pri. Search, 
va a0 Seek, and know how this foul Murther comes. 
ance! Wat. Here isaFrier, and flanghter’d Romeo’s Man, 
_ ] With Inftruments upon them fit to open 
at | Thefe Dead mens Tombs. 
ides «=f «5 Cap. O Heaven! 
iti... | O Wife, look how our Daughter Bleeds! 
“qo” | This Dagger hath miftaine, for loe his Houfe 
aul Isempty on the back of Afountagne, 
tradi And is mif-fheathed in my Danghters Bofom. 
F pat ' Wife. Ome, this fight of Death is as a Bell, 
rel vs | That warns my old Age toa Sepulcher. 
ih 
oH } Enter Mountague. 
coat Pri, Come Mountague, for thou art early up 
i010” To fee thy Son and Heit now early down. 
ail Moun. Alas my Liege, my Wife is dead to Night, 
| ist? Grief of my Sons Exile hath ftopt her Breath : 
Bp) i What further Woe confpires againft my Age ? 
os LM ye Pri, Look, and thou fhalt fee. fee 
go Fi Moun. O thou untaught, what Mannersisin this, 
Hf To prefsbefore thy Father to a Grave ? 
goo Pri, Seal up the Mouth of. out-rage fora while, 
rive Till we can clear thefe Ambiguities, 
) And know their Spring, their Head, their true Defcent, 
And then will I be General of your Woes, 
rath And lead you even to Death , mean time forbear, 
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And let.Mifchance be Slave to Patience. 
Bring forth the Parties of fafpicion. 
Fri, 1am the greateft, able to do leaft, 
Yet moft fufpected, as the Time and Places 
Doth make againft me, -of this direful Murther : 
And here! ftand both to impeach and Purge 
My felf Condemned, ‘and my felf Excus?d. 
Pri. Then fay at once what thou doft know in this ? 
Fri, } will be brief, for my fhort, date of Breath 
Is not fo long asis a tedious Tale. 
Romeo there Dead, was Husband to that Fuiier, 
And fhe there Dead, that’s Romeo's faithful Wife: 
I Married them: and their ftoln Marriage Day 
Was Tybalt?s Dooms-day, whofeuntimely Death 
Banifh’d the new-made Bridegroom from this City : 
For whom (and not for Zybalt ) Fulzet pin’d. 
You, torcmove that Siege of Grief fromher, 
Betroth’d, and would have Married her perforce 
To County Paris. Thencomes fhe to me, 
And (with wild Looks) bid me devife fome means 
Torid her from this fecond Marriage, 
Or in my Cell there would fhe kill her felf. 
Then gave I her (fo tutor’d by my Art) 
A fleeping Potion, which fo took Effe% 
As L intended, for it wrought on her 
The Form of Death. Mean time | writ to Romeo, 
That he fhould hither come, as this dire Night, 
To help to take her from her borrowed Grave, 
Being the time the Potions force fhould ceafe. 
But he which bore my Letter, Frier Yohn, 
Was ftay’d by accident, and yefternight 
Return’d my Letter back ; then allalone, 
Atthe prefixed Hour of her waking, 
Came I to take her from her Kindreds Vault, 
Meaning to keep her clofely at my Cell, 
Till I conveniently could fend to Romeo, 
But whenI came (fome Minute ¢’re the time aciksibioaiat 
Of her awaking) here untimely lay 
The Noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 
She wakes, and I intreat her tocome forth, 
And bear this Work of Heaven with Patience : 
But then, a Noife did fcare me from the Tomb, 
And the (toodefperate) would not go with me, 
But (as it feems) did Violence on her felf, 
All this I know,, and to the Marriage her Norfe is privy : 
And if ought in this mifcarried by my fault, 
Let my old Life be facrific’d fome Hour before the time, 
Unto the Rigor of fevereft-Law. ince 
Pri. We {till have known thee for an Holy man. 
Where’s Romeo’s Man? What can he fay to this? 
Boy. I brought my Mafter News of Fulets Death, 
And then in Pofte he came from AZantua 
To this fame place, to this fame Monument. 
This Letter heearly bid me give his Father, 
And threatned me with Death, going inthe Vault, 
If departed not, and left him there. 
Prin. Give me the Letter, I will look on it. 
Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch ? 
Sirrah, what made your Mafter inthis Place? 
Pag. He came with Flowers to ftrew his Ladies Grave, 
And bid me ftand aloof, and fo I did: 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tomb, 
And by and by my Mafter drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. 
Prin, This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their Courfe of Love, the tydings of her Death: 
And here he Writes, that he did buy a Poyfon 
Of a poor Pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this Vaultto die, and lie with Fulier. 
Where bethefe Enemies ? Capulet, Mountague, 
See what a Scourge is laid upon your Hate, 
That Heaven finds means tokill your Joyes with Love ; 
And I, for winking at your difcords too, ti 
Have loft a brace of Kinfmen : All are punifh’d. 


Cap. 
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Cap. O Brother Aountague, give me thy Hand, Cap. As rich fhall Romeo by his Lady lie, - 
This is my Daughters Joynture; for no mote Poor Sacrifices of our Enmity. : F r 
‘Can I demand. * Prin, A gloomy Peace this Morning with it bring i 
_ Afoun. Buti can give thee more, _ | The Sun for Sorrow will not thew his Head; i 
‘For I will raife her Statue in pure Gold, Go hence to have more talk of thefe fad things, 

'That whiles Yerona by that Name is known, Some fhall be pardon’d, and fome punifhed. 
‘There fhall no Figure at that rate be fet, For never was a Story of more woe, 
‘As that of trueand faithful Ful zer. } Than this of ¥ user, and her Romeo. 


.- 


Timon ¢ 
{actus, 
Lacullus 
Apemant 
kmpron 
Hleibiadk 
Wet, 
Panter, 
weer 
Verchan 
Certain | 
Certain 
Certain 


Timon of Athens. 

Tite ‘Tine flattering Lords. 
Apemantus, a Churlifh Philofopher. 
Sempronius, azother flattering Lord, 
Alcibiades, ax Athenian Captain. 
Poet. 

Painter. 

Jeweller. 

Merchant. _ 

Certain Senators, 

| Certain Maskers. 

we | Certain Thieves. 


| Eater Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mercer at 
. feveral doors 


| Poet, Ood day, Sir. 
iq Pain. Lam glad ye are well, 
‘Poet. I have not fen you long, how goes 
the World ? 
Pain. it wears, Sir,as it grows. 
Poet. |, that’s well known. 
But what particular Rarity? What ftrange, 
| Which manifold record not matches : See 
| Magick of Bounty, all thefe {pirits thy power 
Hath conjur’d to attend, 
' I know the Merchant. 
| Pain, 1 know them both, th?other’s a Jeweller f 
Be Mer, Oh’ tis a worthy Lord. 
| few. Nay, that’s moft fixe. 
“ Mer. A mott incomparable man, breath’d as it were, 
To an untyrable and continuate goodnefs: 
He paffes. 
Jew. I have a Jewel here. 
Mer. O pray let’s fect. For the Lord Timon, Sir ? 
Few. If he will touch the eftimate, but for that 
Poet, When we for recompence have prais’d the vild, 
It ftaines the Glory in that happy Verfe, 
Which aptly fings the good. 
Mer, ’Tis a good form. 
Few. Andrich: here isa Water, look ye. 
Pain, You are rapt, Sir, in fome work, fome Dedication 
tothe Great Lord. 


Se : 


TIMON of ATHEN 8S: 


eAtus Primus. 


The AGors N an 


Flaminius, ove of Timon's Servants. 
Servilius, another; ; 

Caphis, 4 

Varro, 

ie Several Servants to Osurers; 
Lucius, 

Laces | 

Ventidius, ove of Timon’s falle Friends, 
Cupid. My 

Sempronius. 

With divers other § ervants and Attendants. 


Scena Prima. 


Poet. A thing flipt idly from me, 
Our Poefie is as a Gown, which ufes 
From whence ’tis noutifht: The fire i’th? Flint 
Shews not till it be {truck : Our gentle Flame 
Provokes it felf, and like the current flies 
Each bound it chafes. “What have you there ? 


Pain, A Picture, Sir: When comes your Book forth ?* 


Poet. Upon the Heels of my prefentment, Sir, 
Let’s fee your piece, 
Pain. ’Tis a good Piece, 
Poet, So’tis, this comes off well, and excellent; 
Pain, Indifferent. 
Poet. Admirable! How this Grace 
Speaks his own ftanding: what a mental power 
This eye fhoots forth ?. How big imagination 
Moves in this Lip; toch’ dumbnefs of the gefture, 
One might interpret. » 
Pain. Itisa pretty mocking of the life : 
Here is a touch: Is’t good ? 
Poet, 1 will fay of it, 
It tutors Nature, Artificial ftrife 
Lives in thefe touches livelier than life. 


Enter certain Senators; 


Pain. How this Lord is followed ! 

Poet The Senators of eAtbens, happy meti; 

Pain. Look moe. 

Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of Vifitors, 
I have in this rougi work fhap’d onta man; 
Aaa 


Tete Seep oa een 
oo eit RD Soe 
so Sa 


Whotii 


7 = 


2 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugg 
Withampleft eatertainmen® My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves it felf 
in a wide Sea of Wax, no levell’d malice 
infeéts oe comma in the courfe I hold, 
But flies an Bagle flight, boldy-aad forth on, 
Leaving no Tract behind. 4 
Pain. How fhall { underftand you? 
Poet. | will unbolt to you. 
You fee how all Conditions, how all Minds, 
As well of glib and fl pp’ry Creatures, as 4 
Of grave and aultere quality, tender down 
Their fervices to Lord Taman : His large Fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his loyeandtendance _. 
yea ffom the glalgfag’d Flatterer /-\ 
To Apemantus, that fewtitngs loves beter ue 
he drops down 


To propagate their {tates ; among 
Whofe eyes ate on t 
One do | perfonate of hondTmer’s frame,’ 
Whom Fortune with her 
Whole prefent grace, to pref 
Tranflates his Rivals. e 

Pain, Tis concsiv'd, roleapemn 4 Yo seo eu busV 
This Throne, this Fortune, and this Hill methinks. biqr’? 
With one man beckn’d from the reft below, . yqoin 
Bowing his head. agajmt ehe fteepy Mea ENE 
To climb his happinefs, would be well expreft 


ue 
S303 


Some better than his value; on the moment 
Fgllow his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with congance, } 
Rain Sacrificial whifperings in higearss + +S YO 
Make Sacred, even his Stirrop, and through bim 
Drink the free Air. 9mm pra sai 
Pain, marry, whatof thefe ?. , : 
Poe, When Fortune. inher fhift‘andrchange of mood 
Spurns down het late beloved ; all.his Dependants 
Which labour’d.after him:to the Mountains top, 
Even on their-kneesand bands let ‘him firdown, — 
Nof one accompanying his declining foot. 
| Pain, ’Tis common : 
A thoufand moral Paintings Ican fhew, 
That fhall demonftrate thefe quick blowes of Fortune, 
More pregnantly than words. Yetyoudo well, 
To thew Lord Timox, that mean eyes have feen 


The foot above the head. 


iW 


Trumpets found. 
Emer Lord Titnon, addreffing himfelf courteon(ly 
€ _ to every Suitore 
Tim. Imprifoned is he, fay youtysel. 

Méef. {my good Lord, five Talents is his debt, 
| His means molt fhort, his Creditors molt ftraight « 

Your honourable Letter he defires <i fOF 5] 

To thofe have fhut him up, which failing to him, 
Periods bis comfort. : 

Tim. Noble entidius, well : 
[am not of that Feather, to hake off S 
My friend when hemoft, needsme. Ido know him 
A Gentleman, that well defervesa help, at 
Which he thal have. ol'll pay the debt, and free hime: « 

Mef. Your Lordthip ever bindshim. . 


So, 


Timon of Athens. 


In our Condition. ‘ 
Poet. Nay, Sit, but hear me on - 
All thofe which were his Eellows-but-oftate,- adeeseen SE 


Tim. Commend me to him, I will fend his ranfo 


And being enfranchized, bid him come to me; 
°Pis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to fupport him after. Fare you well, 


Mef, All happinefs to your Honour. 
Enter an Old Athenian, 


Oo. Ath. Lord Timon, heat me fpeak. 

Tim. Freely, good.Father.... ; 

9. Ath. Thou haft a fervant nam’d Lucilivs, 
Tim. \have fo: What of him? 


O. Ath. Moft Noble Timon, call the man before 


Tim. Attends he here, or no? Lucilius, 
Luc. Here, at your Lord fhips fervices 


9: Ath. Phis fellowhere, L, Tsmon, thig thy cial i 


By fight frequents my houle. am aman 


That from my firft have been inclin’d to thrift, 


And my eftate deferves an Heir more fais’d 
Than one which holds a Trencher. ; 
Tin. Wall: What further? 


0; Ach? One only Daughter havel, no Kin elfe, oo 


On whom I may confer what I have gots'\) 1) 997) 


The Maid is fair, a’th?youngeft for a Bride, 


: And I have bred her at my.deareft coft, 
11m Qualities of the beft. This man of thine © ©) 


Attempts her Love : I pray thee (Noble Lord) 


ib 


wad | Joyn with me to forbid him her refort, ig 
My felf have {poke in vain. ‘ah gabe 


Tim, The man is honeft. 

O. Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon, - 
His Honefty rewards him in it felf, 
It muft not bear my Daughter. 

Tim. Does fhe love him ? 

O. Ath. She is young and apt: at 
Our own precedent paflions do inftruét. us 


Tim. Love you the Maid ? 


I call che Gods to witnefs, 1 will chufe 


And difpoffefs her all. 


Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath ferv’d me long : 


And make him weigh with her, 
0. e4th. Moft Noble Lord, 
Pawn me to this your Honour, fhe is his, 
Tim, My Hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my Promife. 


That State or For‘une fal] into my keeping 
Which is not owed to you. sae 


And long live your Lordfhip. 


Your Lordfhip to accept. 
Tim. Painting is welcome. 
The Painting is almoft the Natural Man: — 


rob 


| He is but outfide: The Penfil’d Figures are 


Till you hear farther from me. 
Pain, The Gods preferve ye. Tee 
Tim, Well fare you Gentleman: Give m 


m 


Luc. 1 my good Lord, and the accepts of it 
O. Ath--1f in her Marriage my confent be miflin 


_ Tim. How fhall fhe be endowed, Bie 
if fhe be mated with an equal Husband? = 4s 
O, Ath. Three Talents on the prefent, in future, 


To build his Fortune I will ftrainalittle, = — 
Fortis a Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter, 
What you beftow, in him I’ll counterpoize, 


Tim, i thank you, you fhall hear from me av0 
| Go not away. ‘What have you there, my Fri 
Pain, A piece of Painting, which I do befeee 


£ 


What levity’s in Youth. To 


Mine Hefiifrom torth the Beggars of the World, 


Luci. Humbly | thank your Lordfhip, never m 


Poet. Vouchfafe my Labour, waa 4 


| For fince Dilhonour trafficks with mans Nature, — 


| Even fuch as they give out. I like your work, — 
And you fhall find [ike it: Wait ‘Attendance ‘ 


e your 


tie cris Baas 
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aE TEREST SO 


Se ena 
mes) a 


thee, 


them not 
Apes 
Tim, Y 
Apem, 
Fem, | 
Apem, 
Tom, 1 


a 


Timon of Athens, 3 


in 
OMe tae We mutt needs dine together: Si 
ty, 1 f.Hath fuflered under praife iii Tid Apem. li. 
ahi Fev. What my Lord, difpraife? Tim, Wherefore ? 
Noy, ” ae " meer fatiety of Commendations, — . Apem, That | had no angry wit to be 4 Lord 
then ould pay you for’t as ’tis extoll’d rt not thou a Merchant? ; ( 
thei, lt oe are me quite. , pk 1, Apemantus, i 
ew. My Lord, ’t pem, Traflick p : 
peak, As thofe which fell ieooleigic® Bokvo i Mer, If reafhck deh haces vey Gods will not: 
Things of like value differing in the Onde sh Apem, Traflick’s thy God and th God 
nam’ Li Are priz’d by their Mafters. Believ’t dear Lord Sersbaetee yo 
5 > 
a | | = a es jie by the wearing it. ar Trumpet founds. Enter a Meflenget 
Cate ta ; ras [Enter Apemantu : 
La h one a my good Lord, he fpeaks the baie rages ae = hat Trampet’s that? 
Dsl ich all men {peak with bim. All of is Alcibiades, and fome twenty Horfe 
Tania Tim, Look whocomes here, will you be chid ? oe Companionthip. ey 
lamang Few. We'll bear with your Lordfhip. - Y om. Pray entertain them, give them guide t 
ncli’ien wg Mer. He’ll {pare none. ou mu{t needs dine with me: Go 0 us, 
I ta Tim. Good morrow to thee Till [ have thankt you; and wh not you hence 
ne Gentle Apemantus. ? Shew me this piece, lam Os AIOE wort : ei 
t, . ; aa / Ig Nts. 
: ~Apem. Till. be gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow Enter Alcibiades with the a a 
et have] When thou art Timon’s dog, and thefe Knaves honeft ' a ae : 
we yh Ta ? . : 
liad Se doft thou callthem Knaves, thou know’ft | ple fone: Ther sit ie pene and ftarve your fap- 
eftforabik |) © penn. Areth ; fweet Knaves, and all thi oud be {mall love amongft thefe 
rbot eR a : rethey not Athenians ? peed Gut ince n all this Courtefie. The ftrain of man’s 
uel a, im. Yes, aboon and Monke 
his han of the Apem, Then Ire eAlci. You have fav’d _ 
a | ‘ pent not. avd my longing, and I feed 
thee (Note Few. You know me, A Moft hungerly on your fig! ; 33 
ae | » Apemantus ? . ; J ight. 
bec reat, Apem. Thou know’tt I do, I call’d thee by thy name. | E’ ek clvomieee: 
Tim. Thouart proud, Apemantus ; re we depart, we'll fhare a bounteous tim 
| ie Of nothing fo much, as that Lam not like Timon iy Dear ie 
illbe, Tin, wm. Whither art going ? ; e& us in, 
” fel ae To pnoe cole en lee ina brains, Ent " wirem 
tet . That’s a deed thou’lt die for. ater two Lords. 
A ‘ . “e 
; Te. How ey bn, Se be ice by th’ Law, 1» Lord. What time a day is’t, 4 
nd ape: ‘ * ure emantus ? : , : 1S emantus ? 
: piney Apem. The beft, for the Innocence. wi a Ths Time to be honeft. pests mar he 
ag ao me well that painted it ? Ape oooh hp 
4 Be tes e wrought better that made the Painter, a m, Che moft accurfed thou that ftill omit t'fti 
a he’s buta filthy piece of work, t,andyet | 2. Thou are going to Lord Timon’s Feat span 
a nail Pain. Y’are a Dog. ARE. I, to fee Meat fill Knaves, and Wine heat Fools 
aged) of Apem. Thy Mother’s of my generation: What’ 2. Fare thee well, fare thee well. oo!s, | 
, wild | If I be a Dog ? +; spa Wiehe Apem.. Thou art a Fool to bid me farewel twi 
peogustil” | Fim, Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? , Meat Apemantus ? ° Kal twice, 
Apem, N : _ Apem, 10uld’ft have ke 7 ad 
endonel, 9 J Pca tholeh, uoeet a Ladi give thee none, ve kept one to thy felf,for I mean to 
al i _Apem, O they eat Lotds: baz eeneha te - Hang thy felf. 
onthept” So they come by great bellies. Aakevl No, Iwill do nothing at thy bidding: 
fit | ‘Tim. That’s a lafcivious apprehenfion. e thy requefts to thy Friend 
i T 3g So thou apprehend’ ft it. tel as pe sone Dog, 
itil | Take ic for thy labour purn thee hence. 
walt “u . Apem. I will fly lik ; 
ie tit Tim, How doft thou like this Jewel, 4 P ill fly likea Dog, the heels a’th’ Af 
: ; wel, Apemantus ? 1. He’ ) sa’th’ Ais. 
al | gm, Not fo well asplait-dealing which willnot | Come, hin ee 
i Iie a 2 , : , te 
Tim. What doft thou think ’ti : And tafte Lord Timon’s Bo ? 
Lord, t doft thou think ’tis worth ? Th ‘ unty ? He outgoes 
ih Apem, Not wort! inki e very heart of kindnefs. 
i fe Bow now: Post > 1 my thinking. % Hepoursitout: Plutus, the God of gold 
nie - Poet, How now, Philofopher ? se ut his Steward; no meed but he repaies 
or ola? rl Thou lief. aoe pete it felf: No gift tohim, 
i cet, Art no eds the giver areturn: Exceedi 
ito oii pte. Yes tone? 3 All ufe of quittance, xceeding 
he, Poet. Then I lie not. 1. The Nobleft mind he carries, 
bot; | Apem, Art not a Poet? That ever govern'd'man. 
ig Deu -. Bes, . pie Long may he live in Fortunes: Shall we in?’ 
‘i thet op , L Apem, Then thou lieft: i See eas a (Exeunt 
oO ook in thy laft work, where thou haft feign’¢ hi 
08) whit worthy Fellow. © aga etal 4 Hoboyes playing, Loud Mufick, 
| Poet, That’s not feign’d, he is fo. oe ur? ferv din; and thenenter Lord Timon, the 
es, the Athenian Lords, Ventidius which Timon re- 


Apem, Y 
pem, Yes, he fs worthy of thee, and to pay thee for deemed from prifon. Then comes dropping after all, Apeman 
’ . 


May: 
nal y | thylabour. He that loves to be flattered is worthy o’cth? 
sees ater, “Heavens, hat ease is worthy o’th?| tus difcontentedly like himJelf. 
if OD a im. at wouldft do then, Apemantus ? ; 

it Aber. E? » : ; Kentid, Moft honoured Ti 
; HAN by i im en as Apemantus does now, hate a Lord with’ | It hath pleas’d the Gods to reniemtir my Fathers 
nt. | Tim. What thy felf? And call him to long peace : rene te 
ie it ‘ He isgone happy, and has left me rich: 

Aaa 2 Then, 


4 
rere 
Thenas in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I doreturn thofe Talents 
Doubled with thanks and fervice, from whofe help 
I deriv’d liberty. 

Tim, O by no means, 

Honelt Ventsdius: You miftake my Love, 

| gave it freely ever, and there’s none ~ 

Can truly fay he gives, if he receives : 

If our betters play at that game, we muft not dare 
To imitate them. Faults that are rich are fair. 

Ventid. A Noble Spirit. : ‘ 

Tim, Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but devis’d at firft 
To fet a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodnefs, forry ere tis fhown: 

But where there is true friendfhip there needs none. 
Pray, fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 
Than my Fortunes to me, 

1 Lord My Lord, we alwaies have confeft it. 

Apem. Ho, ho, confelt it? Hang’d it? Have you not? 

Tim, O Apemantus, you are welcome. . 

Apem, No: You fhall not make me welcome. 

I come to have thee thruft me out of doors, 

Tim. Fye, th’arta Churle, ye have gota humour there 
Does not become a man, ’tis much to blame: 

They fay, my Lords, Jra furor brevis eft, 

But yond man Is very angry. 

Go, let him have a Table by himfelf ; 
For he does neither affect company, 
Nor is he fit for’t indeed. 

4pem. Let me ftay at thine apperil, Timor, 
[come to obferve, I give thee warning on’t. 

Tim. \takeno heed of thee; Th’art an Athemaz, there- 
fore welcome: I my felf would have no power, prethee 
let my meat make thee filent. ¥ 1K 

Apem. | {corn thy meat, ’twould choak me: For I fhould 
ne’er flatter thee. Oh you Gods! What anumber of men 
eats Timon, and hefees’emnot? It grieves me to fee fo 
many dip their meat in one mans blood , and all the mad- 
nefs is, he cheers them up too. 
| wonder men dare truft themfelves with men. 

Methinks they fhould invite them without knives, 

Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives. 

There’s much example for’t, the fellow that fits next him 
now, parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught: is the readieft man to kill him. °T has 
been proved, if I'werea huge man, I fhould fear to drink 
at meals, left they fhould fpy my wind-pipes dangerous 
notes, great men fhould drink with harnefs on their 

| throats. 

Tim. My Lord in heart: and let the health go round. 

2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good Lord. 

Apem. Flow this way? A brave fellow; he keeps his 
tides well, thofe healths will make thee and thy ftate look 
ill, Timon. 

Here’s that which is too weak to be a finner, 
Honeft water, which ne’er left man ’th’mire: 
This and my food are equal, there’s no ods, 
Feafts are too proud to give thanks to the Goas. 


Apemantus’s Grace. 
Immortal Gods, I crave no pelf, 
I pray for no man but. my felf, 
Grant 1 may never prove fo fond, 
To trujt man on his Oath or Bond : 
Or a Harlot for her weeping: 
Or a Dog that feems a fleeping = 
Or a Keeper with my Freedom: 
Or my Friends if I fhould need em. 
“Amen, So fall too’t : ' 
Rich men fin, and I eat root. 
Much good dich thy good heart, -Apemantus. 
Tim, Captain, . 
Alcibiades, your heart’s inthe field now. 
eAlci, My heart is ever at yout fervice, my Lord. 


| meat like ’em, I could with my friend at fucha Beaft, 


then, that then thou might’ft kill’em: And bid me to’ 


Timon of Athens. 


Tim, Youhad rather be ata breakfaft of Enemies than ¥ 
a dinner of Friends. sen ft ee 

‘Alci. So they were bleeding new my Lord, there’s ae 
les} 
1 Lord, Might we but have that happinefs, my i: $ 
that you would once ufe our hearts, whereby we might ek 
prefs fome part of our zeals, we fhould think our felves 
for ever perfect, B? 

Tim. Oh no doubt, my goad Friends, but the Gods at 
themfelves have provided that I fhall have mach help from i 
you: How had you been my Friends elfe ?, Why have you F 
that charitable title from thoufands? Did not you chi Wf F 
belong to my heart? Ihave told more of you to myf 
than you can with modefty {peak in your own beh 
And Thus far I cofirm you. Oh you Gods (think]) what} 
need we have any Friends if we fhould never have 
need of em? They were the moft needlefs Creature 
ving , fhould we ne’er have ufe for’em. And would mot} 
refemble fweet Inftruments hung up in Cafes, that keen} 
their founds to themfelves. Why I have often wiht m | 
felf poorer, that I might come nearer to you; We are} 
born todobenefits. And what better or properer can we| 
call our own, than the riches of our Friends? Oh what a} 
precious comfort ’tis to have fo many like Brothers com | 
manding one anothers Fortunes!.Oh Joys, e’en made a-| 
way e’re’t can be born, mine eyes cannot hold out water, | 
methinks, to forgettheir faults. Idrinktoyou. | 

Apem. Thou weep’ft to make them drink, Timon, 4 

2. Lord Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 
And at that inftant like a Babe fprung up. 


eApem. Ho, ho, I laugh to think that ogee ‘ 


Apem. Would all thofe flatterers were thine Enem 


3 Lord 1 promife you my Lord you mov’ 
Apem. Much, 


Sound Tucket. Enter the Maskers of ‘faa 
Lutes in their hands , dancing and playing. — 


Tim. What means that Trump? How now?* | 
Enter Servant. 


Ser. Pleafe you, my Lord , there are certain Ladies 

Moft defirous of admittance. eh 
Tim. Ladies ? What are their wills ? ieee 
Ser. There comes with thema Fore-runner, my. 

which bears that office to fignifie their pleafures. 
Tim, I pray let them be admitted, . 


Enter Cupid with the Mask of Ladies 


Cup. Hailtothee, worthy Timon, and to all that 
Bounties taft: The five beft Senfes acknowledge the 
Patron, and come freely to gratulate thy plenteous 
There taft, touch all, pleas’d from thy Table rife: 
They only now come butto feaft thineeyes. 

Tim.They’re welcome all ; let "em have kind admittants: 
Mufick make their welcome. “cSa@ 

Luc. You fee, my Lord, how ample youare lov’. 

_ Apem. Hoyday ! a 
What a fweep of vanity comes this way. 
They dance, they are mad Women, 
Like Madnefs is the Glory of this life, 


As this pomp fhews to a little oyl and r 
ole 3 


We make our felves fools , to difport ¢ 
And fpend our flatteries to drink thofe men, 
Upon whofe Age we void it up agen. 
With poyfonous Spight and Envy. i 
Who lives, that’s not deprav’d, or depraves? =| 
Who dies, that bears not one fpurn to their graves SJ 
Of theirfriendsgift? =~ nny 
I fhould fear, thofe that dance before menow, 
Would one day ftamp upon me: ?T’as been dont. 
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Timon of Athens. 


Men fhut their doors againft a Setting Sun. 


The Lords rife from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and 
to fhew their loves, each fingle out an Amazon, and all 
dance, Men with Women, a lofty ftrain or two 
to the Hoboyes, and ceafe. 


Tim. You have done your pleafures, 
Mach Grace (Fair Ladies) 
Sets a fair fafhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half fo beautiful, and kind: 
You have added worth unto’t, and lively luftre, 
And entertain’d me with mine own device. 
[am to thank you for it. 
1 Lord. My Lord, you take us even at the beft. 
Apem. Faith for the worft is filthy, and would not hold 
taking, 1 doubt me. 
Tim, Ladies, there is an idle Banquet attends you. 
Pleafe you to difpofe your felves. 
All La. Moft thankfully, my Lord. 
Tim. Flavius. ; 
Flav. My Lord. 
Tim, Thelittle Casket, bring me hither. 
Fla. Yes, myLord. More Jewels yet? 


Exeunt. 


There isnocrofling him in’s humour, 
Elfe I fhould tell him well, i’ faith { fhould, 


When all’s fpent, he’d be crofs’d then, and he could : 
Tis pity bounty has not eyes behind, 
That man might ne’r be wretched for his mind. 

1. Lord, Where be our men ? 

Serv. Here, my Lord, in readinefs. 

2. Lord. Our Horfes. 

Tim. O my Friends! 
| have one word to fay to you: Look you, my good Lord : 
J muft entregt you, honour me fo much, 


| Asto advance this Jewel, accept, and wear it, 
Maken fe 


Kind my Lord. : ; 
1. Lord. lam fo far already in your Gifts, 
All, So are we all. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. My Lord, there are certain Nobles of the Senate 
newly-alighted, and come to vifit you. 
Tim. They are fairly welcome. 
Enter Flavius. 


Fla. Lbefeech your Honour, vouchfafe me a word, it 


} does concern you near. 


Tim. Near! Why then another time I’ll hear thee. 
I prethee let’s be provided to fhew them entertainment, 
Fla. | fcarce know how. 
Enter another Servant: 


Ser. May it pleafe your Honour, Lord Lucius 


| (Out of his free Love) hath prefented to you 


Fout Milk- white Horfes trapt in Silver. 
Tim. | fhall accept them fairly: Let the Prefents 
Be worthily entertain’d. 
Enter a third Servant. 
How now? What News? 
3 Serv. Pleafe you, my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 


‘| man, Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to morrow, 
‘| to hunt with him, and h’as {ent your Honour two brace of 


Grey-Hounds. 
Tim. V1 hunt with him. 
And let them be received, not without fair Reward. 
' Fla. What will-this come to? 
He commands us to provide,.,and give great gifts, and all 
out of an empty Coffer: 1 «-. 
Nor will he know his purfé, or yield me this, 


_| To thew him what a Beggar his heart is, 


wi 


Being of no Power to make his wifhes good, 
His promifes fly fo beyond his ftate, 
That what he {peaks is all in debt, owes for ev'ry word: 
He is fo kind, that he now payes intereft for’t; 
His Land’s put to their Books. Well, would { were 
Gently put out of Office, e’er I were forc’d - 
Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 
Than fach that do e’en Enemies exceed, 
I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

Tim, You do your felves much wrong, 
You bate too much of your own merits. 
Here, my Lord, a trifle of our love. 

2 Lord With more than common thanks 
I will receive ic. 

3 Lord. 2 ha’s the very of Bounty. 

im. And nowl remember, my Lord, you gave ¢ 
words the other day of a Bay Caurfer I rode on, °Tis ba 
becaufe you lik’d it. 

1 L. Oh, I befech you, pardon me, my Lord, in thag, 

Tim. You may take my word, my Lord: I know no 
man can juftly praifeé, but what he does affeg. | weigh 
my friends affection with my own? 1?il tell you true 
I'll call to you. f 

ell Lords. O none fo welcome, 

Tim. \ take all, and your feveral vifitations 
So kind to heart, *tis not enough to give : 

Methinks I could deal Kingdoms to my Friends, 
And ne’er be weary. Alcibiades, 

Thou art a Souldier, therefore feldom rich, 

It comes in charity to thee ; for all thy living 

Is *mongft the dead; and all the Lands thou haft 
Lie in a Pitcht Field. 

Alci, i defie Land, my Lord. 

1 Lord, We are fo vertuoufly bound, 

Tim, And foam I to you. \ 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear’d. 

Tim, Allto yoyou. Lights, more Lights, more Light. 

1 Lord, The belt of Happinefs, Honour and Fortunes, 
Keep with you, Lord Timor. : 

Tim, Ready for his Friends. LExeunt Lords, 

Apem, What a coilshere, ferving of becks and juttin 
out of bumms, [doubt whether their Legs be worth 
the fummes that are given for ’em, 

Friendfhip’s full of Dreggs : 
Methinks falfe hearts fhould never have found legs, 
Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on Court’{ies, 

Tim. Now, Apemantus (if thou wert not fallen) 
I would be good to thee, 

Apem. No, Pil nothing ; for if I fhould be brib’d too, 
there would be none left to rail upon thee, and then thou 
wouldft fin the fafter. Thou giv’ft fo long, Timen. (I fear 
me) thou wilt give away thy felf in paper fhortly. What |@ 
need thefe Feafts, Pomps, and Vain-glories? 

Tim, Nay, and you. begin to rail on Society once, I 
am {worn not to give regardto you. Farewell, and come 
with better Mufick, [Exit. 

Apem, So: Thou wilt not hear me now, thou fhalt not 
then. Pll lock thy Heaven from thee: 
Oh that mens ears fhould be 
To Counfel deaf, but not to flattery. 


Léxir. 


Exit. 


Enter a Senator; 

Sen. And late five thoufand: to Varro and to Ifdore 
He owes nine thoufand, befides my former fumme, 
Which make it five and twenty. Still in motion 
Of raging wafte? It cannot bold, it will nor. 

If I want Gold, fteal but a Beggar’s Dog, 
And give it Timon, why the Dog coins Gold. 

If I would fell my Horfe, and buy twenty more 
Better than he; why give my horfe to Timon. 
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight 
Anable Horfe: No Porter at his gate, 

But rather one that fmiles and {till invites 

All that pafs by. It cannot hold, no reafon 


: Aaa 3 Can 


Timon of 


Can found his ftate in fafety. Caphis, hoa. 
Caphis \ fay. 


‘Enter Caphis, 


Caph, Here, Sir, what is your pleafure ? 
Sen. Get on your Cloak, and hafte you to Lord Timon; 
Importune him for my monies, be not ceaft 
With flight denial; nor then filenc’d, then 
Commend me to your Mafter, and the Cap 
Plaies in the right hand, thus: But tell him, firrah, 
My ufes cry to me; I muft ferve my turn 
Out of mine own, his dayes and times are paft, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Have {mit my credit. I love and honour him, 
But muft not break my back, to heal his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my relief 
Mutt not be toft and turn’d to me in words, 
But find fupply immediate, Get you gone, 
Put on a moft importunate afpect, 
A vifage of demand: ForI do fear 
When every Feather fticks in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 
Which flafhes now a Pheenix, get you gone, 
Caph. 1 go, Sir. 
Sen. 1 go, Sir? 
Take the Bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in, Come. 
Caph. 1 will, Sir. 
Sen. Go. 


I 


LExecunt. 


Enter Steward, with many Bills in bis hand. 


Stew. No care, no ftop, fo fenfelefs of expente, 
That he will know neither how to maintain it, 
Nor ceate his flow of Riot. Takes no account 
How things go from him, nor refume no care 
Of whatisto continue: Never mind 
Was to be fo unwife, to be fo kind. 

What fhall be done, he will not hear, till feel: 
{ mutt beround with him, now he comes from hunting. 
Fie, fie, fie, fie. 


Enter Caphis, Ifidore, and Varro. 


Caph. Good even, Varro, what, you come for money ? 
Var. Is’ not your bufinefs too? 

Caph, Itis, and yours too, Jfidore? 

Tfid. \tis fo. 

Caph. Would we were all difcharg’d. 

Var, I fear it. 

Caph, Here comes the Lord, 


Enter Timon, and bis Train. 


Tim. So foon as dinner’s done, we'll forth again , 
My Alcibiades. Withme, what is your will ? 
Caph. My Lord, here isanote of certain dues. 
Tim, Dues? Whenceareyou? 
Caph. Of Athens here: My Lord. 
Tim, Goto my Steward. 
Caph. Pleafe it your Lordfhip, he hath put me off 
To the fucceflion of new dayes this month : 
My Matter isawak’d by great occafion, 
To call upon his own, and humbly prays you, 
That with your other Noble parts, you'll fuit, 
In giving him his right. 
Tim. Mine honeft Friend, 
| prethee butrepair to me next morning. 
Caph. Nay, good my Lord. 
Tim, Contain thy felf, good Friend. 
Var. One Varro’s fervant, my good Lord. 
Ifid. From Ifidore, he humbly prays your fpeedy pay- 
| ment. : 


aft. 
. Ifid. Your Steward puts me off, myLord, andy =f 
Am fent exprefly to your Lordfhip. sa 


1’ll wait upon you inftantly. Come hither, pray you a 
How goes the world that I am thus encountre ae 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 
And the detention, long fince due debts Hil 
Againft my Honour ? 


The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs; 
Your importunacy ceafe, till after dinner, | 
That | may make his Lordfhip underftand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 


let’s have fome fport with ’em. 


Athens. | 


Caph. If you did know, my Lord, my Matfter’s w 7 
Var. ’Twas due on forfeiture, my Lord, fix weeks, aah 


Tim. Give me breath : 
do befeech you, good my Lords, keep on, 


j 
{ 


Sean 


Stew. Pleafe you, Gentlemen, 


Setar tesa ant 


fy 
4 


Tim, Do fo, my Friends, fee them well entertain’ BY 4 
Stew. Pray draw near. ie L “ip 


te 


te 


Enter Apemantus and Fool, . % 


Fa 


Apemant : : HS 


Caph, Stay, ftay, here comes the Fool with | 


| 


Var. Hang him, he’ll abufe us te 
ifid, A plague upon him dog. me 


Var, How doft, Fool? asia 
cApem. Dott dialogue with thy fhadow ? tt 
Var. 1 fpeak not to thee. saa 
Apem. No, ’tistothy felf, Comeaway. 
Ifid, There’s the Fool hangs on your back already, 
Apem. No, thou ftandft fingle, thou art noton him 
Caph. Where’s the Fool now ? y ere 
Apem, He laft ask’d the Queftion. Poor Rogues and 
Ufurers men, Bawds between Gold and want, — 
Ail, What are we, Apemantus ? gia 
Apem. Affes. 
All, Why ? Ri 
e4pem. That you ask me what you are, and do notkno 
your felves, Speak to ’em Fool. Ae 
Fool. How do you, Gentlemen? 
All, Gramercies, good Fool: a 
How does your Miftrefs ? Lt ae 
Fool, She’s e’en fetting on water to fcald fuch Chickens | 
as you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth, = | 
Apem. Good, Gramercy. 


eo 


Enter Page. 
Fool, Look you, here comes my Matter’s Page. 
Page. Why how now, Captain? What do you inthis | 
wife company ? Ree 
How doft thou, Apemantus ? ihe 
Apem. Would | hada Rod in my mouth , that Imigit) 
anfwer thee profitably; ed 
Page. Prethee, eApemantus, read me the faperfeription 
of thefe Letters, I know not whichis which. a 
Apem, Canft not read? TN) |. 
Page. No. 
Apem. Th 
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ere will little learning die then that day tha | | 


} 
ar | 


thou waft born a Baftard and thow’ltdiea Bawd. = 
Page. Thou waft whelpt a Dog, and thou fhalt famun® 
Dogs death. vote 
Anfwer not, Iam gone. “ag 
Apem, E’en fo thou out-runft Graces “an 


Fool. Will you leave me there ? 
Apem. \f Timon ftay at home, 
You three ferve three Ufurers ? 
All, 1 wou'd they ferv’d us, 
Apem. So would |: 
As good a trick as ever 
Fool. Are you three Ufurers men ? 


art hang’d. This isto Lord Timon, this to Alcibiades. “0) 


Fool, I will go with you to Lord Timons. Ai 
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e4ll 1; Fool. 
Fool, 1 think no Ufuarer but has a fool to his Servant. 
My Miftrefs is one, andI am her fool: when men come 
to borrow of your Matters, they approach fadly, and £0 
away merrily: butthey enter my mafters houfe merrily, 
and go away fadly. The reafon of this? 

Var. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
mafter, and a Knave, which notwithftanding thou fhalt 
be no lefs efteemed. 

Var. What is a Whore-mafter, Fool? + 

Fool. A Fool in good cloaths, and fomething like thee, 
Tis a fpirit, fomtime ’t appears like a Lord, fometimes 
like a Lawyer, fometime like a Philofopher, with two 
{tones more than’s artificial one, He is very often like a 
Knight; and generally, in all fhapes that man gocs up 
and down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this Spirit 
walks in. 

Var. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wife man, 

As much foolery asI have, fo much wit thou lack’ft. 

Apem. That anfwer might have become e4pemantus, 

All, Afide, afide, here comes Lord Timon. | 


Enter Timon and Steward. 


Apem, Come with me (fool) come, 
Fool. 1 do not always follow Lover, elder Brother, 
and Woman, fometime the Philofopher. 
Stew. Pray you walk near, 
Pll fpeak with you anon. CExeunt, 
Tim. You make me marvel wherefore e’er this time 
Had you not fully laid my ftate before me, 
That { might fo have rated my expence, 
As I had leave of means. 
Stew. You would not hear me: 
At many leifures I propos?d. 
Tim, Go to: 
Perchance fome fingle vantages you took, 
When my indifpofition put you back, 
And that unaprnefs made you minifter 
Thus to excufe your felf. 
Stew. O my good Lord, 
At many times I brought in my accompts, 
Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 
And fay you found them in mine honefty, 
When for fome trifling Prefent you have bid me 
Return fo much, I have fhook my head, and wept 5 
Yea againft th’ Authority of manners, pray’d you 
To bold your hand more clofe: 1did endure 
Not feldom, nor no flight checks, when I have 
Prompted youin the Ebbe of your Eftate, 
And your great flow of Debts; my dear lov’d Lord, 
Though you here now (too late) yet now’s a time 
The greateft of your having, lacks a half, 
To pay your prefent debts. 
Tim, Let all my Land be fold. 
Stew, ’Tis all engag’d, fome forfeited and gone, 
And what remains will hardly ftop the mouth 
OF prefent dues;.the future comes apace: 
What fhall defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our reck’ning? 
Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend, 
Stew, O my good Lord, the world is but a world, 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone? 
| Tim, You tell me true? 
Stew. If you fafpect my Husbandry or Falfhood, 
Call me before the exacteft Auditors, 
And fet me on the proof, Sothe Geds blefs me, : 
When all our Offices have been opprett 
_| With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken Spilth of wine; when every Room 
Hath blaz’d with Lights, and braid with Minftrelfie, 


| Timon of Athens. » 


SI cakes. ee 


I have retir’d me to a wafteful cock, 
And {et mine eyes.at flow. 

Tim. Preethee no more. 

Stew. Heavens have I faid , the bounty of this Lord! 
How many prodigal bits have Slaves and Peazants 
This night englutted! who is not Zimon’s? 

What heart, head, fword, force, means, butis L. Timon’s? 
Great Timon, Noble, Worthy, Royal Timon’s ; , 
Ah, when the means are gone, that buy this praife 
The breath is gone whereof this praife is made: 
Feaft won, Fait loft, one cloud of winter fhowres 
Thefe flies are coucht, : 

Tim, Come fermon me no further. 
No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart ; 
Unwifely not ignobly have I given. 
Why doft thou weep, canft thou the confcience lack 
To think I fhall lack Friends? Secure thy heart ; 
[f 1 would broach the Veflels of my Love, : 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 
Men and mens Fortunes could I frankly! uf, 
As I can bid thee fpeak. 

Stew. Aflurance. blefs your thoughts. 

Tim, And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are crown’d 
That I account them Bleflings, For by ‘thefe 
Shall I try Friends. You fhall perceive 
How you miftake my fortunes: 

I am wealthy in my friends, 
Within there, Flavies, Servilius ? 


Enter. three Servants. 


Ser, My Lord,..my Lord. 

Tim. 1 will difpatch you feverally, 
You to Lord Lucizs, to Lord Luculls you, tbunted with 
his Honour to days: you to: Sempronius ; commend me to 
their loves, and J am proud, fay, chat my occafions have 
found time to ufe,"emtoward a fupply of money : Jet the 
requeft be fifty Talents. 

Flam, As you have faid, my Lord. 

Stew. Lord Lucius and Lucullus 2 Humb, 

Tim, Go you, Sip; to the Senators ; 
Of whom, even to the States beft health, I have 
Deferv’d this hearing ; bid em fend o’th? inftant 
A thoufand Talents; to me, 

Stew. I have been bold 
(For that | knew it the moft general way ) 
To them to. ufe your Signet and your Name, 
But they do fhake their heads, and I amhere 
No richer in return, 

Tim. Is't true? Can’t be? 

Stew. They anfwer in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want Treafure, cannot 
Do whatthey would, are forry: You are Honourable, 
But yet they could: bave wifht, they know not, 
Something hath been amifs; a Noble Nature 
May catch a wrench; would all were well; *tis pity, 
And fo intending other ferious matters, 
After diftaftful looks, and thefe hard Fra¢tions, 
With certain half-caps, and cold moving nods, 
They froze me into filence. 

Tim, You Gods reward them: 
Prethee man, look cheerly. Thefe old Fellows 
Have their Ingratitude in them Hereditary : 
Their blood is cak’d, *tis cold, it feldom flowes, 
"Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 
And Nature, as it grows again toward earth, 
Is fafhion’d for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Go to Ventidius (prethee be not fad, 
Thou art true, and honeft ; ingenuoufly I fpeak, 
No blame belongs to thee :)* Venridius Jately 
Buri’d his Father, by whofe death he’s ftepp’d 
Into a great eftate: when he was poor, 
Imprifon’d, and in fcarcity of friends, 
| clear’d him with five Talents, Greet him from me, 

: Bid 


8 | Timon of Athens. > Be 
ae ccahe uate tet ; why 

O may difeafes only work upon’t : Da wit 
And when he’s fick to death, let not that part of Nature, | jevery 
Which my Lord paid for, be of any power, ‘to. 4 i 
To expel ficknefs, but prolong his hour, LE sie, |) | ow 
: > Ve 

gat 


Bid him fuppofe, fome good neceflity 

Touches his Friend, which craves to be remembred 
With thofe five Talents that had, giv’t thefe Fellows 
To whom ’tis inftant due. Nev’r fpeak, or think, 


That Timon’s fortunes mong his Friends can fink. ; ; 
Enter Lucius, with three Strangers, 


Stew. | would I could not think it: 
That thought is bounties Foe: ; . 7 ‘i! 
Being free it felf it thinks all others fo. [Exeunt.| Luci. Who, the Lord Timon? He is my very good} tee! 
Friend, and an honourable Gentleman. TB yet 
Flaminius waiting to fpeak with a Lord from his Mafter : 1. We know him for no lefs, though we are but tran. | 4 |when he! 
enters a Servant to him. gers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my Lord, and} © 9 4, does d 
which I hear from common rumours, now Lord Timon’s} 9 what Che 
Ser. Lhave told my Lord of you, he is coming down happy hours are done and paft, and his eftate fhrinks | ,, Rel 


from him. fort 
Luci. Fye, no, do not be ae 
Money. uf rai 
Enter Lucullus, Biciisig 
Ser. Here’s my Lord. ape 
Luc. One of Lord Timon’s men? A Gift I warrant. t ied 
Why, this hits right: I dreamt of a Silver Bafon and Ba witheb 
Ewre tonight. Flaminsus, vii i Fil 
ry refpectively welcome, Sir, rem 
bow does that Honourable, Compleat , f rol 

Gentleman of e4thens, thy very bountiful good Lord ete 
and Mafter. hla 

Flam. His health is well, Sir. i 

Luc. 1am right glad that his health is well, Sir; 
what haft thou there under thy Cloak, pretty Ff ; oy 
Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, whic i Sec 
my Lords behalf, I come to intreat your honour to fupply, PIR itt 

who having great and inftant occafion to ufe fifty Talents, ii y 

hath fent to your Lordfhip to furnifh him, nothing doubt. | 0. al 
ing, your prefent afliftance therein. : Servil. See, by good hap yondet’s my Lord, I have | Onethe 
‘Luc. La, la, la; la: Nothing doubting , fays he? Alas, | fwet to fee his honour.. My honour?d Lord. ee Ser. | 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman ’tis, if he would not keep} = Lucv. Seruilius? You are kindly met, Sir. Fate thee} 9 They h 
fo good a houfe. - Many a time and often I ha’ din’d with | well, commend me to thy honourable vertuous Lord, my | * \ 
him, and told him on’t, and come again to fapper to him | very exquifite Friend. Raa ei Pars 
on purpofe to have him fpend lefs, and yet he would em-| Servil. May it pleafe your honour, my Lord hath fent | a ” 
brace no counfel, take no warning by my coming, every a 86«C* 4o 
man hath his fault, and honefty is his. 1ha’ told him on’t, Luci. Ha! What hath he fent? Iam fo much endea It ‘sis 
but I could never get him from’e. tothat Lord; he’s ever fending: How fhall I thankh mat 
| think’{t thou ? And’ what-has he fent now ? Pe Thatth 
Enter Servant, with Wine. Servil. H’as only fent his prefent occafion now, my} “pt 
Lord; requefting your Lordfhip to fupply his ata That mi 
Ser. Pleafe your Lordfhip, here is the Wine. with fo many Talents. ‘Oo ti ki ‘ 
Luc. Flaminius, Vhave noted thee always wife. Luci. | know his Lordthip is but merry with me, a loving 
Here’s to thee. He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents. = a Thate 
Flam. Your Lordhip fpeaks your pleafure. Servil. But in the mean time he wants lefs, my Lord. | And i 

4 A 


to you. 
Flam. 1 thank you, Sir. 


Enter Servilius. ~ 


Luc. have obferved thee alwaies for a towardly | If hisoccafion were not vertuous, PE Tha p 
prompt fpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knowes | I fhould not urge it half fo faithfully. at vit m 
what belongs to reafon; and canft ufe the time well, if| Luci. Doft thou fpeak ferionfly, Servelins ? a 6 
the'time ufe thee well. Good parts in thee; get yougone,|  Servil. Upon my Soul ’tis true, Sir. Be 

-| Sirrah. Draw nearer, honeft F/aminins. Thy Lord’s aboun-| — Luct, What a wicked Beaft was 1, to disfurnifh m) Had f 
tiful Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well felf againft fuch a good time, when I might ha’ fhewa | . 
enough (although thou comeft to me) that this is no | my felf honourable? How unluckily it hapned, that!) 

| time to lend money, efpecially upon bare|Friendthip fhould purchafe the day before for a little part, and undo} \ithoh 
without fecurity. Here’s three Solidares for thee, Good | ‘a great deal of honour! Servilins, now before the Gods} | af 
Boy, wink at me, and fay.thou faw’ft me not. Fare thee | am not able to do (the more beaft I fay) 1 was fending | Dei 
well. to ufe Lord Timon my felf, thefe Gentlemen can witnels; |) — it. | 

Flam. 1s’ poflible the world fhould fo much differ, [had don’t now.) 4); a 
‘And we alive that liv’d? Fly damned bafenefs Sie i 
To him that worfhips thee. “ becaule | “ 

Luc. Ha? Now | fee thou art aFool, and fit for thy 
Matter. | [Exit Lucullus. Lea) 9 
_ Flam, May thefe add to the number that may fcald thee: ENG 
Let molten Coyn be thy damnation, lus, will : 
Thou difeafe of a Friend, and not himfelf: to him? > Te 
Has Friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heart, Servil, Yes, Sir, I fhall. Vi 
It turns in lefs than two nights? O you Gods! Luci. Vlllook you out a good turn, Servilus. pe. te 
I feel my Matters paffion. This Slave unto his honour True as you faid, Timon is fhrunk indeed pe Ne 

-|'Has my Lords meat in him: . And he that’s once deny’d will hardly fpeed. [Ext tn 
Why fhould it thrive and come to Nutriment, 1. Do you obferve this, Hoftilins ? eee 
When he is turn’d to poyfon? » 2. I, too well, 


Bi 
tht 1, Why, this is the worlds foul, 
: Wi And juft of the fame piece : Enter Vartro’s man, meeting others, All Timon’s Creditors to 
‘ Doh, Isevery flatterers fport: Whocancall him his Friend wait for his'coming our. Then enter Lucius 
M. | That dips inthe fame difh? For in my knowing and A 
i and Hortenfius, 
| | Timon has been this Lords Father, 
Stare And kept his credit with his purfe ‘ Var. man, Well met, good morrow, Titus and Hortenfius, 
we Supported his eftate, nay, Témon’s money Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 
He ‘hy | Has paid his mem their wages. He ne’er drinks, Hort. Lucins, what do we meet together ? 
Mal, But Timon’s Silver treads upon his lip; Luc, I, and I think one bufinefs do’s command us all. 
though a And yet Oh fee the monftroufnefs of Man, For mine is imioney.! °°" ~ 
ON¢ tit. | When he looks out in an ungrateful fhape : Tit. So is theirs, and ours. 
OUTS, togly | He does deny him (in refpect-of his ) nor 
at bi = | What Charitable Men afford to Beggars, Enter Philotus. 
3. Religion groans at it. 
its Het 1, For mine own part I never tafted Timon in my life,| Luci, And Sir Philotus too! 
~ | Nor came any of his bounties over me, Phi. Good day at once. 
Lovd, tty, | To mark me for-his Friend. Yet proteft, Luci. Welcome, ‘good Brother, 
td Lay ‘ For his right Noble Mind, Illuftrious vertue, What do you think the Hour ? 
realy ity And Honourable Carriage, Phi. Labouring for nine. 
a ot rst Had his neceflity made ufe of me, Luct; So much? 
| T would have put'my wealth into Donation, Phil. 1s not my Lord feen yet ? 
Wh And the beft half fhould have return’d to him, Lue. Not yet. 
wast? Ny So much I Jove his heart: But T perceive, Phil. I wonder on’t, he was wont'to fhine at feven, 
Pitta hye | Men mutt learn now with pity to difpence. Luci. 1, but the days are wax'd fhorter with him: 
head .| For policy fits above Contcience. [Exewnt. | You muft confider that a prodigal courfe 
en ci Is like the Suns, but not like his recoverable, 1 fear: 
tare en ; Enter a third Servant with Sempronius, another ’Tis deepeft Winter in Lord Yimon’s purfe, thatis: One 
yy Plt of Timon’s Friends, may reach deep enough, and yet find little, 
rig ts ; Phil. 1 am-of your fear for that. 
o me, | fi Semp. Mutt he needs trouble me in’t? Humb. Tit. Pll thew you tobferve a ftrange event ; 
lents, Bove all others ? Your Lord fends now for money ? 
He might have tried Lord Lucius, ot Lucullus, Hort. Moft true; he does? 
vias And now Ventidiusis wealthy too. Tit, And he wears Jewels now of Timon’s gift, 
Whom he redeem’d from prifon. | All thefe For which Tl wait for money. ’ 
ia | Owe their Eftates unto him, Hort. It we heatt. 
honou dla Ser. My Lord, Luci. Mark how ftrange it fhows, 
kindly ot, =| They ioe all been — and all are found bafe Mettal, | 7; — in this i pay ane than he owes: 

a they have all deny’d him. And e’en as if your Lord fhould wear rich Jewels 
_— cat How? Have they deny’d him ? And fend for sstney for ’em. F : 
pont, Has Vextidius and Lucullus deny’d him ? Hort. Ym weary of this Charge, 

| And does he fend to me? Three?) Humb. The Gods can witnefs : 

ent? [an ob It fhews but little love or judgment in him. I know my Lord hath {pent of Timon’s wealth, 
' “Hort | Muft I be his laft Refuge? His Friends (like Phyficians) | And now ingratitude makes it worfe than ftealth. 
1 is That thriv’d,givehim over. Mufti take th’Cureuponme?| Var. Yes, mine’s three thoufand Crowns: 
gion Has much difgrac’d me in’t, I’m angry at him, What’s yours ? 
pit | That might have known my place, I {ee no fenfe for’t Luci. Five thoufand mine, 
hip oli | But his occafions might have wooed me firft ; Var. *Tis much deep, and it fhould feem by th’ fum, 

wan oo For in my sae ores nhs us firft man ae ah See above mine, 
s | That e’er received gift from him. e furely his had equall?d. 
ire TH, 1) And does he think { backwardly of me now, 
mete” |) That Pil requite it laft? No: Enter Flaminius. 
0, | Soit may prove an argument of laughter 
tif). | Toth’reft, and ’mongft Lords I be thought a fool : Tit. One of Lord Timon’s men. 
ly, Id rather than the worth of thrice the fum, Luc. Flaminius? Sic, a word: Pray is my Lord ready 
rue, Si j. | Had fent to me firft, but for my minds fake to come forth ? : 
pmsl” =| Pd fach a courage to do him good. But now return, Flam. No, indeed he is not. 
wil And with their faint reply this anfwer joyn ; Tit. Weattend his Lordfhip: Pray fignifie fo much, 
lc i”) Who bates mine honour, fhall not know my Coyn. | LExit. Flam. I need not tell him that, he knows you are too 
palit Ser, Excellent: Your Lordfhip’s a goodly Villain, the | diligent. 
, gon Devil knew not what he did, when he made man Poli- 
i tick; he crofled himfelf by’t: And I cannot think, but Enter Steward in a Cloak muffled, 
i Gent in the end the villanies of man will fet him clear. How 
WA | fairly this Lord ftrives to appear foul? Takes vertuous| Lyci. Ha! Is not that his Steward muffled fo ? 
i ooh Copies to be wicked: Like thofe that under hot, ardent } He goes away ina Cloud: Call him, call him. 
i FA zeal, would fet whole Realms on fire, of fuch a nature is Tit. Do you hear, Sir ? 
the fl i” his politick love. 2. Varro. By your lieve, Sir. 
pd xf This was my Lord’s beft hope, now all are fled, Stew. What do youask of me, my Friend? . 
ee Save only the Gods, now his Friends are dead, Tit. We wait for certain money here, Sir, 
je Gee if’ | Doors that were ne’er acquainted with their Wards, Stew. If money wereas certain as your waiting, 
Abe tas | re any a bounteous year, mutt beimploy’d ’Twere fure enough. 

v Now to guard fure their Matter. Why then preferr’d you not your Sums and Bills, 
44 | And this is all a liberal courfe allows ; : i When your falfe Mafterseat of my Lords meat ? 

2 Who cannot keep his wealth, mutt keep his houfe. Then they would fmile and fawn upon his debts, 
kit ie CExit. | And take down th’intereft into their glutt’nous Maws. 
at You 
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Timon of Athens. 


Bie: 


10 


You do your felves but wrong to ftir me up, 
Let me pafs quietly’ 
Belicv’t, my Lord, and { have made an end, 
Ihave no more toreckon, heto fpend. 
Luci, 1, but thisanfwer will not ferve. 
“ew. If twill not ferve, ?ris not fo,bafe as 
For you ferve Knaves. 
1. Varro. 
ter? - ot 
2. Varro, No matter what, 
venge enough. 
no houfe to put 
buildings. 


Enter Servilius: 


Tit. Oh, here’s Seryilims, NOW, We fhall 
anfwer. 


fome other hour, I fhould derive much from’ 


comfortable temper has forfook him, he’s 


health,..and keeps his\Chamber. 


And if it be fo far. beyond his health, 
Methinks he fhould the fooner pay,his debts, 
And make a clear way to, the Gods. 

Servil. Good Gods! 

Tit. We cannot take this for-anfwer, Sir. 


Mf 
Enter Timon 42, 4 rage. 


Have I been ever free, and mult my houfe 
Be my retentive Enemy ? My cee wi 
The place which Lhave feafted, does it now 
(Like atl Mankind). fhew me an Iron heart ? 
Luci. Putin now, Titus, po isi yonot 
Tit. My Lord, here’s my Billys Yo 
Luci, Here’s mine. iCny 
1. Varro, And mine, my Lord... 
2. Varro. And ours, my Lordy: 
Philo. All our Bills, 


Girdle, 
Luci, Alas, my Lord, i .1s 
Tim, Cut out my heart in fums: 
Tit. Mine, fifty Talents. | *;, 
Tim. Tellout my Blood. 
Luci. Five thoufand Crowns, my Lord. 
Tim, Five thoufand drops pays that, 
What yours? And yours ? 
1. Varro. My Lord, . . 
2. Varro. My Lord. 
Tim, Tear me, take me, and the gods fall 


Hort Faith, I perceive our Mafters may thr 
at their money, thefe debts may well be cal 
ones, fora mad man owes’em. 


N 
Enter Timon. 


Creditors ? Devils 
Stew. My dear Lord. 
Tim, What if it thould be fo ? 
Stew. My Lord. 
Tim. Vithave it fo, My Steward ? 
Stew. Here, my Lord. 


Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius : All, 
ll once more Feaft the Rafcals. 


SI nee a a ORO mt 


How ?. What, does his cafhier’d worfhip mut- 
he’s poor, and that’s re- 


Who can fpeak broader, than he that has 
his headin ? Such may rail againft great 


Servil. lf L might befeech you, Gentlemen, 


“Timon of Athens. a 


you, 


know fome 


to repair 


t. For tak’t 


of my Soul, my Lord leans wondroufly to difcontent: His 


much out, of 


Luci, Many do keep their Chambers, are not fick,: 


\ 


Flaminius within. Servilins, belp, my Lord, my Lord. 


Tim. What, are my doors oppos’d againft my paflage? 


Pe i 


aad 


fl 


: hus 


Jott 


Tim, Knock me down with ’em, cleave me, to the 


upon you. 
Exit Timon. 
ow their caps 
’d defperate 

LExeunt. 


Tim, They have e’ne put my breath from me, the Tlaves. 


Tim, Sofitly ? Goe, bid all my Friends again, 


Stew. O my Lord, you only fpeak,from your diftracted 


foul; there’s not fo much left to furnifh outa miodetatel 
Table. 4 | 
Tim; Be it not in thy care: “al 


Go | charge thee, invite them all, letinthe tide A 
Of Knaves once more : My Cook and Pll provide, Exeyy 


| 
\ 


Enter three Senators at one door, Alcibiades heel “7 
them, with Attendants, otm 


1. Sen. My Lord, you have my voice to’t, 
The fault’s bloody ; 
’Tis neceflary he fhould die : a 
Nothing emboldens fin fo much as Mercy. 

2. Moft true; the Law fhall bruife ’em. 

Alci, Honour, health and compaflion to the Senate, | 

1, Now, Captain. t 

Alci, 1 am an humble Suitor to your Vertues ; 
For pity isthe Vertueofthe Law, © E: 
And none but Tyrants ufe it cruelly. u. 
It pleafes Time and Fortune to lie heavy | 
Upon a Friend of mine,. who in hot bloud a 
Hath ftept into the Law :, which is paft depth i 
To thofe that (without heed) do plunge into’t, + 
He’s a man (fetting his Fate afide) of comely Vertues, | 
Nor did he foyl the fact with Cowardife. Pigg. 
And honour in him, which buyes out his fault) a 
But witha Noble Fury and Fair Spirit, .. 
Seeing his reputation touch’d to death, 
He did oppote his Foe ; . 
And with fuch fober and unnoted paffion =~ hy 
He did behoove his anger e’re "twas fpent, — at 
Asif he had but prov’d an Argument. # 


1. Sen. You undergo too ftriét a Paradox; = ie 


Striving to make an ugly deed look fair: ry | 
Your wards have took fuch pains, as they labourd | 
To bring Man-flaughter into form, and fet Quarrelling | 
Upon' the: head of Valour; which indeed = 
Is Valour mis-begot, and came into the world, 
When Seéts and Factions were newly born. ial 
He’s truly valiant, that can wifely fuffer ee 
The worft that man can breath, i 
And make his wrongs his Out-fides, a: 
To wear them like his Rayment, carelefly, ! 
And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 


rh 
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If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, bil 
What Folly ’tis to hazzard life for ill. agi 
eAlci. My Lord. ; ae 
1, Sen. You cannot make grofs fins look clear; | 
Torevenge isno Valour, but to bear. 1 Doe 
Alci. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me; | 
If I fpeak like a Captain. - . my) 
Why do fond men expofe themfelves to Battel, | 
And not endure all threats? Sleep upon’t, oy 
And let the Foes quietly cut their throats a 
Without repugnancy ? If there be Be 
Such Valour inthe bearing, what make we ca 
Abroad? Why then, Women are more valiant ee: 


That ftay at home, if bearing carry it: 
And the Afs, more Captain than the Lion 
Loaden with frons, wifer than the Judge? 
If Wifdom be in fuffering. Oh my Lords; 
As you are great, be pitifully good, . ae 
Who cannot condemn rafhnefs in cold blood? = 
To kill, I grant, is fins extreameft Guft, * 5 
But in defence, by Mercy ’tis moft juft. 
To be in Anger, is impiety : . 
But who is man, that isnot Angry ? fe 
Weigh but the Crime with this, Pt 

2. Sen. You breath in vain. Be 

Alci, In vain? : 
His fervice done at Lacedemon, and Bizantinm, 
Were a fufficient Briber for his life. 

1. What’s that ? 


> The Fellow | 


His days al 
| 1. He 
|. Alab. 
yy Loves, 
{ough 
And be 10 
Tae yd 
Andfor 1k 
Pil pawn t 
(pon hisg 
if by this 
Woy lett 
for Law i 
1, We 
‘On height 
He forfeit 
Aleib, 
My Lords 
2, Hor 
Alb. | 
3, Wh 
Abid, 


1, If 
Attend. 
And, 0 
He thal 

Aub 
That ye 
Daly it 


L kting, q 
kag hh 


ir, Ali 


tendany Hl N 


IY Voie th 


a8 Met, 
Lui’ 
Mpalon yy 


‘to our Vey. 
an, 

Cruel, 
Olieheay 
inbatbloy). 
chs pal de 
pug i 
ide) of con 
omar, 
V8 Ut hs 
i Spit, 

to deat, j 


ed palin 
tase, 
Argument, 
rick a Par, 
d look fis 
ais, asthe 
form, ani 
which inde 
me iotothe ne 
re ney a 
mil fot 
th, 

tides, 

ent, cath 
ro bis heat, 


once U8 ly 
th | That you may live 


| Only in Bone, that none may laok on you. 


efor il 


of i iit 


to beat 
se 09 


afer 


Sleeppos 
pein thas 


} He {hall be executed prefently. 


Se 
hl . : - : " oe) 
: ‘ 


eAlcib.. Why, \ fay my Lords h’ as done fair fervice, 
And flain in Fight many of your Enemies : 
How fuil of Valour did tie bear himfelf 
In the laft Conflié, and made plenteous Wounds ? 
2. He-has made too much plenty with ’em, 
He’s afworn Rioter, he has a fin 
That often drowns him, and takes his valour Prifoner. 
if there were no Foes, that were enough 
To overcome him. in that beaftly fury, 
He has been known to commit outrages, 
Andcherith Factions. ”Tis inferr’d to us, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 
1. He dyes. 
. Alcib. Hard Fate! He might have dy’d'in War. 


‘My Lords, if not for any Parts in him, 


Though his right arm might purchafe his own time, 


| And be in debt to none: yet more to move you, 


Take my deferts to his, and joyn *em both. 
And for | know, your Reverend Ages love Security, 
Pll pawn my Victories, all my Honours to you, 
Upon his good returns. ip 
If by this Crime, he owes the Law his life, 
Why let the War receive ’t in valiant Gort, 
For Law is {triét, ‘and War is nothing more. 
1.. We are for Law, he dyes, urge it no more 


| On heighth‘of onr difp!cafure : Fiiend, or Brother, 


He forfeits his own bloud, that {pills another. 
Alcib. Mutt it be fo? It muit not be: 
My Lords, Ido befeech youknow me, 
2. How? 
Alesb. Call me to your remembrances. 
3. What! 
Alcib, 1 cannotthink but your Age hath forgot me, 
It could not elfe be, I fhould prove fo bafe, 
To fue, and be deny’d fach common Grace, . 
My Wounds ake at you. 
-t, Do you dare out anger ? 
Tis few words, but fpacious in effect. 
We banifh thee for ever, 
Alcib. Banifh me, banifh yourdotage, banifh Ufury, 
That makes the Senate ugly. 
1, If aftertwo days fhine, Athens contain thee, 
Attend onr weightier Judgment. 
And, not to fwell our Spirit, 


Alcib. Now the Gods keep you old enough, 


Vm worfechan mad: I have kept back their Foes 
While they have told their Money, and let out 
| Their Coin tpon large Intereft. [my felf _ 
Rich only inlarge hurts; All thofe, for this? 
is this the Balfom that the ufuring Senate 
| Pours into Captains wounds? Ha! Banifhment / 
1} fe comes notill: I hate not to be banifhe, 
It is a Caufe worthy my Spleen and Fury, 
| That | may ftrike at Arhens. Vil cheer up 
my difcontented Troops, and lay for hearts ; 
’Tis honour with moft Lands to be at odds, 
Souldiers fhould brook as little wrongs as gods. 


Enter divers Friends at feverel Doors, 


| 1, The good time of day to you, Sir. 
| ° 2, Lalfo wifh it toyou: 


but try us this other day. 


in the tryal of his feveral Friends. 


ing. Si 
a | fhould think fo» He hath fent mean earneft invi- 
ting, which many my near occafions did urge'me to put 


Timon of Athens,  - 


Exeunt, 


Exit. 


[ think this honourable Lord did 


~ 1, Uponthat were my. thoughts tiring when we encoun 
tred. [hope it is not fo low with him as he made it feem 


4, Itfhould notbe, by the perfwafion of his new Featft- 


il 


off: but he hath conjur’d me-beyond them, and I muft 
needs appear. 

2. In like manner was Lin debt to my importunate bu- 
finefs; but he would not hear my excufe. I am fOrry, 
when he fént to borrow of me, that my Provifion was 
out. : 

1. Tam fick of that grief too, as Lunderftand how all 
things go. 

2 Fvery man here’s fo: What would he have borrow- 
ed of you ? 

1. Athoufand Pieces, 

2. ‘A thoufand Picces ! 

1, What of you? 

2, He fent tome, Sir—— Here he comes, 


Enter Timon and Attendants. 


Tim. With all my heart, Gentlemen both; and how 
fare you ? 

1, Ever at the beft, hearing well of your Lordhhip, 

2. The Swallow follows not Summer more willingly, 
Than we your Lordfhip. 

Tim, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, fuch Summer- 
Birds are men. Gentlemen, our Dinner will not recom 
pence this long ftay: Feaft your ears with the Muiick a 
while : if they will fare fo harfhly o’ th’ Trumpets found : 
we fhall to’t prefently. 

i. Lhope it remains not uakindly with your Lordhhip, 
that [ return’d you an empty Meflenger. 

Tim.’ O Sir, let it not trouble you. 

z. My Noble Lord. 

Tim. Ah my good Friend, what Cheer ? 

The Banquet brought in, 

2. My moft honourable Lord, Lam e’en tick of fham:, 
that when your Lordfhip the other day fent to me, I was 
fo unfortunate a Beggar. 

Tim, Think not on’t, Sir. 

2. If you had fent but two hours before. 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance, 
Come, bring in all together. 

2. All cover?d Difhes! 

1. Royal Chear, I warrant you. 

3. Doubt not that, if Money and the Seafoncan yieldit, 

1. How do you? What’s the News? , 

3. Alcibiades is banifht : Hear you of it ? 

Both, Alcibiades banifi’d ! 

3. 7Tis fo, be fure of it. 

1. How? How? 

2. I pray you upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy Friends will you draw near ? 
* 3, Plitell you more anon, Here’s a Noble Feaft toward, 

2. Thisisthe Old man ftill. 

3. Will’t hold? Will ’t hold? 

2. Itdoeés, but time will, and fo— 

3. I do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his Stool, with that Spur as he would 
to the Lip of his Miftris: Your Diet fhall be inall places a 
like. Make not a City-Feaft ofit, to let the Meat cool, e’re 
we can agree upon the firft place, Sir, Sir. . 

The Gods require our thanks, 


You great Benefactors, fprinkle our Soctety with Thankful. 
nefs.. For your own gifts, make your felves praisd: But re 
ferve ftill'to give, left your Desties be defpifed. Lend to each 
man enough, that one need not lend to another, For were yews 
godheads to borrow of men, men would forfake the gods... Mabe’ 
the meat be beloved, more than the maathat grvesity Let no! 
Affembly of Twenty, be without a Score of Villains. If ther 
fit twelve Women at the Table, let a Dozen of them be as ther Vv 
are The reft of your Fees, O gods, the Senators of A” 
thens, together with the common leg of People, what ws amifio 
them, you gods, make futable for deftruction, For thife.m 
prefent Friends, as they are to me nothing, foi nothing bir 
them, andto nothing are they welcome. 


Lincov 
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I. 
2. 
3. I feel’t upon my Bones. 

4. One day he gives us Diamonds, next day Stones. 


Uncover Dogs, and lap. 
Some freak, What does his Lordfhip mean ? 
Some other. \ know not. : 
Tim, May you a better Feaft never behold, 
You Knot of Mouth Friends : Smoke,and lukewarm Water 
Is your perfection. 
Who ftuck and fpangled you with flatteries, 
Wahthes it off, and fprinklesin your faces ~ 
Your reeking villany. 
Mott filing, fmooth, detefted Parafites, 
Courteous Deftroyers, affable Wolves, meek Bears: 
You Fools of Fortune, Trencher-ftiends, Time-flies, 
Capand Knee Slaves, Vapours and Minute Jacks 
Of Manand Beaft, the infinite Malady 
Cruft you quite o'r. 
Soft, take thy Phyfick firft; thoutoo, and thou ; 
Stay, | will lend thee Money, borrow none. 
What! allin motion? Henceforth be no Feaft, 
Whereat a Villain’s not a welcome Gueft, 
Burn houfe, fink Athens, henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, Man, and all humanity, 


This is Timon’s laft, 


Live loath’d, and long 


What doft thou go? 


Exit. 


Enter the Senators, with other Lords. 


1. Hownow, my Lords? 

2. Know you the quality of Lord Timon’s fury? 
as 
4. 
1 


Pufh, did you fee my Cap? 
I have loft my Gown. 


. He’s but a mad Lord, and nought but humour fways 
him, 
beat it out of my Hat. 

‘Did you fee my Jewel ? 
2, 
ai 


He gave me a Jewel th’ other day, and now he has 


Did you fee my Cap? 
Here ’tis. 

Here lyes my Gown, 
Let’s make no ftay. 
Lord Timon’s mad. 


Exeunt the Senators. 


Enter Timon. 


Tim, Let me look back uponthee. Othou Wall, 
That girdles in thofe Wolves, dive in the Earth, 
And fence not erhers. 
Obedience fail in Children: Slaves and Fools 
| Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 
| And minifter in their fteads to general Filths, 
Convert o’ th’ inftant green Virginity, 
Do’t in your Parents eyes, 
Rather than render back , out with your Knives, 
And cut your Trufters throats. 
Large-handed Robbers your grave Mafters are, 
And Pill by Law. Maid, tothy Matters Bed, 
Thy Mittrefs is o’th’ Brothel. 
Pluck the lin’d Crutch from thy old limping Sire, 
With it, beat out his Brains 
Religion tothe gods, Peace, Juftice, Truth, 
Domeftick awe, Night-reft, and Neighbourhood, 
Inftruction, Manners, Mylteries, and Trades, 
Degrecs, Obfervances, Cultoms, and Laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, 
And yet confufion live: Plagues incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious Feavers, heap 
On Athens ripe for ftroke. 
Cripple our Senators, that their Limbs may halt 
As lamely as their Manners. 
Creepin the Minds and Marrows of our Youth, 
That ’gainft the Stream of Vertue they may ftrive, 
And drown themfelves in Rior. 
Sow all the Athenian bofoms, and their Crop 
Be general Leprofie : Breath infect breath, 

That their Society (as their friendfhip) may 


Matrons, turn incontinent : 


Bankrupts, hold faft, ; 


Bound Servants, fteal, 


Son of fixteen, 


Piety, and fear, 


Thou cold Sczatica, 


Luft and liberty 


Itches, Blains, 


Timon of Athens. 


ad 


Be meerly Poyfon. Nothing I'll bear from thee, 
But Nakednefs, thou deteftable Town. 
Take thou that too, with multiplying Banns ; 
Timon will to the Woods, where he fhall find 
Th’ unkindeft Beaft much kinder than Mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me you good godsall) 
Th’ Athenians both within and out that Wall; 
And grant as Timon grows, his hate may grow ud Y 
To the whole Race of Mankind, high and low. wily 


Amen. Re 


Enter Steward with two or three Servants. 


1. Here you, Malfter Steward, where’s our Mafter? 
Are we undone, caft off, nothing remaining ? Ra 
Stew. Alack, my Fellows, what fhould | fay to you? | 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, Hi 


lamas poor as you. a | 

1. Such a Houfe broke? | 
So Noble a Mafter faln, all gone, and not oe | 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the Arm, ia 
And goalong with him, ae 

2. As wedo turn our Backs ai 
From ourCompanion, thrown into his Grave, b 
So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes Re 


Slink all away, leave their falfe Vows with him 
Like empty Purfés pickt. And his poor felf } 
A dedicated Beggar to the Air, ar 
With his Difeafe, of all fhun’d poverty, a 
Walks like contemptalone. Moreof ourFellows. | 


Enter other Servants. 


Stew. Ail broken Implements of aruin’dHoule, | 
3. Yet doour hearts wear Timon’s Livery, 
That fee I by our faces: we are Fellows ftill, 
Serving alike in forrow: Leak’d is our Bark, 
And we poor Mates ftand on the dying Deck, 
Hearing the Surges threat: we muft all part 


{nto this Sea of Air. “ie 

Stew. Good Fellows all, * A 
The Jateft of my wealth i’ll fhare amongft you. 
Whereever we fhall meet, for Timon’s fake, Re 


Let’s yet be Fellows. Let’s fhake our heads, and fay, | 
As ’twere a Knellunto our MaftersFortunes, 
VVehavefeenbetterdays Leteachtakefome: | 
Nay put out all your hands: Notone word more, 
Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poor. oe 
Embrcee, and part feveral ways. | 
Oh the fierce wretchednefs that Glory brings us! 
Who would not wifh to be from wealth exempt, 
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt ? me 
VVho would be fo mock’d with Glory, ortolive | 
But ina Dream of Friendthip, . ; ria 
Tohave his Pomp, and all what {tate compounds, | 
But only painted like his varnifht friends: ate 
Poorhoneft Lord, broght low by his ‘own heart, — 
Undone by goodnefs: ftrange unufual blood, - 3 
VVhen man’s worft fin is, he does too much good. ria 
VVho then dares to be half fo kind agen? : 
For Bounty that makes gods, does {till mar men, 
My deareft Lord, bleft to be moft accurtt, 
Rich only to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes 
Are made thy chief affli€tions. Alas (kind Lord) 


He’s flung in Rage from this ungrateful Seat 
Of monftrous Friends : 


ss 


Nor has he with him to fupply his life, Box a 


Or that which can command it : 

Vl follow and enquire him out. 

Pil ever ferve his mind with my beft will, . 

Whilft I have Gold, ‘1’ll be his Steward ftill. 
Enter Timon in the Woods. 


Tim. O bleffed breeding Sun, draw from the Earth 3 ; 


Rotten humidity : below thy Sifters Orb 
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Infect the air. T'win’d Brothers of one womb, 

Whofe procreation, refidence, and birth, 

Scarce is dividant, touch them with feveral fortunes, 
The greater {corns the leffer. Not Nature 

( Towhom all fores lay Siege ) can bear great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 

Raife me this Beggar, and deny’t that Lord, 

The Senators fhall bear contempt Hereditary, 

The Beggar Native honour. 

Itis the Paftor Lords, the Brothers fides, 

The want that makes him lean: who dares ? who dares 
In purity of Manhood, ftand upright 

And fay, this man’s a Flatterer ? If one be, 

So are they all, for every grize of fortune 

Is fmooth’d by that below. The Learned pate 

Ducks tothe Golden Fool. All’s obliquy : 

There’s nothing level ia our curfed Natures 

But direct Villany. Therefore be abhorr’d, 

All Feafts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 

His femblable, yea himfelf Timon difvains, 

Deftruction phang mankind, Earth yield me Roots, 
Who feeks for better of thee, fawce his pallate 

With thy moft operant poifon. What is here ? 

Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 

No gods, I am no idle Votarift, 

Roots you clear Heavens. Thus much of this will make 
Black, white ; fowl, fair; wrong, right; 

Bafe, Noble; Old, Young ; Coward, Valiant. 

Ha you gods! why this? what this you gods? why, this 
Will lug your Priefts and Servants from your fides: 


} Pluck ftout mens Pillows from below the Heads. 


This yellow Slave : 

Will knit and break Religions, blefs th’accurft, 
Make the hoar Leprofie ador’d, place Thieves, 

And give them title, Knee, and approbation 

With Senators on the Bench? This is it 

That makes the wapen’d Widdow wed again ; 

She, whom the Spittle-Houfe, and ulcerous Sores, 
Would caft the gorge at. This Embalms and Spices 
To th’ e4pril day again. Come damn‘d Earth, 

Thou common Whore of Mankind, that puts odds 
Among the rout of Nations, I will make thee 

Do thy right Nature. earch afar off. 
Ha! a Drum? Th’ art quick, 

But yet I'll bury thee: Thou'lt go (ftrong Thicf) 
When Gouty Keepers of thee cannot ftand : 

Nay {tay thou out for earneft. 


Enter Alcibiades with Drum and Fife in warlike manner, 
and Phrinia , and Timandra, 


Alci, What art thou there? fpeak. . 
Tim, A Beaft as thouart. The Canker gnaw thy heart 
For fhewing me again the Eyes of man. 
Alci. What is thy name? is man fo hateful to thee, 
; That art thy felf a man? 
Tim. | am Mifanthropos , and hate Mankind. 
For thy part, I do wifh thou wert a Dog, 
That I might love thee fomething. 
Ailci. 1 know thee well : 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d, and ftrange. 
Tim. | know thee too, and more than that I know thee 


| I not defire to know. Follow thy Drum, 


With mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules : 
Religious Cannons, civil Laws are cruel, : 
Then what fhould War be? This fell Whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deftruction than thy Sword, 
For all her Cherubin look. 
Phrin. Thy Lips rot off. ; 
Tim. I will not kifs thee, then the rot returns 
To thine own Lips again. 
Alci. How came the Noble Timoz to this change ? 
Tim, As the Moon do’s, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew I could not, like the Moon, 


Timon of Athens. 


#3 
There were no Suns to borrow of. 
Alc, Noble Timon, what Friendfhip may I do thee ? 
Tim. None, but to maintain my opision, 
Alci, What is it Fimon ? 
Tim. Promife me Friendfhip, but perform none. 
If thou wile not promife, the Gods plague thee, for thou 
arta man: if thou doft perform, confound thee, for thou 
arta man, 
Alc:. 1 have heard in fome fort of thy Miferies. 
Tim, Thou faw’ft them when I had profperity. 
Alci, | fee them now, then wasa blefled time. 
Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of Harlots, 
Timan. \s this th’ Athenian Minion, whom the World, 
Voic’d fo regardfully ? 
Tim, Art thou Timandra ? Timandra Yes, 
Tim, Be a Whore ftill, they love thee not that fe the e, 
give them Difeafes, leaving with thee their Luft. Make 
ufe of thy falt hours , feafon the Slaves for Tubs and 
Baths , bring down Rofe-cheek’d Youth to the Fubfatt, 
and the Diet. 
Timan. Hang thee Montfter, 
Alci, Pardon him, {weet Timandra, for his Wits 
Are drown’d and loft in his Calamities, 
I have but little Gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof, doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious Band. I have heard and griev’d, 
How Curfed Athens, mindlefs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour ftates 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod upon them. 
Tm, I prethee beat thy Drum, and get thee gone, 
Alcs, | am thy Friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim. How doft thou pity him, whom thou doft trouble, 
I had rather be alone, 
Alci. Why fare thee well : 
Here is fome Gold for thee. 
Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it, 
Alci, When I have Jaid proud e4thens on a heap, 
Tim, War’ ft thou "gainft Athens ? 
Alcs. 1; Timion, and have caufe. 
Tim, The gods confound them all in thy Congueft, 
And theeafter, when thou haft conquer’d 
Alci, Why me, Timon ? 
Tim, That by killing of Villains 
Thou was’t born to conquer my Country. 
Put up thy Gold. Go on, here’s Gold, goon; 
Be as a Planetary plague, whom fove 
Will o’re fome high-vic’d City hang his poifon 
In the fick air: let not thy Sword skip one. 
Pity not honour’d Age for his white Beard, 
He isan Ufurer. Strike me the counterfeit Matron, 
[ct is her habit only, that is honeft, 
Her felf’s a Bawd. Let not the Virgins cheek 
Make foft thy trenchant Sword : for thofe Milk-Paps 
That through the Window Barn bore at mens Eyes, 
Are not within the Leaf of pity writ, 
But fet them down horrible Traitors. Spare not the Babe 
Whofe dimpled finiles from Fools exhauft their mercy ; 
Think it a Baftard , whom the Oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat fhall cut, 
And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againft Objects, 
Put Armour on thine Ears, and on thine Eyes, 
Whofe proof, nor yels of Mothers, Maids, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There’s Gold to pay thy Souldiers. 
Make large confufion : and thy fury fpent, 
Confounded be thy felf. Speak not, be gone. 
Alcs. Haft thou gold yet? Pll take the gold thou giveft 
me, not all thy Counfel, 
Tim, Doft thou, or doft thou not, Heavens Curfe upon 
thee. 
Both, Give us fome gold, good Timon, haft thou more? 
Tim. Enough to make a Whore forfwear her Trade, 
And to make Whores a Bawd. Hold up, you Sluts, 
Your Aprons Mountant, you are ‘not Othable, 
Bbb Although 
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Although | know you’l fwear, terribly fwear | Ape. This isin thee a Nature but infected, 
into {trong fhudders, and to Heavenly Agues ; A poor unmanly Melancholly fprung 
| From change of future. VVhy this Spade ? this place? 


tener in 


i 
They eve 
pou vl 


Tir immortal gods that hear you. Spare your Oaths: 

le truft to your conditions, be VVhores ftill. This Slave-like Habit, and thefe looks of Care? {yt be th 
And he whofe pious breath fecks to convert you, Thy Flatterers yet wear Silk, drink VVine, lye foft, tp fone S 
Be {trong in VVhore, allure him, burn him up. Hug their difeafed Perfumes, andhave forgot sf por RD 
Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoak, That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe VVoods, Oe tn 


By putting on the cunning of a Carper. pion bad 


And be no-Turt-Coats: yet may your pains fix months 


Be quite contrary. And Thatch Be thou a Flattcrer now, and feek to thrive Ae A 
Your poor thin Roofs, with barthens of the dead, By that which has undone thee; hindge thy Knee, Tam |, 
(Some. that were hang’d) no matter: And let his very breath whom thou’lt obferve Me. |; 
VVear them, betray with them; VVhore ftill. Blow off thy Cap: praife his‘moft vicious ftrain, do | 
Paint till’'a Horfe may mite upon your face : And call it excellent; thou waft told thus; i Were all! 
A Pox of wrinkles. Thou gav’ft thine Ears (like Tapfters, that bid welcome)’ . (id give t 

Both. VVell, more Gold, what then? To Knaves, and aliapproachers: ‘Tismoft jut “|B thacther 
Jelicw’t that we'l do any thing for Gold, That thouturn Rafcal, hadit thou wealth again, i Thus wou 


Rafcals fhould hav’t. Do not aflume my likenefs, i | My. H 


Tim. Confumptions fow 


fn hollow bones of man, ftrike their fharp fhias, Tim. VVere Llike thee, Pde throw away my fel | Tm, Fi 
And marmens {purring, Crack the Lawyers Voice, Ape. Thou haft caft away thy felf, being like thy felf ; Aye, Se 
That he may never more falfe Title plead, A Madman fo long, nowa Fool: what thinkt == ni " 
Nor found his Quillets fhrilly. Hoar the Flamen, That the bleak Air, thy boifterous Chamberlain ne ii tbe 1 
That fcold’ft againft the quality of flefh, VVill put thy Shirt. on warm? VVill thefe moilt Trees, | e \ 
And not believes himfelf, Down with Nofe, That have out-liv’d the Eagle, page thy heels :-a‘senu *T ne 1 
Down with it flat, take the Bridge quite away And skip when thou point’ft our? VVill the cold Brook | Tel the 
Of him, that his particular to forefee (bald | Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning tafte Siyee ye 
Smells from the general weal. Make curl’d pate Ruffians } To cure thy o’re-nights furfeit ? Call the Creatures, | . sh 
And let the unfcarr’d Braggarts of the Wat VVhofe naked Natures live in.all the fpight : Ee here 
Derive fome pain fiom you. Plague all, Of wreekful Heaven, whofe bare unhoufed Trunks, l Ape 
That you activity may defeat and quell To the conflicting Elements expos’d “i 

Anfwer meer Nature: bid them flatter thee, Where fe 


The fource of all Erection. There’s more Gold. 2: 
Do you damn others, and leg this damn you, 


O thou fhalt find. 


Ape, \ 


And Ditches grave you all. Tim. A Fool of thee: depart. leatit 
Rorb More counfel with more Money, bounteous) Ape, | love thee better now than ere I did. Tin 
Timez. Tim. hate thee worfe. i ‘Ae ' 
tim. More Whore, more mifchieffirft, I haye given) Ape. VVhy? = . 
you earnett. tiger ae ee Tim. Thou flatter’ft mifery. ah oe 
Alci, Strike up the Drum towards Athens, farewel | cfpe. | flatter not, but fay thou art a Caytiff. oh iad 
Timon + if Uthrive well, PU vifit thee again. Tim. VVhby doftthoufeek me out? — RR land th 
Tim. \f Lhope well; Fil never fee thee more. | Ape. To vex thee. teal lny: : 
Alci, 1 never did thee harm. — £ _ Tim. Alwaysa Villains Office, ora Fools. ee Wee 
Tim. Yes, thou fpok’ft well of me, Dott pleafe thy felf in?t? ey Tim 
elci, Call’ft thou that liatm.? | Ape. I.  . ny 
Tim, Men daily find it. Get thee away, Tim, VVhat, a Knave too ? ie if 
And take thy Beagles with thee. od Ape. If thou didft put this fowre cold habiton | oe 
Alci. We but offetid him, ftrike. [Exeunt.| To caftigate thy pride, *twere well: but thou me Oh heh, 
Tim, That Navére being fick of mans tnkindnefs’ | Doft it enforcedly: Thou’dft Courtier be again = Win 
Should yet be-hungry = Common Mother, thou V Vert thou not Beggar : willing mifery ~ se Tih 
Whofe Womb unnieafutdble, ‘and infinite breaft Out-lives: incertain pomp, is crown’d before: E thon e 
Teems and feeds all ‘whofe felf fame. mettle The one is filling ftill, never compleat : — & 
Whereof thy proud Child’ (arrogant man) is puft, The other, at high wifh: belt ftate Contentlefs, — a Th. 
‘Engenders the black Toad, and Adder blew, Hath a diftraéted and moft wretched being, TB ido 
|The gilded Newt, _and fyelefs venom’d Worm, VVorfe than the worit, contents | Na 
; With all th’ abhgited fats below Crifp Heaven, Thou fhouldft defire to die, being miferable. e - a 
| Whereon Hyperions quickning fire doth fhine : Tim. Not by his breath, that 1s more miferable, a Tin 
| Yield'him, who allche humane Sons.do hate, Thou art aSlave, whom Fortunes tender arm | temfe 
From forth thy pene boforn, ‘one poor root VVith favour never clafpt : but bred a Dog. 4; Tile F anys 
jEnfear thy Fertil . ajid, Conceptions Womb, Hadft’ thou like us from our firft {wath proceeded,  ) I 4 
/Letit'no more bring out in tateful mai. The fweet degrees that this brief VVorld affords, || Tin 
‘Go great_with Tygets, Dragons, Wolves, and Bears, | To fuch as may the paitive drugs of it \ Of mer 
'Teem with new Monfters, whom thy upward face Freely command?’ft; thou wouldft have plung’d thy felt | 4 
| Hath tothe Marbled Manfion all above In general Riot, melted down thy youth. | a rf 
Never prefented. OQ, a Root, ear thanks : lin different beds of Luft, and never learn’d vee thee 
Dry'op thy Marfows,. Vines, and Plough-torn Leas, | The Icy precepts of refpect,, but followed oe) i 
Whereof. ingrateful'man with Liquors draughts | The Sngared Game before thee, But my. felf fia tt th 
And Morfels Unct ce aa pure'mind, ! VVho had the world as my Confectionary, Re te 
‘ That from it all confideration flips -—— The months, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of med, | aif th 
| fovis post blosm! sexi L. S34u At duty more thant could frame employments : Sf] Glad 
: Enter Apemantus, That numberlefs upon thee ftuck,. as leaves thoy 
fc St pagel dpa. gi? Hob 10 ¢ Do onthe Oak, have with one Winters brufh iid 
|More man ? Plague, ‘Plague. ; Fell from their boughs, and left me open bare, thoy 
_. Ape, J.was.dire¢ted-hither, Men repott, For every ftorm that blows. 1 to bear this. ie itd 
Thou doft affect iy Manner sand doft ufe them. That never.knew but better, is fome burthen. «3s | |, 
| Tim, "Tis then,’ becaule thon doft not keep a Dog Thy Nature did commence in fafferance, Time toy 
;VVhont'l would imitate, Confumption catch thees. Hath made thee hard in’t, Why fhouldit thou be Ten 
e : ; Uf 
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They never flatter’d thee. What haft thou given ? 
if thou wilt Curfe : thy Father (that poor rag) 


_ | Moft be thy Subject ; who in fpight put ftufi 


To fome She-Begger, and compounded thee 
Poor Rogue, hereditary. Hence be gone, 

if thou hadft not been born the worft of men, 
Thou had{t been a Knave and Flatterer. 

Ape. Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim, |, that lam not thee, 

Ape. 1, that I was no Prodigal, 

Tim, 1, that | am one now. 

Were all the wealth I have fhut up in thee, 
I'ld give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone: 
That the whole life of Athens were inthis, 

Thus would [ eat it. 

Ape. Here, | will mend thy Feaft, 

Tim. Firft mend thy Company, take away thy felf. 

Ape. So I fhall mend mine own, by th’lack of thine. 

Tim. Tis not well mended fo, it is but botcht 5 
1 1f not, I would it were. 

Ape. What wouldft thou have to Arhens ? 

Tim. Thee thither ina Whirlwind: if thou wilt, 

Tell them there I have Gold, look, fo I have. 

Ape, Here isnoufe for Gold. 

‘ Tim, The beft, and trueft : 
For here it fleeps,. and do’s no hired harm. 

Ape. Where ly’fta nights, Timon ? 

Tim. Under that’s above me. 

Where feed’ft thou a daies, Apemantus ? 

Ape. Where my ftomach finds meat, or rather where 
I eat it. 

Tim. Would poifon were obedient, and knew my mind. 

Ape, Where. wouldft thou fend it ? 

Tim, To fawce thy Dithes. 

Ape. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft, but 
the extremity of both ends. When thou watt in thy Gilt, 
and thy Perfume, they mockt thee, for too much curio- 
fity: in thy Rags thou knoweft none, but art defpis’d for 
the contrary. There’s a Medler for thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not. 

Ape. Doft hatea Medler ? 

Tim, 1, though it look like thee. 

e“pe. Aud th’hadft hated Medlers fooner,thou fhould’ft 
have loved thy felf better now. What man did’ft thou ever 
know unthrift, that was beloved after his means? 

Tim. Who without thofe means thou talk’ft of, didft 
thou ever know belov’d ? 

Ape. My felf. 

Tim \underftand thee, thou hadft fome means to keep 
a Dog. 

) ie. What things in the World canft thou neareft com. 

pare to thy Flatterers? ; 

Tim, Women neareft, but men: men are the things 
themfelves.. What wouldft thou do with the World Ape- 
mantus, if it lay in thy power? 

Ape. Give it the Beafts, to be rid of the men, 

Tim. Wouldft thou have thy felf fall in the confufion 
of men, and remain a Beaft with the Beafts. 

Ape. | Timon. ; 

Tim. A beaftly ambition, which the Gods grant 
thee t’attain to. If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee: if thou wert the Lamb, the Fox would 
eat thee: if thou wert the Fox, the Lyon would fufpect 
| thee, when peradventure thou wert accus’d by the Affe : 
If thou wert the Affe, thy dulnefs would torment thee: 
and {till thou liv’dft but as a Breakfaft to the Wolf. If 
thou wert the Wolf, thy greedinefs would afflict thee, 
and oft thou fhouldft hazard thy life for thy Dinner. Wert 
thou the Unicorn, pride and wrath would confoand thee, 
| and make thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury. Wert 
| thou a Bear, thou wouldft be. kill’d by the Horfe: wert 
| thou a Horfe, thou wouldft be feiz’d by the Leopard : 
wert thou a Leopard, thou wert German to the Lion, and 
the fpots of thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy life. All 
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thy fafety were remotion, and thy defence abfence. What 
Beaft could{t thou be, that were not fubject to a Beaft : 
and what a Beaft art thou already, that feeft not thy lofs 
in transformation. 

Ape. If thou couldft pleafe me 
With {peaking to methou might’ ft 
Have hit upon it here. 
The Commonwealth of Arhens is become 
A Foreft of Beafts. 
Tim. How has the’ Afs broke the Wall, that thou art 
out of, the City, 
Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter : 
The Plague of Company light upon ‘thee : 
I will fear to catch it, and give way. 
When | know not what elfe to do, 
lle fee thee again, * 
Tim. VWhen there is nothing living but thee, © 
Thou fhalt be welcome, 
[had rather be a Beggars Dog 
Than Apemantus, 
Ape. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fools alive. 
Tim, VVould thou wert clean enough 
To fpit upon. 
Ape. A Plague on thee, 
Thou art too bad to Curfe. 
Tim, All Villains 
That do ftand by thee, are pure. 
Ape. There is no Leprofie, 
But what thou fpeak’ft. 
Tim. ‘lf I name thee, Ill beat thee; 
But I fhould infect my hands. 
Ape. 1 would my tongue 
Could rot them off. 
Tim. Away thou iflue of a mangy Dog. 
Choler does kill me, 
That thou art alive, 1 {wound to fee thee. 
Ape: VVould thou'would’ft burlt. 
Tim. Away thow tedious Rogue, I am forry I fhall lofe 
a {tone by thee. 
Ape. Beaft, 
Tim. Slave. 
Ape. Toad, 
Tim.: Rogue, Rogue, Rogue. 
I am fick of this falfe VVorld, and will love nought 
But even the meef neceflities upon’t : 
Then Timon prefently prepare thy Grave ; 
Lye where the light-Foam of the Sea may beat 
Thy Grave-ftone daily, make thine Epitaph, 
That Death in me,’ at others lives may laugh. 
O thou fweet King-Killer, and dear divorce 
Twixt natural Son and Fire; thou bright defiler 
Of Hymens pureft Bed, thou valiant «ars, 
Thouever, young, frefh, loved, and delicate wooer, 
VVhofe bluth doth thawe the confecrated Snow 
That lies on Dians Lap. 
Thou vifible God, 
That fouldreft clofe Impoflibilities. 
And mak’ft them kifs, that fpeak’ft with every Tongue 
To every purpofe,; Othou touch of hearts, 
Think thy flave-man Rebels, and by thy vertue 
Set them into confounding odds, that Beafts 
May have the VVorld-in Empire. 
Ape. VVould ’twere fo, 
But not till | am dead,» Ile fay th’haft Gold; 
Thou wilt be throng’d too fhortly, 
Tim, .Throng’d too? 
Ape. i. 
Tim, Thy back I prythee, 
Ape. Live, and love thy mifery. 
Tim. Long live fo, and fo die. I am quit. 
Ape. Mo things likemen ; y 
Eat, Timon, and abhor then, [ Exit, Apeman. 
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Enter the Banditti. 


1, Where fhould he have this Gold ? It is fome poor 
“Fragment, fome flender Ort of hisemainder: the meer 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friends, drove 
him into this Melancholy. 

2, Itis nois’d 
He hath a Mafs of Treafure, 

3. Let us make the aflay upon him, if he care not for’t, 
he will fupply us eafily: if he covetoufly referve it, how 
fhall’s get it ? 6 29K] 

2, True: for he bearsit not.about him : 

Tis hid. 

i. Is not this he ? 

All, Where? 

2. ’Tis his defcription. 

3. He? ‘I know Kim. 

cAll. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim, Now Thieves. 

All. Souldiers, not Thieves. 

Tim. Both too, and Womens Sons, 

All. We are not Thieves, but.men 
That much do want. 

Tim. Your greateft want is, you,want much of meat: 
Why fhould you want? Behold, the Earth hath Roots : 
Within this Mile break forth an hundred Springs: 

The Oaks bear Maft, the Briers Searlet Hips, 

The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on-each,Bulh, 
Lays her full Mefs before you. Want ?_why want? . 
1. We cannot live,on, Grafs; on,Berries, Water, 

As Beafts, and Birds, and Fifhes, 

Tim. Nor on the Beafts themfelves, the Birds and Fifhes, 
You muft eat men, Yet thanks | multyou.con, 

That you are Thieves.profeft ;, that, you. work not 
In holier fhapes : for there is boundlefs. theft 
{n limited profeflions.. Rafcal Thieves, 

Here’s Gold. Go, fuck, the fubtle blood o’th Grape, 
Till the high Feayer feeth, your Bloud, to Froth, 

And fo fcape hanging. Truft not the Phyfician, 

His Antidotes are poyfon, and he flayes 

Morethan you Rob: Take wealth, and live together 
Do Villain do, fince you proteft to do’t. 
Like Workmen, Ile Example you with Thievery : 
‘The Sun’s a Thief; and with his great attraction 
Robs the vaft Sea. The Moon’s an Arrant Thief, 
And her pale fire fhe fnatches from the Sun. 

The Sea’s a-Thief, whofe liquid Surge: refolves 

The Moon into Salt tears, The Earth’s a Thief, 
That feeds and breeds. by a compofture ftoln 

From gen’ral.Excrement,: Each thing’sa Thief. 
The Laws, your curb and, whip, in their rough power 
Ha’s uncheck’d theft, Love not your felves, away, 
Rob one another, there’s more Gold, Cut-Throats ; 
All that you meet are Thieves: to «4thens go, 

Break open Shops, nothing can you fteal 

But Thieves do lofe it: fteal Jefs, for this I give you, 
And Gold confound you howfoere::e-4men. 

3. Has almoft charm’d me from my Profeflion, by per- 
{wading me to it... ,, ‘ 

1. Tisinthe malieg of mankind, that,he, thus advifes us 
not to have us thrive in our myftery. 

2. Ile believe him as an Enemy, , 

_ And give over my Trade. ) 
ot. Let us firlt {ee peace in Arhens there is no'time fo mi- 
ferable but a man may be true, LExeunt Thieves. 


Enter the Steward to Timon. 
Stew. Oh you Gods! fbi 
_ } ls yond defpis’d and ruinous man my Lord’? 
|Full of decay and failing? Oh Monument 
| And wonder.of good deeds, evilly:beftow’d! 


¢ 


What an alteration of honour has defp’rate want made ? | 


What vilder thing upon the Earth, than Friends, 


Who can bring Nobleft minds to bafeft ends, 
How rarely does it meet with this times guife, 
When man was witht to love his Enemies: 
Grant I may ever love, and rather woo 


Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe thatdo, 
H’as caught me in his Eye, 1 willprefent my honet grief 
Unto him; and as my Lord,, ftill ferve him with m 


My deareft Matter. 
Tim, Away: what art-thou ? : 
Stew. Have you forgot me, Sir? 


Tim. Why doft ask that?, I have forgot all men, whl 


Then if thou grunt*{t,th? art a man, 

I have forgot thee. 
Stew. An honeft poor Servant of yours, 
Tim, Then I know thee not ; 

I nev’r had honeft man about me, J, all 


I kept were Knaves, to ferve in meat to Villains, 


Stew. The Gods are witnefs, 
Never did poor Steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone Lord, than mine Eyes for you, 
Tim, What doft thou weep ? 
Come nearer, then I love thee 
Becaufe thou arta Woman, and difclaim’ft 
Flinty Mankind: whofe Eyes do never give, 


But through Luft and Laughter: pitie’s fleeping: 
Strange times that weep with laughing, not with wee 

Stew. I beg of you to know me, good my Lord 
T? accept my grief, and whilft this poor wealth la 


To entertain me -as your Steward ftill, 

Tim, Had I a Steward 1 
So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable? 
It almoft turns my dangerous Nature wild,. 
Let me behold thy face: Surely, this man 
Was born of Woman. 
Forgive my genezal, and exceptlefs rafhnefs 
You perpetual fober Gods, I do proclaim 
One honeft man: Miftake me not, but one: 
No more I pray, and he’sa Steward. 
How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
And thou redeem’ft thy felf: But all fave thee, 
I fell with Curfes. 
Me thinks thou art more honeft now than wife: 
For, by opprefling and betraying me, 
Thou might’ft have fooner got another Service: 
For many fo arrive at fecond Matters, 
Upon their firft Lords neck. But tell me true, 
(For I muft ever doubt, though ne?re fo fare) 
Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous, 


(f not a Ufuring kindnefs, and as rich men deal Gifts, | 


Expecting in return twenty for one ? 


Stew. No, my moft worthy Mafter, in whofe breft BE 


Doubt and fufpect (alas) are plac’d too late: 


‘You fhould have fear’d falfe times, when you did Fealt | 


Sufpect {till comes where an eftate is leaft. 


That which I fhew, Heaven knows, is meerly Love, : 


Duty, and Zeal, to your unmatched mind, * 
Care of your Food and Living, and believe it, 
My moft honour’d Lord, 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Either in hope, or prefent, I’de-exchange 


For this one wifh, that you had power and wealth 


To requite me, by making rich your felf, 


Tim. Look thee’tis fo: thou fingly honeft man, 


Here take: the Gods out of my mifery, 


Ha’s fent thee treafure. Go, live rich and happy. 
But thus condition’d : Thou fhalt build from men: 


Hate all, Curfe all, thew Charity to none, 
But let the famifht flefh flide from the bone, 
Ere thqu relieve the Beggar. Give to Dogs 


What thou denyeft tomen. Let Prifons fwallow "em ie 
Debts wither ’m to nothing, be men like blafted 


And may Difeafes lick up their falfe blouds, 
And fo farewel, and thrive. tf 
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"Stew. O let me ftay and comfort you my Matter : 
Tim, If thou hat’{t Curfes, 

Stay not: fice, whil’ft thou art bleft and free: 

Ne’re fee thou man, and let mene’refeethee,  [Exit, 

Enter Poet and Painter. 


- Pain, As [took note of the place, it cannot be far 
Where he abides. 
Poet, What's to be thought of him ? 
Does the Rumour hold for true, 
That he’s fo full of Gold ? 
Pain, Certain, 
Alcibiades reports it: Phrinia and Timandra 
Had Gold of him, he likewife enrich’d 
Poor ftragling Souldiers, with great quantity. 
Tis faid, he gave unto his Steward 
A mighty Summ. 
Poet. Then this breaking of his, 
Has been but a try for his Friends, 
Pain, Nothing elle: 
You fhall fee him a Palm in Athens again, 
And flourifh with the higheft : 
Therefore, ’tis not amifs, we tender our loves 
To him, in this fuppos’d diftrefs of his : 
It will fhew honeftly in us, 
And is very likely to load our purpofes 
With what they travail for, 
If it be a juft and true report, that goes 
Of his having. 
Poet.. What have you now 
To prefent unto him ?. — 
Painter. Nothing at this time 
But my Vifitation : only I will promife him 
An excellent Piece, 
Poet. 1 muft ferve him fo too; 
Tell him of an intent that’s coming toward him. 
Painter. Good as the beft, 
Promifing is the very Air o’th’ Time; 
[t opens the Eyes of Expectation. 
Performance is ever the duller for his a¢t, 
And but in the plainer and fimpler kind of people; 
The deed of Saying is quite out of ufe. 
To promife, is moft Courtly and fathionable ; 
Performance is.a kind of Will or Teftament, 
Which argues a great ficknefs in his judgment 
That makes it, 


Enter Timon from bis Cave, 


Timon. Excellent Workman, 
Thou canft not paint a man fo bad @ 
As is thy felf. 
Poet, 1 am thinking 
What I fhall fay | have provided for him: 
It muft be» perfonating of himfelf: 
A Satyre againft the foftnefs of Profperity, 
With a Difcovery of the infinite Flatterics 
That follow youth and opulency. 
Timon. Mutt thou needs 
Stand for a Villain in thine own Work ? 
Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men ? 
Do fo, 1 have Gold for thee. 
Poet. Nay let’s feck him. 
Then do we fin again{t our own eftate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 
Painter, Truc: 
When the day ferves before black corner’d night ; 
Find what thou want’ft, by free and offer’d light, 
Come. ; 
Tim, Ile meet you at the turn: 
What a God’s Gold, that he is worfhipt 
In a bafer Temple, than where Swine feed? 
’Tis thov that rigg’ft the Bark, and plow’ft the Forme, 


Timon of, Athens. 
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Setleft admired reverence in a Slave, 
To thee be worthip’t, and thy Saints for aye: 
Be crown'd with Plagues, that thee alone obey. 
Fit] meet them; 
Poet. Hail, worthy Timon: 
Pain. Our late Noble Matter. 
Timon, Have | once liv’d 
To fee two honeft men ? 
Poet. Sir: 
Having often of your open Bounty talted, 
Hearing you were retir’d, your Friends faln off, 
Whofe thanklefs Natures (O abhorred Spirits ) 
Not all the Whips of Heaven are large enough; 
What, to you, 
Whole Star-like Noblenefs gave life and influence 
Te their whole being ? 1am rapt, and cannot covet 
Tke monftrous bulk of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of words. 

Timon. Let it go, 
Naked men may fee’t the better: 
You that are honeft, by being what you are; 
Make them beft feen, ‘and known. 

Pain. He, and my felf 
Have travel’d in the great fhowre of your gifts; 
And {weetly felt it. 

Timon. 1, you are honeft men, 

Paint, We are hither come 
To offer you our fervicei 

Timon, Moft honeft men : 

Why how fhall i requite you ? 
Can you eat Roots, and drink cold Water, no ? 

Both. What wecando, 

Wee’l do, to do you fervice. 
Tim, Y?are honeftmen, 
Yhaye heard that I have Gold, 
lam fure you have;°fpeak truth, y’are honeft men. 

Pain. So it is faidjmy Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor I. 

Tim, Good honeft man: thou draw’ft a counterfeit 
Beft in all Athens, tha’rt indeed the beft, 

Thou counterfeit’ft moft lively. 

Pain. So, fo; my Lord. 

Tim, E’ne fo, Sir, as I fay. And for thy fiction, 
Why thy Verfe fwells with ituff fo fine and fmooth, 
That thou art even Natural in thine Art, 
But for all this (my honeft Natur’d Friends) 

I muft needs fay youlhave a little fault, 
Marry ’tis not monftrous in you, neither witht 
You take much pains’to mend« 

Both, Befeech your’ Honour 
To make it known to us. 

Tim, You'l take it ill. 

Both. Mott thankfully, my Lord. 

Tim. Will you indeed ? 

Both, Doubt it not, worthy Lord. 

Tim. There’s never aone of you but trufts.a Knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both, Do we,my Lord? 

Tim. I, and you hear him cogge, 

See him. diflemble, 

Know his grofs patchery, love him, feed him, 
Keepin your bofom; ‘yet remain affur?d 

That he’s a made-up Villain. 

Pain. | know none fuch, my Lord, 

Poet, Nor I. 

Tim. Look you, ; 

I love you well, ile.give you Gold, 
Rid me thefe Villains from your Companies ; 
Hang them, or ftabthem, drown them in draught, 
Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me, 
Ile give you Gold enough 
Both, Name them, my Lord, Jet’s know them, 
Tim, Youthat way, and youthis : 
But two in Company : 


Bbb 3 Each 


it 8 
Each man apart, all fingle and alone, 

Yet anarch Villain keeps him company : 

if where thon art, two villains fhall not be, 


Come not near him, If thou would’ft not recide 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. 


You have work for me; there’s payment, thence, 
You are an Alchymift, make Gold of that: 
| Out Rafcal Dogs. 


Enter Steward, and two Senators, 


Stew. It is in vain that you would {peak with Timor : 
For he is fet fo onely to himtelf, 
That nothing but himfelf, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his Cave. 
It isour part and promife to th’ ¢4tbenians 
To fpeak with Timon. 

2 Sen, At all times alike 
Men are not ftillthe fame: twas Time and Griefs 
That fram’d him thus, . Time with his fairer hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him: bring us to him 
And chance it as it may. 

Stew. Here is his Cave : 
Peace and content be here, Timon, Timon, 
Look out, and fpeak to Friends: Th’ Athenians 
By two of their moft reverend Senate greet thee : 
Speak tothem, Noble Timon. 


Enter Timon out of bis Cave. 


Tim. Thou Sun that comfort burn, 
Speak and be hang’d : : 
For each-true word,.a blifter, andieach falfe ai 
Be as a Catherizing toithe root.o’th:tongue. 
Confuming it with fpeaking... ° 

tWortny Temon. 

Tim. Of none but fuch as you, 


1. The Senators of Arhens greet. thee, Timor. 

Tim, \ thank them. « * Le 
And would fend then? back the plague, 
Could f but catch it for them : 

1. O forget Bim 
What we are forry for our felves,in thee: 
The Senators, with one confent of Jove, 
Intreat thee back to Athens, who have thought 
On fpecial Dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy beit ufe and wearing. 

2. They confefs 
Toward thee, forgetfulnefs too general grofs ; 
Which now the publick Body, which doth feldom, 
Play the Re-canter, feeling init felf 
A lack-of Tirsons aid, ‘hath fince withal | ©» 

Of it own fall, reftraining aid to,Famon, 

And fend forth us to make their forrowed render, 
Together, with arecompence more fanitful 

Than their offence can weigh down by the Dram, 

] even fuch heaps and fums of Love and Wealth, 
As fhall to thee blot out;: what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee, the Figures.of their Love, 

Ever toread them thine. ~ Lon gad 

Tim. You witch me in it ? I : 

Surprize me to the very brink of tearss 

Lend me a Fools heart, and a Womans Eyes, 

And ile beweep thefe comforts, worthy Senators. 
1. Therefore fo:pleafe thee to return with us, 

And of our Athens, thine and ours to take 

The Captainhhip, thou fhalt be met: with thanks, 


Live with authority : fo foon we fhall drive back 
Of Alcibiades h’approaches wild: yoy ao 


Timon -of Antes. 


Hence, pack, there’sGold, ye came for Gold ye Slaves : 


LExeunt. 


And you of Timon. yy 


Allowed with abfolute power,’ and thy good name. . 


eam 
Who like a Boar too favage, doth rootup 

His Countreys Peace. i 

2, And fhakes his: threatning Sword 
Againtt the Walls of Athens. - i} 1, Tho 
1, Therefore,Timon. + las fallas 
Tim, Well Sir, 1 will: therefore I will Sir thus; iad Md. | 
If Alcibiades kill my Countreymen, Bh ipeldes, 
Let e4cibiades know this of Timon, > ita 
That Timon cares not, But if he fack fair -4thens, ie Mf. | 
And take our goodly aged men by th’Beards, FB \whom t 
Giving our holy Virgins to the ftain YB Mer oor 
Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain’d War: Rind mad 
Then let him know, and tell him Témon fpeaks it, |B Nom Ale 
In pitty of ouraged, and our youth, fy | Wit Let 
I cannot chufe but tell him that I care not, | lHisFellot 
And let him tak’t at worft: For their Knivescare not, | 3 |inpat (0 

While you have throats toanfwer. For my felf, : | 
There’s not a whittle in th’unruly Camp, tt 
But I do prize it at my love, before an | 

The reverendf{t Throat in Athens. So 1 leave you 1, He 
To the protection of the profperous Gods, Pom) 3. No 

As Thieves to Keepers. | The Enen 
Stew. Stay not, all’sin vain. JB Doth ch 
Tim, Why I was writing of my Epitaph, | (Ours ist 

It will be feen to Morrow. My long ficknefs tg 

Of Health, and Living, now begins to mend, Nt E 

And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ftill, Me 

Be Alcibiabes your plague, you his, > ty 

And laft fo long enough. | Who's he 
1, We fpeak in vain. a Tima is 
Tim. But yet 1 love my Countrey, andam not = | |Some Be 

One that rejoicesin the common wrack, bE Dead fo 

As common bruit doth put it. fF Bi leannot 
1, That?s wellfpoke, © 2 [Oar Cay 
Tim. Commend me to my loving Countrey-men- Bl Anag’d 
1. Thefe words become your Lips as they pafsthorow} 9 |Belore, 

them. Whole 
2, And enter into our Ears, like great Triumphers | 

In their applauding Gates. Se Th 
Tim. Commend me to them, ia 

And tell them, that to eafe them of their griefs, 

Their fears of Hoftile ftrokes, their Aches,lofles, Ak 

Their pangs of Love, with other incident throes Our ter 

That Natures fragile Veflel doth faftain Lice 

In lifes uncertain Voyage, I will fome kindnefs do them} 4) 

Ile teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades wrath. — me uh 
‘1. [like this well, he will return again. ee Witha 
Tim, [have a Tree which grows herein myClof, | —jliefe 

That mine own ufe invites me to cut down, fa lAstep, 

And fhortly muft | fell it, Tell my Friends, Hae w 

Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, ! » a 

From high to low throughout, that whofo pleae’ = | ten 

To ftop Affliction, let him take his hafte; ae ies ( 

Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, °° | lft 

And hang himfelf. I pray youdomy greeting. | Mtl 

_ Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you ftill hea With § 

Find him. |) RE: 
Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Athens, ee When 

Timon hath made his Everlafting Manfion © JU ikethy 

Upon the Beached Verge of the falt Flood, ° |W Meky 

Which once a day with his emboffed Froth nie 

The turbulent Surge fhall cover; thither come, — ey is Aboye 

And let my Grave-ftone be your Oracle: Bi I aaa ‘Z 2 § 

Lips, let four words go by, and Language end SL allan 

What is amifs, Plague and Infeétion mend. ©) | Oy ho 

Graves onely be mens works, and Death their gam; | New 

Sun, hide thy beams, Timon hath done his Reigh > its 

gees Cea Tih) 

Se His difcontents are unremoveably coupled to 4 ie re 

a sue Wh 
| _ 2. Our hope in him is dead: let us retin’ oid ght a lat 
| And ftrain what other means is left eos nid} sai thy 
‘| In our dear peril. aT TNO oes 


1. It requires {wift foot. aed ’ 
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Timon of Athers: 


Enter two other Senators, with a Meffenger. 


1. Thou haft painfully difcover’d: are his Files 
As full as thy report ? 
Mef. \ have fpoke the Faft, 
Befides, his expedition promifés prefent approach. 
2. We ftand much/hazard, if they bring not Timon, 
Mef. | met a Curriery one mine ancient Friend, 
Whom though in general part we were oppos’d, 
Yet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us {peak like Friends. This man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timons Cave, 
With Letters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowfhip i’ch’caufe againft your Gity, 
In part for his fake mov’d. 


Enter the other Senators, 


1, Here come our Brothers. 

3. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect, 
The Enemies Drum is heard and fearful fcouring 
Doth choak the air with Dult: In, and prepare, 
Ours is the fall I fear, our Foes the Snare. [ Exeunt. 


Enter a Souldiet in the Woods feeking Timon. 


Sol, By all defcription this fhould be the place, 
Who’s here ? Speak ho. No anfwer ? What is this ? 
Timon is dead, who hath out-ftretcht his fpan, 

Some Beaft read this; There do’s not live a Man. 

Dead fure, and this his Grave, what’s on this Tomb? 
] cannot read : the Character ile take with Wax, 
Our Captain hath in every figure skill, 

Anag’d interpreter, though young in days: 
Before proud Athens he’s fet down by this, 
Whofe fall the mark of his ambition is. 


Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with his Powers 
before Athens. 


Alc. Sound to this Coward and lafcivions Town, 
Our terrible approach, 
Sounds a parley. 
The Senators appear upon the Walls, 
Till now you have gone on, and fill’d the time 
With all Licentious meafure, making your wills 
The fcope of Juftice.. Till now my felf and fuch 
As flept within the fhadow of your power 
Have wander’d with our traverft Arms, and breath’d 
Our fufferance vainly. Now the time is flufh, 
When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftrong 
Cries (of it felf) no more: Now breathlefs wrong, 
Shall ficand pant in your great Chairs of cafe, 
And purfy Infolence fhall break his wind 


With fear and horrid flight. 


1, Sen. Noble and: young ; 
When thy firft griefs were but a meer conceit, 
Ere thou had{t power, or we had caufe to fear, 
We fent tothee, to give thy rages Balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitude, with Loves 
Above their quantity. 

2. Sodid we wooe 
Transformed Timon to our Cities love 
By humble Meffage, and by promis’d means: 
We were not all unkind, nor all deferve 
The common ftroke of War. 
' 1, Thefe Walls of ours 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv’d your grief: Nor are they fuch, 
That thefe great Towres, Trophees,andSchools fhould fall 
For private faults in them, ° 


‘Than hew to’c with thy Sword. 


[éxit. | 


2. Nor are they living ; 
Who were the motives that you firft went aut, 
Shame (that they wanted cunning in excefs) 
Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lord, 
Into our City with thy Banners {pred, 

By decimation and a tfthed death ; 
If thy Revenges hunger for that Food 
Which Nature loaths,.take thou the@eftin’d tenth; 
And by the hazard of the {potted die, 
Let die the {potted, 

1. All have not offended : 
For thofe that-were, it is not {quare to take, 
On thofe that are, Revenge: Crimes, like Landg 
Are not inherited, then dear Countryman,.. 
Bring in thy fanks, but leave without thy tage; 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thofe Kin 
Which in che blufter of thy wrath mutt fall 
With thofe that have offended, like a Shepherd, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th’ infeéted forth, 
But kill not all together. 

2,.What thou wilt, 
Thou rather fhale enforce it with thy fmile, 


1. Set but thy foot 
Againft our rampyr’d Gates, and they fhall ope : 
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before, 
To fay thoul’t enter Friendly, 

2. Throw thy Glove, 
Or any token of thine honour elfe, 
That thou wilt ufe the Wars as thy redrefs, 
And not as our Confufion: All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our Town till we 
Have feal’d thy full defire. 

eAlc, Then there’s my Glove, 
Defcend and open your uncharged Ports, 
Thofe Enemies of Timons, and mine own 
Whom you your felves fhall fet out for reproof, 
Fall and ho more ; and to atone your fears 
With my more Noble meaning, not a man 
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the ftream 
Of Regular Juftice in your Cities bounds, 
But fhall be remedied by your publick Laws 
At heavielt anfwer, 

Both, ’ Tis moft Nobly fpoken. 

Alc. Defcend, and keep your words, 


Enter a Meflenger. 


eMef. My Noble General, Timon is dead, 
Entomb’d upon the very hem o’th’ Sea, 
And on his Graveftone, this Infculpture which 
With Wax I brought away : whofe foft Imprefftom 
Interprets for my poor Ignorance. 


Alcibiades reads the Epwaph. 
ere lies a wretched Coarfe, of wretched Soul bereft, 
Seek not. my name: cA Plague confume you Catiffs left : 
Here lie Timon, who all living men did hate, 
Pafs by, and curfe thy fill, but flay not here thy gate, 


Thefe well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits : 

Though thou abhorrd’ft in us our humane griefs, 
Scornd’ft our Brains flow, and thofe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Conceit 

Taught thee to make vaft 2 eprune weep for aye 

On thy low Grave: on faults forgiven. Dead 

Is Noble Timon, of whofe Memory 

Hereafter more? Bring me into your City, 

And I will ufe the Olive with my Sword: 

Make War breed Peace, make peace ftint War,make each 
Prefcribe to other, as each others Leach; 
Let our Drums ftrike. [Exeunt. 


THE 


THE 


TRAGEDY 


O 


JUE-LUS 


e Actus Primus. 


Enter Flavius, Murellus,’ and certain Commonets over 
the Stage, 


Flav. H: . home you idle Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holy-day? What, know you not 
(Being Mechanical) you ought not walk 

Upon a labouring day, without the fign 

Ot your Profeffion? Speak, what Trade art thou ? 

Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 

Mur. Whereis thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy beft.apparel on? 
You fir, what Trade are you ? 

Cob. Truly Sir, in refpect of a fine workman, 
as you would fay, a Cobler. 

Mur. But what Trade art thou? anfwer me directly. 

Gob. A Trade, Sir, that I hope 1 may ufe with a fafe 
Confcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad foals. 

Fla, What Trade thou Knave ? Thou naughty Knave, 
what Trade? ~ — 

Cob. Nay I Befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be ont Sir, I can mend you. 

Mur. What mean?it thou by that: Mend me, thou 
fawcy fellow ? 

Cob. Why Sir, Cobble you. 

Fla. Thou art a Cobler, art thou ? 

Cob. Truly Sir, all that 1 live by is with the Awl: | 
meddle with no Tradefmans matters, nor Womans mat- 
ters; but withal, lam indeed, Sir a Surgconto old Shooes, 
when they are in great danger, Irecoverthem. As, pro- 
per men as ever trod upon Neats-Leather, have gone up- 
on my handy work. ¢ 

Fla, But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day ? 

‘Why doft thou leed thefe men abont the ftreets ? 

Cob< Truly Sir, to wear out their Shooes, to get my 
felf into more work. But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day 
to fee Cafar, and to rejoyce in his Triumph. 

Murs Wherefore rejoyce ? | 
What Conqueft brings he home ? 

‘| What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels ? 
You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than fenfelefs things : 
O you hard hearts, you crue] men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 

Have you climb’d up to Walls and Battlements, 
To Towers and Windows? Yeato Chimney tops, 
Your Infantsim your Arms, and there have fate 
The live-long day with patient expectation, 

To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rome :~ 

And when yon faw his Chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an Univerfal fhout, 

That Tyber trembled underneath her banks 
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To hear the replication of your founds, 
Made in her Concave Shores ? 
And do you now put on your beft attire ? 
And do you now cull out an Holy-day ¢ 
And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way, : 
That comes in Triumph over Pompey’s blood? . 
Be gone, ; 
Run to your Houfes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the Plague 
That needs muft light on this ingratitude, — - . 
Fla. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this fault — | 
Aflemble all the poor men of your fort 5 ani | Gann 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the Channel, till the loweft ftream . - raiod 
Do kits the moft exalted Shores of all. | 
[Exeunt all the Commonets. 
See where their bafeft mettle be not mov’d, 3 FE 
They vanifh tongue-ty’d in their guiltinefs : ae 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 9 
This way willl: Difrobe the Images, 15), we 
If you do find them deck’d with Ceremonies. 
Mur. May wedo fo? . 
You know it isthe Fealt of Lupercal. 
Fla. \tisno matter, let no Images 
Be hung with the Cefar’s Trophies : I'll about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the ftreets 5 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. | 
Thefe growing Feathers, pluck’d from Cefar’s Wingy | 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch, jaa 
Who elfe would fore above the view of men. 
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. 


Enter Cxfar, Antony for the Courfe, Calphurnia, Po 
Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caffius, Caska, 4 
fayer : after them Murellus and Flavius. 


Caf, Calphurnia, 

(mk, Peace ho, Cafar fpeaks. 

Caf. Calphurnia. 

Calp.. Here my Lord. 

Cof Stand you diredtly in Antonio’s ways 
When he dothrun his courfe. e4ztomo. 

Ant. Cafar, my Lord. ; 

Cef. Forget not in your fpeed, Antonio, — 
-To touch Calphurnia : for our Elders fay, 
The barren touched in. this holy chafe, 
Shake off their fteril curfe, ; 

Ant. Uhhallremember | ; 
When Cefar fays, Do this; it is perform’d. — 

Cef. Seton, and leave no Ceremony out. 

Sooth. Cafar. ig Rebeca oes 
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| The Tragedy of Julius Ceefar. 


Pa ee 


Cef. Ha! Who calls?” 
Cak. Bid every noife be ftill: peace yet again, 
Cef. Who isit in the prefs, that calis on me ? 
I hear a tongue fhriller than all the Mufick 
Cry, Cejar: Speak, Cefar is turn’d to hear. 
Sooth, Beware the Ides of ALarch. « 
Caf. What man is that ? 
Br. A Sooth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of Adarch. 
Cef: Set him before me, Jet me fee his face, 
Caffi. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Céfar. 
Caf, What fay’ft thou to me. now ? Speak once again. 
Sooth. Beware the Ides.of AdLarch. 
Cef, He isa Dreamer, let us leave him: Pafs. 
Senate. Exeunt. Manent Brut. & Cafli. 
Caffi. Will you go fee the order of the .courfe ? 
Brut. Not |. 
Caffi. I pray you do. 
Zrut, 1am not Gamefom : I do lack fome part 
Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony : 
Let me not hinder Caffiws,your defires ; 
Pll leave you. 
Caffi. Brutus, 1 do obferve you now of late : 
I have not from yeur eyes that gentléenefs 
And fhew of Love, asl was wont to have: 
You bear too ftubborn, and too ftrange a hand 
Over your Friends, that love you, 
Bru. Caffius. 
Be not deceiv’d: if I have veil’d my look, 
I turn the trouble of my Countenance 
Meerly upon my felf. Vexed I am ~ 


Of late, with paflions of fome difference, 


Conceptions only proper to my, felf, 
Which give fome foil (perhaps) to my Behaviours : 
But let not therefore my good friends be'griev’d 


(Among which number Caffizs be you one) 


Nor conftrue any further my neglect, 
Than that poor Brutws with himtelf at War, 
Forgets the fhews of Love to other men, 

Caffi. Then Brutw, | have much miftook your paffion, 
By means whereof, this Breaft of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. 

Tell me good Brutw, can you fee your face ? 

Bru. No, Caffivs : 
For the eye fees not himfelf: but by reflection, 
By fome other things. 

Caffi. ’Tis juft, 
And itis very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you baye no fuch mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthinefs into your eye, 
That you might fee your fhadow: 
[have heard, : 
Where many of the beft refpect in Rome, 
(Except Immortal Cefar) {peaking of Brurys, 
And groaning underneath this ages yoak, 
Have wifh’d that Noble Bratus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you 
Lead me, Caffins ?. 

That you would have me feek into my felf, 
For that which is not in me? 

(afi. Therefore good Brutus be prepar’d to hear ; 
And fince you know you cannot fee your felf 
So well as by reflection; I your Glafs, 

Will modeftly difcover to your felf 

That of your felf, which yet you know not of, 

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus, 

Were [ a common Laughter, or did ufé 

To ftale with ordinary Oaths my Love 

To every new Proteftor: if you know, «:' 

That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 

And after fcandal them : or if you know, 

That I profefs in Banqueting 

To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous: 
Flourifh and Shout. 
Bru, What means this Shouting ? » 


Ido fear the people choofe Cefar 
For their King, 

Caffi. 1, do. you fear it ? 

Then muft I think you would not have it {v. 

Bru. | would not, Caffins, yet Liove him well : 
But wherefore do you hold me here fo'long ? 
What isit, that you would impart to me? 

If it be ought toward the general good, 

Set Honour in one eye, and Death ith’other, 
And I will look.on both indifferently : 

For let the Gods fo fpeed me, asI love 

The name of Honour, more-than I fear Death. 

Caffi. 1 know that vertue to be in you, Brutus, - 
As well as Ido know: your outward favour, 

Well, Honours the Subject of :my Story ; 

1 cannot tell, what you and other men 

Think of this life: But my fingle felf, 

Thad as lief not be, as live to be 

In awe of fucha thing, as I my felf. 

I was born free as Cefar, fo were you, 

We both have fed as well, and we can botli 

Endure the Winters cold, as well’ as he, 

For once upon a Raw-and Gaity Day, 

The troubled Tyber chafing with her Shores, 

Cefar fays to me, dar’ft thou Caffivs. now 

Leap in with me into this angry Flood, 

And {wim to yonder Point ? Upon the word, 

Accounted as I was, I plunged in, 

And bad him follow : foindeed he did. 

The Torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it 

With lufty Sinews, throwing it afide, 

And ftemming it with hearts of Controverfie. 

But e’re we could arrive the Point propos’d, 

Cafar cry’d, Help me Caffivs, or I fink, 

I (as eAineas, our great Anceftor, 

Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his fhoulder 

The old eAnchifes bear) fo, from the Waves of Tyber 

Did I the tired Cefar : And this Man 

Is now become a God, and Caffixs is 

A wretched Creature, and mutt bend his body, 

If Gefar carelefly but nod on:him, 

He had a Feaver when he was in:Spain 

And when the Fit was on him, I did mark 

How he did fhake: ’Tis true, this God did fhake, 

His Coward lips did from their colour flye, 

And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the World, 

Did lofe his Luftre : 1 did hear him groan: .. - 

I, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans 

Mark him, and writ his Speeches in their Books, 

Alas! it cryed, Give me fome drink, Titimius, 

As a fick Girl: Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of fuch a feeble temper fhould : 

So get the ftart of the Majeftick World, 

And bear the Palm alone. 
Shont. 

Bru, Another general fhout ? 
I do believe, that thefe applaufes are 
For fome new Honours that are heap’d on Cefar. 

Caffi. Why man, he doth beftride the narrow V Vorld 
Like a Coloffus, and we petty men 
VValk under his huge Legs, and peep about 
To find our felves difhonourable Graves, 

Men at fome time, are Matters of their Fates, 

The fault, (dear Brutus) is not in our Stars, 

But in our felves, that we are Underlings, 

Brutus and Cafar: VVhat fhould be in that Cefar ? 

Why fhould that name be founded more than yours ? 

Write them together: yours is as fair a Name: 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well, 

VVeigh them, it isas heavy : Conjure with’em man, 

Brutus will {tart-a Spirit as foon as Cefar. 

Now:in the names of all the Godsat once, 

Upon what meat doth this our Cafar feed, 

That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou att fham’d. 
Rome, 


‘ 
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Rome, thou haft loft the breed 
When went there by an Age, 
But it was fam’d with more than with one man ? 
When could they fay. (till now) that talk?d of Rome, 
That her wide walks incompaft but one man? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Room enough 

When there is in it but one only man. 

©! you and 1, have heard our Fathers fay, 

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d 
Tl. eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 

As eafily as a King. 

Bru. That you doloye me, 1am nothing jealous: 

What you would work me to, I have fome aim: 
How I have thought of this, and of thefe times 

i hall recount hereafter: For this prefent, 

| would not fo (with love I might entreat you) 

Be any further mov’d: What you have faid, 

I will confider : what you have tofay 

[ will with patience hear, and find a time 

Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things. 
Tillthen, my noble Friend, chew upon this : 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, 

Than to repute himfelf a Son of Rome 

Under thefe hard Conditions, as this time 

Is like to lay upon us 

Cafi. 1am glad that my weak words 
Have ftruck but chus much fhew of fire from Brutw, 


of noble Blouds. 8 


fince the great Floud, 
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Enter Cexfar and his Train, 


Bru. The Games are done, 
And Céfur is returning. 

Caffi. Asthey pafs by, 
Pluck Caska by the Sleeve, : 
And he will (after his fowre fafhion ) tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note today. 

Bru. Twilldo fo: but look you, Caffins, ° 
The angry {pot doth blow on Céfars brow, 

| And all the reft look like a chidden train ; 
Calphurnia’s Cheek is pale, and Cicero 
Looks with fuch Ferret, and fuch fiery Eyes 
As we have feen him in the Capitol 
Being croft in Conference, by fome Senators. 

Cajfi. Caska will tell us what the matter ise 

(ef. Antonio, 

Ant. Cafar. 

Caf, Let me have men about me that are fat, 
Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep a nights : 
Yond Caffius has a lean and hungry look, 

He thinks toomuch: fuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Cefar, he’s not dangerous, 
He is a Noble Roman, and well given. 

Caf. Would he were fatter; ButI fear m not : 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man | fhould. avoid, 

So foon as ‘that {pare Caffias. He reads much, 

He isa great Obferver, and he looks 

Quite through the Deeds of men. He loves no Playes, 
As thou doft Avtony: he hears no Mulick : 

Seldom he fmiles, and fimiles in fuch a fort 

As if he mock’d himfelf, and fcorn’d his fpirit 
That could be mov’d to fmile at any thing, 

Such men’as he, be never at hearts eafe 

Whiles they behold a greater than themfelves, 

And therefore are they very dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d, 

Than what I fear: for always lam Cefar, 

Come on my right hand, for this Ear is deaf, 


And tell me truly, what thou think’ft of him. 
Sennit. 


[Exeune Cefar and his Traim 

Cask, You pull’d me by the Cloak, would you {peak 
with me ? gag 

Bru, 1 Caska, tell us what 


hath chane’d to day 


by once : 
have had it. 
put it by again: 
to lay his Fingers 0 
time: he put it the third time by, 
it, the rabblement houted, and clapp’d t 


hat Cefar looks fo fad. ‘ 
Cask. Why you were with him, were you not? 
Bru. \ fhould not then ask Caska what had chane’d, 


Cask. Why there was a Crown offer’d him; “and bein Bs 


offer’d him, he put it by with the back of his hand thus, 
and then the people fell a fhouting. aie 


Bru. What was the fecond noife for ? 

(ask. Why for that too, 

Caffi. They fhouted thrice : w 

Cask, Why for that too. 

Bru, Was the Crown offer’d him thrice ? 

Cask. 1 mazry was’t, and he put it by thrice’, every)” 
ime gentler than other; and at every putting by, att i 


ee 


honeft Neighbours fhouted. 


Caffi.. Who offer’d him the Crown ? 
Cask, Why, Antony. : 
Bru. Tellus the manner of it, gentle Caska, 
Cask, 1 canas well be hang’d as tell the manner of it: 
t were meer Foolery, I did not mark it. 1 faw Marb 


Antony offer him a Crown, yet twas not a Crown neither | 


but for all that; to my thinking, he would fain} 
Then he offered it to him again: thet he} 
but to my thinking , he was very loth! 
ft it. And then he offered it the third! 
and ftillas he refuyd 
heir chopt hands. 
and uttered {uch | 


t 


and threw up their fweaty Night-Caps, 


\a deal of ftinking breath, becaufe Cejar refusd” 
| Crown, that ic had (almoft) choaked Cafar: for 
‘| fwoonded, and fell downat it: And for mine ownp 


I durft not laugh, for fear of opening my 
ceiving the bad Air. 
Caffi. But foft | pray you: 
Cask. He fel 
at mouth, and was fpeechlefs. 
Brut. ’Tis very like he hath the falling-ficknefs. 
Caf. No, Cafar hath it not: but you, and ioe 
And honeft:Caska, we have the falling ficknef. || 
Cask, 1 know not what you mean by that, but [am fare | 
Cefar fell down, if the tag rag people did not clap him, | 
and hifs him, according as he pleas’d, and difpleasé) 
them, as they ufe to dothe Players inthe Theatre, I am) 
no true man. thee 
Brut. What faid he, when he came unto himfelf? 
Cask. Marry, before he fell down, when he perce 
the common Herd was glad he refus’d the Crown, ® 
pluckt me ope his Doublet, and offer’d them his T 
tocut: and | had been a man of any Occupation , 
would not have taken him at a word, 1 would I might) 
go to Hell among the Rogues, and fo he fell. Wh 
he came to himfelf again , he faid, If he had done, oF 
faid any thing amifs, he defir’d their worfhips to think 
it was his infirmity. Three or four Wenches where 1} 
ftood , cryed, Alas good Soul, and forgave him wil) 
all their hearts: But there’s no heed to be taken of 
if Cefar had ftabb’d their Mothers, they would have 
no lefs, 
Brut. And after that, he came thus fad away: 
Cask, 1. 
Caffi, Did Cicero fay any thing? 
Cask, 1, he fpoke Greek. 
Caffi. To what effect ? 
Cask, Nay, and [ tell you t 
face again. But thofe that under 
another, and fhook their heads: but for mine own pa 
was Greek tome, I could tell you more news t00: | 
rellus and Flavius, for pulling Scarffs off Cafars ime 
are put to filence, Fare you well. There was more Fook) 
yet, if I could remember it, es 
(afi. Will you fup with me to nig 
Cask, No, 1 am promis’d forth, 
C2/i. Will you dine with me to morrow? 
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Cask, I, if 1 be alive, and your mind hold, and your 
Dinner worth the. eating, 

Caffi. Good, Twill expett you. 

Cask, Do fo; farewel both, 


oO: wee LExit. 
Bru. What a blunt fellow isthis grown to be? 


|] He was quick Mettle, when he went to School. 
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Caffi. So ishe now, in Execution 


| Of any bold or noble Enterprize, 


How-ever he putson this tardy form: 
This Rudenefs is a SawCe to his good wit, 
Which gives men ftomach todigelt his words 
With better Appetites. 

Brat. And fo it is: 


} For this time I will leave you: 
| To morrow if you pleafe to fpeak with me, 


| will come home to you or if you will, 
Come home to me, and | will wait for you. 
Cafi. 1 will do fo: till then, think of the World. 


LE«# Brutus. 


Well Brutus, thou art Noble: Yet I fee 

Thy honourable: Metal may be wrought 

From that itis difpos’d, therefore ’tis meet, 
That Noble miiids keep ever with their likes: 
For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc’d ? 
Cefar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus. 
If were Brutus now, and he were Ca/fins, 


‘He fhould not humor me, I will this night, 


In feveral hands, in at his Windows throw, 

As if they came from feveral Citizens, © 
Writings, all vending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his Name: wherein obfcurely 
Cefurs ambition fhall be glanced at. 

And after this, let Cefar feat him fure, 

For we will fhake him, or worfe days endure. 


Thunder and Laghening. Enter Caska, 
- and Cicero. 


Cic. Good even, Caska: brought you (far home ? 
Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare you fo? , 
Cask, Are not you mov'd, when all the fway of Earth 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero, 
{ have feen Tempefts, when the fcolding Winds 
Have riv’d the knotty Oaks, and | have feen 
Th’ ambitious Ocean fwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: 
But never till to night, never till now, 
Did I gothrougha Tempett-dropping-fire: 
Either there isa Civil ftrife in Heaven, 
Or elfe the World, too fawcy witli the Gods, 
Incenfes them to fend deftruction. f 
Gc. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful? 
- Cask, A commén flave, you know him well by fight, 
Held up his fefmhand, which did flame and burn 
Like twenty Torches join’d ; and yethis hand, 
Not fenfible of: fire, remain’d unfcerch’d. 
Befidés, 1 ha’ not fince put up my Sword, 
Againft the Capitol f meta Lion, 
Who glaz’d upon me,’ and went furly by, 
Without annoying me. “And there were drawn 
Upon a heap, a hundred gaftly Women, 
Transformed with their fear; who fwore, they faw 
, all in fire, walk up and down the fireets. 
And yelterday, the Bird of Night did fit, 
Even at Noon day, upon the Market place, «*: 
Houting, and firecking. When’ thefe Prodigi¢s 
Do fo conjoiftly meet, let not men fay, 
Thefe are their Reafons, they are’ Natural: ' 
For I believe; ‘they are portentous things 
Unto the Climate, that they point upon. 
Gc. Tndéety it isa ftrange difpofed time: 
But men may conftrue things after their fafhion, 
Clean from the purpofe. of the things themfelves. 


| Comes Cefar up the Capitol to morrow ? . 


LExir. 
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Cask, He doth: for he did bid Antonio 
Send word to you, he would be there 'to morrow: 
Cic. Good-night then, Caska: a 
This difturbed Sky is not to walk in. 
Cask, Farewel, Cicero, [éxit Cicero, 
Enter Caflius. 


Caffi. Who’s there? 

Cask, A Romane. 

Cajji. Caska, by your Voice, 

Cask. Your Ear is good. 
Caffias, What night isthis? 

Caffi. A very pleafing night tothoneft men. 

Cask, Who ever knew the Heavens menace fo? 
‘ Caf Thofe that have known ‘the Earth fo fall of 
aults. 


| For my part have walk’d about the ftrects, 


Submitting me unto the perillous Night : 
And thus unbraced, Caska, as you fee, 
Have bar’d my Bofom to the Thunder-ftone : 
And when the crofs blue Lightning feem’d to open 
The Breaft of Heaven, I did prefent my felf 
Even in the aim, afd very flath of it. (vens ? 
Cask, But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hea- 
It is the part of men, to fear and tremble, 
When the moft Mighty Gods ‘by tokens fend 
Such dreadful Heralds, to aftonifh us. 
Caf. You are-dull, Caska: 
And thofe fparks of Life that thould be in a‘Roman, 
You do want, orelfe you ufe not, } 
You look pale, and gaze, and put on fear, 
And caift your felf in wonder, 
To fee the ftrange impatience of the Heavens : 
But if you would confider the true caufe, 
Why all thefe fires; why all thefe gliding Ghofts; 
Why Birds and Beafts, from quality and kind, 
Why Old men, Fools, and Children calculate. 
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance; 
Their Natures; and presformed Faculties, 
To monttrous quality g~why you fhall find, 
That Heaven hath infus’d them with thefe Spirits, 
To make them inftruments of fear, and warning, 
Unto fome monftrous Strate. 
Now copld | (Caska) name to thee aman, 
MoftJike' this dreadful Night, 
That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, and tears; 
As doth the Lyon in the Capitol; 
A man no mightier than thy felf, or me, 
{n perfonal action; yet prodigious grown, 
And fearful as thefe ftrange eruptions ares 
Cask, ’Tis Cefar that you mean, 
Is it not, Cafjins?> u 
Caffi. Let it be who it is: \for R mans now 
Have Sinews and Limbs like to their Anceftors; 
But woe the while, our Fathers minds‘are dead, 
And we are govern’d with our Mothets fpirits, 
Our yoke, and fuflerance, thew us Womanihh. 
Cask, Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow 
Mean to eftablifh Cafar as a King: ” 
And he fhall wear his Crown by Sea, and Land, 
In every place, fave here in /taly, 
Caffi. 1 know where:t will wear this Dagger then ; 
Caffius from bondage will deliver Caffias : 
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrong } 
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat. 
Nor ftony Tower, flor Walls of beaten Brafs, 
Nor air-lefs Dungeon, nor ftrong Links’of Iron, 
Can be retentive to the ftrengeh of Spirit : 
But Life being weary of thefe Worldly Bars, 
Never lacks power to difmifs it felf. 
If I know this, know all the World befides; 
That part of Tyrantiy-that I do bear, 
I can fhake off at pleaiure. [Thunder fil. 
Cask, 
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Cask, So can I: 

So every Bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to Cancel his Captivity. 

Caffi. And why fhould (2far bea Tyrant then? 

Poor man, 1 know he would not bea Wolf, 

But that he fees the Romans are but Sheep ; 

He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hinds. 
Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak Straws. What trafh is Rome ? 
What Rubbifh, and what Offal? when it ferves 
For the bafe matter, to illuminate — 

So vilea thing as Cefar. But oh grief! : 
Where haft thou led me? I (perhaps) fpeak this 
Before a willing Bondman: then I know 

My anfwer muft be made. But Iam arm’d, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cask. You fpeak toCaskg, and to fuch a man, 
That is no flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my hand: 
Be factious for redrefs of all thefe Griefs, 

And I will fet this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes farthett. 

Caf. There’s a Bargain made. 

Now know you, Caska, I have mov’d already 
Some certain of the Nobleft minded Romans 
To under-go, with me, an enterprize, 

Of Honourable dangerous confequence ; 
And I do know by this, they ftay for me 

In Pompey’s Porch; for now this fearful night, 
There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreets, 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Favours, like the work we have in hand, 
Mott bloody, fiery, and moft terrible. 


Enter Cinna. 


hafte. 
Caffi. ’Tis Cinna, 1 do know him by his Gate, 
He is a Friend. Ginna, where hafte you fo ? 
Cinna, To find out you: 
Cymber ? _ 
Caffii No, it is Caske, one incorporate 
To our Attempts. Am I not ftaid for, Cinna? 
(in. Yam glad on’t. 
What.a feariul Night ? 5 
There’s two or three of us have feen ftrange fights. 
Capi. Am not ftaid for ? tell me. 
Cin, Yes, you are, O Caffius, 
If you could but win the Noble Brutus 
To our party —~ 
Caffi. Be youcontent. Good Cinna take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the Pretors Chair, 
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
In at his Window; fet this up with Wax 
Upon old Brutus Statue: all this done, 
Repair to Pompey’s Porch, where you fhall find us. 
Is Decins Brutus and Trebonins there? 
Cin, All, but A4etellus Cymber, and he’s gone 
To feek you at your Houfe. Well, I will hie, 
And fo beftow thefe papers as you bad me. 
Cafi. That done, repair to Pompey’s Theater. 


Come Caska, youand I will yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his Houfe ; three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 
Cask, O, he fits high in all the peoples hearts : 
And that which would appear offence in us, 
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymy, 
Will change to Vertue, and to Worthinefs. 


You have right well conceited: let us go, 
For it is after Mid-night, and ere day, 
We will awake him, and be fure of him. 
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Cask, Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in 


Who’s that, J4etellus 


(Exit, Cinna. 


Caffie Him, and his worth, and our great need of him, 


[Exeunte 


= 


Abus Secundus. 


Hat Lucius, hoe? ae 
I cannot, by the progrefs of the Stars 
Give guefs how near to day — Lucius, I fay? a 

I would it were my fault to fleep fo foundly, 
When Lucins, when? awake, I fay: what Lucins? 


Bru. 


Enter Brutus i bis Orchard, 
Enter Lucius, 
Luc. Call’d you, my Lord? ; 
Bru. Get mea Taper in my Study, Lycixs : ' 
When it is lighted, come and call me here, \ 
Luc, Iwill, my Lord. | 
Bru. It muft be by his death: and for my part, f 
I know no perfonal caufe, to fpurn at him, 
But for the general, He would be crown’d : f 
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How that might change his Nature, there’s the queftion)| 
Ic is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder, | 
And that craves wary walking : Crown him that, | 
And then | grant we put a fting in him, es 
That at his will he may do danger with, Bet 
Th’ abufe of Greatnefs, is, when itdisjoins a i 
Remorfe from power: Andto fpeak truth of Cea, | 
Ihave not known, when his affectionsfway’d | 
More than his Reafon. But ’tisa common proof, | 
That Lowlinefs is young Ambitions Ladder, tf 
Whereto the Climber upward turns his face : i 


But when he once attains the upmoft Round, 

He then unto the Ladder turns his back. 

Looks in the Clouds, {corning the bafe degrees 
By which he did afcend: fo Cefar may ; } 
Then left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing heis, 

Fafhion it thus; that what he is augmented, 
Would runtothefe, and thefe extremities: _ 
And therefore think*him as a Serpents Egge, ae 
Which hatch’d, would as his kind grow mifchievous; | 
And kill him in the hell. ie 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. The Taper burneth in your Clofet, Sir: 

Searching the Window fora Flint, I found 

This Paper, thus feal’d up, and Iam fare 

It did not lye there when 1 went to Bed. sig 

Gives him the Letter. 
Bru. Get you to Bed again, it is not day: 

Is not to Morrow (Boy) the firft of Adarch ? 
Luc. 1 know not, Sir. ia 
Bru, Look inthe Kalendar, and bring meword. 
Luc. | will, Sir. Eee 
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, . 

Give fo much light : that I may read by them. Ri: 

Opens the Letter and reads, be 

Brutus, thou fleep’# 5 awake, and fee thy felf : 

Shall Rome, ec. fpeak, ftrike, redrefs. 

Brutus, thou fleep’t : awake. 

Such inftigations have been often dropt. 

Where I have took them up: 

Shall Rome, &c. Thus mutt | piece it out: 

Shall Rome {tand under one mansawe? What ‘Rome? 

My Anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome 

The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a King | 

Speak, ftrike, redrefs, Am Lentreated 7 
o fpeak, and ftrike ? O Rome, 1 make thee promife, } | 

Ifthe redrefs will follow, thou receiveft “a 

Thy full Petition at the hand of Brutus 
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If thefe be motives weak, break off bet; 
Wy, Enter Lucius, an ae man: hence, to his idle bed oe 
: sh o let high-fighted-Tyranny range on 
“Sa Luc. Sir, March is walted fifteen days. Till cache drop ie boars, : Bur if thefe 
‘i hans [Kuock, within, (As Iam fure they do) bear fire enough 
Orth Bru. ’Tis good. Gotothe Gate, fome body knocks : | To kindle Cowards, and to fteel with valour 
Since Caffius firft did whet me againft Cefar, The melting Spirits of women ; Then Countrymen 
I have not flept. | What need we any fpur, but our own caufe . 
Wogeh jy, | Between the acting of a dreadful thing, To prick us to redrefs 2? What other Bond 
Lit); | And the firft motion, all the Znterim is Then fecret Romans, that have ff poke the word; 
*D oly Like a Phantafma, or a hideous Dream : And will not palter 2: And what other Oath, 
» lfays jy, | Phe Genéus, and the mortal inftruments Than Honefty to Honefty engag’d, , 
‘ Are then in counfel ; and the ftate of man, That this thall be, or we will fall for it. 
act, = toa ae 2 ae gia then my Priefts and Cowards, and men cautelous, 
e nature of an infurrection, Old feeble Carrions, and fuch faffering fouls 
1? That welcome wrongs : Unto bad mies {wear 
nS _ Enter Lucius. Such Creatures as men doubt; but do not ftain 
itdashe Re. - The even vertue of our Enterprize, 
a Rong eae cia pr Brother Caffins at the door, aot Fe ainenetive Mettle of our Spirits, 

o doth defire to fee you. o think, that or our Caufe, or our Performance 
ou Bru. 1s he alone? OAS Did need an Oath. When every drop of blood 
ale Luc, No, Sir, there are moe with him, That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
nie cm Bru, Do you know them ? Is guilty of a feveral Baltardy, 

Nat, the Luc. No, Sir, their Hats are pluck’d about their Ears, | If he doth break the fmalleft Particle 
ee oe bale their Bsets anes in ene Cloaths, Of any promife that hath paft from him. 

B Crom at by no means I may difcover them, Cafji. But what of Gcero ? Shall we im? 
tl By any sept favour. I thick he will ftand very {trong with ies vies 
) danger mh Bru. Let them enter : Cask, Let us not leave him out 

wieaitdija | They are the Faction. O Confpiracy, Cin, No, by no means, ¢ 
toa’ | Sham’{t thou to fhew thy dang’rous Brow by Night, Met, O let us have him, for his filyer hairs 
isafktonl® | When evils are moft free? O then, by day Will purchafe us, a good opinion. 
ttisa cam, | Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough, _, And buy méns voices, to commend our deeds: 
mbitinsLi, | To mask thy monf{trous Vifage ? Seek none, Confpiracy, | It thall be faid, his judgment rul’d our hands, 
adtumist | Hide it in Smiles, and Affability : Our youths, and-wildnefs, fhall no whit appear, 
ve upmot ha, er if se. Pach thy pains etealance on, But all ‘ss buried in ‘his gravity. 
runs i bt ot Erebus it felf were dim enough, Bru, O name him not; let us not break with him, 
‘ i from prevention. For he will never follow any thin 
ing thi gies tees . That other men begi on 
: egin. 
ee Enter the Confpirators, Caflius, Caska, Decius, Cinna,} Ca/fi. Then jee him out. 
: sig, Metellus, avd Trebonius. Cask, Indeed,, he is not fit, 
fa a Dec, Shall no man elfe be touch’d, but only Cefar? 
the is ats | Caf, Ithink we are too bold upon your Ref: Caffi. Decius, Wellurg’d: I think itis Reif 
wee | Good morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you? Mark cAntony, fo well belov’d of Cefar, 
sien | ‘Bru, have been up this hour, awake all Night: Should out-live Cefar, we (hall find of him 
isk) Know I thefe men, that come along with you? A fhrewd Contriver. And you know, his means, 
| Cafi. Yes, every man of thems; and no man here If he improve them, may well {tretch fo far 
But honours you: and_every one doth with, As to annoy usall: which to prevent, 
7 Laci’ «= | You had but that opinion of your felf,, Let Antony and Gefar fall together, 
| Which every Noble Roman bears of you. Brue Our courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Caffixs, 
i in This is Trebonsus. To cut the Head off, and then hack the Limbs : 
ti Bru. He is welcome hither. Like wrath in death, and Envy afterwards, 
gilt}  Caffi. This, Decivs Brutus, For Antony is but a Limb of Ce/ar. 

went | Bru. He is welcome too. Let’s be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, (ais: 

git’) Caf, This, Caska; this, Gana, and this Aéetellus| We all ftand up againft the Spirit of Gafar, 

itt | Cimber. And inthe Spirit of men, there is no blood : 
mle Bru. They are all welcome. O that we then could come by Cefar’s Spirits, 
he What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves And not difmember Cefar! But (alas) 

alt? Betwixt your Eyes and Night ? Cafar mutt bleed for it. And gentle Friends, 
dat, Caffi, Shall | intreat a word ? [They whifper. | Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully : 

ig tt). Dec. Here lies the Eaft: doth not the Day break here? |} Let’s carve him, asa Dihh fit for the Gods, 
tii Cask. No. Not hew him as a Carkafs fit for Hounds ; 


may yt Gn, O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, And let our hearts, as fubtle Mafters do, 


Oye i That fret the Clouds, are Meflengers of Day. Stir up theit Servants to an act of rage, 
rai Cask, You fhall confefs that you are both deceiv’d : And after feemto chide them. This hall make 
he, rit Here as I point my Sword, the Sun arifes, Our purpofe neceflary, and not envious, 


' Which is a great way growing on the South, 
oft if Weighing the youthful Seafon of the year. 
1D: ngs, Som two months hence, up higher toward the North 
(pty) He firft prefents his fire, and the high Eaft 
gatsi®®, Stands as the Capitol, directly here. 
pes ( Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 
sail Caf, And let us fwear our refolution. 
’ rt! Bru. No, notan Oath: if not the face of men, 
w it The fufferance of our fouls, the times abufe ; 


Which fo appearing to the common eyes, 
We fhall be call’d Purgers, not Murderers, 
And for Adark, Antony, think not of him ; 
For he can do no more than Cefar’s Arm, 
When Cefar’s head is off. 
Caf. Yet I fear him, 
For in the ingrafted Love he bears to Cé/ar. 
Bru. Alas, good Cajfivs, do not think of him : 
If he love Cefar, all that he can do 
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eee eee ee eaintgrawe 
Is to himfelf, take thought, and dye for Cefar. 
Afd that were much he fhould : for he is given 
To fports, to wildnefs, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him; let him not die, 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 


[ Clock frrikes. 


Bru. Peace, count the Clock. 

Caffi. The Clock hath ftricken three. 
Treb. 'Tis time to part. 

Caffi. But it is doubtful yet, 

Whether Cafar will come forth to day, or no: 

For he is fuperftitious grown of late, 

Quite from the main opinion he held once, 

Of Fantafie, of Dreams, and Ceremonies: 

it may be, thefe apparent prodigies, 

The unaccuftom’d terrour of this Night, 

And the perfwafion of his Augurers, 

May hold him from the Capitol to day, 

Dec. Never fear that : if he be fo refolv’d, 

[ can o’re-fway him: for he loves to hear, 

That Unicorns may be betray'd with Trees, 

And Bears with Glafles, Elephants with Holes, 

Lyons wich Toils, and Men with Flatterers. 

Bot, when | tell him, he hates Flatterers, 

He fays, he does 5 being then moft flattered. 

Let me work: 

For I can give his humour the true bent ; 

And I will bring him tothe Capitol. 
Caffi. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoft ? 
Gin, Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then. 
Met. Cains Ligavins doth bear Cafar hatred, 

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey 5 

{ wonder none of you have thought of him. 

Bru, Now good Metellus 80 along by him : 

He loves me well, and Lhave given him Reafons, 

Send him but hither, and Pll fafhion him: © 
Caf. The Morning comes upon’s : 

Wee’'l leave you, Brutus, 

And Friends difperfe your felves : but all remember 

What you have faid, and fhew your felves true Romans. 
Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frefh and merrily, 

Let not our looks put on our purpofes, 

But bear it as our Roman Actors do, 

With untir’d fpirits, and formal Conftancy, 

And fo good morrow to you every one. 

Manet Brutus. 

Boy: Lucius: faftafleep? It is no matter, 

Enjoy the hony-heavy-dew of Slumber ¢ 

Thou haftno Figures, nor no Fantafies, 

Which bufie care draws in the Brains of men; 

Therefore thou fleep’ft fo found. 


Enter Portia. 


Por, Brutus, my Lord. 


agedy of Jul 
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it will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep; 
And could it work fo much upon your fhape, 
As it hath much prevail’d on your Condition 
[ fhould not know you, Brarus. Dear, My Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief, ; 
Bra. 1am not well in healthy and that is alli. 
Por, Brutus is wife, and were he not in health; 
He would embrace the means to come by it. d 
Bru, Why fo 1.do: good Portia, go to Bed. 
Por. Is Brutus fick? andiis it Phytical 
To walk unbraced; and fack-up the humors 
Of the dark Morning? What, is Brutus fick ? 
And will he ftea! out-of his wholfom Bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night ? 
And tempt the Rheumy, and unpurged Air © 
To add unto his ficknefs? No, my Brutus, 
You have fome fick offence within your mind 
Which by the Right and Vertue of my place. 
[ ought to know of : And upon my knees 
Icharm you, by my once commended Beauty 
By all your vows of Love, and that great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one 
That you unfold to me, your felf, your half; 
Why you are heavy, and what mento night 
Have had refort to you: for here have been 
Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darknefs. 
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 


Por, I fhould not need, if you were gentle hii i 


Within the bord of Marriage, tell me, Brutus 
[sit excepted, 1 fhould know no fecrets ( 
That appertain to you ? Am I your felf, 

But as it’ were in fort, or limitation? 


To keep with you at meals, comfort yout Bed, 


And talk to you fometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 


Of your good pleafure? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 

Bru. You are my true and honourable Wife, 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That vifit my fad heart. 


Por. \f this were true, then fhould I know this feet, 


I grant lam a woman; but withal, x 
A woman that Lord Bratus took to Wife: a 
I grant lam a woman ; but withal, 

A woman well reputed : €ato’s Daughter. 

Think you, | am no ftronger than my Sex, 

Being fo Father’d, and fo Husbanded ? eaey 
Tell me your Counfels, I will not difclofe them: 

| have made {trong proof of my Conftancy, 
Giving my felf a voluntary wound 


Here, in the Thigh, Can I bear that with patience, | 


And not my Husband’s Secrets? 
Bru, O ye Gods! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. 
Hark, hark, one knocks: Portia, goina while, 
And by and by thy bofome fhall partake 


Bru, Portia, What mean you ? wherefore rife you now ? | The fecrets of my heart. 


\ {t is not for your health, chus to commit 

Your weak condition to the raw cold Morning. 
Por. Nor for yours neither. Y’have ungently, Bratw, 

Stole from my Bed: and yefternight at Supper 
You fuddenly arofe, and walk’d about, 

| Mufing, and fighing, with your arms a-crofs : 

| And when I ask’d you what the matter was, 
You ftar’d upon me with ungentle looks. 
| urg'd you further, then you feratch’d your head, 
And too impatiently ftamp’d with your foot : 
Yet Iinfifted, yet you anfwer'd not, 

| But with an angry wafter of your hand 

| Gave fign for me.to leave you : So I did, 

| Fearing to ftrengthen that im patience 

{| Which feem’d too much inkindled, and withal, 
Hoping it was buran effec of Humour, 
Which fometime hath’his hour with every man. 


rt ae 


All my engagements, I will conftrue to thee, 8 


All the Charactery of my fad brows: 
Leave me with halte 


Enter Lucius and Ligarivs. 


Lucius, who’s that knocks ? 
Lac. Here isa fick man that would fpeak with j 
Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellas fpake 01. 
Boy, ftand afide. Cains Ligarius, how?) 
Cai. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble t 
Bru. O what a tiie have you chofe out, brave 


| To wear a Kerchief ? Would you were not fick. 


Cai. Lamnot fick, if Bratwshavein hand — 


) Any exploit worthy the name of Honour, | 
| Bru, Suchan exploit have in band, Liga, 
| Had you an healthful Ear to hear of ite ( 
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Ut Codi Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
Dia, [here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome, 
Cale . Brave Son, deriv’d from honourable Loins, 
itltg,) | Thou like an Exorcift, hatt conjur’d up 
tei, | My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run, 
0 ne}, | ANd will ftrive with thingsimpoflible, 
ia Yea get the better of them. What’sto do? 
tPvigl Bru. A piece of work, 
thingy That will make fick men whole. 
tem Cai. But are not fome whole that we muft make fick ? 
aati Bru, That mutt we alfo. What itis, my Caine, 
the , I fhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
| To whom it muft be done. 
MME | Cai, Set on your foot, 
} Ont, | And with a heart new fir’d, I follow you, 
ititjoem | Todo I know not what: But it fufficeth 
Mito! tiie | That Brutus leads me on. . [Thunder 
ony ky Bru, Follow me then. [Exeunt. 
ape We Thunder and Lightning. 
aNd that ic) 
Hale on, Enter Julius Cefar in hie Night-Gown 
t youre 
bn Cef. Nor Heaven, nor Earth, 
r hetelaiehe | Have been at peace to night : 
hidetiicl) | Thrice hath Calpburnia in her fleep cryed out ; 
Help, ho: They murder Cefar, Who’s within? 
rtd { 
if youve Enter a Servant. 
sfenee Ser. My Lord. 
‘sive, |. Cafe GO, bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice, 
we I ’ | And bring me their opinions of Succef. 
svete! | |S Lwill,my Lord, Lexie. 
‘) Doel it Enter Calphurnia. 
ifit ioe) yl, What mean you, Cefar ? Think you to walk forth? 
otis We | You fhall not ftir ont of your houfe to day. 
and howl’) Caf. Cafar thall forth, the things'that threatn’d me, 
enya | Ne’r lookt but on my back: When they fhall fee 


The face of Cefar, they are vanifhed. , 
Calph. (afar, 1 never ftood.on Ceremonies, 


put witht, | Yet now they fright me:. There is one within, 
tout" | Befides the things that we have heard and feen, 
wutwild, | Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the Watch. 
caisDte® | A Lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets, ! 

er tit | And Graves have yawn’d and yielded up their dead ; 
oul Fierce fiery warriours fight upon the Clouds 

jn In Ranks and Squadrons and right form of war 

if ny os Which drizzel’d blood upon the Capitol : 


The noife of Battel hurried in the Air: 


ry — Horfes did neigh, and dying mendid groan, 
ite | And Ghoft did fhriek and {queal about the ftreets. 
cart: | O Cefar,. thefe things are beyond all ufe, 

xp lit Andidofearthem. _ 

sone iit) — Caf, What can be avoided 

! Pet Whofe end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods? 

ye fl OY Yet Cafar fhall go forth ; For thefe Predictions 


)] Are tothe world in general, as to Cafar. 
Calph, When Beggars die there are no Comets feen, 
The Heavens themfelves blaze forth the death of Princes. 
Caf. Cowards die many times before their deaths, 
The valiant never tafte of death but once: 
Ofall the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It feems to me moft ftrange that men fhould fear, 
4 Seeing that death, a neceflary end 
Will come, when it will come. 


Enter a Servant. 


What fay the Augurers? ; 

Ser. They would not have you ftir forth to day. 
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beaft, _ 
| Caf. The Gods do this in fhame of Cowardife : 
| Cefar fhould be a beaft without a heart 
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If he fhould ftay at home to day for fear : 
No, Cefar fhall not; Danger knows full well 
That (far is more dangerous than he, » 
We hear two Lions litter’d in one day, 
And I the elderand more terrible, 
And Cefar fhall go forth, 

Cal. Alas, my Lord, 
Your wifdom is confuim’d in-confidence : 
Do not go forth to day: Callit my fear, 
That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own. 
We'll fend-e Mark «Antony to the Senate houfe, 
And he fhall fay your are not well to day : 
Let me upon my knee prevail in this. | 

Caf. Mark eAntony fhall fay 1am not well, 
And for thy humour, f will ftay at home. 


Enter Decius. 


Here’s Decius Brutus, he fhall tell them fo: 
Dec. Cefar, all hail: Good morrow, worthy Cefai-, 
I come to fetch you to the Senate houfe. 
Caf. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting tothe Senators, 
And tell them that I will not come to day : 
Cannot is falfe : and that I dare not, falfer : 
I will not come to day, tell them fo, Decius, 
Cal. Say he’s fick. 
' Caf. Shall Cefar fend a Lie ? 
Have I in Conqueft ftretcht mine arm fo far, 
To beafraid to tell Grey-beards the truth: 
Decins, go tell them Ce/ar will not come. 
Dec. Molt mighty Cefar, let me know fome caufe, 
Left I be laught at when I tell them fo, 
Cef. The caufe isin my will, I will not come, 
That is enough to fatisfie the Senate. 
But for your private fatisfaction, 
BecaufeI love you, I willlet you know. 
Calphurnia here my wife, ftays me at home : 
She dreamt tonight fhe faw my Statue, 
Which likea Fountain , with an hundred fpouts, 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands init: 
And thefe does fhe apply, for warningsand portents, 
And evils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath begg’d that I will {tay at home to day. 
Dec, This dream is all amifs interpreted, 
It was a vifion fair and fortunate : 
Your Statue {pouting blood in many Pipes, 
In which fo many finiling Romans bath’d,: 4 
Signifies that from you great Rome fhall fuck 
Reviving blood, and that great Men fhall prefs 
For Tinctures, Stains, Reliques, and@ognifance: 
This, by Calphurnia’s dream is fignified. 
Caf. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what | can fay, 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this day a Crown to mighty Cefar. 
If you fhall fend them word you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Befides it were a mock 
Apt to be render’d for fome one to fay, 
Break up the Senate till another time, 
‘When Cafar’s wife fhall meet with better Dreams: 
If Cefar hide bimfelf, fhall they not whifper, 


| Lo, (far is afraid? 


Pardon me, Cefar, fo: my dear dear love, 
To your Proceeding, bids me tell you this : 
And reafon to my love is liable. 
(2. How foolith do your fears feem now, Calphurnia ? 
Iam afhamed I did yield tothem. 
Give me my Robe, for I will gos 


Cec 2 Enter 
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Enter Brutus, Ligari 
> Ligarius , Metellus, C : And the wind bri : 
Cinna, and Publius aska, Trebonius,| Zw. Sooth sa helen from. the Capitol? 
And look wh , , Madam, | hear: nothing er 
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: Sooth. Thi ; re Lo Cajar hatt 1 a C4 
Enter Antony. a be fo = ee 4 will sleeteGafen ay ' : 
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cae: : Bi revels long a-nights ee im to befciend himfelE, a ht 
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And we (like aerate ue — fome Wine with me = bc 1 ae weak a thing ee ons 
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: [Exennt. | That Cefar DN a6 me: Brutus hatha fait ‘aid Deliring 
Enter Artemidorus Rup, Lucius, and r grant. O, bgrow faints Hate a 
Ceflar, beware of B Say | am merry ‘ somes me to my Lord, ™ i uy Wl of \ 
near Caska, hav of DIatNs, take heed of Caflius _ And bring me cet re tome again, pe Caf. 
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Enter Portia and Lucius. (At your lenger' doth defire you to reread : of Let m 
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He draws Mark, Antony out of the way. 
Dec. Where is Merellus Cimber ? let him go, 
And prefently prefer his fuit to Cefar. 
Bru. He is addreft: prefs near, and fecond him. 
Cin. Caska, you are the firft that rears your hand. 
Caf. Are we allready? What is now amifs, 
That Cefar and his Senate muft redrefs ? 
Mt, Molt high, moft mighty, and moft puiffant Cefar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy Seat, 
An humble heart. 
Caf. | muft prevent thee, Cimber : 
Thefe couchings, and thefe lowly curtfies 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, | 
And turn pre-Ordinance, and firft Decree, 
Into the lane of Children, Be not fond, 
To think that Cafar bears fuch Rebel Blood 
That will be thaw’d from the true quality 
With that which melteth Fools, | mean, fweet words, 
Low-crooked-curtfies, and bafe Spaniel fawning : 
Thy Brother by Decree is banithed : 
If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
I fpurn thee like a Cur out of my way : 
Know, Cefar doth not wrong, nor without caufe 
Will he be fatisfied. 
Met. \s there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To found more fweetly in great Cefur’s Ear, 
For the repealing of my banifh’d Brother ? 
Bru. \kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cefar : 
Defiring thee that Publius Cimber may : 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 
Cef. What Brutus? 
Caf. Pardon, (efar : Cefar, pardon: 
As low as to thy Foot doth Caffiws fall, 
To beg infranchifement for Publias Cimber. 
Cef. I could be well mov’d, if I were as you, 
If I could pray to move, Prayers would move me; 
But [ am con{tant as the Northern Star, 
Of whofe true fixt, and refting quality 
There is no fellow in the Firmament, 


| The Skies are painted with unnumbred fparks, 


They are all fire, and every one doth fhine : 
But there’s but one in all doth hold his place. 
So, in the World, ’tis furnifh’d well with men, 
And men are flefh and blood, and apprehenfive ; 
Yet inthe number, I do know but one 

That unaffailable holds on his rank, 

Unfhak’d of motion: and that 1 am he, 

Let mea little fhew it, even in this: 


-| That I was conftant Gimber fhould be banifh’d, 


And conftant do remain to keep him fo. 
Cin. O Cafar. 
Cef. Hence: wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 
Dec, Great Cafar, 
Cef. Do not see Saprat kneel? 
Cask, Speak hands for me. 
as They ftab Cefar. 
Cef. Et tu Brute Then fall Cefar. 
Cin, Liberty, Freedom; Tyranny is dead, 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets, 
Caffi. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchifement. | 
¢ 


Bru. People and Senators, be not affrighted : 
Fly not, ftand ftill, ambitions debt is paid. 

Cask, Go to the Pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec, And Caffixs too. 

Brn, Where’s Publius ? : ; f 

Cin. Here quite confounded with this mutiny. : 

Met. Stand faft together, left fome friend of Cefar’s 
Should chance 

Bru. Talk not of ftanding. Pxblins, good cheer, 
There is no harm intended to your Perfon, 
Nor ot no Romanelfe: fo tell them, Publixs. 

Caffi. And leave us, Publins, left that the People 
Rufhing onus, fhould do your age fome mifchief. 


Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the Doers: 


Enter Trebonius. . 

Caffi. Where is Antony ? sd 

Treb. Fled to his houfe amaz’d, 

Men, Wives, and Children, ftare, cry out, and run, 
As it were Doomefday, 
Bru, Fates, we will know your pleafures ; 
That we fhall dye we know, ’tis but the time 
And drawing days out, that men ftand upon. 

Cask, Why he that cuts off twenty years of life; 
Cuts of fo many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 

So are we Cafar’s friends, that have abridg’d 
His time of fearing death, ftoop Romans, {toop, 
And let us bath our hands in Cefar’s blood 

Up to the Elbows, and be{mear our Swords: 
Then walk we forth even to the Market Place, 
And waving our red Weapons o’re our heads, 
Let’s all cry Peace, Freedom, and Liberty. 

Caffi, Stoop then, and wafh. How many ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be acted over, 
In States unborn, and Accents yet unknown ? 

Bru. How many times fhall Cefar bleed in fport, 
That now on Pompey’s Bafis lies along, 

No worthier than the duft ? 
Caffi. So oft as that fhall be, 
So often fhall the knot of us be call’d, 
The men that gave their Country Liberty. . 

Dec. What, fhall we forth? 

Caffi. 1, every man away, 

Brutus fhall lead, and we will grace his heels 
With the moft boldeft, and beft hearts of Rome, 


Enter a Servant, 


Bru. Soft, who comes here ? a friend of Antony’s. 
Ser, Thus, Brutus, did my Mafter bid me kneel ; 

Thus did Adark, Antony bid: me fall down, 

And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay, 

Brutus isnoble, Wife, Valiant, and Honeft ; 

Cefar was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loving : 

Say, llove Brutus, and | honour him; 

Say, I fear’d Cefar, honour’d him, and lov’d him. 

If Brutus will vouchfafey that Aatony 

May fafely come to him, and be refolv’d 

How Cefar hath deferv’d.to lye in death, 

Mark, Antony fhall not love Cefar dead 

So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 

The Fortunes and Affairs of Noble Brutus, 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, 

With all true Faith.. So fays my Mafter Antony, 
Bra. Thy Matter isa Wife and Valiant Roman, 

I never thought him worfe : 

Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place 

He fhall be fatisfied, and by my honour 

Depart untouch’d. 
Ser. Vl fetch him prefently. [Exit Servant, 
Bru. 1 know that we fhall have him well to Friend, 
Caf. 1 wifh we may: But yet have la mind 

That fears him much: and my mifgiving {till 


_| Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe, 


8 Enter Antony, 
Bru. But here comes: Antony : 
Welcome, A4ark Antony, 

Ant. O mighty Cefar! doft thou lye fo low ? 
Are all thy Conquefts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
Shrunk to this little Meafure? Fare thee well. 

I know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank: 
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That were you Aztony the Son of Cefar. 
You fhould be fatisfied. 

Ant. That’s all I feek, 

And am moreover fuitor that I may 
Produce his Body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his Funeral, 

Bru, Youthall, Wark, Antony. 

Caffi. Brutus, a word with you : 
You know not what you do; do not confent 
That Antony fpeak in his Funeral : 

Know you how much the people may be mov’d 
By that which he will utter, 

Bru. By your pardon: 
[ will my felf into the Pulpit firft, 
And thew the reafon of our Cefar’s death, F 
What Antony fhall fpeak, I will proteft f 
He fpeaks by leave, and by permiflion : 
And that we are contented Cafar fhall 
Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies, 
[t hall advanrage more, than do us wrong, 

(afi. 1 know not what may fall, 1 like itnot, 


if I my felf, there isno hour fo fit 

As Cefar’s deaths hour, nor no inftrument 

OF half that worth, as thofe your Swords ; made rich 
With the moft Noble Blood of all this World, 

I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now, whil’{t your purpled hands do reek and fmoak 
Fulfil your pleafure. Live a thoufand years, 

| (hall not find my felf fo apt to dye. 

No place.will pleafe me fo, no mean of death, 

As here by Cafar, and by you cut off, 

The Choice and Matter Spirits of this age. 

Bru, O Antony ! Beg not your death of us: 

Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel, 

As by our hands, and this our prefent Act 

You fee we do: yet fee you but our hands, 

And this, che bleeding bufinefs they have done : 
Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful : 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome, 

As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity, 

Hath done this deed on Cefar. For your part, 

To you, our Swords have leaden points, Adark Antony 5 
Our Arms in {trengthiof malice, and our Hearts 
Of Brotherstemper, do'receive you in, 

With ail kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Caf. Your voice fhall be as ftrong as any mans, 

In the difpofing of new Dignities. x 

Bru. Only be patient.tilk we have appeas’d 
The multitude, befide themfelves with fear, 

And then we will deliver you the caufe, 
Why I, that did love Cefar when ftrook him, 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant. (doubt not of your :wifdom « si 
Let-cach man render me his. bloody sand. ie 
Firft, Marcus Brutas will Ifhake with you 5 ; 
Next, Caius Caffins, do Itakedyour hand ,: sbi 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours, now yours, Metellus 5 
Yours, Ginna; and my valiant.Caska, yours 5 
} Though laft, not leaft in love, yours, good Trebontus : 

| Gentlemen all, alas, what fhall 2 fay, « 
| My credit now dtands:on fuch flippery ground, || 
~ | That one of two bad ways you muft.conceit me, 


You fhall not in your Funeral fpeech blame ys, 
But {peak all good you can devife of Cafar, 
And fay you dé’t by our permiffion : 
Elfe fhall you not have any hand at all 
About hisFuneral. And you fhall {peak 
[n the fame Pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my fpeech is ended. 
Ant. Be it fo: 
Ido defire no more. 


Manet Antony. 
O pardonme, thou bleeding piece of Earth: 


Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft man 
That ever lived inthe Tide of Times. 

Woe to the hand that fhed this coftly Blood. 
Over thy wounds, now do I prophetie, 


Bru. Mark, Antony, here take you Cafar’s Body: 


Bru. Prepare the Body then, and followus. Ceeem,| 


That | ammeek and gentle with thefe Butchers, ee 


(Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips, 


| Either a Coward; ora Flatterer,..: j 
| That I did love thee, Cafar, O “tis true : 
| If then thy Spirit Jook- upon us.tiow, . »i 
| Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death, 
| Tofee thy Axtoay making his peace, 
| Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes ?:.. 
| Moft Noble in theprefence of thyCoarfe, 
| Had Las many eyes, as thou laft. wounds, 
| Weeping as falt as they ftream forth thy blood, 
| It would become me better, ‘than to clofe 
| Interms of friendthip with thine Encmies. 


| Pardon me, Julias, here was’t thou -bay’d brave heart. 


| Here didft chou fall, and here thy Hunters ftand 
| Sign’d in-thy fpoil, and Crimfon’d in thy Lethe. 
| O World! thou waft the Foreft to this Hart, 
| And this indeed, © World, the Hart of thee. 
| How like a Deer, ftricken by many Primces, 
Doft thou here lye ? Boab 
Caffi. Mark, Antony. aut 
Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caffins : © 
The Enemies of Cefar fhall fay this: 
Then, ina friend,iit is cold Modefty. 
Cafi. I blame you not for praifing Cafar {o, 
Bot what compact mean yon to have with us? 
Will you be prick’d in numberof our friends, 
Or fhall we on; and not depend on you? 


cAnt, Therefore I took yout-hands, but was indeed 
Sway’d from the point, by looking: down on Cafary 


Friends afta l with you all, and lové you all, 
Upon this hope, that you fhall give me Reafons,, 
Why, and wherein Cefar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or elfe were this a favage fpectacle : 

Our reafons are fo full of good regard, 


To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue) 
A Curfe fhall light upon the limbs of men; 


‘| Domeftick fury, and fierce civil ftrife, 
4 Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 


Blood and deftruéction fhall be fo in ufe, 
And dreadful objects fo familiar, 


| That Mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold | 
Their Infants quartered with the hands of War: 


All pity choak’d with cuftom of fell deeds, 


} And Cefar’s Spirit ranging for revenge, . 


With Ate by his fide, come hot from Hell, 


| Shall in thefe Confines, witha Monarch’s voice, : ‘| ) 
Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War, . 


That this foul deed fhall fmell above the earth 
With Carrion men, groaning for burial. 


Enter Octavio’s Servant. 
You ferve Oftavius Cefar, do you not ? 


Ser, 1do, Mark, Antony. 
Ant, Cefar did write for him to come to Rome, 


Ser. He did receive his Letters, and is coming, — 
And bid me fay to you.by.word:of mouth—— _ 


O Cefar | 


Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee a-part and weep? | 


Paflion I fee is catching, for mine eyes, 

Seeing thofé Beads of forrow ftand in thine, 

Began to water. Is thy Maftercoming?. 
Ser. He liesto night within feven Leagues 


And tell him what hath chane’d: 


| Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
_' No Rome of fafety for Odtavins yet, 


Rome | 
Ant. Poft back with fpeed, on Ta 
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The Tragedy of Julius Geefar. 


Hie hence, andtellhimfo. Yet {tay a while, 
Thou fhalt not back, till have born this Coarfe 
Into the Market-place: There fhall I try 

In my Oration, how the peopletake 

The cruel iflue of tihefe bloody men, 


| According to the which, thow fhalt difcourfe 


To young Octavius a f the ftate of things. 

Lend me your hand. [Exeunt. 

Enter Brutus, and goes into the Pulpit 5 and Caflius, 
with the Plebeians, 


-Pleb. We will be fat isfied ; let us be fatisfied. 

Brut. Then followtne, and give me audience, Friends, 

(4ffius, go you into the other Street, 

And part the Numbers: 

Thofe that will hear mie fpeak, let em ftay here ; 
Thofe that will follow Caffius, go with him, 
And publick Reafons fhall be rendred 

OF Cafar’s death. 

1. Pleb. 1 will hear Brutus fpcak, 

2. I will hearCaffius, and compare their Reafons, 
When feverall y we hear them rendred. 

3. The nol le Brutus isafcended: Silence. 

Brut. Be patient till the Jaft. 

Romans, Ccountry-men, and Lovers, hear me for my 
Caufe, and befilent, that'youmayhear. Believe me for 
mine Honour, and.have'refpeét tomine Honour, that you 
may believe. Cenfure me in your wifdom, and awake 
your Senfes, ‘that you may the’better judge. If there be 
any inthis Aflembly, any dear Friend-of Cefar’s, tothem 
I fay, That i3rveus loveto Cafar was no lefs thamhis. If 
then, that Fe iend demand, why Brutus rofe againlt Cefar, 
this is my Anfwer: ‘Not that I lov’d Cefar leis, but that 
I lov’d Rome more. Had you rather Cefar were living, 
and dyeall Slaves, than that Cfar were dead, to live all 
Free-men? /\s Cafar lov’d'me, 1 weep for him; as he was 
fortunate, I ‘rejoyce at it;..as he was valiant, I honour 
him: But, ashe was ambitious, I flew him. There is 
Tears for his Love, Joy*for his Fortune, Honour for his 
Valour, and Death for his Ambition. Who is here fo 
bafe that wotald bea Bond-man? Ifany, fpeak; for him 
have | offended. Whois here forude, that would not be 
a Roman ? If ‘any, fpeak; for himjhavel offended. Who 
is here fo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, 
fpeak ; for him have l offended. I paufe fora reply. 

All, Nowe, Brutus, none. 

Brut. Then mone have | offended. I have done no 
more to Cefar than you fhall do to Brurus. The Queftion 
of his Death is inroll’d inthe Capitol ; hisGlory not ex- 


| tenuated, wherein he was worthy; not his offences en. 
| fore’d, for which he fuffered death. 


Enter Mark Antony, ‘with Cefar’s Body. 
Here comes his Body, mourn’d by AZark, Antony, who 
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive the bene 


| fit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth; as which 


of you fhall not? With this I depart, That as-I flew my 
beft Lover for the good of Rome, I have the fame Dagger 
for my felf, when it fhall pleafe my Countrey to need my 


| Death. 


All, Live, Brutus, live, live, 
1. Bring bim with Triumph home unto his houfe. 
2. Give him a Statue with his Anceftors. 
3. Let him be Cefar. 
4. Cefar’s better Parts 
Shall be crown’d in Brutus. 
1, We’ll bring him to his houfe 
With Shouts and Clamors, 
Brut. My Country-men— 
2. Peace, filence, Brutus fpcaks. 
1. Peace, Ho ; 
Brut. Good Country-men, Jet me depart alone, 
Aud (for my fake) ftay here with Antony : 
Do grace to Cefar’s Corps, and grace his Speech 
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Tending to (@far’s Glories, which Mark, Antony 
(By our permiflion ) is allow’d to make, 
I do entreat you, not a man depart, 
Save Lalone, till Antony have {poke. 
1, Stay, Hoe, and let us hear Mark Antony. 
3. Let him go up into the Publick Chair, 
We'll hear him: Noble Avtony, go up 
Ant. For Brutus’s fake | am beholden ‘to you, 
4. What does he fay of Brutus? 
3. He fays for Brutus’s fake 
He finds himfelf beholden to us all. 
4. "Twere beft fpeak no harm of Brutus here. 
1, This Cafar was a Tyrant. 
3. Nay, that’s certain : 
Weare glad that Rome is rid of him. 
2. Peace, let us hear what e4ntony can fay. 
Ant, You gentle Romans— 
All, Peace, Hoe, let us bear him, 
Ant, Friends, Romans, Country-men, lend me your ears: 

I come to bury Cefar, not to praife him : 

The evil that men do, lives after them, 

The Good is oft iaterred with the Bones; 

So let it be with Cefar. The Noble Brutus 

Hath told you, Cefar was ambitious : 

If it were fo, it was a prievous fault, 

And grievoufly hath Cefar anfwer’d it 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft, 

(For Brutus is an honourable man, 

Soarethey all, all honourable men) 

Come I to fpeak in Cefar’s Funeral. 

He was my Friend, faithfal and juft co me ; 

But Brutus fays, He was ambitious, 

And Brutus is an Honourable man. 

He hath brought many Captives home to Reme, f 

Whofe Ranfomes did the general Coffers fill ; 3 

Did this in Cefar feem ambitious ? 

When ‘that the poor have cry’d, Cefar hath wept : 

Ambition fhould be-made of fterner Stuff: 

Yet Brutus fays, He was ambitions, 

And Brutus isan Honourable man. 

You all did fee, That on the Lupercal, 

I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crown, 

Which he did thrice refufe. Was this Ambition ? 

Yet Brutus fays, He was ambitious, 

And fare he is an Honourable man. 

I {peak not to difprove what Brutus fpoke, 

But here I am to fpeak what 1 do know; 

You all did love him once, not without caufe, 

What caufe with-holds you then to mourn for him ? 

O Judgment ! thou art fled to Brutith Beafts, 

And Men have loft their Reafon. Bear with me, 

My heart is inthe Coffin there with Cefar, 

AndI muft paufe till ic come back to me. 

1. Methinks there is much reafon in his Sayings. 

If thou confider rightly of the matter, 

Cafar has had great wrong. . (place. 
3. Has he, Matters ? | fear there willa worfe come in hig} — 
4.Mark’d ye his words? He would not take the Crown, | 

Therefore ’tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

1, If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it. 

2. Poor Soul ! his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 
3. There’s not anobler man in Rome than e4ntony; 
4. Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak, 

Ant. But yefterday the word of Cefar might 

Have ftood againftthe World, Now lyes he there, 

And none fo poor to do him reverence, 

O Mafters! If I were difpos’d to ftir 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

I fhould do Brutus wrong, and Caffius wrong ; 

Who (youall know) are Honourable men. 

I will not dothem wrong: I rather chufe 

To wrong the dead, to wrong my felf and you, 

Than I will wrong fuch Honourable men. 

But here’s a Parchment, with the Seal of Cafar, 


LExir. 


_ I found 


32 
{ found it in his Clofet, *tis his Will: 
Let bat the Commons hear this Teftament : 
(Which pardon me) Ido not mean toread, 
And they would go and kifs dead Cefar’s Wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred blood: 
Yea, begahair ofhimfor Memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 
Unto their iffue. 
4. Wee’ll hear the Will, read it, Adark Antony. 
‘All. The Will, the Will, we will hear Cafar’s Will. 


Ant, Havepatience, gentle Friends, 1 muft not read it. 


It is not meet you know how Cafar lov’d you: 
You are not Wood, youare not Stones, butmen: 
And being men, hearing the Will of Cefar, 
[t will inhlame you, it will make you mad ; 
?Tis good you know not that youare his Heirs, 
For ifyou fhould, O what would come of it? 
4. Read the Will, wee’ll hear it, Antony: 
You fhall read us the Will, Cefar’s Will. 
‘Ant. Will yoube Patient ? will you ftay a while? 
I have o’re fhot my felf to tell you of it, 
| fear I wrong the Honourable.men, 
Whofe Daggers have ftabb’d Cefar : I do fear it. © 
4. They were Traytors, Honourable men ? 
cll. The Will, the Teftament. 


2. They were Villains, Murderers : the Will, read the 


Will. 
Ant. You will compel me then toread the Will; 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Cefar, 
And let me fhew you him that made the Will: 
Shall I defcend ? and will you give me leave ? 
All. Come down. 
2, Defcend. 
3. You fhall have leave. 
4. A Ring, ftand round. 
r. Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body. 
2, Room for Antony, moft Noble Antony. 
Ant, Nay prefs not fo upon me, ftand far off. 
Ail, Stand back, room, bear back. 
Ant. \f you have tears, prepare to fhed them nows 
You all do know this Mantle, I remember 
The firft time ever (far put it on, 
Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervi 
Look, in this place ran Caffius’s Dagger through : 
See what a Rent the envious Caska made: 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus ftab’d, 
And as he pluck’d his curfed Steell away, 
Mark how the blood of Cafar followed it. 
As rufhing out of Doors, to be refolv’d, 
If Brutws fo unkindly knock’d, or no: 
For Brutus as you know, was Cefar’s Angel. 
Judge, O you Gods, how dearly Cefar lov'd him; 
This was the molt unkindeft cut of all. 
| For when the Noble Cafar faw him ftab, 
| Ingratitude, more ftrong than Traitors arms, ety 
| Quite vanquith’d him : then burft his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle, mufiling up his face, 
Even-at the Bafe of Pompey’s Statue 
(Which all the while ram blood) great Cefar fell, 
O what a fall was there, my Country-men? ~ 
| Then |, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whil’ft bloody Treafon flourifh’d over us. 
O now you weep, and I perceive you feel 
| The dint of pity : Thefe are gracious drops. 
| Kind Souls, what weep you, when you but behold 
Our (efar’s Vefture wounded ? Look you here, 
Here is Himfelf, marr’d as you fee with Traytors. 
1. O piteous Spectacle ! 
2. ONoble (far! 
| 3. Owoful day ! 
| 4. O Traytors, Villains! 
| x, Omok bloody fight! 


The Tragedy of Julius Caefar. 


2. We will be reveng’d: Revenge 
About, feek, burn, fire, kill, flay, 
Let not a Traytor live.” 
Ant. Stay, Country-men. 
1. Peace there, hear the‘Noble Antony, & 
2. Wee’ll hear him, wee’ll follow him, wee’l] dye} 
with him. | 
Ant. GoodFriends,fweet Friends, let me not ftir you | s 

To fuch a fudden Flood of Mutiny : hd le 

They that have done this Deed, are Honourable, 

What private griefs they have, alas I know not, i 

That made them do it: They are wife and honourable, | 

And will no doubt with reafons anfwer you. = | 

| come not (Friends) to fteal away your hearts ; 

Iam no Orator, as Brutus is 5 : 

But (as you know me all) a plain bluntman ~~ 

That love my'Friend, and that they know full well, | 

That give me publick leave to fpeak of him: oe 

For I have neither Wit, nor words, nor worth, 

Aion nor utterance, nor the power of fpeech, 

To ftir mens Blood. J only fpeak right on: 

I tell you that, which you your felves do know, 6 

Shew you {weet Cz/ar’s Wounds,poor, poor dumb mouths, t 

And bid them fpeak for mes But were I Bratus, | 

And Brutus Antony, there were an e4ntony 

Would ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 

In every Wound of Cefar, that fhould move 

The ftones of Rome torife and mutiny. 

All, Wee’ll Mutiny. 

1. Wee’ll burn the Houfe of Brutus. 

3. Away then, come feek the Confpirators. - 
cnt. Yet hear me, Country-men, yet hear me fpeak,) 
All, Peace ho, hear Antony, moft Noble e4ntony, | 
Ant. Why, Friends, you go to do you know mot what. | 

Wherein hath Cefar thus deferv’d your loves? 

Alas you know not, I mutft tell you then: 

You have forgot the Will told you of . a) 
‘All, Moft true, the Will, let?s ftay’and hear the Will. | 
e4nt. Here is the Will, and under Cafar’sSeal: | 

To every-Roman Citizen he gives, + Eqs 

To every feveral man, feventy five Drachifitacs. | 
2, Ple, Moft noble Cefar, wee’ll revenge his Death. | 
3. Ple. O Royal Cefar. f ins 
Ant. Hear me with patience. » <= Brat 
All, Peace ho, Liat ee 
Ant. Moreover he hath left you all his Walks}. | 

His private Arbours, and new-planted Orchards: . | 

On this fide Tyber, he hath left them you, 

And to your Heirs for ever : common pleafures 

To walk abroad, and recreate your felves. 

Here was a Cafar : when comes fuch another? 

1. Ple, Never, never: come, away, away? .” 

Wee’ll burn his body in the holy place, 

And with the Brands fire all the Traytors Houles. 

Take up the Body. . 

2. Ple, Go fetch fire. 
3. Ple, Pluck down Benches. ae 
4. Ple. Pluck down Forms, Windows, any thing. 
[Exeunt Plebelals | 
Ant. Now let it work: Mifchief thou arta foot, | 
Take thou what courfe thou wilt. is | 
How now, Fellow? st 
: Enter Servant. mes 
Ser. Sir, Oftavius isalready cometoRome. > Bead | 
Ant, Where is he ? hoi at le 
Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cafar’s Houleei |v at 
Ant. And thither will I ftraight, to vifit him: 

He comes upon a wifh. Fortune is merry; ; 

And in this mood will give us, any thing. 

Ser, Lheard him fay, Brutus and (affius, | 

Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome 
Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the peopl 

How I had moved them. Bring me te Oftavims. L& 
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Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians. 


Cin. 1 dreamt to Night, that I did, Feaft with Cafar, 

And things unluckily charge myFantafie:: 
I have no will.to, wander; forth of Doors, 
‘Yet fomething leads me forth. 

. What is your Name? 
. Whither are you going 2 
. Where do you dwell? 
. Are youa Married Man, or- a Batchellor? 
. Anfwer every man directly. 
. I, and briefly. 
. 1, and wifely. 
. 1, and touly, you were beft. 

Cin. What is my Name? Whither am I going ? Where 
do { dwell? Ama Married:Man, or aBatchellor ?: Then 
to Anfwer every Man directly and briefly, wifely and 
oe wifely, I fay, 1 ama Batchellor. 

. That’s as muchas to fay, they are Fools that Marry : 
youll bear me a bang for that: Lfear: Proceed directly. 
ae Directly, bam going to Cefar’s Funeral 
As aFriend, or an Enemy: ? 

Gin. As a Friend, 

2. That matter is anfwered directly. 

4. For your Dwelling: briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, 1 dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Your Name, Sir, truly. 

ot Troly my Name is Cinna. 

. Tear him to pieces, he’s a Confpirator. 
Cin. | am Cinna, the Poet, Lam Cinna the Poet. 

4. Tear him for his bad) Verfes, tear him for his bad 
| Verfes, iJ 
Cin, 1am not Cinna the Confpirator. 

4. It is no matter, 
} name out of his heart, ” and turn him going. 

3. Tear him, tear him; Come Brands ho, Firebrands : 
to Brutus, to Caffi ius, burn all; Some to Decisu’s Houles, 
land fome to — s, fome to Ligarius: Away, go 
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Afius Quartus. 


Enter Antony, ,O¢tavius, and Lepidus, 


SAE Saget many then fhall die, their Names are 
prickt. 

O&. Your Brother too muft die : 
ee. ? 


confent you, Le- 


. Ido confent, 
ree Prick him down, Antony, 
Lep. Upon condition Publius fhall not live, 
Who is your Sifters Son, ark, Antony, 
An. He fhall not live 5 ; look, with a f{pot, Edamn him, 
But Lepidus, go you to Cafar’s "Honfe : 
Fetch che Will hither, and we fhall determine 
How to cut off fome charge in Legacies. 
Lep. What? fhall I find you here ? 
Oét, Or here, or at the Capitol. 
Ant. This isa flight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be fent on Errands: is it fit 
The three. fold World divided, he fhould ftand 
One of the three to fhare it? 
O@. So you thought him, 
And took his Vaice who fhould be prickt to die 


LE«z Lepidus. 


} In our black Sentence and Profcription, 


Ant, Oftavius, Thave feen more days than you 3 


| And though we lay thefe honours on this man, 
| To eale our felves of divers fland’rous loads, 


} : = i 


Millions of eis” sd 


| Drum, Enter ‘Bentas- Cbciivs, and the Army. Titinius 
his Name’s Guna, plick but his 


[ Exeunt all thePlebeians. | 


iIn hisown change, or by! ill Officers, 


He fhall but bear them, as the Afé bearse Gald, 
To groan and fwéatundén the Bulthefg) 2 ah 
Either led or driven, as we print the way: oDELBIE 
And having brought our treafure, where we will, .Lii8) 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off 
(Like to the empty Afs)sto thake be Ears,” 
And graze.inGommons; ivi ; : 
Oc. You may dolyour wilt :i 9 
But he’s, atei’d and val Spal lod tzid 
Ant. Sois my Horfe, Ottavins, and for that, 
I do appoint him ftoreof Proventlery << 
It is a Creature thatchteach:to fighp;!: 
To wind, to ftop,ctorruni dirécblyamed 
His cor poral: Motion} sgdverntdby= my Spirit, 
And in fome taftys is Zaepidus ibutifoli 
He mutt be tang fit,andarain’d) and bid go forth : 
A barren fpirited Fellow, onsothab feeds 
On Objects, Arts, and Imitations. 
Which out of we, and: ftali’d bybethen men 
Begin his fafhion, Do not talk ofhim; 
But as a pr operty : abdinow, Ofuvmsy 
Liftem:great thingso Brotus and (affiia ©: 
Are levying PowersgoWeimbit fraight make head: 
Therefore let ons Allianee. be combin’d;, 
Our beft: Friends madeynand soury belt means ftretcht:out, 
And let us preferirly go Git inCduncil 
How covert mattenswmay. be beft difclos’ dy 
And open Perils {urelt anfwered: 
O&, Let us dofo:! for we are ati the itake, 
And payed about with many Enemies, 
And fome that.fmule have jn their hearts, I fear, 
LExeunt. 


and’ Pindatus meed rhem. 


Bra. Stand, ho. 

Luc, Give the word, ho, and.Stand, 

Bru. What now,» Luciliys, iis Cuffs: near? 
Lug. Heis.at hand; and Pindariés is come 
Todo you falutation from his Mattes. 

Bru. He greets me well. Your Mafter Pindarus, 


Hath given me fome! worthy caufe to with 
Things done, undone : But ifvhe be'at hand, 
[ fhall be fatisfied: 

Pin. 1 do not doubt 
But thatmy Noble Matter: will appear 
Such as heis, full oflregard, and Honour. 

Bru. He isnot doubted: A word, Lucilins, 
How he receiv’d you: Jet me be nefolw’d. 

Luc. With cuctefie, and with refpectenough, 
But not with fuch familiar inftances, 
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference, 
As he hath us’d of old. 

Bru. Thou haft defcrib’d 
A hot Friend, cooling : Ever note, Lucilias, ) 
When Love begins to ficken and decay; of 
It ufeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and fimple Faith: 
But hollow men, like Horfes hot at hand, 
Make gallant thew, and promife of their Mettle : 

Low March within, 

But when they fhould endure the bloody Spar, 
They fall their Creft, and like deceitful fades, 
Sink in the Trial. Comes his Army on? 

Luc. They mean this Night in Sardis to be quarter ‘a: 
The greater part, the Horfe in general 
Are come with Caffins. 


Fs 


Enter Caflius and his Powers. 


Bru. Hark, he isarriv’d: 
March gently onto meet him, 


Caffi. 


34 ee Tragedy of Julitis Corfar. 


| You fhall digeft the Venom of your fpleen | 
Though itdo fplit you.» For from this day forth, 


Caffi. Stand, hoz isod *\'e 0" 
Bru. Stand, ho, {peak the word along. 


Stand, Pil ufe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter, ; 
Stand. | ats When you are wafpifh. | 5. ' 
Stand. — erin qua bus bel Caffi. 1s it come to this? ; | Cif 
Caf. Moft NobléiBrather :! you have done me wrong. Bru. You fay, you are a better Souldier: bu 
Bru. Judge me, youGods; wrong I mine Enemies? | ‘Let it appear fo, make your vaunting true, | off. 
And if not fo, how fhould i wrong/a Brother ? And it fhall pleafe me well. For mine own part, | Bu. ' 
Caffi. Brutus, this fober form of yours, hides. wrongs; I fhall be glad to learn of Noble men, By of! 
And when you doothem ~ san , Caffi.. You wrong me every way : if (Wen th 
Bru. Caffins, be contents tig sio'! | q ‘You wrong me, Brutus: Bakes 
Speak your griefs foftly, 1 do-knowiyou well, I faid, an Elder Souldier, not a Better. iF Bru ' 
Before the Eyes of bothour Armies here Did I fay Better ? Be When? 
(Which fhould perceive nothingybut Love from us) Bru If you did, I care not. moe Wee 
Let us not wrangle, Bid them -moyelaway : Cafi, When Cefar liv’d, he durft not thus have moyd| | 
Then in my Tent Cafias enlarge-your Griefs, me. Ci 
And I will give you Audience. 24 Bin, Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted him,| 
Caffi. Pindarus, NB @? Cafi. 1 durft not. aE 
Bid our Commanders dead their Charges off Bru. No. ; > ee 
A little from this ground. roc Cafi. What? durit not tempt him? 5 There ts 
Bru. Lucilins, do-youthelike; and let no man Bru. For your life you durft not? . Wor 
Come to our Tent, tillywe havedone our Conference. Caf. Do not prefume too much upon my love, Lath. 
Let Lucius and Titinins guard:our Door. [Exeunt.| 1 may do that I fhall be forry for. ai Pott, 
Manent Brutus and Caflius. Bru. Youhave done that you fhould be forry for, Calf. 
Caffic That you have'wrong’dme, doth appear'in this | There is no terror, Caffius, in your threats. Patt, 
You have condemn’d, and noted Lucius Pella For lam arm’d fo ftrong in honefty, Love, @ 
For taking Bribes here of the Sardians ; That they pafs by me, as theidle wind, For | h 
Wherein my Letter, praying on his fide, Which I refpect not. I did fend to you Cafi 
Becaufe I knew the man,. was flighted: off. For certain fums of Gold, which you deny’d me, Bra, 
Bru. You wrong’d-your felf to: write in fach a cafe. / | For I can raife no money by vile means : he Cif. 
Caf. In fach aitime as this, itss not meet, By Heaven, I-had rather coin my heart, he Bra, 
That every nice offence fhould bear his Comment. ‘| And drop my blood for.Drachmaes, than to wring > hie 
Bru. Let me tell you, Caffixs, you your felf, ‘From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile tr if Compa 
Are much condemm’dsto have an itching Palm,.i « By any indirection. I did fend t | Cf. 
To fell, and Mart your Offices: for Golds. To you forGold to pay my Legions, e Brut 
To Undefervers. Which you deny’d me : was that donelike Cafins? Prepat 
Caffi. J, an itching Palm ? 6 © 4 \ gh Should have anfwer’d Caius Caffiusfo? : Cal 
You know that you are Bratus that fpeaks this, > . When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous, ulus 
Or by the Gods,: this fpeech, were elfe your laft.’ »~\ | To lock fach Rafcal Counters from his Friends, co Bri 
Bru. The name of Caffins honours this Corruption, Be ready gods with all your Thunder-bolts, a (44 
And Chaftifement doth therefore hide his head. Dath him to pieces, . rf Bru 
Caffi.. Chattifement ? om. eh Caf. 1 deny’d you not. 0 Caf 
Bru. Remember e Afarch,the Idesof A4archremember:| = Bru. You did. you 
Did not great Fulias-bleed for Juftice fake ? g _ Caffi. 1 did not. He was but a Fool . Bin 
What Villain touch’d- his Body, that-did ftab, That brought my anfwer back. Brutus hathriv’d my heatt, Caf 
And not for Juftice ? What, fhall one of Us, A Friend fhould bear his Friends infirmities, > ike 
That ftruck the Formoft man of all this World, But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. ~ sae Ci, 
But for fupporting Robbers: fhall' we now’ <n Bru. 1 do not till you practife them on me. Oini 
Contaminate our Fingers with bafe Bribes? d Caf. You love me not. Upot 
And fell the mighty {pace of ourlarge Honours Bru. 1 do not like your faults, Br 
For fo much trath, as may be grafped thus ? Caffi. A Friendly Eye could never fee fuch faults. And 
{ had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon, Bru. A Flatterers would not, though they doappeat Have 
Than fuch a Roman. As huge as high Olympus. Tat 
Caffi. Brutus, bait not me, Caffi. Come, eAntony, and young Octavius come, Ant 
I'll not endure it: you forget your felf, Revenge your felves alone on Caffins, ty 
To hedge mein, lama Souldier, 1}, | For Caffius is a weary of the World: Br 
Older in practice, abler than your felf Hated by one he loves, brav’d bv his Brother, Ca 
To make Conditions. Check’d like a Bondman, all his faults obferv’d, | 
Bru. Goto: you are not Caffius. Set ina Note-Book, learn’d, and con’d by roat i 
Caf. Yam, To caft into my Teeth. O| could weep > ie 
Bra, \fay, you are not, My Spirit from mine Eyes: There is my Daget’s ee |? 
Cafi. Urge meno more, I fhall forget my felf: And here my naked Breaft: Within a heart ee at 
Have mind upon your health: Tempt me no farther. Dearer than Pluto's Mine: Richer thanGold:) me | ( 
Bru, Away, flight man. If that thou beeft a Ryman, take it forth. i fi 
(3) 


I that deny’d thee Gold, will give my Heart: 
Strike as thou didft at Cefar, for | know, oe 
When thou didft hate him.worft, thou lovedtt him better | 
Than ever thou lovedit Caffius. ae | 
Bru, Sheath your Dagger : ua werd | 
Be angry when you will, it fhall have fcope, es 
Do what you will, difhonour fhall be humours =~} 
O, Caffius, you are yoaked with aLambs 
That carries anger, asthe Flint bearsfire; 9 Bi 
| Who much inforced, fhews a hafty fpark, 4, 


Caffi. 1s’t poffible ? 

Bru. Hear me, for 1 will {peak. 
‘Mott I give way, and room to your rafh Choler? 
| Shall I be frighted, when a mad man ftares? 

| Caffi. Oye Gods, ye Gods, muft lendure all this? - 

Bru. All this? Imore. Fret till your proud heart break, 
Go fhew your Slaves how Cholerick you are, 
And make your Bondmentremble. Muft I budge? 
Mutt I obferve you ? Mutt I ftand and crouch 
Under your tefty humour? By the Gods 
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And ftraight is cold again, 
Caffi, Hath Caffius iv’d 

To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief and blood ill temper’d, vexeth him ? 
Bru. Whenl {poke that, I was ill-temper’d too. 


Bru. And my heart too. 

Caffs, O Brutus! 

Bru. What’s the matter ? 

Caffi. Have not you love: enough to bear with me, 
When that rafh humour which my Mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Caffins, and from henceforth 
When you are over-earneft with your Brutus, 
Hee?il think your Mother chides, and leave you fo, 


Enter a Posts 


Po, Let me go in to fee the Generals, 

There is fome grudge between ’em, ’tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luci. Yow thall not come to them. 

Poet. Nothing but Death fhall ftay me. 

Caffi. How now? What’s the matter ? 

Poet. For fhame you Generals ? what do you mean? 
Love, and be Friends, as two fuchmen fhould be, 

For | have feen more years I’m fure than ye. 

Caf. Ha, ha, how vilely doth this Cynick rhime: 

Bru. Get you hence, Sirrah: Sawcy fellow, hence. 

Caffi. Bear with him, Brutus, ’tis his fafhion. 

Bru. Vil know bis humour, when he knows his time: 
What fhould the Wars do with thefe jigging Fools? 
Companion, hence. 

Caffi. Away, away, be gone. [Exit Poet. 

Brut. Lucilins and Titinius, bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to Night. 

Cafi. And come your felves,and bring Meffala with you 
Immediately to us. 

Bru, Lucius, a Bowl of Wine. 

(aff. 1 did not think you could bave been fo angry. 

Bru, O Caffias, 1 am fick of many griefs, 

Ca/fi. OF your Philofophy you make no ufe, 
| If you give place to accidental evils. 

Brat. No man bears forrow better. Portia is dead. 

Caffi. Ha! Portia? 

Bru. She is dead. 

Caffi. How fcap’d I killing, when I croft you fo ? 

O infupportable, and touching lofs ! 
Upon what ficknefs ? 

Bru, Impatient of my abfence : 

And grief, that young Offavius with Adark, Antony, 
Have made themfelves fo ftrong: For with her Death 
That tydings came. With this fhe fell diftract, 

And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow’d fire. 

Caffi. And dy’d fo? 

Bra. Even fo. 

Caf. O ye immortal Gods ! 


Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers. 


Bru. Speak no more of her; Give me a Bow] of Wine. 
In this | bury all unkindnefs, Caffins [ Drinks. 
Caffi. My heart is thirfty for that Noble pledge, 
Fill, Lucius, till the Wine o’re,fwell the Cup: 
T cannot drink too much of Brxtus’s love. 


Enter Titinius, and Meflala. 


Bru. Come in, Titinius 
Welcome, good Aseffala : 
Now fit we clofe about this Taper here, 
And call in queftion our neceflities. 

Caffi. Portia, att thou gone ? 


Caffi. Do you confefs fo much? Give me your hand. | 
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Bru. No more, I pray you. 
Meffala, {have here received Letters, 
That young Ocravins, and Mark Aitony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 
Meff. My felf have Letters of the felf fame tenure. 
Brz. With what Addition. 
Meff. That by profcription, and Bills of Outlawry, 
Odtavins, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to Death an hundred Senators. 
Bru, Therein our Letters do not well agree : 
Mine fpeak of feventy Senators, thatdy’d 
By their profcriptions, Cicero being one, 
Caffi. Cicero one ? 


Meff. Cicero is dead, and by that order of profcription. | 


Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord ? 
Brut. No, Meffala. 
.©Meff. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 
Bru. Nothing, Ateffalz, 
Meff; That methinks is ftrange. 
Bru. Why ask you? 
Hear you ought of her, in yours ? 
Me. No, my Lord. 
Bru. Now, as you area Roman, tellme true. 
Meff. Then like a Roman, bear*the-truth ¥ tell, 
For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner. 
Bru. Why, farewel, Portia: we mult die, Adeffala, 


| Wich meditating that fhe muft die once, 


[ have the patience to endure it now. 
Meff; Even fo great men, great lofles fhould endure. 
Caffi, I have as much of this in Art as you, 
But yet my Nature could not bear it fo. 
Bru, Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi prefently. 
Caffi. 1 do not think it good. 
Bru. Your reafon? 
Caffie This it is: 
’Tis better that the Enemy feek us, 
© fhall he wafte his means, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing himfelf offence, whilft we lying ftill, 
Are full of reft, defence} and nimblenefs. 


Bru. Good reafons muft of force give place to better : 


The people ’twixt- Philippi, and this ground 
Do ftand but in a fore’d affection: 
For they have grudg’d us Contribution. 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them fhalk make a fuller number up, 
Come on refrefht, new added, and encourag’ds 
From which advantage fhall we cut him off. 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Thefe people at our back. 
Caffi. Hear me, good Brother. gs 
Bru, Under your Pardon. You muft note befide, 
That we have try’d the utmoft of our Friends : 
Our Legions are brim full, our caufe is ripe, 
The Enemy encreafeth every day, 
We at the.height, are ready to decline. 
There is a Tide in the affairs of men, 
Which taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune : 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life, 
Is bound in Shallows, and in Miferies. 
On fuch a full Sea, are we now a-float, 
And we muft take the current when it ferves, 
Or loofe our ventures. 
Caffi. Then with your will go on: we'll along 
Our felves, and meet them at Philipps. 
Brus The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And Nature muft obey Neceflity, ; 
Which we will niggard with a little reft : 
There is no more to fay. 
Caffi. No more, good night, 
Early to Morrow will we rife, and hence. 


Enter Lucius. 


Bru. Lucius, my Gown: farewel, good A4effala, 
Good Night, Titinius : Noble, Noble Caffins, 
Good Night, and good répofe. 

Caf. O my dear Brother : 

This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come fuch divifion tween our Souls: 
Let it not, Brutus. 


Enter Lucius with the Gown, 


Bru. Every thing is well. 
Caffi. Good Night, my Lord. 
Bru. Good Night, good Brother. 
Tit. Meffa. Good Night, Lord Brutus, 
Bra, Farewel, every one, 
Give methe Gown. Where is thy Inftrument ? 
Luc. Here inthe Tent. 
Bru. What, thou fpeakeft drowfily ? 
Poor Knave, | blame thee, thou art o’re-watch’d. 
Call Claudio, and fome other of my men, 
['ll have them fleep on Cufhions in my Tent. 
Luc. Varrus and Claudio. 


Enter Varrus and Claudio. 


Var. Calls my Lord ? 

Bru. 1 pray you, Sirs, lie in my Tent, and fleep, 
It may be I fhall raife, you by and by 
On bufinefs to my Brother Caffius: 

Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand, 
And watch your pleafure. 

Bru. 1 will not have it fo: lie dowa, good Sirs, 
It may be I fhall otherwife bethink me. 
Look Lucius, here’s the Book fought for fo: 
I put it in the Pocket of my Gown. 

Luc. | was fare your Lordfhip did not give it me. 


Canft thou hold up thy inftrument a {train or two. 
And touch thy heavy Eyes a while. 

Luc. 1, my Lord, an’t pleafe you. 

Bra, It does, my Boy 5 
[trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, Sir. 

Bru. \ fhould not urge thy duty paft thy might, 
I know young bloods look for a time of reft. 

Luc. Uhave flept, my Lord, already. 

Bru. It was well done, and thou fhalt fleep again: 
I will not hold thee long. IfIdolive, — 
I will be good to thee. 


Mufick, and a Song. 


This is a fleepy Tune : O murderous flumber ’ 
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 

That plays thee Mufick? Gentle Knave, good night: 
I will not do thee fomuch wrong to wake thee: 

If thou doft nod, thow break’ft thy Inftrument, 

(’ll take it from thee, and (good Boy) good night. - 
Let me fee, let me fee? is not the Leaf turn’d down _ 
Where I left reading ? Here itis, L think, 


Enter the Ghoft of Cxfar.. 


How ill this Taper burns. Ha!. Whocomes here ? 

I think it isthe weaknefs of mine Eyes, 

That fhapes this monftrous Apparition. . 

It comes upon me: Art thou any thing ? 

Art thou fome God, fome Angel, or fome Devil, 

That mak’{t my blood cold, and my hair to ftare ¢ 

Speak tome, what thou art. © 
Ghoft. Thy evil Spirit, Brutus. 
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LExeunt. 


Bru. Bear withme, good Boy, lam much forgetful. 
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Bru. Why com’ft thou ? ‘a 
Ghoft. To tell thee thou fhalt fee meat Philipp; 
Brut. Well : then I fhall fee thee again? : 
hoff, 1, at Philippi. ‘ 
Bru. Why, 1 will fee: thee at Phélépp: then; 


Now I have taken heart, thou vanifheft. uf A 
Ill Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee, Ene ‘ep 
Boy, Lucius, Varrus, Claudio, Sirs: awake: +“ wi fr YO 
GC laudio. ; id yl ave 
Luci. The ftrings, my Lord, are falfe. fit. N 
Bru. He thinks he is ftill at his Inftrument, | in, 0 
Lucius, awake. tas ln ouh 
Luci, My Lord. % vp 
Bru. Didi thou dream, Lwcius , that thou fo cryedit ; vm V 
out ? an 
Luc. My Lord, I do not know that! did cry. ft ti at 
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Bru, Yes, that thou didft, Didft thou feeany thins?! 
Luc. Nothing, my Lord. 4 y thing? 
Bru. Sleep again, Lucius: Sirrah, Claudio, Fellow, | 

Thou, awake. , . e 
Var. My Lord. ~ 
Clau, My Lord. “ep 
Bru. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your Sleep? ee 
Both, Did we, my Lord ? : a 
Bru. 1: faw you any thing ? 5 
Var, No, my Lord, I faw nothing. 
Clau.. Nor1, my Lord, - 
Bru. Go, and commend me to my Brother Caffins: 

Bid him fet on his powers betimes before, Hh 

And we will follow. a 
Both. It fhall be done, my Lord. E 


Adtus Quintus. 


Fae 


Enter Octavius, Antony, and their etrmy, 


THATS W, Antony, our hopes are anfwered, 
You faid the Enemy would not come doy 
But keep the Hills and upper Regions: id tad 
It proves not fo: their Battels are at hands cclbg 
They mean to warn us at Philipps here: 
Anfwering before we do demand of them. _ 
Ant. Tut 1am in their bofoms, and 1 know 


Wherefore they do it: They could be content Sta 
To vifit other places, and come down ray 
With fearful bravery : thinking by thisface . Ie 
To faften in our thoughts that they have Courage: Gif 
But ’tis not fo. aE Mel 

Enter aMeflenger. | 


Mef. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant fhew: . 
Their bloudy fign of Battel is hung out, 
And fomething to be done immediately. Pe 
Ant, OfFavius, lead your Battel foftly on ae 
Upon the left hand of the evil Field. i 
Ofta. Upon the right hand I, keep thou theleft, | 
Ant, Why do you crofs me inthis exigent? _ 
’ Offa. 1 do not crofs you: but I willdo fo. 


L's, 
. 


Drum, Enter Brutus, Caflius, and their Arm). ~ 


. Bru. They ftand, and would have parley. = J 
Caffi, Stand faft, Titinins, we muft out and talk. sais 
Otta, eMark,Antony, hall we give fign of Battel? | 
Ant. No, Cafar, we will anfwer on their Charge | 

Make forth, the Generals would have fome words. 

OGa, Stir not until the Signal. tal 
Bru. Words before blows : is it fo, Country-men? i 
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Otta, Not that we love words better, as you do. 
bru. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, Ofavins. 
Ant. In your bad ftrokes, Brutus, you give good words, 
Witnefs the hole you made in (¢fars heart, 
Crying, long live, hail Cefar. 
Caffi. Antony, 
The pofture ot your blows are yet unknown ; 
But for your words, they rob the Hibla Bees, 
And leave them Honey-lefs. 
Ant. Not ftinglefs too. 
Bru. O yes, and foundlefs too : 
For you have ftoln their buzzing, Antony, 
And very wifely threat before you fting. 
Ant. Villains: you did not fo, when your vile Daggers 
Hack one another in the fides of Cefar : 
You fhew’d your teeth like Apes, 
And fawn’d like Hounds, 
And bow’d like Bondmen, kifling Cefar’s feet : 
Whilft damned Caska, like a Cur, behind 
Struck Cefar on the neck. Ovyou flatterers! 
Caffi, Flatterers 2? Now Brutus thank your felf : 
This tongue had not offended fo to day, 
lf Caffins might have rul’d. t 
|. Otta; Come, come, the caufe. : Ifarguing make us {wet, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops : 
Look, | draw a Sword againft Confpirators, 
When think you that the Sword goes up againi? 
Never .till Cefar’s three and thirty wounds 
Be well aveng’d ; or till another Cefar 
Have added Slaughter to the-Sword:of Traytors. 
Bru. Cefar, Thou canft not’ die by Traytors hands, 
Unlefs thow bringft them with thee. 
 Ofta. ‘So I hope : 
I was not born to die on Brutus Sword. 
Bra, O if thou wert the Nobleft of thy Strain, 
Young-man, thou couldft not die more honourable. 
Caffi. A peevifh School-Boy, worthies of fuch honour 
| Join’d with a Masker anda Reveller. 
Soar. Old Caffius fill. 
Otta, Come, Antony: away : 
| Defiance, Traytors, hurle we in your teeth. 
| If you dare fight to day, come:to the field: 
| If not, when you have ftomachs. 
; [Exit.O@avius, Antony, and Army. 
| Cafi. Why now blow wind, {well billow, 
| And fwim, Bark : 
| The Stormcis up, and all is on the hazard. 
Bru. Ho, Lucikius, hark, a word with you. 
Lucillias, and Meflala ftand forth. 


| Lac. My Lord. 

| Caf. Meffala. b 

| AMdeffa.. What fayes my General ? ré 
Caf Meffala, this is my \Birth-Day : »as this very day 

Was Caffins borm:Give me thy: hand, Meffala’: 

Be thou my witnefs, that againft my will, 

(As Pompey was) am J compeli’d to fet 

Upon one Battel all our Liberties. 

You know that‘hheld Epicurus ftrong, — 

And hissopiniom Now | change my mind, 

And partly credit things thatido prefage. 

Coming from Sardis, on our former Enfign, 

| Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch’d, 

'| Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands; 

| Who to Philipps here conforted us: 3) 

| This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 

And in their fteads, do Ravens, Crows and Kites, . 

| Fly o’re our heads, and downward look onus 

|| As we were fickly prey ; their fhadows feem 

A Canopy moft fatal, under which 

Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoft, 


‘| Caffi. 1 but believe it partly, 
For lam freth of fpirit, and :refolv’d 
} To meet all peril, very conftantly. 
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Bru, Even fo, Lucilliu. 

Caf. Now moft Noble Bratus, 
The gods to day ftand friendly, that we may 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age. 
But fince the affairs of men refts ftill incertain, 
Lets reafon with the worft that may beial, 
If we do lofe this Bate], then is this 
The very Jaft time we fhall fpeak rogether : 
What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru, Even by the rule of that Philofophy, 
By which I did blame Cato, for the death 
Which he did give himfelf, I know not how : 
But I do find it Cowardly, and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent 
The time of life, arming my felf with patience, 
To ftay the providence of fome high Powers, 
That govern us below. 

Caf. Then if we lofe this Battel, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Through the ftreets of Rome. 

Bru, No, Caffins, no: 
Think not thou, Noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome, 
He bears too great a mind, But this fame day 
Muft end that work, that Ides of «arch begun. 
And whether we fhall meet again, I know not : 
Therefore our everlafting farewel take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffins, 
If weido meet again, why, we fhall {mile: 
If not, why then this parting was well made, 

Caffi. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus : 
If we do meet again, wee’l finile indeed ; 
If not, ’tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bra. Why thenlead on. O that a man might know 
The end of this days bufinefs, ere it come : 
But it fafficeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end isknown. Comeho, away. [Exexne. 

Alarum Enter Brutus and Meffala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Meffala, ride and give thefe Bills 

Unto the Legions; .on the other fide. 
[ Loud Alarum, 

Let them fet on at once: for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Ofavo’s Wing : 
And fadden puth gives them the overthrow : 
Ride, ride, Meffala, letthemallcomedown.  [Exeunt, 


Alarums, Enter Caflius and Titinivs. 
Caffi. O look, Titinius, look, the Villains fly : 

My felf have to mine own turn’d Enemy : 

This Enfign here of mine was turning back, 

I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 
Titin, O Caffins, Brutus gave the word too early, 

Who having fome advantage on Oétavins 

Took it too eagerly: his Souldiers fell to fpoil, 

Whilft. we by Antony areall inclos’d. 


Enter Pindarws, 


Pind, Fly further off my Lord : fly further off, 
Mark, Antony isin your Tents, my Lord : 
Fly therefore, Noble Caffins, fly far off. 
Caffi. This Hill is far enough. Look, look, Tstinus, 
Are thofe my Tents where I perceive the fire ? 
Tit. They are, my Lord. 
Caffi. Titinins, if thou loveft me, ; 
Mount thou my Horfe, and hide thy Spurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troops, 
And here. again, that I may reft affur’d 
Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy. Lx 
Tit. I willbe here again, even with athought. (Ext. 
Caffi. Go, Pindarus, get thither on that Hill, 
D 
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My fight was ever thick : regard, Titinius, 
And tell me what thou not’ft about the field. 
This day | breath’d firft, time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there fhall I end, 
My life is run his compafs. Sirrah, What news? 
Pind. Above. O, my Lord, 
Cafi. What news? 
Pind. Titinius is enclofed round about 
With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spur, 
Yet he fpurs on, Now they are almoft on him: 
Now Titinius, Now fome light: O-he lights too. 
He’s tane. 
And hark, they fhout for joy. 
(afi. Come down, behold no more « 
O Coward, that lam, to live fo long, 
To fee my beft Friend tane before my Face? 


(Shout. 


Ente? Pindatus. 


Come hither Sitrrah; In Parthiadid I take thee Prifoner, 
Aud then I fwore thee, faving of thy life, 
That whatfoever I did bid theedo, 


Thou fhouldft attemptit. Come now, keep thine Oath, 


Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword 

That ran through Cafars Bowels, fearch this Bofom, 
Srand not to Anfwer: Here, take thou the Hilts, 
And when my face is cover’d, as ’tisnow, 

Guide thou the Sword +— Cefar thowart cee 


Even with the Sword that kill’d thee. Kills tim: 


Pin. So, 1 am'free, 
Yet would not fo have been, 
Durft I have done my will. O-Caffins, 
Far from this Country ‘Pindarus fhail run, 
Where never Roman {hall take note of ‘him. «i 


\ 


Enter Titinius, and Meflala. 


Meffa. tis but change, Titinius: for Oétavins 

| {s overthrown by Noble Brutus power, 

As Caffius Legions are ‘by atony.. 
Fitin. Thefe tidings will well comfort: Caffinss 
eMeffz. Where did you leave him + 
Titin. All difconfolate, 

With Pindarus his Bondman, on this Hill. 
Meffa. 1s not that he that lies upon the ground ? 
Titi, He lies not like the Living. O my heart ! 
Meffa. 1s not that he ? 
Titin. No, this was he, A4effala, 

But Caffixs is no more, O fetting Sun: 

| Asin thy red Rayes'thou doft fink to night; 

| So in his red blood Caffins day it fet. 

| The Son of Rome is fet, Our day is gone, 


} Miftruft of my iuccefs hath done this deed. 


O hateful Error, Melancholies Child: » .) 
Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men, 
The things that are not? O Error foon conceiv’d, 
Thou never com’ft unto.a happy Birth, 

But kill’ft the Mother that engendred thee. 


Meffa. Seek him, Titinins: whillt-1 goto meet 
| The Noble Brutus, thrutting this report 

| Intovhis Ears; I may fay, thrufting it: 

For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed 

Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Bratus, 

| As tydings of this fight. Z 3 ) 
| Tit. Hyexyou, Aeffala, ; 

And J will feek for Pindarns the while: 

Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Caffias ? 
Did I not meet thy Friends, anddid not they 
Put-on my brows this wreath of Victory, 


poo — 


thou haft mifconftrued every thing. 
take this Garland on thy 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, andt - 
Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace, 

And fee how Il regarded Caius Caffius : ‘i 
ve, gods: This is a Romans part, 
us Sword, and find Titénins heart, © 


, where, AMeffala, doth his Body lie? — 
Meffa. Lo yonder, and Titinins mourning it, f 
Brux | itinins face is upward. gli 
Cato. He is flain. 


Cato. Brave Ittinins, 
Look where le have not'Crown’d dead Caffins, > : 

Bru, Ate yet two Romans living fach as thefe? © > i 
The laft of all the Romavs, fare thee well: ee 
It is intpoffible that ever Rome 
Should breed thy Fellow: Frien 
To this dead man, than you fhall fee me pay, 
| fhall find time, Caffixs: 1 thall find time, 
Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his body, i 
His Funerals fhall not be in our Camp, tia 
Left it difcomfort us. Lucillins come, 
And come, young Cato, let us to the Field, 
Labio and Flavius, fet our Battels on: ‘a 
Tis three a Clock, and Romans yetere night, | ~ 
We fhall try Fortune in a fecond fight. «1 


ds 1 owe moetears | 


Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meflala, Cato, ' 


Bru. Yet Countrymen: O yet, hold Op your: 

(ato, What Baftard doth not? who will gow 
T will proclaim my name about the field. 
I am the Son of Afarcus Cato, ho. 
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A Foe to Tyrants, and my Countreys Frie 
I am the Son of AZarcus Cato, ho. 
Exter Souldiers and 
And I am, Bratus, Marcus Brutus, 1. © 
Brutus may Countries Friend: know me for Brutus: 
Luc. O young and Noble Cato, artthou down?” | 
Why now thou dyeft, as bravely as Titsmias, ne 
And may’ft be honour’d.:being 
Sould. Yield, or thou dyeft. 
| Luc. Only I yield to die: 
There is fo much, that ‘thou wilt kill me a 
_ | Kill Brvews, and be honour'd im: his Death: )\' 
| Clouds, Dews, and’ Dangers come; our deeds are done | Sould. \We- tuft note:a Noble Prifoner. oo ~ 


{ 
Meffa Miltruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed. | 
2. Sould. Room ho: tell Antony, Brutus is tane: 


Ant, Where is he? «- 

Luc, Safe cAntony, Brutus 
I dare affure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall ever take alive the Noble Brutuszi 40° 
| The gods defend -him from fo: great a fhamey Mee, ' 
When you do find ivim or alive, or dead,» 
| He will be found like Brutus, like himéelf. 

Ant. Thisis not Brutus, Friend, puc I affare yOu, 
A prize no lefs in worth: keep this man fates: 7°?) 
Give him all kindnefs, | had rather have 9°)” 
Such men my Friends, than Enemies. . 
_| And fee where Brutus be alive or dead, . 
_| And bring us unto Oétavius Tent, 
How every thing is chanc’d. 


Tit. What Pindarus 2 Where art thou, Pirdarus? 


And bid me give it thee? Didft thou not hear their fhonts? 
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a The Tragedy of Julius Cefar. 


Ve oe 


y and) res : Hath almoft ended his lives Hiftory : 
Ce Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, Night hangs upon mine Eyes, my Bones would reft, 
“i and Volumnius, That-have but labour’d, to attain this hour. 
a Ry Alarum, Cry within, Flie. flie, flie. 
Tia Bru. Come,poor remains of Friends, reft onthisRock.| Ci. Flie, my Lord, flic. ; non 
‘1 Git. Statillins fhew'd the Toreh-light, bat, my Lord, Bru. Hence: | willffollow : % 
Mss, He came not back, hgis, or tane, or flain. 4 | prethee,: Str ato, ftay thou by thy Latd, 
sadly Bra. Sit thee down, Clitus & flaying is the. word, Thou arta Fellow of a good refpect:: 
4 | It isa deed in fafhion,” Hark thee; Chitus. Thy life tactrtad forme fmatch of honour in it, 
ed Cit. What I, my Lord ? No, not for all the World, Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy face, 
ii ti Bru. Peace then, no worcs. While I do run upon it. Wiltthou, Strato? 
se: Chit. Vil rather kill my felf. Strat, Give me your hand firft. Fare you well, my Lord. 


Bru. Hark thee, Dardanins. Bru. Farewel, good Strato, —— Cafar, now be ftill, 


vain Dard. Shall 1 do fucha Deed ? [ kill’d not thee with half fo good a will. [ Dies. 
hy Chit, O. Dardanius. 23 se ; 


dts aie | Dar, O- Clitus, res . 
\| Cle, What ill requeft did Brutus make tothe? 
Dar. To kill him, Ciitus ook he meditates, 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony, Octavius, Meflala, 
: Lucillius, and the Army, 


om dea Clit. Now.is that Noble-Veffel full of grief, Otté. Whatman is that ? 
sliighch yy | That it runs over even at his Eyes. Meffz. My Mafters man. Strato, where is thy Mafter ? 
faethe: | Bras, Come hither,-good-Volumnins, lift a word. “Stra. Free-from-the Bondage youare-in, deffala > —- 
ne Volum, What fays, my Lord ? The Conquerours can but make a fire of him: 
Frieus| ony | Bra. Why this, Volumnius: For Brutus only overcame himfelf, 
Ouhillfemy | The Ghoft of Cafar hath appear’d to me And no man elfe hath honour by his Death. 
| hdl fda | Two feveral times by night: at Sardis, once ; Lucs. So Brutus fhould be found. | thank thee, Brutus, 
baru alte | And this laft night, herein’ Philippi-fields : That thou haft prov’d Lwueslius faying true. 
our Can, I know my hour is come. Oéta, All that ferw’d Brutus \-wiil entertain them, 
cis Ct, Volum. Not fo, my Lord. Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me ? 
rustotiefdy | ‘Br, Nay, I am fure it is, Volumnius. Stra. 1, if Meffala will prefer me to you. 
Baten: | Phou feeft the World, Velumnins, how it goes, Oéta. Do fo, good Meffala. 
onan yeni, | OVS Enemies have beat us to the'Pit : [Low Alarum.|  Meffa. How died my Lord, Strato ? 
Fon It is more worthy, to leap in our felves, Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
| Than tarry till they pufh us. Good Volummius, Meffa. Oftavins, then take him to follow thee, 
4 Nell Thou knoweft that we two went to School together : That did the lateft fervice to my Mafter. 
i] bu 


Even for that our love of old, | prethee Ant. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all: 

Hold thou my Swords Hilt, while I run on it. All the Confpirators fave only he, 

,| Mol. That’s not an office for a Friend, my Lord: Did that they did, in envy of great Céfar : 

Opel [Alarnm ftill. | He,* only in a general honeft thought, 

oth ot EY Hip, Fly, fly, my Lord, there isno tarrying here. And common good to all, made one of them. 

abonttih | Bry, Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volumnius. His life was gentle, and the Elements 

wi, | Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep : So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand up, 

y Cnn i Farewel to thee, to Strato, Countrymen : And fay to all the World ; This was a man. 

a,t0 | My heart doth joy, that yet all my life, Otta. According to his Vertue, let us ufe him 

a Sl) 1 found no man, but he was true to me, With all refpect, and rites of Burial, 

yay bts } 1 fhall have glory by this loofing day, Within my Tent his Bonesto night fhall lie, 

nd: igon tel More than Offavins and Mark Antony, Moft like a Souldier, ordered honourably : 

ble Catt | By this vile Conqueft fhall attain unto. So call the field to reft, and let’s away, 

brary 8! | So fare you well at once, for Brutus tongue To part the glories of thishappy day, [Exeunt ommes. 
}} 


d Flavis 


eAdtus Primus. Scena ‘Prima. 


Thander and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 


i, HEN hall we three meet again ? 
in Thunder, Lightning, or in Rain? 
2. Whenthe Hurly-burly’s done, 


When the Battel’s,loft and won. 

. That will be e’re the fet of Sun. 

. Where the-place? 

. Upon the Heath. ... 

_ There to meet with A4acbeth. 

. Lcome, Gray-Malkin. ic 

All, Padocke calls anon:, Fair is foul, and foul is fair. 

Hover through the fog and filthy air. _ LExennt, 


yar 


“Scena Secunda. 


Alavum within. Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbaine, |) 
Lenox , sth Attendants » mecting 534i ep 
4 bleeding Captain. ; 


King. What bloody man is that? H¢ cap report, 
As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt — 
The neweft ftate. 
Mal. This is the Serjeant, 
Who like a good and hardy Souldier fought 
*Gainft my Captivity: Hail, hail, brave Friend ; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the broy], 
As thou didft leave it. 
Cap. Doubtful it {tood, 
_Astwo {pent Swimmers, that do cling together, 
And choak their Art: The mercilefs A4acdonnel 
(Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that 
The multiplying villanies of Nature 
Do fwarm upon him) from the weftern Ifles 
Of Kernes and Gallow glafles is fupply’d, 
And Fortune on his damned Quarry fmiling, 
Shew’d like a Rebels whore: But all’s too weak : 
For brave Macbeth (well he deferves that name ) 
| Difdaining Fortune with his brandifht Steel, 
Which fmoak’d with bloody execution => 
Like Valours Minion) carv’d out his paflage, 

Till he fac’d the Slave: ae 
| Which never fhook hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
Till he unfeam’d him from the Nave to th’ Chops, 

And fix’d his head upon our Battlements. 
King. O valiant Coufin, worthy Gentleman. 
Cap. As whence the Sun gins his reflection, 


) 
i 


Shipwracking ftormsand direful Thunders breaking Y ‘ 


So from that fpring , whence comfort feem’d to com f 
Difcomfort fwells: Mark, King of Scotland, mark, . 
No fooner Juftice had with Valourarm’d, 
Compell’d thefe skipping Kernes to truft their heels, 
But the Nerweyan Lord furveying vantage, | 

With furbufht arms and new fupplies of men, 

Begana frefh aflault. ss 


Banquo ? 5 

Cap. Yes, as Sparrows Eagles 5 
Or.the Hare the Lion, 
If fay footh, I muft report they were jaa 
As Cannons overcharg’d with double Cracks, | re 
So they doubly redoubled ftroakson the Foe: ~ = | 


Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds, im | 


Or memorize another Golgothe, 

I cannot tell: But I am faint, 

My Gathes cry for help. yak Gihal 
King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds, | 

They fmack of Honour beth: Go, get him Surgeons. 


Enter Rofle and Angus. . oi ; mi { th 


Who comes here ? 
Mal. The worthy Thane of Roffe. 
Len. What haft looks through his eyes? 


So fhould he look, that feems to fpeak things ftrange. 4 i 


Roffe. God fave the King, ( Bs | 
King. Whence cam’ft thou, worthy Thane? | 
Roffe. From Fife, great King, oe i 
Where the Norweyan Banners flout the Sky, = 
And fan our people cold. 7 
Norway himfelf, with terrible numbers, me . 
Affifted by that moft difloyal Traytor, 
The Thane of Cawdor, began a difmal Conflié, 
Till that Befona’s Bridegroom, lapt in proof, — 
Confronted him with felf-comparifons, 
Point againft Point, rebellious Arm ‘gaint Arm, =| 
Curbing his lavifh fpirit: And toconclude, = 
The victory fell on us. 
King. Great happinefs. iB pale 
Roe That now Sweno, the Norwayes Kings 
Craves compofition : ae 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he disburfed, at Saint Colmes-hill, 
Ten thoufand Dollars, to our general nfe. 
King. No more that Thane of Cawdor fh ll 
Our bofom intereft: Go, pronounce his 


Wi 


King. Difmaid not this our Captains, Macbaband. | 
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And with his former Title, great A4acbeth. 
offe. Vil fee it done. 
King. What he hath loft, noble Macbeth hath won. 
(Exeunt. 


Scena. Tertia. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 


1, Where haft thou been, Sifter ? 

2. Killing Swine. 

3. Sifter, where thou ? Ne! 

1. A Saylors wife had Cheftnuts in Wer Lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht: 
Give me, quoth I. 
| Anoynt thee, Witch, the Rump-fed Ronyon cries. 
Her husband’s to e4leppo gone, Matter o’th? Tiger: 
But ina fieve Ill thither fail, 
And like a Rat without a Tail, 
Lil do, Pildo, ‘and Pil do, 

2. Pil give'thee a wind. 

1. Th’art kind. 

3. And I another. 

1, I my felf have all the other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know. 


4 ’th? Shipman’s Card. 


Vl drain him dry as Hay: 
Sleep fhall neither night nor day; 
Hang upon his Pent-houfe Lid: 
He fhall live a man forbid: 
Weary Sev’nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 
Though his Bark cannot be loft, 
Yet it fhall be Tempeft-tolt. 
Look what I have. 

2. Shew me, fhew me. 

1. Here, I havea Pilots Thumb, 
Wrackt as homeward he did come. 

_ A Drum, a Drum: 

eMacheth doth come. 

All. The weyward Sifters, hand in hand, 
Pofters.of the Sea and Land, 
Thus do go, about, about, 
Thrige to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charm’s wound up. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 


Mach. So foul and fairaday Ihave not feén, — - 
Bang. How far is’t call’d to Sorts ? what’are thefe ? 
So wither’d, and fo wild in their attire, 
That look not ‘like th’ inhabitans o’th’ Earth, 
And yet are on’t? Live you, or are you ought 
That man may queftion? You feem to underftand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her'skinny Lips: You fhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are fo. 
Mach. Speak if you can: Whatare you? 
1. Allhail, A¢acheth, hail tothee, Lhane of Glamis. 
2. All hail, AZacheth, hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor. 
3. Allhail, Aacherh, that fhalt be King hereafter. 
Ban, Good Sir, why do you ftart and feem to fear 
Things that do found fo fair? Ich? name of Truth, 
Are ye fantaftical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye fhew? My noble Partner, — 
You greet with prefent Grace, and great Prediction 
Of Noble having, and of Royal hope, 
That he feems wrapt withal, to me you {peak not. 
If you can look into the Seeds of Time, 
And fay, which Grain will grow, and which will not, 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear 


The T ravedy of Macbeth. 


[Dram within. 


Your favours, nor your hate. 
1. Hail, 
2. Hail. 
3. Hail. 
1, Lefler than Macbeth, and greater. 
2. Not fo happy, yet much happier, 
3. Thou fhalt get Kings, though thou be none : 
So all hail, A4acheth and Banquo. 
1. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail. 
Mab. Stay, you imperfect Speakers, tell me more: 
By Sinel’s death | know fam Thane of Glamis, 
But how of Cawdor? The Thane of Cawdor lives, 
A profperous Gentleman: And to be King, 
Stands not within the profpect of belief, 
No more than to be’Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange intelligence, or why, 
Upon this blafted heath you {top our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speak, I charge you. CWitches vanifh. 
Bang. The Earth hath bubbles,‘ as the water has. 
And thefe are of them: Whither ate they vanifh’d ? 
«Mach. Into the Air: and what feem’d corporal, 
Melted, as breath itito che wind, 
Would they had ftaid. 
Bang. Were fuch things here, as we do {peak about? 
Or have we eaten oft ‘the infane Root, 
That takes the Reafon Prifoner ? 
Mach. Your Children fhall be Kings. 
Bang. You fhall be King. 
Mach: And Thiune'of Cawdor too: Went it not fo? 
Bang.’ To th’felPfathe'tane, and words: Who’s here? 


OD Enter Rofle and Angus. 


Roffe. The King hath’ happily receiv’d, Atacberh, 
The news of thy Succefs: and when he reads 
Thy perfonal Venturein the Rebels fighr, 

His wonders and his: Praifés do contend, 

Which fhould be thine or his: Silenc’d with that; 
In viewing o’re the reft o’th’ felf-fame day, 

He finds thee in the ftout Norweyan Ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thy felt didft'make 
Strange Images of death, asthickas tale 

Can poft with Pott, and every one did bear 

Thy praifes in his Kingdoms great. defence, 

And pour’d them down before him. 

c4ng, We are fent, 

To give thee, from our Royal Matter, thanks, 
Only to herald thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee. 

Roffe. And for anearneft of a greater honour, 
He bad me, from him, call thee'Thane of Cawdor i 
In which addition, ‘hail , moft worthy Thaze, 

For it is thine. 

Bang. What, cat the Devil {peak true? 

«Mach. The Thane of Cawdor lives: 

Why do you drefs me in his borrowed Robes? 

Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet, 

But under heavy judgment bears that life; 

Which he deferves to lofe, 

Whether he wascombin’d with thofe of Norway, 
Or elfe did line the Rebel with hidden help, 

And vantage; or that with both-he labour’d 

In his Countreys wrack, I know not: 

But Treafons Capital, confefs’d, and prov’d, 
Have overthrown him. 

Mach. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor 
The greateft is behind, Thanks for your pains, 
Do you not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 
When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis’d no lefs to them ? 

Bang. That trufted home, 

Might yet enkindle you into the Crown, 
Befides the Thane of Cawdor. But’tis ftrange : 
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And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The inftruments of Darknefs tell us Truths, 

Win us with honeft trifles, to betray’s 

In deepeft confequence. 

Coufins, a word, I pray you. 

Mach. Two truths are told, 

As happy Prologues to the {welling Act 

Of the imperial Theam. [thank you, Gentlemen: 

This fupernatural folliciting 

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. 

If ill? Why hath itgiven me earneft of fuccefs, 

Commencing ina Truth? Iam Thane of Cawdor. 

If good? Why dol yield tothat fuggeftion, 

Whofe horrid image doth unfix my heir, 

Andmake my feated heart knock at my Ribs, 

Againft the ufe of nature ? Prefent fears 

Are lefs than horrible imaginings : 

My thought, whofe murther yet is but fantaltical, 

Shakes fo my fingle ftate of man. 

That function is {mother’d in furmife, 

And nothing is, but whatis not, 

Ban, Look how our Partner’s rapt. 
Mach. \f Chance will have me King, 
Why Chance may crown me 
Without my ftirr. 
Ban. New honours come upon him, 
Like our {trange Garments, cleave not to their mould, 
Buc with the aid of ufe. 
Mach. Come what come may, 

Time and the hour runs through the rougheft day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ftay upon your leifure. 
Mach, Give me your favour : 

My duli brain was wrought with things forgotten. 

Kind Gentlemen, your pains are regiftred, 

Where every day I turn the:Leaf, 

To read them. if 

Let us toward the King; think upon 

What hath chanc’d : and at more time, 

The interim having weigh’d it, let us {peak 

Our free hearts each to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 
Macb. Till then enough : 


Come, friends. LExeunt, 


Scana Quarta.’ 


Flourifh. Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme, 
Donalbain, and Attendants, 


King. 1s execution done on Cawdor ? 
Are not thofe in commiffion yet return’d ? ; 
Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come back. 
But I have fpoke with one that faw him die : 
Who did report, that. very frankly he-- 
Confefs’d his Treafons, implor’d your Highnefs pardon, 
And fet forth a deep Repentance ; 
Nothing in his life became him, 
Like the leaving it. He dy’d, 
As one that had been ftudied in his death, - 
To throw away the deareft thing he ow’d, | 
As ’twere a carelefs trifle. 
King. Theres no Art, 
To find the minds conftruction in the face + 
He was a Gentleman on whom I built ~ 
An abfolute truft. 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rofle, and Angus. 


O worthieft Coufin, 

The fin of my Ingratitude even now, 

Was heavy on me. Thou art fo far before, 

That fwifteft Wine of Recompence is flow : 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadft lefs deferv’d, 


:* — 
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ee 
Than W! 
That | 0 
And cha 
Allthat 
Which | 


That the Proportion both of thanks and payment, | 

Might have been mine: Only I have left to fay,’ 

More is thy due, than more than all can pay, 
Mach. The fervice and the loyalty I owe, 

In doing it, paies it felf. ' 


Your Highnefs part is to receive our Duties: ‘ Tohave 
And our Duties are to your Throne and State, : 
Children and Servants; which do but what they thould | 
By doing every thing fafe toward your love ra 
And honour. me i 
King. Welcome hither : ' viet 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour t uf 
To make thee fullof growing. Noble Banguo, ae a 
That haft no lefsdeferv’d, nor muftbe known, i ie 
Nor lefs to have done fo: Let me enfold thee, ae ia 
And hold thee to my heart. | uh 
Ban. There if I grow, 7 a 
The Harveft is your own. H nue 
King. My plenteous joys, | haa 
Wanton in fulnefs, feek to hide themfelves i! Lad 
In drops of Sorrow. Sons, Kinfman, Thanes, 1 ak bt 
And you, whofe places are the neareft, know, — oa 
We will eftablifh our Eftate upon Thata 
Our eldeft, AZalcolm, whom we name hereafter, Uuies 
The Prince of Cumberland: Which honour mult’ be 
Not unaccompanied, invefthim only, And fi 
But figns of Noblenefs, like Stars fhall fhine tee 
On al] Defervers. From hence to Exverzes, Sop 
And bind us further to you. ce Tia j 
Mal. The reft is labour, which is not us’d for you: H ae 
I?ll be my felf the Harbenger, and make joyful ie Teel 
The hearing of my wife with your approach: te: 
So humbly take my leave, ree i 
King. My worthy Cawdor. ae ti 
Mach. The Prince of Cumberland: Thatisaftep, | a 
On which I muft falldown, or elfeo’rleap, = | Jy xh 
For in my way it lies. Stars hide your fires, ad re 
Let not light fee my black and deep defires : vi 
The eye wink at the hand; Yet let that be, - 
Which the eye fears, when it is done to fee, ty 
King. True, worthy Banquo : He is full fo valiant, | |... 
And in his commendations, I am fed: Erte ad |. tes 
It is a Banquet to me, let’s after him, i 
Whole care is gone before, to bid us welcome: ne 
Itis a peerlefs kinfman. ey Theft 
2 Ma 
Scena Quinta. Dune 
Lai 
Ma 
ba 
Mall 
Your F 
knowledge. When I burnt sn defire to ir 
they made themfelves Air, Into which t ws | 
ftood rapt in the wonder of it, came Miffives from the il 
who all bail’d me Thane of Cawdor ,, by which Title a 
thefe weyward Sifters falutedme , and referr’d meto t? sh 
ming on of time, with hail King that fhalt be. This mn 
thought good to deliver thee (my deareft partner of Greaint Ci 2 
that thou might’ /? not lofe the dues of rejoycing by beng anna mw 
of what Greatnef is promis’ thee, Lay it ta thy heat, @ bg 
farewel, hs a es 
Glamis thouart, and (Cawdor; andfhaltbe =f i 
What thou art promis’d: Yet Ido fear thy Nature; © | 9|"" 


It is too full o’th’ milk of humane kindnefs, 5). 
To catch the neareft way. Thou wouldft be grealy | 
Art not without ambition: But wichout 49,41} 
The Iinefs fhould attend it. What thou would’tt bighlys 
That wouldft thou holily ; Would’ft not play falfé | 
And yet would’ft. wrongly. win, ee | 
Thow’d’ft have, great Glamz, 


nl W eioab sae / 
that which cries). , uot F 
Thus thou muft do if thou -haveits,.0 iw .e © | . 


And that which rather thou doft fear today, jj... ‘than 


en a a 
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hae ; ; 
ae Than wifheft fhould be undone, Hie thee hither, Unto our gentle fenfes, 
nto That I may pour my Spirits in thine ear, Bang. This Gueft of Summer, 


, And chaftife with the valour of my tongue 


The Temple- haunting Barlet does a rove 
All that thee hinders fromthe Golden Round, : : ‘ 


theG By his loved Manfonry, that the Heavens breath, | 

tthe Which Fate and Metaphyfical aid doth feem Smells wooingly here: No Jutty frieze, 

dahon To have thee crown’d withal. Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, But this Bird 

_ Thy Hath made this pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle, 

YOU Enter Meflenger. Where they mutt breed, and haunt; I have obfery’d 
. The air is delicate, 

iy What is your tidings ? 

NOW ih Ag. The King comes here to night, Enter Lady. 

+ Nb by Lady. Thou’rt mad to fay ir, 

Dot yin Is not thy Mafter with him ? who, wer’t fo, King. Seeyfee, our honour’d Hoftefs : 

te ey Would have inform’d for preparation. _ .° | The love that follows us, fometime is our trouble, 
Meff. So pleafe you, itis true : our Thane iscoming, | Which {till we thank as Love. Herein | teach you, 

One of my fellows bad the fpeed of him ; How you fhall bid god-eyld us for your pairis, 
Who almolt dead for breath, had fcarcely more And thank us for your trouble. 

| Than would make up his Meflage. Lady, All our fervice, 

hide them Lady. Give him tending, In every point twice done, and then done double, 

Kina, Ti He brings great News, (Exit Mellenger. | Were poor, and fingle Bufinefs, to contend 

Hewat ty =| The Raven himfelf is boarfe, Again{t thofe honours:deep, and broad, 

mm That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncane Wherewith your Majefty loads our honfe : 

eae he Under my Battlements. Come you Spirits, For thofe of old, and the late Dignities, 

Which bogs That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here, Heap’d up to them, we reft your Hermits, 

hin oh, ‘ And fill me from the Crown to the Toe, top-full King, Where’s the Thane of Cawdor ? 


Stars al i Of direft Cruelty : make thick my blood, We courft him at the heels, and-had a purpofe 


nceta Bsr Stop up the accefs and paflage to Remorfe, To be his Purveyor : But he rides well, 
! That no compunctious vifitings of Nature And his great Love (tharp as his Spur) hath holp him 
ich suet Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace between To his home'before us = Fair and Noble Hoftefs, 
; se Th’effect, and it. Come to my Womans Breafts, We are your gueft to Night. 
Vhy 4 


) And take my Milk for Gall, you murth’ring Minifters, 
th you gpa Where-ever in your fightlefs fubftances, 

You wait on Natures Mifchief, Come, thick Night, 
i. And pall thee in the dunneft fmoak of Hell, 
nea: Ti That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes, 
ole Nor Heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
sbideymts §=—«sJ To cry, hold, hold. 


Lady. Your Servants ever, 
Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs in compt, 
To make their Audit at your highnefs pleafure, 
Still to return your own. 
King, Give me your hand : 
Conduct me to mine Hoft, we love him highly, 
And fhall continue, our Graces towards him, 


and dee et By your leave, Hoftefs, CExeunt. 
Yerletitty Enter Macbeth. 

it isda t 
1 Hist! Great'Glamis, worthy Cawdor, — Scena Septima. 

[am fet: Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter, 
; afte tt Thy Letters have tranfported me beyond Hoboyse Torches, 

ro bide This ignorant. prefent, and I feel now Enter a' Sewer, and divers Servants with Difhes and Service 


The future in the inftant, 
Mach, My deareft Love, 
' Duncane comes here to Night. 
(us Lady, And when goes hence ? 
Macb, Tomorrow, as he purpofes, 


over the Stage. Then enter Macbeth, 


Mach. If it were done, when ’tis done, then ’twere well, 
It were done quickly : if th’Aflaflination 
Could trammel up the Confequence, and catch 


vb Lady. O never, « With his furceafe,, Succefs: that but this blow 
fe alone Shall Sun that morrow fee. Might be the be all, and the end all. @Here, 

fh Your Face, my Thane , is asa book, where men But here, upon this Bank and School of time. 
yb May read ftrange matters to beguile the time, We’ld jump the lifetocome. But in thefe Cafes, 
jen | Look Tike the time, bear welcome in your eye, We ftill have judgment here, that we but teach 
daft il Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent flower, | Bloody inftructions, which being taught, return » 
yo But be the Serpent: undet’t. Fle that’s coming, To plague th’ingredience of our poyfon’d Chalice 


cot lf Mutt be provided for: and you fhall put 


, To our own lips. He’s here in double truft ; 
rant yy This Nights great bufinef into my difpatch, 


Firft, as lam his Kinfman, and his Subjeét, 


Ht, aif ‘ Which hall to all our Nights and Days to come, Strong both againft the Deed: then, as his Hoft, 
rit _ | Give folely Soveraign Sway and Malterdom. Who fhould againit his Murderer fhut the door, 
dua! , | ach. We will {peak further. Not bear the knife my felf. Befides this Duncane 
yee Lady. Only look up clear : Hath born this Faculty fo meek : hath been 
fs igi” | Toalter favour ever is to fear : So clear in his great Office, that his Vertues 
ft Leave all the reft tome. [Bxeunt, | Will plead like Angels, Trumpet tongu’d againft 
Apt The deep damnation of his taking off : 
iy agi? S And Pity, like anaked new-born-babe, 
; ‘pi Scena Sexta. Striding the blaft, or Heavens Cherubio, hors’d . 
alt wlll? : Upon the fightlefs Curriors of the Air, 
boa wil » | Hloboys, and Torches, Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, | Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 
ee Banquo, Lenox, Macdufle, Rofle, Angus, That tears fhalldrownthe Wind. Ihave no Spur 
it ff . and’ Attendants. To prick the fides of my intent, but only 
oa ee Vaulting Ambition, which o’re-leaps it felf, 
sist | King. This Caftle hath a pleafant feat, ; 
‘ id | The aie nimbly and. fweetly recommends it felf Enter 
ells vit i 
p fat? ’ Se 


Aa ged 


Enter Lady. 


And falls on th’other. 
How now? What News ? 

La. He has almoft fup’d:why have you left the chamber? 

Mac. Hath he ask’d for me? 

Lady, Know you not, he has ? 

Mac. We will proceed no further in this Bufinefs + 
He hath honour’d me of late, and I have bought 
Golden Opinions from all forts of People, 

Which would be worn now in their neweft glofs, 
Not caft afide fo foon. 

Lady. Was the hope drunk, 
VVherein you dreft your felf? Hath it flept fince ? 
And wakes it now to look fo green and pale ? 
At what it did fo freely? From this time, 
Such Laccount thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the fame in thine own Act, and Valour, 
As thou art in defire?, Wouldft thou have that 
Which thou efteem’ft the Ornament of Life, 
And live a Coward in thine own efteem? 
Letting I dare not, wait upon! would, 
Like the poor Cati’th’ Adage. 

Mach, Prethee, peace: 
I dare doall that may become aman; 
Who dares no more is none. 

Lady, What beaft was’t then, 
That made you break this enterprize tome? 
When you durft do it, then you were a man: 
And to be more than what you were, you would 
Be fo much more the map. Nor time, nor place. 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: 
They have made themfelves, and that their fitnefs now 
Do’s unmake you. Ihave given Suck, and know 
How tender ’tistolove the Babe that milks me, 
I would, while it was {miling in my face, 
Have pluckt my Nipple from his banelefs Gumms, 
And dafht the Brains out, had { but fo fworn 
As you have done to this. 

~ Mach. \f_we fhould fail? 

Lady. We fail? 
But {crew your courage to the {ticking place, 
And we'll not fail: When Dacan is afleep, 
( Whereto the rather fhall his days hard Journey 
foundly invite him) his two Chamberlains 
Will L with VVine and VVaflel, fo convince, 
That memory, the warder of the Brain, 
Shall be a Fume, and the Receipt of Reafon 
A Limbeck only , when in fwinith fleep, 
Their drenched Natures lie as ina Death, 
What cannot you and | perform upon 
Th’unguarded Duncan 2What, not put upon 
His fpungy Officers? Who fhall bear the guilt 
Of our great Quell? 

Mach. Bring forth Men-Children only : 
For thy undaunted Metal fhould compofe 

| Nothing but Males, VVill it not be receiv’d, 

VVhen we have mark’d with blood thofe fleepy two 
Of his own Chamber, and us’d their very Daggers, 
That they have don’t? ; 

Lady. Who daresreceive it other, 

As we fhall make our Griefs and Clamour roar, 
Upon his Death? 
‘Mach, 1am fetled, and bend up 
Each corporal Agent tothis terrible Feat, 
Away, and mock the time with faireft fhow, 
| Falfe Face muft hide what the falfe heart doth know- 
Exeunt. 
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ae 
Aétus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance, with” a Torch | ® { 
, before.him, te 


ho 


Bang FY O W goesthe Night, Boy?) 4 
Fleance. The Moon is down: 

heard the Clock. ; 

Bang. And fhe goes down at Twelve, 

Fleance. 1 tak’t’tis later, Sir. 

Bang. Hold, Take my Sword: 
There’s Husbandry in Heaven, a 
Their Candles are all our: Take thee thattoo,. _ 
A heavy Summons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not fleep: 
Merciful Powers, reftrain in me the curfed thoughts 
That Nature gives way to in repofe. 


I have not} 


Enter Macbeth, and aScrvant with a Torch, 


Give me my Sword: Who’s there? 
Mach. A Friend. ‘<a 
Bang. What, Sit, not yet at reft? The King’s a bed } 5 
He hath been in unufual pleafure. “<T ba 
And fent forth a great Largefs to your Offices. 
This Diamond he greets your Wife withal , 
By the name of moit kind Hoftefs, 
And fhut it up in meafurelefs content. 
Mach. Being unprepar’d, 
Our will became the fervant to defect, 
Which elfe fhould free have wrought. 
Bang. A\l’s well. Rope 7: oh 
I dreamt laft night of the three weyward Sifters: ott 
To you they have fhew’d fome truth. ae 
Mach. \ think not of them’: 
Yet when we can intreat an hour to ferve, 2: 
We would {pend icin fome words upon that Bufinels, | 
If you would grant the time. 
Bang. At your kind leifure. 
Mach. If you fhall cleave to my confent, . 


2 Het 


When ’tis, it fhall make honour for you. 


Bang. So 1 lofe none, 

In fecking to augment it, but ftill keep 
My bofom franchis’d, and allegiance clear, 

‘| fhall be counfell’d. 

Mach. Good repofe the while. 
Banq. Thanks, Sir: The like to you. 

_ Mach. Go, bid thy Miftrefs, when my 
She {trike upon the Bell. Get thee to bed. 
ls thisa dagger which I fee before me, mee 
The handle toward my hand? Come let me clutch thee: | 
I have thee not, and yet I fee thee ftill, a 
Art thou not fatal Vifion, fenfible fe 


[Exit Banquo. a 
drink is ready, | 
[Exit 


| To feeling, asto fight? Or art thou but 


A Dagger of the Mind, a falfe Creation, 
Proceeding from the heat opprefled Brain? 

I fee thee yet, inform, as palpable 

As this which now [ draw. ee 
Thou marfhal’ft me the way that I was going, 
And fach an Inftrument | was to ufe. Met 
Mine eyes are made the fools o’th’ other Senfes, 
Or elfe worth all the reft : 1 fee thee ftill, Me 
And on thy blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of blood, 
Which was not fo before. There’s no fuch thing: 
It isthe bloody Bufinefs, which informs. 
Thus to mine eyes. Now o’re the one half world a: 
Nature feems dead, and wicked Dreams abufe 

The Curtain’d fleep: Witchcraft celebrates ; 
Pale Hecates Offerings: and wither’d Murther, 
Alarum’d by his Sentinel, the Woolf, iy 
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| Whofe howl’s his watch, thus with his ftealthy pace, 

With Targuin’s ravithing fides, towards his defign 

Moves like a Ghoft. Thou four and firm-fet Earth, 

Hear not my fteps, which they may walk, for fear 

Thy very {tones prate of my where-about, 

And take the prefent horrour from the time, 

Which now fuits with it, Whiles 1 threat, he lives: 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 
A Bell rings. 

I go, and it is done: the Bell invites me, 

Hear it not, Duncane, for it isa Knell, 


That fummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. CExir, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lady. 
(bold : 

La. That which hath made them drunk, hath made me 
What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire, 
Heark, peace: it was the Owl that fhriek’d, 
The fatal Bell-man, which giyes the ftern’ft good night, 
He is about it, the doors are open: 
And the furfeited G: ooms do mock their charge 
With Snores. Ihave druge’d theire Poffets, 
That Death.and Nature'do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Who’s there ? What ho? 

Lady. Alack, 1am afraid they have awak’d, 
And ’tis not done: The attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us: Hark: I laid their Daggers ready, 
He could not mifs’em. Had he not refembled 
My Father as he flept, I had done’e. 
My Husband ? 

Mach. \ have done the deed : 
Didft not thou hear a noife? 

Lady. heard the Ow! {cream, and the Crickets cry. 
Did not you fpeak ? 

Mach. When? 

Lady. Now. 

Mach. As 1 defcended ? 

Lady, |. S 

Mach, Hark, who lies i’th’ fecond Chamber ? 

Lady. Donalbaine. 

Macb, Thisis a forry fight. 

Lady. A foolifh thought, to fay a forry fight. 

Mach. There’s one did laugh in’s fleep, 

And one cry’d Murder, that they did wake each other : 
Iftood, and heard them: But they did fay their Prayers, 
| And addreft them again to fleep. 

Lady, There are two lodg’d together. 

Mach. Onecryd, God blefs us, and Amen the other, 
As they had feen me with thefe Hangmans hands : 
Liftning their fear, I could not fay Amen, 

When they did fay, God blefs us. 

Lady. Confider it not fo deeply. 
Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 
[had moft need of blefling, and Amen ftuck in my throat. 

Lady, Thefe deeds mutt not be thought 
After thefe ways: fo, it will make us mad. 

Mach. Methought I heard.a voice cry , fleepno more : 
Macbeth does murder fleep, the innocent fleep, 

Sleep that knits up the ravell’d Sleeve of Care, 

The death of each daies Life, * fore Labours ‘Bath, 
Balmof hurt minds, great Natures fecond Courfe, 
Chief Nourifher in Lifes Feaft. 

Lady: What do you mean ? 

Mach. Still it ery’d, fleep no more to all the houfe : 
Glamis hath murther’d fleep, and therefore (awdor 
Shall fleep no more: A4acbeth fhall fleep no more. 
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‘| Key. 


La. Who was it that thus cry’d?> Why, worthy Thane, | And Drink, Sir, is a great Provoker of three things. 
; 8 


You do unbend your noble ftrength, to think 
So brain-fickly of things: Go, get fome water, 
And wath this filthy witnefs from your Hand, 
Why did you bring thefe Daggers from the place ? 
They muft lie there: Go, carry them, and {mear 
The fleepy Grooms with bioud. 

Macb, Vil go no more: 
I am afraid, tothink what I have done: 
Look on’t again, I dare not. 

Lady. \nfirm of purpofe: ‘ 
Give me the Daggers: The fleeping and the dead, 
Are but as Pictures: ’Tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fears a painted Devil. If ‘he do bleed , 
Pll gild the Faces of the Grooms withal, 
For it muft feem their Guile. 

Knock, within. 

Macb, Whence is that Knocking ? 
How is?c with me, when every noife appalls me ? 
What Hands are here? Hah: they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Deprune’s Ocean wath rhis bloud 
Clean from my Hand? No: This my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Sear incarnardine, 
Making the Green one Red; 


* 


LExit. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour: But I fhame 
To wear a heart fo white. [ Knock, 
I hear a Knocking at the South Entry : 
Retire we to our Chamber : 
A littke Water clears us of this deed, 
How eafie is it then? Your Conftancy 
Hath lefe you unattended, 
Heark, more Knocking. 
Get on your Night-Gown, left occafion call us, 
And fhew us to be Watchers : Be not loft 
So poorly in your thoughts, 
Macb. To know my deed, 
’Twere beft not know my felf. 
Wake Duacane with thy Knocking : 
1 would thou could’ft. 


[ Knock, 


[Kxock, 


LExennt, 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter a Porter. 


[Knocking within, 
Porter. Here’s a knocking indeed: Ifa man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, he fhould have old turning the 
Knock. Knock, knock, knock. Who’s there, 
ith’ name of Belzebub ? Here’s a Farmer, that hang’d 
himfelf on th’expectation of Plenty: Come in time, have 
Napkins enough about you, here you'll fweat for’r. Krock. 
Knock, knock, Who’s there, in th’other Devils Name? 
Faith, here’s an Equivocator , that could fwear in both 
the Scales , againft either Scale, who committed Treafon 
enough for'God’s fake, yet could not equivocate to Hea- 
ven: Oh come in, Equivocator. Kzock. Knock, 
knock, knock. Who’s there? Faith, here’s an Englifh 
Taylor come hither for ftealing out of a Frezch Hole: 
Comein, Taylor, here you may roaft your Goole. Kyock. 
Knock, knock, never at quiet! Whatare you? But this 
place is toocold for Hell. Pll Devil-Porter it no further : 
I had thought to have let in fome of al) profeflions, that 
go the Primrofe way to th’ everlafiing Bonfire. Kyock, 
Anon, anon, I pray you remember the Porter, 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


Macd. Was it fo late, Friend, e’re you went to bed, 
That you do lie fo late? 
Port, Faith, Sir, we were caroufing till the fecond Cock: 


Maca. \ 
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The Tragedy of Macbeth. 


Macd, What three things does Drink efpecially pro- 
voke? Bell rings... Enter Lady. 
Port. Marry , Sir, Nofe-painting, Sleep, and Urine. : 
Letchery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it Provokes Lady. What's the bufinefs? 
the defire, but it takes away the performance. Therefore | That fuch a hideous Trumpet calls to parley © 
much Drink may be faid to be an Equivocator with Le- | “he fleepers of the Houfe? fpeak, fpeak, 
chery; it makes him and it mars him ; it fets himon,| Macd., O gentle Lady, 
and it takes him. off; it perfwades him, and difheartens Tis not for you to hear what I can {peak : 
bim; makes him ftand to, and not ftand to: in conclu- | The repetition in a Woman’s Kar, 
fion, equivocates him ina fleep, and giving him the Lye, | Would murther as it fell. 
leaves him. Z 
Macd. | believe, Drink gave thee the Lye laft Night. ; Enter Banquo. flour ep 
Port, That it did, Sir, i’ the very Throat on me: but I OTe Where # 
requited him for his Lye, and (I think) being too ftrong | O Banquo, Banquo, Out Royal Mafter’s murther’¢, Tie wet 
for him, though he took up my Legs fometime, yet | made Lady, Woe, alas: * ie Male 
a Shift to calt him. What, in our Honfe? ee 
Ban. Too cruel, any where, re {sto avo 
Enter Macbeth. Dear Duff, 1 prythee contract thy felf, Pe 
And fay, it is not fo. a but fife 2 
Macd. Is thy Matter ftirring ? SP | which ts 
Our knocking has awak’d him: here he comes. “ Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Rofle, — hy 
Lenox. Good Morrow, Noble Sir. 
Mach. Good Morrow both, Mach, Had I but dy’d dn hour before this chance, . | 
Muacd. \s the King ftirring, worthy Thane ? I had liv’d a bleffed time: for from this inftant,, 
Mach. Not yet. There’s nothing ferious in Mortality : és 
Macd. He did command me to call timely on him, All is but toyes : Renown and Grace is dead 
| have almoft flipt the hour. The Wine of Life is drawn, and the mere Lees : 
Mach. \'i\ bring you to him. Is left this Vault to brag of. is Old m 
«acd. \ know thisis a joyful trouble to you: " } | Within 
But yet ’tis one. Enter Malcolme, andDonalbaine, |_| "84 
Mach. The labour we delight in, Phyfick’s pain : :\ ne Hath te 
This is the Door. Donal. What is amifs ? : ‘Raffa 
Maced, Yl make fo bold to call, for ’tis my limited | _ 44acb. You are, and do not know’t: Sf [Thon le 
fervice. [ Exit Macduffe. | The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of your Blood = | | 
_Lenox. Goes the King hence to day. Is ftopt; the very Source of it is ftopt. fe Jane yet 
each. He does: he did appoint fo. eMacd. Your Royal Father’s murther’d. ee BR: 
Lenox, The Night has been unruly : eMal, Oh, by whom ? ee | That L 


Where we lay, our Chimneys were blown down. Lenox, Thofe of his Chamber, as it feem’d, had don’t:} When 


And (as they fay) lamentings beard i’ th’ Air ; Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with bloud, Old 
Strange Screems of Death, So were their Daggers, which unwip’d, we found mn | Even 
And Prophefying, with Accents terrible, Upon their Pillows : they ftar’d, and were diftracted, — JAF au! 
Of dire combuftions, and confus’d Events, No man’s life was to be trufted with them, — fy asd 
New hatch’d to th’ woful time. each. O, yet | do repent me of my fury, Rete 
The ob{cure Bird clamor’d the live-long Night, That I did kill them. 
| Some fay, the Earth was feaverous, Macd. Wherefore did you fo ? 7 
And did fhake. Mach. Who can be wife,amaz’d,temp’rate,and furio 
Mach. Twas arough Night. Loyal, and Neutral, in amoment ? No man: ‘ 
Lenox. My young remembrance cannot parallel Th’ expedition of my violent Love. 
A fellow to it. Out-run the paufer, Reafon. Here lay Duncan, 
His filver skin, lat’d with his Golden Bloud, oe 
Enter Macduff. And his gafh’d Stabs, look’d like a Breach in Nature, | 
For Ruins waftful entrance: there the Murtherers, =} 
Maced, O horrour, horrour, borrour ! Steep’d in the Colours of their Trade ; their Daggers a | 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor name thce. Unmannerly breech’d with gore: whocould refrain, =| 
Mach. and Lenox. What’s the matter ? That had a heart to love, and in that heart rey oe 
«Macd, Confufion now hath made his Mafter-picce: | Courage, to make’s love known ? é , 
Mott facrilegious Murther hath broke ope Lady, Help me hence, ho. 
The Lord’s annointed Temple, and ftole thence. eMacd. Look to the Lady... 
The Life 0” th’ Building. eMal. Why do wehold our tongues 
eMach. What is’t you fay ? the Life ? : That moft may claim this argument for ours? 
Lenox, Mean you bis Majefty? Donal. What fhould be fpoken here, 
Mach. Approach the Chamber, and deftroy your fight | Where our Fate bid within an awger-hole 
With a new Gorgon, Do not bid me {peak : _| May rufh, and feize us? Let’s away : 
See, and then fpeak your felves: awake, awake. Our tears are not yet brew’d. ; 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. «Mal. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 
Ring the Alarum-Bell : Murther, and Treafon, _ | Upon the foot of Motion 
‘Banquo, and Donalbaine : —Malcolme awake, Banq. Look to the Lady : 
Shake off this Downy fleep, Death’s counterfeit, And when we have our naked Frailties hid 
And look on Death it felf: up, up, and fee That fuffer in expofure ; let us meet : q 
The great Doom’s Image: eWalcolme, Banquo, And queftion this moft bloudy piece "of work, _ yee 
As from your Graves rife up, and walk like Sprights, _ | To knowit further. Fears and fcruples fhake US? sou 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. In the great Hand of God I ftand, and thence, ee 
Againft the un-divulg’d toe 
OF treafonous Malice. Dereeies.t Het 
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The Tragedy of Macbeth. — 


eMacd. And fodol, 


lal | And:Guardi it Bases 
uardian of their Bones, 
m 4g ssn as ; Roffe. Will you to Scone ? 
acb. Lev’s briefly put on manly readinefs, eMacd, No Conlin, I'll to Fife, 
Hy page aes se ott? : Roffe. Well, Iywilbthither. 
» {hea . Wetlconten ted, Exeunt Macd. WV ee thi : Adi 
ve eMale. What will youdo? Leit me ald Rakes ir mis diets de Near 
DA: Let’s not confort with them : Roffe. Farewell, Father. 
To te A Sorrow, is an Office Old.M. God's benifon go with you, Sir, and with thofe 
Which the falfe man do’s eafies That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes 
Pil to England. | Exeunt 
ty Don. To Ireland, 1: ty Laan: te 
m Our feparated fortune fhall keep us both the fafer : 
Where weare, ther’s Daggers.in mens Smiles; 99 : 
Nien The near.ia blowd, the nearer bloudy. ; Aftus Tertins. Scena Prima. 
Malc. This tvurtherous fhaft that’s thot, we) 
: Hath not yet lighted : and our fafeft way, Enter B 
: is to avoid theaim. Therefore to Houle, oe 
thy fel And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, Banq. Hou hatt i¢ now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all 
But fhift away: there’s warrant in that Theft . a: As thetwsoneab(iitibainucsr eillihA ond 
: oop : : y p and I fear 
| | Which ftealsdt felf, when there’s no mercy left: Thou playd’ft: moft faully..for’t:> yet it was faid 
10%, and Ro LExennt. | It fhould not ftandia thy Polteriy 
a . = that me: felf org be the Root, and Father 
on ei many Kings. if there‘come truthdrom.them 
Foti Scana Dearie As uponthee, Macbeth, their Speeches thine, : 
tay . Why by the veriti¢s! on thee made. good, 
cri Enter Rofle, with ax Old man. pao Pry not be ~ Readies as well,; 
and the nee nd fet me upin hope? Butt 
Old man. ‘Threefcore and ten I can remember well, , . see ar 
Within the:Vélume of which time, I have feen Senit founded. Enter, Macheth.as King, Lady Le fe 
andDonihi, | Hours dreadful, and things ftrange : but this fore Night: , Lords, and pie local capliss 
Hath trifled former knowings. _" 
| © Roffe. Ha; good Father ndtacb.-Here’s our chief Guett. 
a The feeft the Heavens, as troubled with man’s Att, La. If he had«been forgotten; 
eh f | Threatens his bloudy Stage : by th’ Clock ’tis Day, It had been as agap| im our great Feaft, 
‘cat 7 ' | And yet dark Night ftrangles the travelling Lamp : And all things unbecoming. 
i Aes Is’t Night’s predominance,’ or the Day’s fhame, each. Tonight we hold \a folemn-Supper, Sir, 
ersmiuitt | Phat Darknefs do’s the face of Earth intomb, | And Ill requeft-your prefence: ' 
sn ttl When living ae kifsit ? | Bang. Let your Highnefs : 
vil | Old twa, "Tis unnatural, | Command ipdni:me;-to the which my duties 
al high | Even like the deed that’s done: on Tuefday laft, Are with a moft indiffoluble tye; : 
roam _ 1A Faulcon towting in ber-pride of place, | For ever knit. poy ai 
rt, adie’ ~ | Was by a Moufing Owl hawkt at, and kill’d. Mach. Ride you this,Afternoon 2) 
withthe, Roffe. And Duncaa’s Horfes, Bang. 1, my goodjLord. 
ntmedt® | (A thing moft ftrange, and certain Mach. We fhould have-elfe-defir’d your goo i 
i¢ g g 5 d your good advice, 
| Beauteous, and fwift, the Minions of their Race, (Which ftill kath, been both grave,,and profperous) 
fo? | Torn’d wild innature, broke their ftalls, flung out, In this dayes Councel: but we’ll taketo Morrow. 
suits || Contending *gainft Obedience, as they would Ist far you ride 2» , 
nent” Nose Make War with Mankind. Bang, As far, my Lord, as will fill.up the. time 
Lore Old man, "Tis faid, they eat each other. ’Twixt this and Supper,,. Go not'my .Horfe the better, 
wee || Roffe. They did fo: : I muft become a borrower of the, Night, 
Goll Torh’ amazement of mine Eyes that look’d upon’t. For a dark hounorstwail.. +) sonsiveg 
WieaBt ati Mach, Fail not our Feaft, , ; 4s! 
2 sell Enter, Macduff. Ban. My Lords, 1 -will not. 
t Mach. We hear our bloudy Coufins are beftow’d 


trae 


| Here comes the good «Macduff. 


In England, and indreland, not confefling 


ore: uf || How goes the World, Sir, now ? || Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers 
jin tht Macd. Why fee you not? With ftrange invention, ,But of that to morrow, 
qn? Roffe. \s’t known who did this more than bloody deed ?|} When therewithakwe shall have eaufe of State, 
| Maca, Thofe that Macbeth hath flain, Craving us jointly. dye you, to Horfe : 
es lug | Roffee Alas the day, ‘| Adieu, till youiretnen,at Night. 
yr ange ) | What good could they pretetid ? Goes Fleance withbyon? a:/) : 220%! 
ment 04 ' Macd. They were faborned; . * Ban. 1, my goodLord jour time does call uponrs; 
ket | Malcoln, and“ Donalbain the King’s two Sons eMach. | with youn Horfesifwift, and fure of foot; | 
yng || Are ftoln away and fled, ~which pats upon them | And fo dot commend you to,their backs. . 
Iga Sufpicion of the'deed. WlOw S¥BE SV |, '| Farewel. 2912 LExit Banquo 
Roffe. "Gain Nature Mill, & Let every man be mafter of his time, 
of | Thriftlefs Ambition, that willraven upon Till feven at:Nighe; to make Society 
Thine own lives means: then ’tis moft like, || The fweeter welcome: g = 
The Soveraignty will fall upon Macbeth, + || We will keep our felf till Supper time alone : 
it | atacd. Heis already nam’d, and goné to Scone While then, God be with you, , [Exennt Lords, 
th To beinvefted: | Sirrah, a word with you; Attend thofe men 
et Rofe. Where is’ Duncan’? Body? ‘| Our pleafure 2 ios 
Fs  Macd. Carried to Colmekall, | (| Servant. They! are, my Lord, without the Pallace 
sa theo The Sacred Store-houfe of his Predeceflors, | Gates 
at a SY Mach. 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. 


Mach, Bring them before us. (Exit Servant. 
To be thus, is nothing, but to be fafely thus : 
Our fears in Banquo {tick deep, 
And in his Royalty of Nature reigns that 
Which would be fear’d. ‘Tis much he dares, 
And to that dauntlefs temper of his Mind, 
He hatha Wifdom, that doth guide his Valour, 
To aévin fafety. There is none but he, 
Whole,being | do fear : and under him, 
My Cenius is rebuk’d, asitisfaid : 
Mark. Anthony's was by Cefar, He chid the Sifters, 
When firlt they put the Name of King upon me, 
And bad them fpeak tohim. Then Prophet. like, 
They ‘hayl’d him Father to’a tine of Kings. 
Upon my Head, they plac’da fruitle(s Crown, 
And puta barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal Hand, 
No Son of mine fucceeding: if’t be fo, 
For Banquo’s Iffue have I fill’d my Mind, 
For them, the gracious Duncan have I murther’d, 
Put Rancours in the Veflel of my Peace 
Only for them, and mine Eternal Jewel 
Given to.the common ‘Enemy of Man, 
To make them Kings, the Seeds of Banquo Kings: 
Rather than fo, come Fate intothe Lift, 
And Champion me to th’ utterance. 
Who’s there 2.” 


Enter Servant) ‘and two Murtherers. 


Now goto the Door, and ftay there rill we call. 
¥ (Exit Servant. 
Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ? ii aad 
Murth. it was, {o pleafe your Highnefs. © 22. bel»! 
Mach. Well then, rousdaa egniit | 
Now you have confider’d of my fpecthes?0 ! Sess 
Know, that it was he, in the times pafty%yp 01. ba. 
Which held you fo under fortune, ;~ * Lp! 
Which you thought had been our innocentifelf, ©: 
This 1 made good to you, ‘in our laft Conference, 
Paft in probation with you : a on 
How you were born in hand, howeroft:’ 
The Inftruments: who wrought with them : 
And all things elfey that’ might?’ 9" bloo: 
To half a Soul, and to a’Notion ‘crazd, 
Say, thusdid Bangwoe) so ih) oo 
1. Murth, You made it known to us." * 
Macb?'1 did fo f'8 Hit cs Dios Yr .38! 
And went further, Which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting. 
Do you find your patience fo predominant 
In your nature, that you can let this go ? 
Are you fo Gofpell’d to pray for this goodman, 
And for his iffié, whofe-heavy hand 1° 
Hath bow’d you tothe Grave, and begger’d 
Yours for ever? yt dt IT 
1. Murth. We are'inen, my Liege: 
Mach. 1, in the Catalogue ye zo for-men, nodV? | 
As Hounds, and:Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Cuts, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs,:and: Demy: Wolves are clipt 
All by the Name of Dogs: the valued'file: 
Diftinguifhes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle, 
The Houfe Keeper, the Hunter, every one . 
According to the gift, which bouitcous Nature 
‘Hath in bim clos’d: whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, fromthe Bill, 0 00 « 
That writes them all alike: and fo of meni 
Now, if you have a fation in the files ‘> 
Not i’ th’ worft rank of Manhood, fay’t,, « 
And Fwill-put the bufinefs in your Bofoms, 
Whofe Execution takes your Enemy off,’ | 
Grapples you to the heart; and loveof us; > 
Who wear our Health bit-fickly in his Life, ». 
Which in his Death were perfect. 


> 


, hed 


che pe wenn 


} Icis concluded : Banquo, thy Soul’s flight, 
| | If it find Heaven, muft find inout to Night. 


1 For a few words. 


‘| She'll clofe, and be her felf, whileft our poor ; 
| Remains in danger of herformer-Tooth,. 
|| But let the frame of things disjoint, ie 


2. Murth, 1am one; my Liege, i boA& ae 
Whom the vile Blows and Buffets of the World 
Hath fo incens’d that 1 amrecklefs what [ do,.. 

To fpight the World. 1% 
1, eMurth. And Lanother, ret 
o weary with Dilafters, tugg’d with Fortune, .. ai 

hat 1 wonld fet my Life on any Chance, . 

To mend it, or be-rid on’t. 


Mach. Both of you know Banquo was your Enemy, 7 a 


Murth. True, my Lord. 

Mach. So is he mine: and in fuch bloody diftance 
That every minute of his being, thrufts sani 
Againft my. near’ft of Life: and though I could 
With bare fac’d power fweep him from my fight, 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muft not, 
For certain Friends that are both his, and mine, 
Whofe loves Imay not drop, but wail his fall, 
Whol my felf {truck down: and thence it is, 
That Ito your afliftancedo make love, . 
Masking the bufinefs from the common Eye, | 
For fundry weighty Reafons, Bei | 

2. Murth. We fhall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us, | 

1. Murth. Though our Lives ——~ 

Mach. Your Spirits fhine through you. 
Within this hour, at moft, — - , 
I will advife you where to plant your felves, 
Acquaint’ you with the perfect Spy o’th’time, . 
The moment on’t, for’t mult be done to Night, 
And fomething from the Palace: always thought, 
That I require a clearnefs ; and with him, 
To leave no Rubs nor Botches inthe Work: ©. 
Fleance; his’ Son, that keeps him company, _ 
Whofe abfénce is no lefs material to me, 
Than is his Fathers, muft embrace the fate t 
Of that dark hour: refolve your felvesa-part, 
Pll come to. you anon. . 

Murth. Weare refolv’d, my Lord. it wedi 

Mach. Y'll call upon you ftraight: abide, within, — 


Scena Secunda. Ses 


Enter Macbeth’s Lady, and a Servait. 


Lady, \s Banquo gone from Court ? WW oa 
Servant, 1, Madam, but returns again to Night. . — 
Lady. Say tothe King, 1 would attend his leifure,, 


Servant. Madam, I will. 
Lady. Nought’s had, all’sfpent, 


Enter Macbeth. 


How now, my Lord, why do you keep alone? aad 
Of forrieft Fancies your Companions mali 00% ee 
ed havedy 


|| Ufing thofe Thoughts, which fhould indee 
| With them they think on ; things without al remedy 
Should be without regard: what’sdone, is. done. 


Macb, We have f{corch’d the Snake, not i adit: a 
r e Snake, i M alice | 


Both the Worlds fuffer, 
E’re we will.eat our Meal in fear, and fleep 


| In the affliction of thefe terrible Dreams, » 


vai od Om 
That fhake us Nightly; Better be with the dead, 1 


Whom we, to gain our place, have fent to Peace ts 
Me a) | 


Than on the torture of the Mind to lie 


(even | 


“Esie| 
f . ie 
| Where our defire is got without content : se | iss 


. ol | Tis fafer, to be that which we deftroy, 
| Than by deftruétion dwell in doubtful joy. 
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‘| Inreftlefs ecftafie : 


Duncan is in bis Grave : 
After Life’s fitful Fever, he fleeps well, 
Treafon has done his worft : nor Steel nor Poifon, 
Malice domettick, Foreign Levy, nothing 
Can touch him further. 
Lady. Come on: 
Gentle, my Lord, fleek o’re your rugged Looks, 
Be bright and Jovial ’mong your Guetts to Night. 
Macb. So fhall 1, Love, and fo | pray be you: 
Let your remembrance ftill apply to Banquo, 
Prefent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue : 
Unfafe the while, that we muft lave 
Our Honours in thefe flattering ftreams, 
And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Difguifing what they are. 
Lady, You mutt leave this. Me j 
Mach. O, full of Scorpions ismy Mind, dear Wife : 
Thou know’ft, that Banquo and his Fleans lives. 
Lady. But in them, Nature’s Copie’s not eterne. 
Mach, There’s comfort yet, they are aflailable, 
Then be thou jocund : e’re the Bat hath flown 
His Cloyfter’d flight, e’re to black Hecar’s Summons 
The fhard-born Beetle, with his drowfie hums, 
Hath ruog Night’s yawning Peal, 
There fhall be done a deed of dreadful note. 
Lady, What’s to be done? 
Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed; Come, feeling Night, 
Skarf up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, 
And with thy bloudy and invifible Hand 
Cancel and tear to piéces that great Bond, 
Which keeps me pale. Light thickens, 
And the Crow makes Wing to th’ Rooky Wood : 
Good things of Day begin to: droop, and drowze, 
Whiles Night’s black Agents to their Preys do rowze, 
Thou marvell’ft at my words: but hold thee ftill: 
Things bad begun, make ftrong themfelves by ill : 
So prythee go with me, LExeunt. 


if 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter three Murtherers. 
. But who did bid thee join with us ? 


i 
3. Macbeth, . 
z. He needs not our miftruft, fince he delivers 


| Our Offices, and what we have to do, 


To the direction juft. 
1. Then ftand with us. 
The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of Day. 


| Now fpurs the lateft Traveller apace, 
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3. Almoft a mile: but he does ufually, 


ae 
130 


| To gain the timely Inn, and near approaches 
| The fubject of our Watch. 
3. Hark, I hear Horfes. 


Banquo within, Give us a Light there, ho. 

2. Then ’tis he: : 
The reft, that are within the note of expectation, 
Already are i’ th’ Court. 

1, His Horfes go about. 


ali tnoa-de,-fon hence to th’ Palace Gate 


Makeit their walk. Seg 


» 


Enter Banquo and Fleans, with a Torti _ 


2. A Light, a Light. 

3. "Tis he, 

1. Stand to’t. 

Ban. \t will be Rain to Night. 
1. Let it come down. 
‘Ban. O, Treachery ! 


si Fly, good Fleans, flie, flie, flie, 


i 
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49 
Thou may’ft revenge. O Slave! 

3. Who did ftrike out the light ? 

1, Was’t not the way? 

3. There’s but one down: the Son is fled; 

2. We have loft 
Beit half of our Affair. 

1. Well, let’s away, and fay how much is done: 
LExeunt, 


% 


Scena Quarta. 


‘| Banquet prepar’d. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roffle, Lenox, 
Lords, and Attendants. 


eMacb. You know your own degrees, fit down: 
At firft and laft, the hearty welcome. 

Lords, Thanks to your Majetty. 

Mach. Our fel will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hott : 
Our Holtefs keeps her State, but in the beft time 
We will require her welcome. 

Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, toall our Friends, 
For my heart {peaks, they are welcome. 


Enter firft Murtherer. 


Mach, See they encounter thee with their hearts thanks, 

Both fides are even: here Pil fit i? ch’ mid’ft, 

Be large in Mirth, anon we'll drink a Meafure 

The Table round. There’s bloud upon thy Face, 

Mur. ’Tis Banquo’s then, 
eMacb. ’Tis better thee without, than he within, 

Is he difpatch’d.? : 
Mur. My Lord, his Throat is cut, that I did for him; 
Mach, Thou art the beft o’ th’ Cut-Throats, 

Yet he’s good that did the like for Fleans : 

If thou did’ft it, thouart the Non-pareil, 

Mur. Mott Royal Sir, ~ 

Fleans is {cap’d, 

Macb, Then comes my Fit again : 

I had elfe been perfect ; 

Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock, 

As broad, and general, as the cafing Air : 

But now I am cabin’d, crib’d, confin’d, bound in 

To fawcy doubts, and fears. But Banquo’s fafe? 

Mur, 1, my good Lord: fafe in a Ditch he bides, 

With twenty trenched gafhes on his head ; 

The leaft a Death to Nature. 

Mach. Thanks for that, 

There the grown Serpent lies, the Worm that’s fled 

Hath Nature, that in time will Venom breed, 

No teeth for th’ prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow 

Well hear our felves again, [Ext Murtherer. 
Lady. My Royal Lord, 

You do not give the Cheer, the Feaft is fold 

That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis making : 

’Tis given with welcome : to feed were beft at home : 

From thence, the fawce to meat is Ceremony, 

Meeting were bare without it. 


+ 


Enter the Ghoft of Banquo, and fits is Macbeth’s place. 


Mach. Sweet Retmembrancer : 
Now good digeftion wait on Appetite, 
And health on both. 
Lenox. May’t pleafe your HighnefS ft. _ 
Macb. Here had we now our Conntric’s Honour,roof’d, 
Were the grac’d perfon of our Banquo prefent : 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindnefs, 
Tham pity for Mifchance, 

Rofie. His ablence (Sir) 
Layes blame upon his promife. Pleas’t your Highnefs 
To gractus with your Royal Company ? 

; Eee Mach. 


a 


Mach. The Table’s full. 
Lenox, Here is a placereferv’d, Sir. 
Macb, Where? 
Lenox. Here, my good Lord. 
What is’ that moves your Highnefs ? 
Mach. Which of you have done this ? 
Lordi, What, my good Lord ? 
Mach, Thou canft not fay I did it; never fhake 
Thy goary Locks at me. 
Roffe, Gentlemen rife, his Highnefs is not well. 
Lady. Sit, worthy Friends + my Lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you keep feat, 
The fir.is momentahy, upon a thought 
He wil] again be’well. If much you note him 
You {hall offend him, and extend his Paflion, 
Feed, and regard hifm not. Are youa man ? 
Mach. J, andabold one, that dare look on that’ 
Which might appall the Devil. 
Lady. O, proper ftuit! 
This is the very painting of your fear : 
This is the Aic-drawn-Dagger which you faid 
Led you to Duncan, O, thefe flaws and ftarts 
(impoftors to true fear ) would well become 
A Woman’s ftory ata Winter’s fire 
Authoriz’d by her Grandam: fhame it felf, 
Why do you make fuch faces ? When all’s done 
You look but on a ftool. 
Mach. Prythee fee thére : 
Behold, look, loe, how fay you: 
Why what care I, if thou cant nod, fpeak too. 
If Charnel-Houfes, arid our Graves muft fend 
| Thofe that we bury, back; our Monuments 
| Shall be the Mawes of Kites.‘ [Exit Choft. 
| Lady. What? quite unmann’d in folly. 
Mach. \f I ftand here, Ifaw him. 
Lady. Fie for fhame. 
Mach. Bloud hath beeh fhed e’re now, ? th’ olden time 
£%-e humane Statue purg’d the gentle Weal * 
[, and fince too, Murthers have been perfornrd 
Too terrible for the Ear: the times have been, 
That when the Brains were-out, the man would die, 
And there an end; But now they rife again 
With twenty mortal murthers on their Crowns, 
And puth us from our fools’: ‘this is more ftrange 
Than fuch a Murther is, 
Lady. My worthy Lord, 
Your.Noble Friends do Jack you. 
Mach. \ do forget: 
Do not mufe at me, my moft worthy Friends, 
t have a f{trange infirmity, which is nothing 
Yo thofe that know me. Come, love and health to all, 
Then Vil fit down: Give me fome Wine, fill full: 


Eater Ghoft. 


1 drink fo th’ general joy 0’ th’whole Table, 
And to our'dear Friend Bango, whom we mifs : 
Would he were here: toall, and him we thirft, 
And all to alk. ; 
Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 
Mach, Avant,and quit my fight,let the Earth hide thee: 
Thy bones are marrowlefs: thy bloud is cold : 
Thou haft no {peculation in thofe Eyes 
Which thou doft glare with. 
Lady, Think of this good Peers 
But as a thing of Cuftom ; ’tis no other, 
Only it fpoils the pleafire of the time. 
Med What man dare, Pdare : 


if trembling Linhabit, thenprotect-me ~ 


- 7 coerce ene Se —— 


ee 
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| The Baby of a Girl. 
Unreal mock’ry hence. 
[am aman again: pray you fic ftill.. ag 


Broke the good meeting, with moft admir’d diforder, | 


And overcome us like a Summer’s Cloud 
Without-our fpecial wonder? You make me ftrange 


Attend his Majetty. 


Bloud will have Bloud : 
Stones have been known to move, and trees tofpeak: 
Augures, and underftood Relations, have He 


| Upon the Corner of the Moon 


Hence horrible fhadow, 3 
Why fo, be gone > 


Lady. You have difplac’d the mirth, A 


Mach, Can fuch things be, 


Gull draw 
reall Ip 


Even to the difpofition that I owe, a His hopes 
When now I think you can behold fuch fights; ~ | yd youd 
And keep the natural Ruby of your Cheeks,9 |B) mortals 
When mine’is blanch’d with fear. Fie | 
Roffe. What figns, my Lord? ) Bark, 12 
Lady. 1 pray you {peak not : he grows worfe and worfe YB ysinaf 
Queftion enrages him: at once, goodnight. Pap 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 1, Cot 
But go at once. back agall 
Lenox. Good night, and better health 


Los 


- 


Lady. A kind goodnight to all. 
Mach. {t will have bloud they fay : 


LExeunt 


‘ 


y 


zs at ee: 
ee —— 


| 
i 
| 


| By Maggot Pyes, and Choughs, and Rooks brought forth er 
“| The fecrev’it man of bloud. What isthe night? 7 | ag |Havebut 
La. Almoft at odds with Morning, which is which, Which c 
Mach. How fay’ft thow that A¢acduff denies his pe Things h 
At our great bidding? — uf Was piti 
La. Did you fend'to him, Sir? tek. And ther 
Mach. \ hear it by the way: ButTwillfend: = | Whom yc 
There’s not a ene of them but in His Houfe 7 ~j@ | lot Pan 
I keep a Servant Fee’d. I will to morrow pom YW cane 
(And betimes I will) tothe wizard Sifters. {twas for 
More fhall they fpeak : for now 1am bent to know | Tokill t 
By the worft means, the worft, for mine own good, | 4 [Honitd 
All caufes'fhall give way, I am in bloud ae In pious 
Spent in fo far, that fhould 1 wade no more, fe. That we 
Returning were as tedious as go o’re: Ber Was th 
Strange things I have imhead, that willto hand, For "tw 
Which mutt be acted, e’re they miay be fcann’d, =~ J 9g) olear 
Lady. You lack the feafon of all Natures, fleep, | Hebas b 
Mach. Come, we'll to fleep; My ftrange and felfabule Thathag 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard ufe: (As, and 
Weare yet but young indeed. “ 
; Ut Deac 
[ ae, tis 
Scena Quinta. ae ag 
| Chae aia |Vhe: 
Thunder, Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. | es 
ee 
1. Why-how now,Hecate, you look angerly? — ¥ a Ure in 
* Hee. Have | not reafon (Beldams) as youate? | 9 Mitte, 
Sawcy, and over-bold;. how did youdare = |) iat 
| To trade, and traffick with A4acheth, 4 Us 
In Riddles, and Affairs of death 5 Sym, 
And I the Miftrefs of your Charms. To nak 
The clofe contriver of all harms, Thatby 
Was never call’d to bear my part, Tort 
Or fhew the glory of our Art ?- mee I 
And which is worfe, all youlrave done’ gt 
Hath been but for a wayward Son, es Doth 
Spightful, and wrathful, who (as others i) Ali 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. ~ Fo i Hath 
But makeamends now: Get you gon, | ma | hear 
And atthe Pit of Acheron iN oa Len 
| Meet me i’ th’ Morning: thither he te Lon 
Will come, to know his Deftiny, at Ned 
Your Veflels, and your Spells provide, % ht 
at ¢ 


Your Charms, and every thing befide ; 
Lam for th’ Air: this night Pil fpend 

| Unto a difmal, and a‘fatalend. © 

| Great bufinefs muft be wrought ¢’re Noon. 
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52 
Though Palaces, and Pyramids do flope 
Their heads to their Foundations: though the treafure 
Ot Natures Germain, tumble altogether, 
Even till deftruction ficken: Anfwer me 
To what Lask you. 
Speak, 
Demand. 
3. We'll anfwer. 
1. Say, if th’ had’ft rather hear it from our mouths, 
Or from our Matters. 
Mach. Call’em: let me fee em. 
1. Pour in Sowes bloud, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow: Greace that’s {weaten 
From the Murtherers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. 
Ali. Come high or low : 
Thy Self and Office deftly fhow. 
- 1, Apparition, 
Mach. Tell me thou unknown power. 
1, He knows thy thought: 
Hear his Speech, but fay thou nought. 
1 Appar. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth : 
Beware Macduff, 
Beware the Thane of Fife: 


I, 
Ze 


[ Thunder. 
an Armed Head. 


difmifs me. Enough 
[He Defcends. 

Mach. What-e’re thou art, for thy good caution,thanks. 
Thou haft harp’d my fear aright.. But-one word more. 

1. He will not be commanded ; here’s another 
More potent than the firft. [ Thunder, 

2. Apparition, a Blondy (hild. 

2, Appar. —Macbeth, —Macbeth, Macbeth. 

Mach. Had | three Ears, J'd hear thee. 

2. Appar. Be blondy, bold, “and refolute: 2 
Laugh to {corn 
The power of man: For none of Woman born 

hall harm eAacbeth.jo ti vs [i Defcends, 

Mach. Then live Macduff: what need [fear of thee? 
But yet I'll make affurance,. double fure, 
And take a Bond of Fate: thou fhalt not live, 
That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, inlies ; \ 
And fleepin fpight of Thunder. CT hunder. 

3. Apparition, a Child crowned, with a Tree in his hand, 
What is this, that rifes like'the,iffue of a King, 
And wears upon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soveraigaty ? 

All, Liften, but {peak not to’t. 

3. Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no-care: 
Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpirers are : 
Macbeth fhall never vanquifh’d be, until 
Great Birnam Wood to high Dunfinane Hill 
Shall come againft him. 

- Mach. That will never be: ; 
Who can impréfs the Foreft, bid the Tree 
Unfix his Earth-bound Root ? Sweet Boadments, good : 
Rebellious dead, rife never ’tillthe Wood 
Of Birnam rife, and our high-plac’d Adacbeth 
Shall live the Leafe of Nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal Cuftom. Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing; tell me, if your Art 
Can tell fo much: Shall Banquo’s iffue ever 
Reign in this Kingdom ? TVA 

All: Seek to know no more. 

Mach. 1 will be fatisfied. Deny me this, 

And aneternal Curfe fall on you: Let me know. 
Why finks that Cauldron? and what noife is this ?LHoboys 

1. Shew. . 
2. Shew. : 
3. Shew. aici wy SRIEY ' 

‘All, Shew his Eyes, andigrieve his Heart, 

Come like fhadows, fo depart. 


[Defcend. 
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Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firft; 


Why do you fhew me this ?\—— A fourth ? Star¢ Eye!” 
Another yet? Afeventh ? Pll fee no more; 
And yet the eighth appears, who bearsa Glafs, 
Which fhews me many more: and fomel fee, 
That twofold Balls, and treble Scepters carry, 
Horrible fight: Now I fee ’tis true; . 
For the Bloud-bolter’d Banquo fmiles upon me 
And points at them for his. Whatis this {o? 

1. | Sir, all thisis fo. But why 

Stands «Macbeth thus amazedly ? 

Come Sifters, cheer we up his {prights, 

And fhew the-beft of our delights. 

Pll. Charm the Air to give a found, 

While you perform your Antique round : 
That this great King may kindly fay, 

Our duties did his welcomeé’pay. 

The Witches Dance i, | 
each. Where are they? Gone? asap. 
Let this pernicious hour, 

Stand aye accurfed in the Kalender, . 

Come in, without there. Enter Lenox, 
Lenox. What’s your Graces will? 

eMach. Saw you the Wizards Sifters ? 

Lenox, No, my Lord. 

_ Mach, Came they not by you? 

Lenox, No indeed, my Lord. 
Mach. Infected be the Air whereon they ride, 
And damn’d all thofe that truft chem. 1 did hear 
The gallopping of Horfe. Who was’t came by ? 


Macduff is fled to England, 
Mach. Fled to England ? 


ie 
a i 


The flighty:purpofe never is o’re-took 

Unlefs the deed go with it. From this moment, 
‘The very firftling of my heart fhall be 
The firftlings of my hand, And even now 


The Caftle of Aducduff I will furprize. 
Seize upon Fife, give to th’ edge o’ th’ Sword 
His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Souls, 


This deed Pll do, before this purpofe cool, 


Scena Sectinda. 
Enter Macduff’s Wife, her Son, and Role. 


- Wife. What had he done, to make him fly the Land 
Roffe. You mutt have patience, Madam. . 
Wife. He had none : 

| His flight was madnefs: when our 
Our fears do make us Traytors. 
Roffe. You know not 


Agtions do not, 


Wife. Wifdom? to leave his Wife, to leave his j 
He wants the natural touch : for the poor Wren 
(The moft diminutive of Birds ) will fight, 

Her young ones in her Neft, againft the Owle: 
Allis the Fear, and nothing is the Love; 

As little is the Wifdom, where the flight 


A fhew of eight Kings, and Banquo laff, with a | Soruns againft all reafon. 


glafs in his hand. 
Mach. Thou art toolike theS 
Thy Crown do’s fear mine Eye+Balls, And thy hair 


init of Banquo + Down: | I pray you School your felf; 


Roffe. My deareft Couz, 
He is Noble, Wife, Judicious, and beft knows 


Athird, is like the former. Filthy Haggs, 14 a 


What will the Line ftretch out to th’ crack of Doom? ~ | 


Lenox.’ Tis two or three,my Lord,that bring you word: a 


Len. 1, my good Lord sei 
Mach, Time, thou anticipat’ft my dread exploits: Ty 


: 
ap 
7 


To Crown my thoughts with Acts:be it thought and done: a 
5) © 


That trace him in his Line. No boafting likea Fool, | 


But no more fights, Where are thefe Gentlemen? | 
Come, bring me where they are. 0 [Exentte | 


Whether it was his wifdom, or his fear, as) © 


His Manfion, and his Titles, ina place ~ ea 
_| From whence himfelf does flie? Helovesusnot, | 


But for your Husband, | 


The Pit: 
Son, 

Poor Bi 
‘| My Fat 
Wife. 
How w. 
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The fits o’th’ Seafon. I dare not fpeak much further, 
But cruel are the times, when we are Traytors, 
And do not know our felves: VVhen we hold Rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you: 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 
Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upward 
To what they were before, my pretty Coufin, 
Blefling upon you. 
Wife. Father’d he is, 
And yet he’s Fatherlefs, 
Roffe. 1am fo much a Fool, fhould I ftay longer, 
It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort. 
Itake my leave at once. [Exit Rofle; 
Wife. Sitrah, your Father’s dead, 
And what will you do now? How will you live? 

Son. As Birds do, Mother. 

Wife. VVhat with worms and flies ? 

Son, VVith what I get, and fodo they. 

Wife. Poor Bird, 

Thoud’ft never fear the Net, nor Line, 
The Pit. fall, nor the Gin. 
Son. VVhy fhould I, Mother? 
Poor Birds they are not fet for : 
My Father is not dead for all your faying, 
Wife. Yes, heis dead: 
How wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a Husband ? 

Wife, VVhy, I can buy me twenty at any Market, 

Son. Then you'll buy ’em to fell again. 

Wife. Thou {peak’f{t with all thy wit, 

And yet i’ faith with wit enough for thee. 

Son. VVas my Father a Traytor, Mother ? 

Wife. 1, that he was. 

Son. VVhat isa Traytor? 

Wife, Why, one that {wears and lies: 

Son, And beall Traytors that do fo? 

Wife. Every one that does fo is a Traytor, 

And mutt be hang’d. 

Son. And muft they all be hang’d that fwear and lie? 

Wife. Every one. 

Son. Who mutt hang them ? 

Wife. VVhy, honeft men. 

“Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there 
are Liars and Swearers enow, to beat the honeft men, 
and nang up them. 

Wife. God help thee, poor Monkey : 

But how wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him: If you 
would not it were a good fign, that I fhould quickly 
have a new Father. 

Wife. Poor Pratler, how thou talk’ft! 


Enter a° Meflenger. 


Meff. Blefs you, fair Dame, I am not to you known, 
Though in your ftate of honour I am perfect ; 
{ doubt fome danger does approach you nearly. 
If you will take a homely man’s advice, 


‘| Be not found here : Hence with your little ones: - 


‘I dare abide no longer. 


To fright you thus, methinks I am too favage: 


To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty, 
Which is too nigh your perfon. Heaven preferve you, 


Wife, Whither fhould I fly? 
[ have done no harm. But I remember now 
[ am in this earthly world : where to do harm 
Is often laudable, to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous Folly. VVhy then (alas) 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To fay I had done no harm? 
VVhat are thefe faces ? 


LExit Meffenger, 


Enter Murtherers, 


eur. VVhere is your Husband ? 

Wife. 1 hope in no place fo unfanctified, 
VVhere fuch as thou may’ft find him, 

eMur. He’s a Traytor. 

Som, Thou ly’ft thou fhag-eard Villain. 

eur. VVhat you Egg ? 
Young fry of Treachery ? 

Son. He has kill’d me, Mother, 
Run away, | pray you. 


- 


LExit, crying murther, 
Scana Tertia. 


Enter Malcolin and Macduffe. 


eal, Let us-feek out fome defolate fhade, and there 
VVeep our fad bofomes empty. 

eMacd. Let us rather 
Hold faft the mortal’ Sword : and like good men, 
Beftride our downfal Birth-dome: Each new Morn; 
New widows howl, new Orphans cry, new forrows 
Strike Heaven onthe face, that it refounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d ont 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 

Mah. VViat Lbelieve, Pll wail ; 
VVhat know, believe; and what I can redrefs, 
As I fhall firid thetime to friend, I will. 
What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whofe fole‘Name blifters our Tongues, 
Was once thought honeft: You have lov?d him well, 
He hath not touch’d'you yet: Iam young, but fomething | 
You may difcetn of’ him through me, and wifdom 
To offer up a weak, poor innocent Lamb, 
T’appeafe an angry God. 

eMacd, Lami not treacherous, 

Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous Nature may recoil 
In an imperial charge. But I fhall crave your pardon; 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe ; 
Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteft fell. 
Though all things foul would bear the brows of Grace; 
Yet Grace mutt ftill look fo. 

eMacd. | have loft my hopes. 

Malc. Perchance, even there 
Where I did find my doubts, 
Why in that. rawnefs left you wife. and Children ? 
Thole precious Motives, thofe {trong knots of Love, 
Without leave.taking. I pray you, 
Let not my Jealoufies, be your Difhonours, 
But mine own fafeties: you may be rightly jufty 
Whatever I fhall think. 

Macd, Bleed, bleed, poor Country, 
Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Bafisfure, 
For goodnefs dares not check thee ; wear thou thy wrongs, 
The Title is afeard. Fare thee well, Lord, 
I would not be the. Villain that thou chink’ft, 
For the whole fpace that’s in the Tyrants Grafp, 
And the rich Eaft to boot. . 

Mal. Be not offended : 
I {peak not as in abfolute fear of you: 
I think our Country finks beneath the yoke,. * 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gafh 
Is added to her wounds. 1| think withal, 
There would be hands up-lifted in my right : 
And here from gracious England have | offer 
Of goodly thoufands. Bur for-all this, 
When I fhall tread upon the Tyrant’s head, 
Or wear it on my Sword ;. yet my poor Country 
Shall have more vices than it had before, 
More fuffer, and more fundry ways than ever, 
By him that fhall fucceed. 

Eve? 
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Fes Ao AT EAU DO DAD Tora 


Macd. What fhould he be ? 
Mal. \vis my felf mean, in whom 1 know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 
That when they fhall be open’d black A4Zacbeth 
Will feem as pure as Snow, and the poor State 
Efteem him asa Lamb, being compai?d 
With my confinelefs harms. 
Macd, Not in the Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil more damn’d 
In evils, to top Adacbeth. 
Mach, | grant him Bloudy, 
Luxurious, Avaricious, Falfe, Deccitful, 
Sudden, Malicious, fmoaking of every fin 
That has a name. But rhere’s no bottom, none 
Inmy Voluptuoufnefs: Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maids, could not fill up 
The Ciftern of my Luft, and my Defire 
Allcontinent Impediments would o’re-bear 
That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth, 
Than fach an one to reign. 
Macd. Boundlefs intemperance 
In Nature isa Tyranny: It hath been 
Th? untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings, . But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty; 
And yet feem cold, The time you may fo Hoodwink : 
We have willing Dames enough: there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to devour fo many 
As will to Greatnefs dedicate themfelves, 
Finding it fo inclin’d. 
Mal, With this, there grows 
In my moft ill-compos’d Affection, fuch 
A ftanchlefs Avarice, that were I King, ovo, 
{ thould cut off the Nobles:for their Lands, 
Defire his Jewels, and! this others Houfe, 
And my more-having would be as aSawee «01 
To make me hunger more, that I fhould forge « 
Quarrels unjuft againft the Good and Loyal, | «| 
Deftroying them for wealth. 
Macd, This: Avarice 
Sticks deeper: grows with more pernicious root 
Than Summer-feeming Luft: and it hath been 
The Sword of our.flain Kings: yet do not fear, 
Scotland hath Poifons to fill up your will 
Of your mere Own. All thefe are portable, 
With other Graces weigh’d. ; 
Mal. But have none, The King-becoming Graces, 
As Juftice, Verity, Temp’rance, Stablenefs, 
Bounty, Perfeverance, Mercy, Lowlinefs, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude 5 
[ have no relifh-of them, but abound 
In the divifion ‘of each feveral Crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay had I power I fhould 
Pour the fweet Milk.of.Concord, into Hell, 
Uproar the univerfal peace, confound «; 
All unity on earth..o soo): 
Macd. O Scotland; Scotland ! 
Mal. \f fuch a one be fit to govern, fpeak : 
Iam as Ihave fpoken. 


Macd.Fit to govern? No not tolive.O Nation miferable ! 


With an untitled Tyrant, bloudy Sceptred, 
When fhalt thou fee thy wholefome days again ? 
Since that the trueft Iffue of thy Throne 

| By his own Interdiction ftands accurft, 
And do’s blafpheme his breed? thy RoyalFather 
Was a moft Sainted-King : the Queen that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her Knees, than on her feet, 

| Dy’d every day fhe liv’d. Fare thee well, : 
Thefe Evils thou repeat’ft upon thy felf, 
Hath banifht me from Scotland, O my Breaft, 
Thy hope ends here. . 

Mal. Macduff, this Noble paffion 

Child of Integrity, hath from my Soul 


Wip’d the black Scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts 
To thy good truth, and honour. Devillifh Adacherh 
By many of thefe trains, hath fought to win me ; 
Into his power: and modeft Wifdom plucks me 
From over-credulous hafte : but God above 

Deal between thee and me; For even now 

1 put my felf to thy direction, and 

Unfpeak mine own detraction., Here abjure 

The taints, and blames I laid upon my felf, 

For ftrangers to my Nature, lam yet 

Unknown to Women, never was forfwore, 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, : 

At no time broke my Faith, would not betray 
The Devil to his Fellow, and delight 

No lefsin truth than lifee My firft falfe fpcaking 
Was this upon my felf, what lam truly , 

Is thine, and my poor Countries to command ; 
Whether indeed, before thy here approach, 


“| Old Seyward with ten thoufand warlike men 


Already ata point, was fetting forth ? 

Now we'll together, and the chance of goodnefs 

Be like our warranted Quarrel. Why are youfilent? | 
Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at once | 
Tis hard to reconcile. aaa 


Enter a Doctor. 


I pray you? 
Dott, I Sir: there are a crew of wretched Souls 
That ftay his Cure: their malady convinces 
The great aflay of Art. Butathistouch,, = 
Such fanétity hath Heaven given his hand, 
They prefently amend. 
Mal. Uthank you, Doctor. 
Macd, What's the Difeafe he means ? 
Mal. ’Tis call’d the Evil, . ihe ee 
A moft miraculous work in this good King, 
Which often fince my here remain in England, 
Ihave feenhimdo: How he folicits Heaven, 
Himfelf beft knows: but ftrangely vifited people, - 
All fwoln and Ulcerous, pitiful to the Eye, 
The mere defpair of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden ftamp about their Necks, 
Put on with holy Prayers, and ’tis fpoken 
To the jucceeding Royalty he leaves 
The healing Benedi¢tion : with this ftrange virtue, 
He hath a Heavenly Gift of Prophecy, ~~ “at 
And fundry Bleflings hang about his Throne, 

That fpeak him full of Grace. 


Enter Rofle. 
Macd. See, who comes here. 


eMacd. My ever gentle Coufin, welcome hither. 
eMalc. 1 know him now. 
The means, the means that makes us flrangets. 
Roffe. Sir, . Amen, ; 
eMaétd. Stands Scotland where it did? 

Roffe. Alas poor Countrey, 

Almoft afraid to know it felf. It cannot 


But who knows nothing is once feentofmile: 
Where fighs and groans, and fhrieks that reat the ait 
Are made, not mark’d: Where violent forrow feems 
A Modern ecftafie : the Dead-man’s Knell, pot 
Is there fearce ask’d for who, and good men’s lives 
Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 

Dying, ore’re they ficken. 

«Macd. Oh relations toonice, and yet too ue 
Malc. What's the neweft grief ? 


Each minute teems a new one. 
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Mal. Well, more anon. Comes. the King forth ty 4 . 
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The Tragedy of Macbeth. 


«Uacd. How does my Wife? 
Roffe. Why, weil. 
Macd. And all my Children? 
Roffe. Well too. 
eMacd. The Tyrant has not batter’d at their peace ? 
Roffe. No, they were well at peace when I did leave *em. 
eMacd, Be nota niggard of your fpeech : how go’s it? 
Roffe. When I came hither to tranfport the Tidings 
Which | have heavily born, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellows, that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneft the rather, 
For that I faw the Tyrant’s Power a-foot, 
Now is the time of help: your Eye in Scotland 
Would create Souldiers, make our Women fight, 


| To doff their dire diftreffes. 


eMalc. Be’t their comfort 
We are coming thither: Gracious England hath 
Lent us good Seyward, and ten thoufand men, 
An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chriftendom gives out. 
Roffe. Would I could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be howl’d out in the defert air, 
Where hearing fhould not latch them. 
¢eMacd. What concern they, 
The general caufe, or is it a Fee. grief 
Due to fome fingle Breaft ? 
Roffe. No mind that’s honeft 
But in it fhares fome woe, though the main part 
Pertains to you alone, 
eMacd. If it be mine 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Roffe. Let not your Ears defpife my tongue for ever, 
Which hall poffefs them with the heavieft found 
That ever yet they heard. 
eMacd. Humh: | guefs at it. 4 
Roffe. Your Caftle is furpriz’d : your Wife, and Babes 
Savagely flaughter’d: to relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murther’d Deer 
Toadd the Death of you. 
eMalc. Merciful Heaven: 
What man, ne’re pull your Hat upon your brows: 
Give forrow words; the grief that do’s not {peak, 
Whifpers the o’re-fraught heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My Children too? 
Roffe. Wife, Children, Servants,all that could be found. 
Macd. And mutt be from thence? My Wife kill’d too? 
Roffe. 1 have faid. 
eValc. Be comforted. 
Let’s make us Med’cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
Macd. He has no Children. All my pretty ones? 
Did you fay All? O Hell Kite 1 Alb?) = 
What, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damm 
At one fell {woop ? 
eMalc, Difpute it like a man. 
Macd. \ fall do fo. 
But | muft alfo feel it as a man; 
{ cannot but remember fuch things were 
That were moft precious tome: Did Heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful Adscduff, 
They were all {trook for thee: Navght that lam, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine 
Feil flaughter on their Souls: Heaven reft them now, 
Mal. Be this the Whetftone of your Sword, let grief 
Convert to anger : blunt not the heart, enrage it, 
Macd. O i could play the Woman with mine Eyes, 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heavens, 
Cut fhort allintermiffion : Front to Front, 
Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felf 
Within my Swords length fet him, ifheicape, 
Heaven forgive him too. 
«Mal. This time goes manly: 
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready, 


Our Jack is nothing but our leave. «#acheth 

Is ripe for fhaking, and the Powers above 

Put on their Inftruments : Receive what chcer you may, 
The Night is long that never finds the Day. | [Exeunt. 


Attus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter aDoctor of Phyfick, and a waiting 
Gentlewoman. 


Dott. ¥ Have two Nights watch’d with you, but can per- 
ceive no truth in your report. When was it fhe 
laft walk’d ? 

Gent. Since his Majefty went into the Field, I have feen 
her rife from her Bed, throw her Night-Gown upon her, 
unlock her Clofet, take forth Paper, fold it, write upon’t, 
read it, afterwards Seal it, and again return to Bed ; yet 
all this while in a moft faft fleep. 

Doi, A great perturbation in Nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of fleep and do the effects of watching. 
In this flumbry agitation, befides her walking, and other 
actual performances, what (at any time) have you heard 
her fay ? 

Gent. That Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Dott, You may tome, and ’tis moft meet you fhould. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no witnefs 
to confirm my fpeech. Enter Lady with a Taper. 
Lo you, here fhe comes: This is her very guife, and up- 
on my life faft afleep; obferve her, ftand clofe. 

Doi, How came fhe by that light ? 

Gent. Why, it ftood by her: fhe has light by her con- 
tinually, "tis her command. 

Dott, You fee her Eyes are open. 

Gent. 1 but their fenfe are fhut. 

Doét, Whatis it fhe do’s now ? 

Look how fhe rubs her hands. 

Gent, It is an accuftom’d action with her, to feem thus 
wathing her hands: I have known her continue in this a 
quarter of an hour. 

Lad. Yet here’s a fpot. ‘ 

Doé. Hark, fhe fpeaks, 1 will fet down what comes 
from her, ‘to fatisfie my remembrance the more ftrongly. 

La, Out damned fpot: out! fay. One: Two: Why 
then ’tis time todo’t: Hell ismurky. Fie, my Lord, Fie, 
aSouldier, and afear’d ? what need we fear ? who knows 
it, when none can call our power to account: yet who 
would have thought the eld man to have had fo much 
bloud in him, 

Dofte Do you mark that ? 

Lad, The Thane of Fife, hada Wife: where is fhe now? 
What will thefe hands ne’re be clean? No more o’ that, 
my Lord, no more o’ that: you marr all with ftarting. 

Doct. Go to, go to: 

You have known what you fhould not. 

Gent. She has fpoke what fhe fhould not, I am fare of 
that: Heaven knows what the has known. 

La. Here’s the fell of bloud ftill: all the perfumes 
of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand. 

Oh, oh, ob. 

Dott, What a figh isthere? The heart is forely charg’d. 

Gent. 1 would not have fuch a heart in my bofome, for 
dignity of the whole bady. 

Doct, Well, well, well. 

Gent. Pray God it be, Sir, f 

Doct. This Difeafe is beyond my practice: yet } have 
known thofe which have walkt in their fleep, who have 
died holily in their Beds, 

Lad, Wath your hands, put on your Night-Gown, look 
not fo pale: I tell you yetagain, Banquo’s buried ; he can- 
not come out on’s Grave. 

Doct. Even fo? 

Lady. To Bed, to Bed: there’s knocking at the Gate : 

ome, 
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Come, come, 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed. 
[Exit Lady. 
Dott. Will fhe go now to bed ? 
Gent. Directly. 
Doft. Foul whifperings are abroad: unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles : Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will difcharge their fecrets: 
More needs fhe the Divine than the Phyfician : 
God, God forgive us all. Look after her, 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And ftill keep eyes upon her: So good night: 
My mind fhe bas mated, and amaz’d my fight. 
I think, but dare not fpeak. 


Gent. Good night, good Doctor. [Exennt. 


Scana Secunda. 


Drum and Colours. Enter Menteth, Cathnes, 
Angus, Lenox, Souldiers. 


Ment. The Englifh power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His Uncle Seyward, and the good Macduff. 
Revenges burn inthem: For their dear caufes 
Excite the mortified man. 
Ang. Neat Birnam wood 
Shall we meet them, that way are they coming. 
Cath. Who knows if Donaibaine be with his Brother ? 
Lenox. For certain, Sir, he is not: I havea File 
Of all the Gentry; there is Seyward’s Son, 
And many unruff Youths, that even now 
Proteft their firft of Manhood. 
Ment. What do’s the Tyrant? . 
Cath. Great Dunfinane he ftrongly fortifies, 
Some fay he’s mad: Others, that leffer hates him, 
Do call it valiant Fury, but, for certain, 
He cannot buckle his diftemper’d caufe 


‘. | Within the belt of Rule. 


Ang. Now do’s he feel 
His fecret Murthers fticking on his hands, 
Now minutely Revolts upraid his faith-breach ; 
Thofe he commands move only in command, 
Nothing in love: Now does he feel his Title 
Hang loofe about him, like a Giants Robe 
Upon a Dwarfith Thief. 
Ment, Who then fhall blame 
‘| His pefter’d Senfes to recoyl, and ftart, 
When all that is within him do’s condemn. 
It felf for being there. 
(ath, Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d: 
Meet we the Med’cine of the fickly Weal, 
And with him pour we in our Countries purge, 
‘Each drop of us. 
Lenox. Or fo much as it needs, — 
Todew the Sovereign Flower, and drown the Weeds. 
Make we our March towards Birnam. 
; [Exeunt Marching, 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Macbeth, Dottour, and Attendants. 


_ Mac. Bring me no more Reports , let them fly all: 
Till Birnam Wood remove to Dunfinane, 
I cannot taint with fear, What’s the Boy, A4Zalcolme ? 
Was he not born of Woman? The Spirits that know 
All mortal Confequences, have pronounc’d me thus : 
Fear not, Macbeth, no manthat’s born of woman 
Shall e’re have power upon thee. Then fly falfe Zhanes, 
And mingle with the Exglifh Epicures, 
The mind I fway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never fag with doubt, nor fhake with fear. 


come, come, give me your hand: What’s 


TD 


Enter a Servant. 


The Devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d Lown. | 
Where got’ft thou that Goofe-Look ?” Hy 
Ser. There is ten thoufand. 
Mach. Geefe, Villain? 

Ser. Souldiers, Sir. ul 
Maca. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou Lilly-liver’d Boy. What Souldiers, Patch? © | 
Death of thy Soul, thofe linnen cheeks of thine ee 
Are Counfellours to fear. VVhat, Souldiers, Whay.face?| 

Ser. The Englifh Force, fo pleafe you. ited 
Macb. Take thy face hence, Seyton, I am fick at heart, 
When [ behold: Seyton, I fay, this pufh > qe 
Will cheer me ever, or difeale me now. | 
I have liv’d long enough: My way of life 
Is faln into the Sear, the yellow leaf, 
And that which fhould acompany Old Age, 
As Honour, Love, Obedience, troops of Friends, 
I muft not look to have: But in their flead, 
Curfes, not loud but deep, Mouth-honour breath, ' 
Which the poor heart would faindeny, and dare not, | 
Seyton # t 


- 
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Enter Seyton. 


Sey. What’s your Gracious pleafure ? i 

Mach. What news more ? oe 

Sey. Allis confirm’d, my Lord, which was reported. - 

Mach. Vik fight, till from my bones my fiefh is hac 
Give me my Armour. 

Sey. "Tis not needed yet. 

Mach. Vil put it on: TEP 
Send out more horfes, skir the Country round, — 
Hang thofe that ftand in fear. Give me mine Armour; 
How do’s your Patient, Doctor? oa 

Doét,. Not fo fick, my Lord, ii 
As fhe is troubled with thick-coming Fancies, 
That keep her from her reft. 

Mach, Cure her from that : 

Canft thou not minifter to a mind difeas’d, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Rafe out the written troubles of the Brain, 
And with fome fweet oblivious Antidote,, 
Cleanfe the ftuft bofome of that perilous ftuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Doft, Therein the Patient 
Mutt minifter unto himfelf. . pie 

Macb. Throw Phyfick to the Dogs, I'll noneofit, | 
Come, put my Armour on, give me myStaflé: | 
Seyton, Send out: Doétor, the Thanes fly from me: By 
Come, Sir, difpatch. If thou could?ft, Dottor, cat © |” 
The water of my Land, find her difeafe, Lage 
And purge it toa found and priftine Health, mes 
1 would applaud thee to the very Echo, oe 
That fhould applaud again, Pull’t of, [fay, © =~ | © 
What Rubarb, Senna,. or what Purgative Drug, «| 
Would fcour thefe Exglifh hence :- Hear’ft thou ot them? | 

Doét. 1, my good Lord: Your Royal preparation — | 
Makes us hear seen E 

Macb. Bring it after me: 

I will not be afraid of Death and Bane, 
Till Birnam Foreft come to Dunfinanes 

Dott. Werel from ‘Dunfinane away, an 

Profit again fhould hardly draw me here, 


‘ 
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Scena Quarta. 


Drum and Colours. Enter Malcolme, Seywat¢, Macdul| 


Seyward’s Son, Menteth, Cathnes, Angus, d 
and Souldiers «Marching. site A 


_| That Chambers will be fafe. 


Mal. Coufin, I hope the days are near at hand, : 
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Van, | eWMent. We doubt it nothing. ithin thi i dv {eet ; 
bane Seyw. What Wood is this betbie us? rey pins 3 you may fee it coming. 
Cea Ment, The Woodof Birzam, ; 5 ne r 
oak? ; Mach. \f thou fpeak’ft falfe 
Malc, Let every Souldier hew him downa Bough Upon the next Tree halt thor h li 
| And bear’t before him, thereby fhall we fhadow : Till Famine cling thee: If th foe oie footh 
The numbers of our Hoaft, and make difcovery I care not if ee dott for Ri Rs h sao 
Erre in report of us, f pull : he: oa 
at pull in Refolution, and begin 
Onl Sould. \t fhall be done. To doubt the Equivocation of the Fiend 
a Seyw. We learn no other, but the confident Tyrant, | That lies like truth. Fear not, till Birviden Wood 
; ei Keeps ftill in ‘Dunfinane, and will endure Do come to Dunfinane, and now a Wood 
ey Our fetring down befor’r, Comes toward Dunfinane. Arm, arm, and out, 
Pea eMalc. ’Tis his main hope: If this which he avouches do’s appear 
Sot lg, | For where there is advantage to be given, There is no flying hence, nor tarryin "here 
Jy tispah Both more and lefs have given him the Revolt, I’gin to be a weary of the Sun i : 
enka, or ip i but conftrained things, And with th’ eftate 0” th’ World were now undone; 
YWayoflp | ole hearts are ablent too. Ring the alarum Bell, blow Wind, come wrack 
On laf eMacd. Let our beft Cenfures At leaft we'll die with Harnefs on our back LE t 
180) OA Before the true event, and put we on pees 
a to {nduftrious Souldierfhip. 
tite a Sey. The time approaches, Scena Sexta. 
Mtb Thac will with due decifion make us know 
Gide What we fhall fay we have, and what we owe: Drums and Colours, 
b& | Thoughts fpeculative, their unfure hopes relate, Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffe, and their Army, 
& But certain iffue, ‘ftrokes muft arbitrate, with Boughs, 
{at Towards which, advance the War. = [Exceunt marching, 
sist Mal. Now near enough: 
pict: Scena. Quinta. Your Leavy Screens throw down, 
ai aid ~ re fhew like thofe you are: You (worthy Uncle) 
y IW . % all with J j ; 
Many Dons Enter Macbeth , Seyton, and Souldiers, with Lead our Girt Seer Sai Aba Gath we 
Drums and Colours. Shall Se upon’s what elfe remains to do 
According to our order. 
Macb. Hang out our Banners on the outward Walls,| — Seyw. Fare you well : 
theQuit = | The Cry isftill, they come: Our Caftles ftrength Do we but find the Tyrants power to night, 
at, Give eo Will laugh a Siege to fcorn: “Here let them lie, Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. (breath, 
ator? Till Famine and the Ague eat them up: Macd. Make all our Trumpets fpeak, give them all 
ard Were they ot forc’d with thofe that fhould be ours, Thofe clamorous Harbingers of bloud and death, [Exeune. 
jig We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, {e4larums continued. 
’ And beat them backward home. What is that noifé ? 
z LA cry within of Women, ; 
os fe Sey. It isthe cry of Women, my good Lord. Scena Septima. 
ne a Mach. 1 have almoft forgot the tafte of Fears : 
ses re The time'has been, my fenfes would have cool’d Enter Macbeth. " 
esate To hear a Night-fhriek, and my Fell of hair | 
st Would at a difinal Treatife rowze, and ftir Mach. They have ty’d me toa ftake, I cannot fly; 
hat patie” As life were in’t. Ihave fupt full with horrors, But Bear-like I muft fight the courfe. What’s he 
att? Direnefs familiar to my flaughterous thoughts That was not‘born of Woman? Such a one 
nt } Cannot oeeecs oe sara) ied that cry ? Am Ito fear, or none. 
4 Sey.. The Queen (my Lord) is dead. % 
he Dogs Mach, She fhould have'dy’d hereafter 5 Enter Young Seyward. 
| give mt? There would havebeema time for fuch a word: 
the Tha To mortow, and to morrow, and to morrow, TY. Sey, What is thy name ? 
a con De | Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, : Mach. Thou’lt be afraid to hear it. 
d yetdiidh | To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : Y. Sey. No:_though thou call’ft thy felf a hotter name 
| ii And all our yeftérdays have lighted Fools Than any is in Hell. 
eg ft The way to ftudy death. Out, out, brief Candle, Mach. My name’s Macbeth. 
put [ft Life’s but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, Y, Sey. The Devil himfelf could not pronounce 4 Title 
rt oi That ftruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, More hateful to mine Ear. 
: Heal? Afid then is heard no more, It isa tale eMacb. No: nor more fearful * - 
vt agit Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury Y. Sey. Thou lieft thou abhorred Tyrant,with my Sivord 
You Signifying nothing. I’ll prove the lye thou fpeak’ft. 
Fight, and young Sey ward’s flain. 
ilo Enter a Meflenger. Mach. eae . born of Woman , a 
et ne But Swords I fmile at, Weapons laugh to {corn 
Daioh Thou com’ft to ufe thy Pee : thy ftory quickly. Brandith’d by man that’s of a Wotalr born. [Ext. 
nate eMUef. My Gracious Lora, 
an oe ees that which I fay I faw, Alarums. Enter Macduffe. 
But know not how to do’t. ; 
ust eMach..Well, fay, Sir. Macd. That way the noife is: Tyrant, fhew thy face, { 
h Me. As I did ftand my Watch upon the Hill, If thou beeft flain, and with no ftroke of mine, 
Pe) I look’d ober Birnam, and anon me thought _ Wife on Childrens ey will haunt me ftil] : 
ola”! | The Wood began to move. cannot {trike at wretched Keres, whofe arms 
‘ cai Macb. Lyar, andSlave. = Are hir’d to bear their Staves; either thou, eAacheth, 
ee Mef, Let me endure your wrath, ift be not fo: Or elfe my Sword with an unbattered edge 
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| heath again undeeded. There thou fhould’ft be 
By this great clatter, one of greateft note 
Seems bruited. Let me find him Fortune, 


And more 1 beg not, [Exit.  Alarums, 


Enter Malcolme and Seyward. 


Seyw., This way, my Lord, the Caftles gently rendred : 
The Tyrants people, on both fides do fight, 
The Noble Thanes do bravely in the War, 

| The day almolt it felf profefles yours, 

And little is to do, 

Malc. We have met with Foes 
That ftrike befide us. 

Seyw. Enter, Sir, the Caftle. 


[Exeunt. Alarum. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mac. Why fhould I play'the Roman Fool, and die 
On mine own Sword? whiles I fee lives, the gafhes 
Do better upon them. 


Enter Macduffe. 


Macd. Turn Hell-hound, turn. 

Mach. Of all men elfe 1 have avoided thee : 
But get the back, my Soul is too much charg’d 
With bloud of thine already. 

Macd. | have no words, 

My Voice is in my Sword, thou bloudier Villain 

Than terms can give thee out. Fight. 
Mach. Thou lofeft labour, 

As eafie may’ft thou the intrenchant Air 

With thy keen Sword imprefs, as make me bleed : 

Let fall thy blade-on vulnerable Crefts, 

I bear a charmed life, which muft not yield 

To one of Woman born. 

~ Macd. Defpair thy Charm, 

And let the Angel whom thou ftill haft ferv’d 

Tell thee, A¢acduffe was from hisMothers Womb 

Untimely ript. Pee fe 

Mach. Accurfed be that tongue that tells me fo ; 
For it hath Cow’d my better part of man: | 
And be thefe Jugling Fiends no more believ’d, 
That palter with usin a double fenfe, 

| That keep the word of promife to our Ear, 
And break it to our hope. Pll not fight with thee. 

-Macd. Then yield thee Coward, 

And live to be the-fhew, and gaze o’ th’ time. 

We'll have thee, as our Rarer Montfters are 

Painted upona Pole, and under-writ, 

Here may you fee the Tyrant. 

_ Mach. \ will not yield “tages: 

To kifs the ground before young A4alcolms fect, 
| And to be baited with the Rabbles Curfe, 

Though. Birnam Wood be come to Dunfinane, 

And thou oppos’d, being of no Woman born, — 
Yet I will try the laft. Before my Body, 


oe) 


Alarum. 


@ 
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I throw my Warlike Shield : Lay on Macdiffe, y 
And dama’d be him, that firft-cries hold, enough, - 
[E-xeunt fighting. Al, 


Enter fighting, and Macbeth flain. 
Retreat and Flours{h. Enter with Drum and Co 
Malcolme, Seyward, Roffe, Thanes, and Souldier 


Mal. 1 would the Friends we milfs, were fafe arriv'd i | 
Sey. Some mutt go off; and yet by thefelfee, |) 


So great a day as this is cheaply boughe, aig 
Mal. Macduffe is mifling, and your noble Son, ee 
Roff. Your Son, my Lord, ha’s paid a Souldiers Debt, 

He only liv’d but cill he was a man, 

The which no fooner had his prowefs confirm’d— 

In the unfhrinking ftation where he fought,, 

But like a man he dy’d. + ja 
Sey. Then he-is dead ? Hf 
Roffe. 1, and brought off the Field : your caufe of forroy 

Mutt not be meafur’d by his worth, for then - 

It hath no end. 4 hey age 
Sey. Had he his hurts before. sii aad 
Roff. 1, on the Front. ! Mie 
Sey. Why then, Gods Souldier be he : | 

Had { as many Sons as I have hairs, 

I would not wifh them to a fairer death; 

And fo his Knell is knolld. 

«Mal. He’s worth more forrow, 

And that I’ll {pend for him. 

Sey. He’s worth no more, Calva 

They fay he parted well, and paid his fcore, 

And foGod be with him, Here comes newer com 


Enter Macduffe, with Macbeths Head. 3 


Maca, Hail, King, for fo thou art. 

Behold where itands oi 

Th’ Ufurpers Curfed Head; the:time is frees 

I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdoms Pearl, 

That fpeak my falutation in their minds: 

Whofe Voices I defire aloud with mine. 

Hail King of Scotland. 
c4ll. Hail, King of Scotland. - Ay | 
Mal. We fhall not {pend a large expence of ti 

Before you reckon with your feveral loves, 

And make us even with you. My Zanes and Kini 

Henceforth be Earls, the firft thaf ever Scotland 

In fuch ani honour nam?d : What’s more todo. 

Which would be planted newly with the time, — 

As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad, — 

That fled the Snares of watchful Tyranny, 

Producing forth the cruel Minifters py 

Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Quee 


1a 


9 |. 


f 
{ 
| 
| 


bao ti 
By 


Who (as’tis thonght) by felfand violent hands,» | 


Took offher life. This, and what needful elfe ).) 
That calls upon.us, by the Grace of Grace, .. 
We will perform in meafure, time and.place.¢ ; 
So thanks to all at once, and toeachone, , 
Whom we invite, to fee us Crown’d at So 
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RPINCE of DEN WARE, 


eAtus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Barnardo and Francifco, two Centinels, 


Ho’s there ? 


Fran. Nay anfwer me: Stand 


and unfold your felf. 
Bar, Long live the King.’ 
Fran. Barnardo. . 
Bar. He. 
Fran. You come moft chearfully upon your hour. 


Bar. ’Tis now ftruck twelve, get thee to Bed, Francifco. 


Fran. For this relief much thanks: ’tis bitter cold, 
And | am fick at heart. 

Bar. Have you had quiet Guard. ~ 

Fran. Not a Moule ftirring. 


Bar. Well, good Night. If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellus, the Rivals of my Watch, bid them make haft. 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Fran. \ think Uhear them. Stand, who’s there ? 
Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar, And Liege-men to the Daze. 

Fran. Give you good Night. 


Mar. O farewel,honeft Souldier, who hath reliev’d you? 


Fran. Barnardo lias my place: give you good Night. 


[Exit Francifco, 


Mar. Holla, Barnardo. 
Bar. Say, what is Horatio there? 
Hor. A piece of him. 


Bar. Welcome, Horatio, welcome, good «Marcellus. 
Mar. What, has this thing appear’d again to Night. 


_ ' Bar, {have feen nothing. : 
Mar. Horatio fays, ’tis but our phantafie, 
And will not let belief take hold of him 


| Touching this dreaded fight, twice feen of us, 
| Therefore I have intreated him along 


Wich us, to watch the minutes of this Night, 
That if again this Apparitioncome, = 
He may approve our Eyes, and fpeak to it. 


Hor, Tush, tufh, "twill not appear. 
Bar. Sit downa while, 
And let us once again affail your Ears, 
| That are fo fortified againft our flory, 
| What we two Nights have feen. 


Hor. Well, fit we down, 


And let us hear Bavnardo {peak of this. 


Bar. Latt night of all, 


When yon fame Star, that’s weftward from the Pole 
Had made his courfe tillume that partof Heaven. 


Where now it burns, @Zarcellus and my felf, 


The Bell then beating one. 


wear, Peace,. break thee off: 


Enter the Ghokt: 


Look where it comes again. 


Bar. Inthe fame figure like the King that’s dead. 
Mar. Thouatt aScholar, {peak to'it, Horatio. 
Bar, Looks it not: like the King ?)'Mark it, Horarzo. 
Hor. Moft like ¢ It hatrows me. with fear and wonder. 
Bar. Yt would’ be fpoke to. 
Mar, Queftion it, Horatio. 
Hor, What art thon that uforp’ft this timelof Night, * 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the Majefty ‘of: buried Deima#k, 
Did fometimes march: By Heaven'Icharge thee fpeak, 
ear, It is offended. 
Bar. See, it ftalks‘away. 
Hor. Stay: fpeak; fpedk > T charge thee, fpeak. 
(Exit Ghoft. 
Mar. "Tis gone, and will not anfwer. 
Bar, How now,Horatio? You tremblé/and look pale : 
fs not this fomething more than fantafie? 
What think you on’t ? 
Hor. Before my God I might not this believe 
Without the fenfible and:true avouch’ 
Of mine own Eyes. 
Mar. 1s it not like the King. 
Hor, Asthou art to thy felf, 
Such was the Armour he had on, 
When th’ambitious Worway combated : 
So frown’d he once, when in. an angry parle 
He fmote the fledded Poleaxe on the ice. 
Tis ftrange. 
Mar, Thus ’twice before, and juft at this fame hour, 
With Martial ftalk, hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know not: 


} But inthe grofs and fcope of my opinion, 


This 
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This boads fome ftrange eruption tovour State. 
Mar. Good now fit down, and tell me hethat knows 
Why this fame ftrict and moft obfervant watch, 
So nightly toils the fubject of the Land, 
Aad why fuch daily caft of Brazen Cannon 
And foreign Mart,forImplemeuts of War : 
Why fuch impreflé of Shipwrights, whofe fore Task 
Dos’t not divide the Sunday from the week, 
What might be toward, that this fweaty hatte 
Doth make the night joynt-labourer with the day : 
Who is’c that can informe me? 
Hor, That can I, 

At leaft the whi(per goes fo, Our laft King, 
Whofe Image even but now appear’d to us, 
Was (as you know ) by Fortinbras of Norway, 
( Thereto prick’d on by a moft emulate pride ) 
Dar’d to the combate. In which, our valiant Hamlet, 
‘| (For fo this fide of our known world efteem’d him ) 
Did flay this Fortinbras : whoby a feal’d Compact, 
Well ratified by Law, and Heraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his life) all thofe his Lands 
Which he ftood {eiz’d on, to the Conqueror : 
Againft the which, a Moity competent 
Was gaged by our King: which had return’d 
fothe Inheritance of Fortinbras, ‘ 
Had he bin Vanquilher, as by the fame Cov’nant 
And Carriage of the Article defign’d, 
His fell tc Hamlet. Now fir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle, hot and full; 
Hath inthe skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark’d up a Lift of Landlefs Refolutes, 
For food and Dyet, to fome enterprize 
That hath aftomach in’t: which isno other 
( And it doth well appear unto our State ) 
But to recover of us by ftrong hand 
And terms compulfative, thofe forefaid Lands 
So by his father loft: and this ( take it ) 
Is the main motive of our Preparations, . 
The fource of this our watch, and the chief head 

Of thispoft-hafte, and Romage in the Land. 


¥ Enter Ghoft agaw. 

But foft. behold: Lo, where it comes again : 

V’le crols it, though it blaft me. Stay, Iufion: 

If chou haft any found,. or ufe of voice, 

Speak to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee do eafe,and grace to me ; fpeak to me, 

| Ifthou art privy to thy Countries Fate 3 

( Which happily foreknowing may avoid ) Oh fpeak. 

Or, if thou haf uphorded in thy life 

Extorted Treafare in the womb of Earth, 

(For which, they fay, you fpirits oft walk in death ) 

Speak of it. Stay, and fpeak. Stop it, A4arcelins. 

Mar. Shall-| ftrike.at icwith my Partizan ? 
Hor. Doifit will not ftand. 
Barn. ’Tis here, ° 
. Hor, Tis here. 
Mar. ’Tis gone. 

We do it wrong, being fo Majeftical 

To offer it the fhew of Violence, 

For it is as the air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows, malicious mockery. 
Barn. It was about to fpeak, when the Cock crew. 
Hor, And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 

Upon a fearful Sammons. I have heard, 

The Cock that is the Trumpet to the day, 

Doth with hislofty and fhrill-founding throat 

Awake the God of Day: ‘and at his warning, 

Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Air, 

_| Th’extravagant and erring fpirit hyes 

| To his Confine. And of tHe truth herein, 

This prefent Object made probation. 

Mar. \tfaded on the crowing of the Cock. 
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[éxie Ghoft. 


s dnee, 


Some fayes, that ever gain{t that feafon comes 

Wherein our Saviours birth is celebrated, 

Tie Bird of Dawning fingeth ail night long: 

And (they fay ) no {pirit can walk abroad, — 

The nights are wholfome, then no Planets Itrike, 

No Fairy talks, no Witch hath power to charm , 

So hallow’d, and fo gracious isthe time. ©» 
Hor. So have | heard, and doin part believe it 

But look, the Morn in Ruflec Mantle clad, ‘ 

Walks o’re thé Dew of yon high Eaftern hill, 

Break we our VVatch up,and by my advice 

Let us impart what we have feen to night 

Unto young Hamlet, For upon my life, 

This fpirit dumb to us, will fpeak to him’: 

Do you confent we fhall acquaint him with it, 

As needful in our Loves, fitting our duty ? a 
Mar. Let’sdo’t, (pray, and I this morniag know} 

VVhere we fhall find him moft conveniently, [Exceum, | 
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Enter Clandiu§, King of Denmark, Gertrude th | 
Queen, Hamiet, Polonius, Laertes, and his Si. | 
fter Ophelia, Lords, Attendants, 


Scena Secunda. 


oe 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear Brothers death, Af 


The Memory be green : and that it us befitred 

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole Kingdom 

To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yet fo far hath Difcretion fought with Nature, 

That we with wifeft forrow think on him, 

Together with remembrance of our felves.- | 
Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th’ Imperial Joyntreffe of this warlikeState,, 

Have we, as twere, with adefeated joy; 9) 
VVith one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye, a 
VVith mirth in Funeral, and with Dirge in Mattiage 

in equal Scale weighing delight and Dole j 

Taken to wife ; nor have we herein barr’d 

Your better wifdoms, which have freely goneé 
VVith this affair along, for allourthanks, 8 =| 
Now follows, that youknow young Fortinbra, =| 
‘Holding a weak fuppofal of our worth, 

Or thinking by our Jate dear Brothers death, 

Our State to be disjoynt, and out of Frame, — 
Colleagued with the dream of his Advantage; 

He hath not fail’d to pefter us with Meflage, as 
Importing the furrender of thofe lands 

Loft by his Father, withall BondsofLaw 
To our moft valiant Brother. So much for him. 


Enter Voltimand and Cornelius. 


Now for our felf, and for this time of meeting : 
Thus much the bufinefs is. VVe have here writ 
To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras, 
VVho impotent and bedrid, fcarcely hears 
Of this his Nephews purpofe, to fupprefs 
His further gate herein. In that he Jevies, 
The Lifts, and full proportionsareall made 
Out of his fubjeét: and we here difpatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you oltimand, 
For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 
Giving to you no further perfonal power | 
To bufinefs with the King, more than the {cope — 
Of thefe dilated Articles allow: 
Farewell,anid let your hafte commend your duty, 
Volt. In that, and all things, will we fhew our du 
heartily farewell, 
Voltimand and Cot 
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And lofe your voice. What would{t thou beg, Laertes,| Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin, and our Son. 


ea : ‘i 
ta, 


nigh lg. 


tiny That fhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? ween, Let not thy Brother lofe her Prayers, Hamlet: 
Pla 7 Tie head is not more native to the heart, I pritnee flay withus, go not to Wittenberg, | 

Re The hand more inftrumental to the mouth, Ham. \ {hall in all mz,betft 

ie Than is the Throne of Denmark to thy father. Obey you, Madam. 1 


| What would{t thou. have, Laertes ? Kg. Why ’tis a loving, and a fair Reply, 


at Laer. Dread my Lord, & Be as our felf in Denmark, Madam, come, 
f ba Your leave and favourto return to France: This gentle and unfore’d accord of Hamlet 
| kei From whence, though willingly | came to Denmark, Sits {miling to my heart, in grace whereof, 
Mtjatig + | To thew my duty in your Coronation, No jocund Health that Denmark, drinks to day, 
DUO Yet now I mutt confefs, that duty done, But the great Cannon to the Giyuds fhail tell, * 
i My thoughts and wifhes bend again towards France, And the Kings Rouce, the Hedi al bruit agajp,. 
aK tog, And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. Re-fpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. (cunt. 
‘tt iy King, Have you your Fathers leave ? , 
Ur day) What fays Polonius? Manet Hamlet. 
ths a Pol. He hath, my Lord : 
Ntonreaig, | Lda. befeech you give him leave to go, Ham. O that this too too folid Fleth would melt, 
King, Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine, Thaw, and refolve it felf intoa Dew: 
And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will: |. Or that the Everlalting had not fixt 
Yeni, But now, my Coufin. Aamlec, and my Son? His Cannon ’gainft felf. laughter. O God, O God / 
Ham, A little more than kin, and lefs then kind. How weary, ftale, flat, aad unprofitable 
Drama, King. How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on you ? Seems to me all the ules of this World? 
is Lats Ham. Not fo, my Lord, 1am too much th’ Sun, Fieon’t! O fie! ’tis an unweeded Garden _ 
ats, Atal Queen, Good Hamlet catt thy nightly colour off, That grows to Seed: things rank, and grofs in Nature 


Poflefs it meerly. That it fhould come to this: 
But two Months dead: Nay, not fo much; nottwo, 
So excellent a King, that was to this 


And jet chine eye look like a Friend on Denmark, 
cari Do not for ever with thy veiled lids 
mu | Seek for thy Noble Father in the duft ; 


uit | Thou know’ft ’tis common, all that live muft dye, Hyperion toa Satyr: foloving to my Mother, 

an our Wk Pafling through Nature to Eternity. That he might not between the winds of Heaven 
w of: Ham, 1, Madam, it is common. Vifit her face tooroughly. Heaven and Earth 
cugit with Queen If it be; Mutt lremember: why fhe would hang on him, 
thinker, | Why feems it fo particular with thee? As if intreafe of Appetite had grown 

eof our Ham. Seems, Madam? Nay, itis: [know notSeems; | By what it fedon; and yet within a Month? 


Let mé not think on’t : Frailty, thy name is woman : 
A little Month, or e’re thofe fhooes were old, 

With which fhe followed my poor Fathers Body, 

Like Niobe, all tears. Why the, even fhe, 

(O Heaven! A Beaft that wants difcourfe of Reafon 
Would have mourn’d Jonger) married with mine Uncle, 
My Fathers Brother - but no more like my Father,» 
Than | to Hercales. Within a Month? 

F’re yet the falt of moft unrighteous tears 

Had left the flufhing of her gauled eyes, 

She married. O moft wicked fpeed, to poft 

With fach dexterity to inceftuous hheets : 

Itis not, nor it canmot come to good. 

But break, my heart,for I muft hold my tongue. 


fer, on?» | "Tis not alone my Inky Cloak (good Mother ) 
thismarlit, =| Nor Cuftomary fuits of folemn Black, 
defatdj, | Nar windy fufpiration of fore’d breath, 
{oneDoi’ =| No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye, 
ijwithDigl | Nor the dejected haviour of the Vifage, ' 
jgitaDk | Together with all Forms, Moods, thews of Grief, 
reheat | That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seem, 
‘heft | For they are actions that a man might play : 
ch have te feuey one . 7 
-aloatias «| But I have that within, which pafleth fhow : 
yn et Thefe, but the Trappings, and the Suits of woe, 
fogt wth King. ’Tis fweet and commendable 
vil ass Nature, tent, gi 
o give thefe mourning duties to your Father : 
uy one ais Van mult know, veel Father loft a Father, 
wey : The Father loft, loft his, and the furviver bound 
‘Uh {In filial Obligation, for fome term 
tho « '|To do Spicatiog: Sorrow. But to perfevere 
ponds y {In obftinate condolement, isa courfe : 
+, sont!” | OF impious {tubbornnefs. ?Tis unmanly grief, 
4| |lcthews a will moft incorrect to Heaven, 
nd oh OP TW Heart unfortified, a mind impatient, 
ef An Underftanding fimple, and ern oe 

sti" =| For what we know mult be, and is as common 
viel As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 
1 joni | Why fhould we in our peevifh Oppofition 
l (act © | Take itto heart? Fie, ’tisa fault to Heaven, 
7 to | A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 

ha i | To Reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theam 
if Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cry’d, 
ei From the firft Coarfe, till he that dyed to day, 
Li yoo | This mutt be fo, We pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us, 
itt, | Asof a Father ; For let the world take note, 
sft a You are the moft immediate to our Throne, 
poe tl Aad with nolefs Nobility of Love, 
allow: if | |} Taan that which deareft Father bears his Son, 


bs 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Marcellus, 


Hor. Hail to your Lordhip. 

Ham. {am glad to fee you well, 

Horatio, or | do forget my felf, 

Hor. The fame, my Lord, 

And your poor fervant ever, 

Ham. Sir, my good friend, 

ll change that name with you: 

And what make you from Watenberg, Horatio? 
Marcellus. 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. Lam very glad to fee you; good even, fir. 
But, in faith, make you from Wittenberg. 

Hor. A Truaut difpofition, good my Lord. 
Ham, | would have your Enemy fay fo ; 

Nor fhall you do mine ear that violence, 

To take it trufter of your own report 

Againft your felf.. I know you are no Truant ; 
But what is your affair in El/evoore ? 

We'll teach you to drink deep e’re you depart. 
Hor, My Lord, I came to fee your Father’s Funeral. + 


oot" "ia! | Do I impart towards you. For your intent : | 
os ie | in goin back to School in Wittenberg, Ham, 1 prithee do not mock me Seller Student) 

i wl? | It is moft retcograde to our defire : (think it was to fee my Mothers Wedding, 

Pte d we befeech you, bend you to remain Hor. In'eed, my Lord, it followeth hard upon, 

cM te ju the cheer and comfort of our Eye, ‘Ham, Thrift, vhrife, Horst : the Funeral bak’d Meats 
ae | s 

rol 


lé2 


Did coldly furnith forth the Marriage Tables ; 
Would I had met my deareft Foe in Heaven, 
Fre | had ever feen that day,Horatio. 
My Father, methinks | fee my Father. 
Hor. O where, my Lord ? 
Ham. In my minds eye (Horatio) ‘ 
Hor. \faw him once, he wasa goodly King. 
Ham, He wasa man, take him for all inall : 
{ fhould not look upon his like again. 
Hor. My Lord, [ think! faw him yefternight. 
Ham, Saw ? Who? 
Hor. My Lord, the King your Father. 
Ham, The King my Father ! 
Hor. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive Ear ; till I may deliver 
Upon the witnefs of thefe Gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 
Ham. For Heavens love, let me hear. 
Hor, Two nights together, had thefe Gentlemen 
(Marcellus and Barnardo) on their Watch 
in the dead wafte and middle of the night 
| Been thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Arm’d at all points exactly, Cap a Pe, 
Appears before them, and with folemn March 
Goes flow and ftately : By them thrice he walk’d, 
By their oppreft and fear-furprized Eyes, 
Within his Truncheons length; whilft they be ftill’d 
Almoft to Jelly with the Act of fear, 
Stand dumb and fpeak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful fecrecy impart they did, 
Aad 1 with them the third night kept the Watch, 
Whereas they had deliver’d both in time, 
Form of the thing ; each word made true and good, 
The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 
Thefe hands are not more like. s 
Ham, But where was this ? 


i 


Ham, Did you not fpeak to it ? 
‘Hor. My Lord, I did ; 
But anfwer made it none: yet once methought 
ft lifted up its head, and did addrefs . 
It felf to motion, like as it would fpeak : 
But even then, the Morning Cock crew loud 5 
And at the found it fhrunk in hafte away, 
And vanifht from our fight. 
Ham, Vis very ftrange. : 
Hor. As\dolive, my honourable Lord, "tis true 5 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of if. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the Watch to night? 
Both, Wedo, my Lord ? 
Ham, Arm’d, fay you ? 
Both. Arm?’d, my Lord. 
Ham, From top to toe ? 
Both, My Lord, from head to foot. 
Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 
Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver up. 
Ham, What, lookt he frowningly ?- 
Hor. Acountenance more in forrow than in anger, 
Ham, Pale, or red? 
Hor. Nay, very paie. | 
Ham. Aad fixt his Eyes upon you ? 
Hor. Mott conftantly. 
Ham. \ would I had been there. 
For, \t would have much amaz'd you. 
Ham, Very like, very like: ftaid it long ? 


cAll, Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when | faw’t. 

Ham. His Beard was grifly ? 

Hor, \t was, 1 have feen it in his life, 
A Sable Silver’d. er 
Ham, Vil watchto night; 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


| Upon the Platform *twixt eleven and twelve, 
Pil vilit you. 


| My Fathers fpirit in Arms! All is not well : 
| | doubt fome foul play : would the night-were come; 


Mar. My Lord, upon the platform where we watcht. 


(dred, | Contagious blaftments are moftimminent. = 
Hor. While one with moderate hafte might tell a hun- : 


perchance *twill walk again. 


on amen iipemnape onan hematite finns Bitni 9. a ontire semtnd mmmenrs Ae 


Hor. } warrant you it will. ieee 
Ham. \fit affume my noble Fathers perfon, Te 
Pll fpeak to it, though Hell it felf fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. ! pray youall, 
If you have hitherto concealed this tight 5 
Let it be treble in your filence ftill : 
And whatfoever elfe fhall hap to night, 
Give it an underftanding but no tongue ; 
I will require your loves; fo, fare ye well; i 


Ail, Our duty to your Honour. 


LExewt, 
Ham. Your-love, as mine to you: farewel, tha 


Till chen fit ftill;my Soul, foul deeds will rife, a 
Though all the Earth o’rewhelm them tomens Eyes. (Exit, | 


a, . & 
* Scena Tertia. or | 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia, | ; 
Laer, My neceflaries are imbark’d, farewel: 
And Sifter, as the Winds give benefit, 
And Convoy is affiftant; do not fleep, 
But let me hear from you. 
Ophe.. Do you doubt that ? Ae 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favours, | 
Hold it a fafhion and a toy in Bloud; 3 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature ; 
Forward, not permanent ; fweet, not lafting 
The fuppliance of a minute; No more. 
Ophe. No.more but fo. 
Laer. Think it no more : 
For nature crefcent does not growalone, 
In thewsand Bulk: butas his Temple waxes, 
The inward fervice of the mind and foul Ve ee 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now, — 
And now no foil nor cautel doth befmerch 
The vertue of his fear: but you muft fear 
His greatnefs weigh’d, his willisnot hisown: =} 
For he himfelf is fubject to his Birth : iat 
He may not, as unvalued perfons do, esa 
ve for himfelf; for, on his choice depends 
he fanctity and health of the whole State, 
And therefore muft his choice be circumferib’d 
| Unto the-voice and yielding of thatbody, == 
Whereof he is the head, Then if he fays he loves yo) 


It fits your wifdom fo far to believe it 5 

As he in his peculiar Sect and force 

May give his faying deed : which is no further, 
Than the main Voice of Denmark, goes withal. 
Then weigh that lof your honour may foftain, 
If with too credent Ear youlifthisSongs; 
{Or loofe your heart ; or your chafte treafure ope? 
To his unmaftered importunity. ae 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it,my dear Sifter, ar 
And keep within the rear of your affection; = 
Out of the fhot and danger of defire. ee 
The charieft maid is prodigal enough, 

If the unmask her beauty tothe Moon : ae 
Vertue it felf fcapes not calumnious ftrokes, 
The Canker galls the infant of thefpring = 
Too oft before the Buttons be difelos’d, 
And in the morn and liquid dew of Youth, 


Be wary then, beft fafety lies in fear; _ ee: 
Youth to it felf rebels, though none elfe neat. 
oe I fhall th’ effect of this good Leffon kee? 

| As Watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother, 
| Do not as fome ungracions Paftors do, 
Shew me the fteep and thorny way to Heaven 


Whilft like a puft and recklefs Libertine 
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. The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Himfelf, the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, 
ats not his own read. 
aer. Oh, fear me not, 


Enter Polonius. 


I {tay toolong ; but here my Father.comes: 
A double blefling is a double grace ; WV 
Occafion {miles upon a fecond leave, 

Polon. Yet here, Laertes ? Aboard, aboard for fhame 
The wind fits in the fhoulder of your fail, j 
And youare ftaid for there: my blefling with you: 
And thefe few Precepts in thy memory, 

See thou Character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unaproportion’d thought his Act: ’ 

Be thou familiar ,; but by no means vulgar : 

The friendg thou haft, and their adoption tyy’d, 
Grapple them to thy Soul, with hoops of f@l - 
But do not dull thy palm, with entertainment 

Of each unhatch’d, unfledg’d'Comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel: but being ia 

Bear’t that th’oppofed may beware of thee. 

Give every man thine ear; but few thy voice : 
Take each mans cenfure: butreferve thy judgment : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy ; 

But not expreft in fancy ; rich, not gaudy: 
Forthe appareloft proclaims the man. 

And they in France of the beft rank and ftation, 
Are of a molt felect and generous cheff in that, 


‘Neither a borrower, nora lender be: 


For Loan oft lofes both it felf and friend : 

A borrowing dulls the edge of Husbandry. 

This aboveall ; tothine own felf be true: 

And it muft follow, as the night the Day, 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 

Farewel: my blefling feafon this in thee. 
Laer. Mott humbly do I take my leave, my Lord. 
Polon. The time invites you, go, your feryants tend. 
Laer. Farewel, Ophea, and remember well 

What I have faid to you. 
Ophe. ’Tisin my memory lockt, 

And you your felf fhall keep the key- of it. 
Laer. Farewel. 
Polon. What is’t,Ophelia, he faid to you ? 


M4 
- Ophe.So pleafe you,fomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 


Polon, Marry, well bethought: . 
’Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you your felf 
Have of your audience been moft free. and bounteous, 
If it be fo, as fo it is,put on me ; 
And that in way of caution: \Imuft tell you, 
You do not underftand your felf fo clearly, 
As it behooves my Daughter; and.your honour. 
What is between you, give me upthe truth? 
Ophe. He hath my Lord ofdate,:made many tenders 
Of: kis affection to me. 
Polon. Affection, pub. You fpeak like a green Gile, 


Unfifted in fuch perillous circumftance. 


Do you believe his tenders as you call them ? 
Ophe. 1 do not know, my Lord, what | fhould think. 
Pol, Marry Vle teach you 5:think your felf a Baby, 
That you have tane his tenders for true pay, 


Which are not {tarling. Tefider your felf more dearly ; 
Or not to crack the wind of the:poor phrafe, 


Roaming it thus, you'll render.meafook « 
Ophe. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love, 
In honourable falhion. i otal i 
Polon. I, fafhion you may calbit, goto, goto, 
Ophe. And hath given countenance to:his {peech, 
My Lord, with all-the vows of heaven. . : 
Polon. 1, Springsto catch VVoodcocks, I do know 
When the bloud burns, how prodigal the Soul 
Gives the tongue vows: thefe blazes, daughter, 


| Giving more light than heat; ¢xtiné inboth, 


[ Exit Laer, 


ee eg ee 
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Even in their promife, as it is a making ; 
You mutt not take for fire, - For this time, Daughter, 
B. tomewhat {canter.of your Maiden prefence, 
Szt your entreatments at a higher rate, 
Chan a tommand to parley. forLord-Aamler, 
Believe fo much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
fhan may be given you. In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his Vows; ,for they are Brokers, 
Not of che eye, which their inveftments.fhew: 
But meer implorators of unholy Suits, 
3reathing like fanétified and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile, Thisis for alls, 
! would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
“lave you fo flander any. moment leifure, 
As to give words or talk with che Lord -Alamlet ; 
Look co’t, I charge yous, come,your way, 
Ophe. -\ fhalk abey my Lord, [, Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Marcellus. 


Ham. The air bites threw’dly :, it is very cold ? 

Hor. -\tisa nipping and eager air. | 

Ham, What hour now? . 

Hor, 1 think it lacks of twelve, 

Mar, No, it ha’s ftruck: ( feafon, 

Hor. Indeed I heard it not: then it draws near th 
Wherein the Spirit, held his. wontto walk. ‘ 
What do’s this mean, my Lord ? 

Ham, The King doth wake to night,and takes his. coufe, 
Keeps waflels, and the fwaggering up/pring reels, 
And ashe drains his draughts of Rhenifh down, 
The Kettle Dram and, Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. . 

Aor, is it a cultom? 

Ham. 1 marry is’t): td | 
And to my mind, though I am native here, 

And tothe manner born: It isa cuftom 
More honour’d inthe breach, than the obfervance. 


Ente? Gholt. 


Hor. Look, my Lord,, it comes. 
Ham, Avgelsand Minilters of geace.defend us + 
Be thou a Spirit.of healeh; or Gobiindama’d, 
3ring with thee airs from heaven, or blafts from hell; 
Be thy events wicked,or charitable, V5] 

Thou com’ft in fuch a queftionable thape, . 
That will {peak tothee; |’le calbthee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal:Dave: Ob, oh, anfwer me, 
Let me not burft inignorance > but'tell 
Why thy Canoniz?d bones hearfed in, death, 
Have burft their Cearments; why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we faw'thee quietiy Inurn’d, 
Hath op’d his ponderous and: Marble jaws, 
To caft thee up again? What may this mean? 
That thou dead Coarfe again,in compleat fteel, 
Revifir’it thus the glimpies of the Moon, 
Making night hideous? and.we fools of Natures 
So horridly to fhake our-difpofition,. 
With thoughts beyond:thee 3 reaches of our Souls, 
Say, why is this, wherefore? whatf{hould we do? 
. CE Ghott beckens Hamlet: 
Hor. It beckens you to go away with it, 
As if it fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. luodtat 
ear. Look with what courteous action 
\t wafts.you to. amore removed ground : 
But do not go with. it. 
Hor, No, by no, means, 
Ham, \t willnot {peak : then will I follow it: . 
Hor, Do not, my! Lord, 
Ham, Why, what fhould be the fear ? 
Ido not fet my lifeat a Pins fee? _ 
Fff2z 


And for my Soul what can it do to that? 
Being a thing immortal as it elf: 
It waves me forth again; I’le follow it. 
Hor. What if it empt youtoward the Floud,my Lord ? 
Qr to the dreadful Sonnet of the Cliff, 
That beetles o’re his bafe into the Sea, 
And there aflumes fome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your Soveraigaty of Reafon, 
And draw you into madnefs? think of it. 
Ham. It wafts me ftill: go on, I'le follow thee. 
Mar. You hall not go, my Lord. 
Ham. Hold off your hand. 
Hor. Be rul’d, you fhall not go. 
Ham, My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty Attire in his body, 
As hardy as the Nemean Lions Nerve: 
Still am | call’d ?,Unhand me,Gentlemen - 
By heav’a, I’le make a Glioft of him that letts me: 
I fay away, goon, I’le follow thee. 
[Exeunt. Ghoft, and Hamlet. 
Hor, He waxes defperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let’s follow ; ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after, to what iffue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. 


Mar.’ Nay, let’s follow him, [ Exeunt. 
Enter Ghott and Hamlet. 

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? fpeak; Tle gono 

Ghoft..Mark me. Ham. 1 will. ( further. 


Ghoft. My hour is almoft come, 
When I to fulphurovs and tormenting Flames 
Muft render up my felf. 
Ham. Alas poor Ghoft. 
Ghoft. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing* 
To what I fhall unfold. 
Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 
Ghoft. So art thou to revenge, when thou fhalt hear. 
Ham, What ? 
Ghoft. 1am thy fathers fpirit, 
Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night, 
And for the day confin’d to faft in fires, 
Till the foul crimes done in my dayes of Nature, - 
Are burnt and purg’daway: Butthat lam forbid 
Totell the fecrets of my Prifon-houfe ; 
L coulda Tale unfold, whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow uptby foul, freez thy young bloud, 
Make thy two eyes like Stars, tart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to ftand an end 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porpentine : 
But this eternal blazon muft not be 
To ears of flefh and bloud's lift Alamler, ob lilt, 
If thou didft ever thy dear father love. 
Ham. Oh heaven! 
Ghoft. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural Murther. 
Ham, Murther? 
Ghost. Murther moft foul, as in the beft itis, 
But this moft foul, ftrange,and unnatural. 
Ham. Hatte, hafte me toknowit, 
That I with wings as fwift 
As Meditation, or the thoughts of Love 
May fweep to my Revenge. 
Ghoft. 1 find thee apt, 
And duller fhould’ft thou be than the fat weed 
That rots it felfin eafe on Lethe Wharf, 
Would’ft thou not ftir'in this. Now,Hamlet, hear : 
It’s given out, that fleeping in mine Orchard, 
A Serpent ftung me: fo the whole ear of Denm ark, 
Is by a forged procefs of my death 
Rankly abus’d : But know, thou noble’ outh, 
The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life, 
‘Now wears his Crown. fa 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Ham, O my Prophetick Soul: mine Uncle ? 
Ghoft. 1, that inceftuous, that adulterate Beaft 


With witchcraft of his wits, and traiterous gifts 

(Oh wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 

So tofeduce )! won to his fhameful luft 

The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queen: 

Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there, 

Fromme, whofe love was of that dignity, 

That it went hand in hand, evep with the, Vow 

‘| made to her in Marriage ; ‘and to decline 

Upon a Wretch, whofe natural gifts, were poor 

To thofe of mine. But vertue, as it never will be moved 
Though Lewdnefs court it in a fhape of heaven: 
So luft, though to a radiant Angellink’d, 

Will feat it felf ina Celeftial bed, and prey in Garbage 
But foft, methinks | fcent the mornings Air: oH 
Brief let me be: fleeping within mine Orchard 

My cuftom always in the afternoon ; : 

Upon my fecure hour thy Uncle ftole 

With juyce of curfed Hebenon in a Viol, 

And inthe Porches of mine ears did pour 

The leprous Diftilment ; whofe effect 


Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of man, 
That fwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 
The natural Gates and Allies of the body ; 
And with a {udden vigour it doth poflet 
And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milk, 
The thin and wholfom bloud: fo did it mine 
Anda moft inftant Tetter bak’d about, 
Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft, 
All my fmooth body. 
Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, 
Of Life, of Crown, and Queen at once difpatcht : 
Cut offeven in the bloffoms of my Sin, 
Unhouzzled, difappointed, unnaneld, ‘ 
No reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head, a 
Oh horrible, Oh horrible, moft horrible ! 
If thou haft nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the Royal Bed of Denmark be 
A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceft, 
But howfoever thou purfueft this Act, 
Taint not thy mind; nor let thy Soul contrive 
Againft thy Mother ought; leave her to heaven, 
And to thofe thorns that in her bofom lodge, 
To prick and fting her. Fare thee well at once, 
The Glow-worm fhews the Matine tobe near, 
And’gins to pale his uneffectual Fire : 
Adieu, adieu, Hamlet : remember me. [Ext. 
Ham. Oh allyou hoft of heaven! Oh Earth; what elfe ? 
And fhall I couple hell ? Oh fie: hold my heart, 
And you my finews, grow not inftant Old; 
But bear me ftiffly up: remember thee ? 
I, thou poor Ghoft, while memory holds a feat 
In this diftraéted Globe : Remember thee? 
Yea, from the table of my memory, 
l’le. wipe away all trivial fond Records, 
All faws of books, all forms, all preflres paft, 
That youth and obfervation copied there : 
And thy Commandment all alone fhall live 
Within the book and Volume of my brain, 
Unmixt with bafer matter ; yes, yes, by heaven: 
Oh moft pernicious woman ! 


Oh Villain, Villain fmiling damned Villain! abe 

My Tables, my Tables: meetitis 1 fet irdowm, — ie 
That one may fmile, and fimile, and bea Villainy © ) f 
At leaft I’m fure it may be fo in Denmark. by id 


So Uncle, there you are: now to my word 5 


Itis ; adieu, adieu, Remember me: Ihave {rorn't. % ; 


Hor, & Mar. within. My Lord,my Lord. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Mar. Lord Hamlet. 


Hor, Heaven fer i | ; 
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ear. So be it. 

For. lilo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ; come bird, come. 

Mar. How is’t, myNoble,Lord ? 

Hor, What news, my Lord? 

Ham, Oh wonderful ! 

Hor, Good my Lord,tell ir. 

Ham. No, you'll reveal it. 

Hor. Not 1, my Lord, by heaven. 

Mar, Nor, my Lord. 

Ham, How fay. you then,weuld heart of man once think 
But you'll be fecret? (it? 

Both, 1, by heav’n, my Lord. 

Ham, There’s ne’ré a ‘villain dwelling in all Denmark, 


| But he’s an arrant Knave. 
Hor, There needs no Gholt, my. Lord, dome from the 


Grave to tell ns this. 
Ham, Why, right, yowarei’th’right 5 
And fo without more circumftance at all, 
{ hold it-fit that-we fhake hands, and part ; 
You as your bufinefs and defires fhall point you: 
For every man has bufinefs and defire, 
Such as it is: and for mine ‘own poor part, 


| Look you, Vle go pray. 


Hor, Thefe are but wild and hurling words, my Lord. 
Ham. Ym forry they offended you,heartily : 
Yes faiths, heartily: 
Hor. There’s no offence, my Lord. 
Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is my Lord, 
And much offence too, touching this Vifion here : 
It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you: 
For your defire to know what is between us, 
O’re-mafter’t as youmay. And now, good friends, 
Asyouare Friends, Scholars, and Souldiers, 
Give me one poor requelt. 
Hor. What is’c, my bord ? we will, 
Ham. Never make known what you have feen to night, 
Both, My Lord, we will not. 


Ham, Nay, but fwear’t. 

Hor. \n faith, my Lord; not. I. 

Mar. Nor I, my Lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my Sword. 

Mar, We have fworn, my Lord,already. 
Ham, Indeed, upon my fword, indeed, 


Gho. Swear. [Gholt cries under the Stace. 

Ham. Ab, ha boy, fay’ft thou fo} Art thou there true- 
penny? Come on, you hear this fellow in the Celleridge. 
Confent to fwear. 

Hor. Propofe my oath, my Lord, 

Ham. Never to {peak of this that you have feen. 
Swear by my Sword. 

Gho. Swear. 

Ham. Hic & ubique? Then we'll fhift for ground, 


Come hither Gentiemen, 


And lay ‘your hands again upon my {word. 

Never to {peak of this that you have heard : 

Swear. by my Sword. ; 
Gho, Swear. ( faft ? 
Ham, Well faid, old Mole, can’{t work i’th’ ground fo 

A worthy Pioneer,once more remove,good friend. 
Hor, Oh day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 
Ham. And therefore asa ftranger bid it welcom. 

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 

Than are dream’t of in our Philofophy. But come, 

Here as before, never fo help you mercy, 

How ftrange or odde fo ere 1 bear my felf 


(As I perchance hereafter {hall think meet 


To put an antick difpofition on: ) 
That you at fuch time feeing me, never fhall 


With armes encumbred thus, or thus, head fhake; 


Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful phrafe ; 
As well, we know, or we could, and if we would, . 


| Or if we lift to {peak , or there be and if there might, 


Or fuck ambiguous giving out to note; 


" 


The Tragedy of Fisher. 


So grace and mercy at ygar moft need help you: 
Swear, ge 

Ghoft.. Swear: 6 

Ham, Rett, refh perturbed Spirit: fo, Gentlemen, 
With all my lové*commend me to you ; 
And what fo poor a manas Hamlet is, 
May do t’exprefs his love and friending to you; 
God willing fhall not lack: Jet us goin together, 
And ftill your fingers on your lips | pray, 
The time is out of joynt: Oh curfed fpight, 
That ever I was born to fee it right, 
Nay, come, let’s go together. 


That you know ought de ; this not to do: 


[Exeunt. 


Atlus Secundus.. 


Entér Polonius, anid Reynoldo. 


Pol. Give hit his mony, and thofe notes, Reynoldo. 
Reynol. 1 will my Lord, .:0 
Pol, You fhall do marvels wifely , good Reynoldo. 
Before you vifit him,you makelinqtiry 
Of his behaviour, 
Rey. My Lord, | did intend it. 
Polon, Marry, well faid: 
Very well faid, Look you, fir, 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris 
And how, and who; what means; and where they keep: 
What company, what expence : and finding 
By this encompaffement and drift of queftion, 
That they do know my fon: Come you more near, 
Then your particular demands will touch it, 
Take you as *twere fome diftant knowledge of him, 
And thus, I know his father and his friends, 
And in parthim. Doyoumark this, Reyzoldo ? 
Reynol. 1, very well, my Lord, 
Polon, And in part him, but you may fay not well ; 
But if’t be he I mean, he’s very wild ; 
Addicted fo and fo ; and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe : marry, none fo rank, 
As may difhonour him: take heed of that: 
Bur, fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufual flips, 
As are companions noted and moft known 
To youth and liberty. 
Reyno. As gatning; my Lord, 
Polon, 1, orgrinking, fencing, fwearing; 
Quarrelling, Drabbing. You may go fo far. 
Rey, My Lord, that would difhonour him. 
Polon, Faith no,as you may feafon it in the charge 3 
You mutt not put another fcandal on him, 
That he is open to Incontinency, 
That’s not my meaning; but breath his faults fo'quaintly, 
That they may feem the taints of liberty ; 
The flafh and out-break of a fiery mind, 
A favagenefs in unreclaim’d bloud of general affaule. 
Reynol. But, my good Lord, 
Polon, Wherefore fhould you do this? 
Reynol, 1,my Lord, | would know that 
Polon. Marry, fir, here’s my drift, 
And I believe it is a fetch of warrant : 
You laying thefe flight fullies on my Son, 
As ’twerea thing a little foil’d ’th’ working: 
Mark you your party in converfe;, him you would found, 
Having ever feen. Inthe prenominate crimes, . 
The youth you breath of guilty, be aflur’d 
He clofes with you in this confequence : 
Good fir, or fo, or friend, or Gentleman. 
According to the Phrafe and the addition; 
Of man and Country. 
Reynol. Very good, my Lord. 
Polon. And then, fir, do’s he this ? 
He do’s : what was I abontto fay ? 


_ was about to fay nothing: where did Lleave ? 
F ff 


ee 
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| Reynol, Atclofes in the confequence : 
| At friend, or fo, and Gentleman. 
| Polon. Atclofesinthe confequence, I marry, 
| He clofes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 
| | faw him yefterday, or other day ; 
Or then, or then, with fuch and fuch, and as you fay, 
There was he gaming, there o’retook in’s Roufe, 
{ There falling out at Tennis; or perchance, 
I faw him enter fuch a houfe of fail, 
Videlicer, a Brothel, or fo forth. See you Now ; 
Your bait of falfhood, takes this Cape of truth 5 
And thus do we of wifdom and of reach 
VVith windlaces, and with aflayes of Byas, 
By indirections find directions out: 
So by my former Leéture and advice 
Shall you my fon; you have me, have you not ? 
Reynol. My Lord, have, 
Polon. God b’w’ yous fare you well. 
Reynol, Good my Lord. 
Polon, Observe hisiintlination in your felf. 
Reynol, | fhall, my Lord. 
Polon: And let him ply his Mufick. 
Reynol. VVell, my Lord. 


Enter Ophelia. 


Polon, Farewell : 
How now, Ophelia, what’s the matter? 
Ophe. Alas, my Lord, I have been fo affrighted. 
Polon, VVith what, in the Name of Heaven? 
Ophe.. My Lord, as[ was fowing in my Chamber, 
Lord Hlamlee with his doublet all unbrac’d, 
No Hat upon his head, his {tockings foul’d, 
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to his Ancle, 
Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
And with a look fo pitious in purport, 
As if he had been loofed out of Hell, 
To {peak of horrors; he comes before me. 
Polon, Mad for thy love? 
Ophe. My Lord, 1 donot know : but truly I do fear it. 
Polor. VVhat faid he ? 
Ophe. He took me by the wrift. 
| Then goes he tothe length of all his Arme ; 
And with his other hand, thus o’rehis brow, 
He falls to fuch perufal of my face, 
As he would draw it, . Long ftaid he fo, 
At laft, a little fhaking of my arme, . 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
He rais’da figh, fo hideous and profound, 
That it did feem to fhatter all bis bulk, 
And end his being. That done, he lets go, 
And with his head over his fhoulders turn’d, 
He feem’d to find his way without his eyes, 
For out adoors he went without their help ; 
And tothe laft, bended their light on me. 
Polon. Go with me, | will go feek the King, 
This is the very ecftafic of Love, 
VVhofe violent property foredoes it feif, 
And leads the will to defperate Undertakings, 
As oft as any paflion under heaven, 
That do’s afflict our Natures. Lamforry, 
VVhat heats given him any hard words of late? 
be. No, my good Lord :but as you did command, 
I did repell his Letters, and deny’d 


_ | His accefs to me. 


—— \ Polon, That hath: made him mad, 
I am forry that with better {peed and judgment 
Ihad not quoted him. 1 fear he did but trifle, 
And meant to wrack thee : but befhrew my jealoufie : 
It feems it is as proper to our Age, 
To caft beyond our felves in our opinions, 
| As it is common for the younger fort ys 
| Tolack difcretion. Come,go we to the King. 


ee ragedy of Hamlet. 


Lael er eee 


1{ hold my duty, as 1 hold my Soul,» 


This muft be known, which being kept clate mig 
More grief to hide, than hate-to utter love. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter King, Queen, Rofincrofs, and Guil. 
denftare cam ali, 


{ 
Bt i 
Y 
iss, 
sha 
ey : 
t Warr 


King. VVelcome dear Rofincrof and Guildenftare, ie 


Moreover, that we much did long to fee you, 


| The need we have to ufe you, did provoke 


Our hafty fending. Something have you heard | 
Of Hamlet’s transformation : fo I call it, 


} Since not th’exterior, nor the inward man 


Refembles.that it was. VVbat it fhould be 


| More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
'| So much from th’underftanding of himfelf, 
| | cannot deem of. .I intreat you both, tbo A fee 


That being of fo young dayes brought up with him ; 
And fince fo Neighbour’d to his youth, and bumour, 
That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 


| Some little time, foby your Companies 


To draw him on to pleafures, and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you may glean, 
That open’d lies within our remedy, 


Qu. Good Gentlemen, ke hath much talk’d of you, | 
} And {ure lam, two men there are not living, 


To whom he more adheres, If it will pleafe you 
To fhew us fo much gentry and good will, 

As to expend your time with ps a while, 

For the fupply and profit of our hope, 

Your Vifitation fhall receive fuch thanks, 

As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rofin. Both your Majefties 
Might by the Soveragin power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleafures, more into command 
Than to Entreaty. ; 

Guil. VVe both obey, 

And here give up our felves, in the full bent, 
To lay our fervices freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 


King. Thanks, Rofincrof, and gentle Guildenftart, | 


Que. Thanks,Guildenftare,and gentle Rofincrofi, — 
And I befeech you inftantly to vifit Roe al 
My too much changed fon. Aaa 
Go fome of ye, 

And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 9 

Guil, Heavens make our prefencc and our practices 
Pleafant.and helpful to him. [ Exmut. 

Queen. Amen. 


Enter Polonius. » 


} 


Pol. The Ambafladors from Norway, my good Lord, ta 


Are joyfully return’d. 
King. Thou ftill haft been the father of good news. 
Pol. Havel, my Lord? Affure you, my go 


Both to my God, one to my gracious King: 
And I dothink, or elfe this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of Policy, fo be fare 


od Lig’, ' 


As I have us’d todo, that I have found = ee 
fond | 


The very caufe of Hamle’s Lunacy. | 


King. O {peak of that, that ldo long to heat.” ci 


Pol. Give firft admittance to th? Amb 


King. Thy felfdograce to them, and bring themt 
He tells me,my fweet Queen, that he hath found 
The head and fource of al] your fons diftemper. 

con. Idoubt itis no other, but the maidy.(9 | 


affadors, kb ie 
| } My News fhall be the News tothat great Feaftss:( 299,954 


His fathers death, and our o’re-hafty Marriage | 
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| The Tragedy of Hatnlet. 


Enter Polonius, Voltimand, avd Cornelius, 


King. Well,’ we fhall fifthim. VVelcom, good Friends : 
Say Voltimand, what from our Brother Norway ? 
Volt, Moft faic return of Greetings, and defires. 
Upon our firft, he fent out to fupprefs 
His Nephews Levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Polak : 
But better look’d into, he truly found 
It was againft your Highnefs, whereat grieved, 
That fo his Sicknefs, Age, and Impotence 
VVas falfely born in hand, fends-out Arrefts 
On Fortinbras, which he ( in brief) obeys, 
Receives rebuke from Norway: andinfine, 
Makes Vow before his Uncle, never more 
To give th’aflay of armes againft your Majefty. 
VVhereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him three thoufand Crowns in annual Fee, 
And his commiffion to imploy thofe Souldiers 
So leviedas before, againft the Polak : 
VVith an intreaty herein further fhewn, 
That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafs 
Through your Dominions for his enterprize, 
On fuch regards of fafety and allowance, 
As therein are fet down. 
King. It likes us well: 
And at our more confider’d tfne we'll read, 
Anfwer, and think upon this bufinefs. 
Mean time we thank you, for your well-look’t labor. 
Go to your reft, at night we7ll Feaft together. 
Moft welcom home. {. Exit Ambaf, 
Pol. This bufinefs is very well ended. 
My Liege and Madam, to expoftulate 
What Majefty fhould be, what duty is, 
Why day isday ; night, night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to wafte Night, day, and time, 
Therefore, fince Brevity is the Soul of wit, 
And tedioufnefs, the limbs and outward flourifhes, 
I willbe brief. Your noble Son is mad : 
Mad call Lit, for to define true Madnefs, 
Whatis’t, but to be nothing elfe but mad. 
But let that go, 
Queen, More matter, with lefs Art. 
Pol. Madam, 1 fwear I ufe no Arcat all: 
That heis mad ’tis true: Tis true, “tis pity, 
And pity itis true: A foolifh figure, 
But farewell it: for I will ufe no art. 
Mad let us grant him then - and now remains 
That we find out the caufe of this effect, 
Or rather fay, the caufe of this defect; 
For this effect defective, comes by caufe, 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. Perpend. 
Ihave a Daughter: have, whil’ft the is mine, 
Whoin her duty and Obedience, mark, — 
Hath given me this: now gather, and furmife. 


' The Letter. 

To the Celeftiall, and my Souls Idol. the moft beantified 
Ophelia. ‘Si 3 
That’s an ill Phrafe, a vile Phrafe, beautified isa vile 
Phrafe : but you fhall hear thefe in her excellent white 
bofome , thefe. 

aeen. Came this from Hamlet to her. 

Pol. Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithfull. 
Doubt thon, the Stars are fire, 
Doubt, that the Sun doth move : 

Doubt Truth to be a Lyar, 
But never Doubt, I love. 
Q dear Ophelia, J am il at thefe Numbers: I have not 
Art to reckon my groans, but that I love thee beft. ob 
moft Best, believe tt. Adien. 
Thine evermore, moft dear Lady, whiljt chis 
ata Machine is to him, Hanilet. 


This in Obedience hath my Daughter fhew’d me : 
And more above hath his foliciting, 
As they fell out'by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mine ear, 
King. But how hath fhe receiv’d his Love ? 
Pol. What do you think of me ? 
King. As ofa man, faithfull and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove fo. But what might you think ? 
When I had feen his hot love on the wing, 
As I perceived it, mufttell you that 
Before my Daughter told: me, what might you 
Or'thy deat Majefty your Queen here, think, 
If 1 hadplay’d the Desk or Table-book, 
Or given my hearta winking, mute and dumb,’ 
Or look’d upon this love, with idle fight, 
What might you think? No, I went round to wotk, 
And my young Miltris thus I did befpeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Sphere, 
This muft not be : and then, I’precepts gave her, 
That fhe fhould lock her felf from his Refort, 
Admit no Meffengers, receive no Tokens: 
Which done, fhe took the fruits of my advice; 
And he repulfed, a fhort Tale tomake, 
Fell into a Sadnefs; then into a Faft, 
Thence to a Watch, thence into a weaknefs, 
Thence to a Lightnefs, and by this declenfion 
Into the Madnefs wheteon now he raves, 
And all we wail for. 
King. Do you think ’tis this ? 
Queen. It may be very likely. - 
Pol, Hath there been fuch a time, I’de fain know that, 
That I have pofitively faid, ’tis fo, 
When it prov’d otherwife ? 
King... Not that'I know. 
Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwife, 
If Circumftances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 
King. 'How may we try it further ? 
Pol. You know fometimes 
He walks four hours together, here 
In the Lobby. 
Queen. So he has indeed. 
Pol. At fucha time I’le loofe my Daughter to him, 
Be you and I behind an Arras then, 
Mark the encounter: If he Jove her not, 
And be not from his reafon faln thereon; 
Let me be no Affiftant for a State, 
And keep a Farm and Carters, 
King. We will try it. 


Enter Hamlet reading on a Book, 


Queen, But look where fadly the poor wretch 
Comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I do befeech you, both away, 
le board him prefently. (Exit King and Queen, 
Oh give me leave. How does, my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham, Well, god-a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham, Excellent, excellent well: y’are a Fifhmonger ? 

Pol, Not I, my Lord? 

Ham, Then | would you were fo honeft a than. 

Pol. Honeft, my Lord? 

Ham. |, Sir, tobe honeft as this world goes, is to be 
one pick’d out of two thonfand. 

Pol. That’s very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggotsin adead Dog, 
being a good kiffing Carrion 
Have you a Daughter ? 

Pol. 1 have, my Lord. 

Ham, Let her not walk ith’ Sun: Conception is a} 
bleffing, -but not as your Daughter may conceive: Friend } 
look to’t, . u 

Pol. } 
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Pol. How fay you by th 
ter: yet he knew me nota 
ger: heis far gone, far gone: 
fuffered much extremity for love .very near ¢ 
to him again, What do you read,my Lord? 

Ham. \Words, words, words. 

Pol. Whatis the matter, my Lord? 

Ham, Between whom ? 

Pol. mean the matter you mean, my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders; Sir : for the'Satyrical flave fayes here, 
that old men have gray Beards: that; their facesare wrin- 
kled, their eyes purging thick Amber or Plum Tree- 
Gum: and that they have a plentifull Jock of Wit, 
together with weak Hams. All which, Sirg: though I 
moft powerfully, and potently believe, yet I hold. it not 
Honzity to have it thus fet down: For. you your: felf, 
Sir, fhould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could go 
backward, ' 

Pol, Though this be madnefs, 

Yet there is Method in’t: will you-walk 
Out of the air, my Lord? 

Ham. Into my, Grave? 

Pol, Indeed that is out oth’ air: 

How pregnant ( fometimes ). his replies are? 
A happiaefs, 

That often Madnefs hits on, wl 

Which Reafon and Sanity could not 

So profperonfly be deliver’d of. 

I will leave him, 

And fuddenly contrive the means of meeting 
Between him and my Daughter. 
My honourable Lord, 1 will moft humbly 
Take my leave of you. 

Ham, You cannot, Sit, take from! me any thi 
Pies more willingly part withall, except my 

ife. 

Polon, Fare you well, my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fools. 

Polon. Yougo to feek my Lord Ham 


at ?. Still harping onmy Daugh- 
tfirft; he faid lwas a Fifhmon- 
and truly in, my youth, I 
his. Plefpeak 


nf» that | 
life, my 


1d 
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let ; there he is.’ 
a 


Enter Rofincros and Guildenftare. >: ‘ 


_ Rofin. God fave you, Sir. 
Guild. Mine honout’d Lord ? 
Rofin. My moft dear Lord? 

| Ham. My excellent good friends? How doft thou 
‘so etiaie Oh, Rofincros, good Lads: How do ye 
oth ? 

Rofin. Asthe indifferent Children of the earth. 
|. Guild. Happy, in that we are not over-happy : on 
| Fortunes Cap, we are not the very Button. 
‘Lam, Nor the Soals of her Shooe? 
Rofiz, Neither, my Lord. 
Ham, Then you live about 
of her favour ? 
Guild. Faith, her privates we. 
Ham. Yn the fecret parts of Fortune? Ob, moft true : 
the is a Strumpet. Whats the news. 
Rofin, None, my Lord, but that the World’s grown 
honett. 
Ham, Then is Dooms day near: but your News is not 
true, Let me queftion more in particular: what have you, 

“| my good friends, deferved at the hands of fortune, that 

fhe fends you to prifon hither? 

- Guild. Prifon, my Lord ? 
Ham. Denmark’s a Prifon. 
Rofin, Then is the World one. 
Ham. A goodly one, in which 

fines, Wards, and Dungeons 5 

o’ th’ worft. 

Rofiz. We think not fo, my Lord. 

Ham. Why then, tis none to you ; for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: tome it is 

a prifon. Agr 200! 


her wafte, or in the middle 


. 


there are many Con- 
Denmark, being one 


| dear a half-penny 5 


| which y 
| know the good King and 


- Tragedians of the City. 
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Rofin. Why then your Ambition makes it one: ’tis 
narrow for your mind. ae 
Ham. O God, | could'be bounded in a Nut-hell, and |” 
count my felf a King of infinite {pace 5. were it not that |} 
have bad: dreams, 
Guild. Which dreams indeed are Ambition: for th 
very fubftance of the Ambitious, is meerly.the fhadow 
a Dream, ue 
Ham, Adream. 
ofin. 


it felfis buta fhadow,, ; 
Truly, and 1 hold Ambition of fo airy and light 
quality, that it is buta fnadows fhadow, ce 

Ham. Then are our Beggars bodies; and our Monarch 
and out-{tretcht Heroes, tie Beggars fhadows: fhall wey 
th’ Court : for, bymytey{cannotreafon? 

Both. We'll wait upon you. 6 aie 

Ham. No fuch matter. will not fort you with thereft| 
of my fervants - for to {peak to you like an honeft man:| 
iam moft dreadfully attended 5 but in the beaten way of| 
friendfhip.. What make you at Elfinoore ¢ aid sheten ta 

Rofin. Tq vifit you, my ' 

Ham. Beggar thac | am, I am even poor in thanks; but} 
Ithank you: and fure, dear friends, my thanks aretoo| 
were you not fent for? Isit yourown} — 
deal juftly with | 


Lord, no other occafion, 
hea 


inclining? Is it a free vifitation? Come, 
me; come, come ; nay, fpeak. 
Guild. What fhould we fay, my Lord? = 
Ham. Why, any thing. But.to the purpofe ; youwere) — 
fent for; and there is a. kiftl of confeflion in your looks: a 
our modefties have not craft enovghtocolouri]) 
Queen have fentforyou. | 
Rofin, Towhatend, my Lord ¢ Fae 
Ham, That you mutt teach me: but let me conjure you} — 
by the rights of your fellowhip,by the confonancy ofour} 
youth, by the obligation of our ever-preferved love, and} 
by what more dear, a better propofer could charge you} — 
withall ; be even and direct with me, whether you 
fent for or no, nits otle 
Rofin, What fay you? + tod i 
Ham, Nay then I havean eye of you: if you love me, | 
hold not off. aint eee 
Guild. My Lord, we were fent for. (ity 
Ham. \ will tell you why; fo fhall my anticipation, 
prevent your difcovery of your fecrecy to the King and}. 
Queen : moult fo feather, 1 have of late, but wherefore!) 
know not, loftall my mirth,forgone all cuftom ofexerciley| — 
and indeed, it goes fo heavenly with my difpofitions that} 
this goodly frame, the earth, feems to me a fteril Pro} 
montory; this moft excellent Canopy the air, look you] — 
this brave o’re-hanging, this Majeftical Roof, fretted with | 
golden fire: why, it appeared no other thing to me, than | 
a foul and peftilent congregation of vapours. What a) 
piece of work is a man!. How Noble in Reafon ? how it} 
finite in faculty? in form and movin f 
admirable ? in action, how like an Angel ? in apprehenfion | i 
how like a god? the beauty of the world, the Paragon} 
of Animals; and yet to me, what is this quinteflence of} 
Duft? Man delights not me; no, nor Woman neither, | 
though by your fmiling you feem to fay fo. f Ps 
Rofin. My Lord, there was. no_ fuch fluff in my) 
thoughts. . : 
Ham, \W 
not me? 


» 


g how exprefs and | a . 


hy did youlaugh, when I faid;, Man cel 


Rofin. To think, my Lord, if you delight not ia M 
what Lenton entertainment the Players fhall, receive 
you: we coated them on the way, and hither are | 


coming to offer you Service. 1 oh Sa 
Ham. He that playes the King fhall be welcome >. | 

Majefty fhall have Tribute of me: the adventurous: 

fhall ufe his Foyleand Target :| The Lover fhall 
grat, the humorous man fhall end his part in peace* 
Clown fhall make thofe laugh,whofe lungs are HC cl d 
fere: and the Lady fhall fay her mind freely 5, or the 

Verfe fhall halt for’t, what Playersare they ? ide f 
| Rofin. Even thofe you were wont to take delight in, Oy 
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| How are they efcoted ? Will they purfue the Quality no 
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#am. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both | 
in reputation and profit was better both wayes. 
Rofin, 1 think their Inhibition comes by the means of} Pol, Whata Treafure had he, my Lord ? 
the late innovation ? Ham. Why one fair Daughter, and no more, 
Ham. Do they hold the fame eftimation they did when | The which he loved pafling well. 
I was in the City ? Are they fo follow’d ? Pol, Stillon my Daughter. 
Rofin. No indeed, they are not. Ham, Am I not ith’ right, old Fephta ? 
Ham, How comes it? do they grow rufty ? Pol. If youcall me Fephea, my Lord, Lhavea Daughter 
Rofin, Nay, their endeavour keeps inthe wonted pace ; | that I love pafling well. 
But there is, Sir,an Airy of Children, little Yafes, thatcry| Ham. Nay that follows not. 
out on the top of queftion; and are moft ryrannically clapt|  Po/. What follows then, my Lord ? 
for’t: thefe are now the fathion, and fo be-rattle the| Alam, Why, as by lot, God wot? and then you know, 
common Stages (fo they call them) that many wearing | it came to pafs, as moft like it was: thefirftrow of the 
Rapiers, are afraid of Goofe Quills, and dare fcarce come | Pans Chanfon will thew you more. For look where my 
thither. Abridgements come. 
Ham, What are they Children? Who maintains ’em ? 


: es O Fephta, Judge of Ifrael, what a Treafure hadil 
thou ? 


I Enter four or five Players. 
longer than they can fing? Will they not fay afterwards 
if they fhould grow themfelves to common Players (as it | Y’are welcome Matters, welcome all, Iam glad to fee thee 
is like moft if their means are no better ) their Writers | well; welcome good friends. Oh my old friend! Thy 
do them wrong to make them exclaim againft their own | face is valiant fince I faw thee laft: Com’ft thoutobeard 
Succeflion. me in Denmark? what my young Lady and Miftris? 
Rofin; Faith there has been much to do on both fides : | Berlady your Lordhhip is nearer heaven, than when I faw 
and the Nation holds itnofin, to tarre them to contro-| you laft, by the altitude of a Choppine. Pray God your 
verfie, There was for awhile, no money bid for argu- | voyce, like a piece of uncurrant gold, be not crack’d with- 
ment, unlefsthe Poet and the Player went to Cuffs in the | inthe Ring. Mafters, youare all welcome: we’lle’neto’t 
Queftion. like French Faulconers, flye at any thing we fee : we’ll have 
Ham, \s’t poflible ? a fpeech ftraight.. Comte, give us a talte of your quality : 
Guild. Oh there has been much throwing about of | come, a paflionate fpeech. 
brains. 1, Play. What fpeech, my Lord ? 
Ham. Do the Boyes carry it away ? Ham, | heard theefpeak me a fpeech once, but it was 
Rofin- Ythat they do,my Lord, Hercules and his load too, | never Acted: or if it was, not above once, for the Play | 
Zam, Itis not ftrange, for mine Unkle is King of Den-| remember pleas’d not the Million, ’twas Cautary to the 
mark, and thofe that would make mowes at him while my | General: but it was (as I received it, and others, whofe 
Father lived , give twenty, forty, an hundred Ducatesa | judgment in fuch matters, cryed in the top of mine) an 
piece, for his picture in little. There is fomething in this | excellent Play ; well digefted in the Scenes, fet down with 
more than Natural, if Philofophy could find it out. .as much modefty, ascunning. I remember one faid, there 
[ Flourifh for the Players. | was no Sallets in the lines, to make the matter favoury ; 
Guild, There are the Players. nor nomatter in the phrafe, that might indite the Author 
Ham, Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfinoore + your | of affectation, but call’d it an honeft method. One chief 
hands, come: The appurtenance of Welcome, isFathion | {peech in it, I chiefly lov’d, ’twas -4ineas Tale to Dido, and 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, | thereabout of it efpecially , where he fpeaks of Priams 
left my extent tothe Players ( which I tell you muft thew | laughter. If it live in your memory, begin at this Line,let 
fairly outward ) fhould more appear like entertainment | me fee, let me fee: The rugged Pyrrhws, like the. Hyreani- 
than yours, You are welcome: but my Unkle Father, and | az Beaft. It isnot fo: it begins with Pyrrhus, 
Aunt Mother are deceiv’d, The rugged Pyrrhws, he whofe Sable Armes 
Guild. In-what, my dear Lord? Black as his purpofe, did the night refemble 
Ham. | am but mad North, North-Weft: when the | When he lay couched in the Ominous Horfe, 
Wind is Southerly, I know a Hawk from a Handfaw. Hath now this dread and black Complexion fmear’d 
With Heraldry more difmal: head to foot 
Now is he to take Geules, horridly Trickt 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons, 
Polo, Well be with you, Gentlemen. Ba’k and impafted, with the parching ftreets, 
Ham, Hark you, Guildenft are, and you too, at each ear a | That lend atyrannous, and damned light 
hearer : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet out of his | To their vile Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire, 


Enter Polonius. 


fwathing clouts. . And thus o’refized with coagulate gore, 
Rofin. Haply he’s the fecond time cometothem: for | With eyes like Carbuncles, the hellith Pyrrbus 
they fay, an old man istwice a Child. Old Grandfire Priam feeks. 


Ham, 1 will Prophefie, He comes to tell me of the} Pol. "Fore God,my Lord, well fpoken,with good accent, |: 
Players. Mark it, you fay right,Sir: for on Munday mor- | and good difcretion. 
ning ’twas fo indeed. \ 1. Play. Anon he finds him, , 
Pol. My Lord, I have news to tell you. Striking too fhort at Greeks, His antick Sword, 
Ham, My Lord, I have news to tell you, Rebellious to his Arm, lies where it falls 
When Rofeiws an Actor in Rome—— Repugnant to command: unequal match, 
Pol. The Actors are come hither,my Lord. | Pyrrbus at Priam drives, in rage {trikes wide: 
Ham, Buzze, buzze. But with the whiff and wind of his fell Sword, 
Pol. Upon mine honour. Th’unnerved father falls, Then fenfelefs Jiium, 
Ham, Then can each Actor on his Afs——. Seeming to feel his blow , with flaming top 
Pol. The beft Aétors in the world, either for Tragedy, Stoops to his Bace, and with a hideous crafh 
Comedy,Hittory, Paftoral: Paftorical-Comical-Hiftorical- | Takes Prifoner Pyrrhws ear, For lo, his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milky head 
cal-Paftoral: Scene indivible, or Poem unlimited. Seneca | Of Reverend Priam, feem’d ith’ Air to ftick: 
cannot be too heavy, nor Plawews too light, for the law of|So asa Tyrant Pyrrhus ftood, 
Writ, and the liberty. Thefe are the onlymen. And like a Neutral to his will and matter, did nothing, 
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For Hecuba? ‘ 
What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 


That he fhould weep for her? what wouldhedo, 

Had he the motive and the Cue for paflion 

That I have, he would drown the Stage with tears 
lear with horrid fpeech: 


But as we often fee againft fome ftorm, 

A filence inthe heavens, the Rack ftand ftill, 
Tae bold winds fpeechlefs, and the Orbe below 
As hufhasdeath: Anon the dreadful Thunder 


Kay. \ 
fpbcar bi 
Dire hia 


Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrlous pawle, 
A rowfed Vengeance {ets him new a work, And cleave the genera 
And never did the Cyclops hammers fall Make mad the guilty, and apale the free : fo tele 
On Mars his Armours; forg’d for proof Eterne, Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, - Auf 
Wich lefs remorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding Sword The very faculty of Eyes andEars. Yet, .. > ne King. * 
Now falls on ‘Priam; A dulland muddy metled Rafcal, peak. i a far we i 
Out, out, thou Scrumpet-Fortune, all. you gods, Like Jobn-a-deames, unpregnant of my caufe, That he, 
In general Synod take away her power : And can fay nothing : No, not for a King, sfront C 
Break all the Spokes aiid Fellies from her wheel, Upon whofe property, and moft dear life, * Will fob 
And bowl the rouiid Nave-down the hill of heaven, A damn’d defeat was made.» Amla Coward ? afl Wemay' 
As low ag to the fiends. Who calls me Villain? breaks my pate a-crofs,. ie And gat 
Pol. This is too long. Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my face? a . iPebeth’ 
Ham. It fhall to th’ Barbers with your Beard. Prethee | Tweaks me by th’Nofe, gives me the Lye ith’ Throat, Lie That thus 
fay on: He’s for a Jigge, ora tale of Bawdry, or he fleeps. As deep as to the Lungs. Who does me this? .. a Quer 
Say on 5, come to Hecuba. Ha? Why fhould I take it? for it cannot be, a Ad for 
1, Play, But who, O who, had feen the Mobled Queen? | But lam Pigcon-Liver’d, and lack Gall RE That you 
Ham. The Mobled Queen? To make Oppreffion bitter, or ere this, 4 tif } (Of Ham 
Pol, That’s good: Mobled Queen is good. I thould have fatted all the Region Kites ag Will bei 
1, Play, Run bare foot up and down, With this Slaves Offall, bloody +. Bawdy villain, = | To both 
Threatning the flame Remorfelefs, Treacherous, Lecherous, kindlefs villain! | Ophe. 
With Biflon Rheum: a clout about that head, -| Oh Vengeance ! de Pal, 0 
Where late the Diadem ftaod, and for a Robe Who? what an Afsam 1? 1 fare, thisis moft brave, | 9 Wel 
That I, the Son of the deat murthered, a & That fhe 
ss Yout Jo 


About her lank and all o’re teamed Loyns, 

A Blanket in th’alarum of fear caught up. 

Who this had feen, with tongue in Venome {teep’d, 
Gaintt fortunes State, would treafon have pronounc’d ? 
But if the gods themlelves did fee herthen, 

When fhe faw Pyrrhws make malicious {port 


Prompted to my revenge by heaven, andhell, 
Mutt (like a Whore) unpack ty heart with words, — a Tis too 
And fail a curfing like a very Drab, aS i And pio 
AScullion ? Fye upon’t, Foh. About my Brain, ° | 4 lie De 
{ have heard, that guilty Creatures fitting ata Play, | og) Kar 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene, es ma 


In mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbs. 
The inftant Burft of Clamour that fhe made Been ftruck fo to the Soul, that prefently The Hat 
( Ualefs things mortal meant them not all) They have proclaim’d theic Malefactions. : [snot 
\Vould have made milch’ the burning eyes of heaven, For Murther, though it have no tongue, willfpeak =} Thani 
With moft miraculous Organ. [le have thefe Players, | Oh hee 
Pol, 


‘And paflion in the Gods. ° es 
Pol. Look where he Has not turn’d his‘colour, and has 
tears in’s Eyes. Pray youno more. 4 
| Ham, ’Tis well, Ple have thee fpeak out the reft foon. 
Good my Lord, wi'l you fee the Players well beftow’d 
°4: for they are the abftracts, 


Play fomethirig like the murder of my Father, 
Before mine Unkle. Ile obferve his looks, 
Plerent himtothe quick: ifhe but blench, 
iknow my courfe. The Spirit that [have feen,, 
Do ye hear,let them be well us May be the Devil, and the Devil hath power ! 
and brief Chronicles of the time. After your death, you T’aflume a pleafing fhape, yea,and perhaps i 
were better have a bad Epitaph, than their illeeport while | Out of my weaknefs,and my melancholy, , me | 


As he is very potent with fuch Spirits, 


you _fived. 0 d rc, 
Pol. My Lord, 1 will ufe them according to their de- } Abufes me to damn me. Vle have grounds in 
fert. es te} More relative thanthis: The Play’sthe thing, = | 

Ham. Gods bodikins man, better, Ufe every manafter | Wherein I’le catch the Gonfcience ofthe King.  LE#h) 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rofincros, 


his defert;and who fhould fcape whipping - ufe them after 
Guildenftare, and Lords. eee * 


youtown Honour and Dignity. The lefs they deferve,the 

| more merit isin your bounty. Take them in. 
Pol. Come, Sirs. [_ Exit Polonius. 
Ham. Follow him, Friends: We'll heara Play to mor- 

row. Doft thou hear me, old Friend, can you Play the 


murthersof Gonzago ? 


Ach. : 

King. And can you by no drift of circumftance 
Get from him why he puts on this Confufion, ey 
Grating fo harfhly all his dayes of quiet 
Play, 1, my Lord. ° With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 

Ham. Wellha’t to morrow night. You could for a A He does confefs he feels himfelf diftracted, 
need fludy a fpeech of fome dozen or fixteen lines, which | But from what caufe he will by no means{peak. 
i would fet down, and infert in’t ? Could ye not ? Guil, Not do we find him forward to be founded, 

But with a crafty Madnefs keeps aloof « Ait 
{ion 
Le 


Play. 1, my Lord. . bn 
Ham. Very well. Followthat Lord, and look you mock When we would bring him on to fome Confe 


him not, My good frietids, Ple leave you till night,youare },OF his true ftate, 
welcom to Elfinoore. fie 210 sidich 
Rofin. Good my Lord.’ LExedue. 
«Manet Hamlet. re 
Ham. 1 fo, god b’w’ye's Now | am alone. 
O what a Rogue and Pezant flave am I? 
{s it not monitrous that this Player here, 
But in a Fiction, ina dream of Paffion, “ 32 
| Could force his Soul fo to-his whole conceit, lee 
That from her working, all-his vifage warm’d 5 eke 
Tears in his eyes, pres dy in’s afpect, st 
_ | A beoken voyce, and his whole Function fuiting = And (as! think) the ee 
With forms, to his conceit ? and allfor nothing? «© «This sight — vba ready pie rade 


et 


eae 


Queen. Did he receive you well? Fa 


aera amnion ean ” 


= { 

Itchy, Pol. ’Tis moft true : 

at Wo And he befeech’d me to intreat your Majefties 

pil | To hear and fee the matter. 

Sap i King, With all my heart, and it doth much content mé 
hating To hear him fo inclin’d. Good Gentlemen, 

the ie “| Give him a further edge, and drive his purpofe on 

aititty | 2° thefe delights. 

ns Yat" Rofin. We fhall,my Lord. Léxeunt. 
a a King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too, 

tag , | For we have clofely fent for Hamlet hither, 

feat’ | That he, as’twere by accident, may there 

" ‘eal Affcont Ophelia. Her Father, and my felf (lawful efpials) 
tal t | Will fo beftow our felves, that feeing unfeen 

i 1 Oral We may of their encounter frankly judge, 

‘tly pitti, | And gather by him, ashe is behaved, 

Isttuinyl) | Hf °t be th’affliction of his love, or no, 

metieleit, | That thus he fufters for. 

odossmetlt, “4 Queen, 1 fhall obey you: 

lovin, | And for your part, Ophelia, 1 do with 

lack Gal That your good beauties be the happy caufe 

orectli, | Of Hamlee’s wildnefs : fo fhall I hope your Virtues 

egiohits «=f Will bring him to his wonted way again, 


To both your Honours. 

Ophe. Madam, I wifh it may. 

Pol, Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, fo pleafe ye, 
We will beftow our felves: Read on this Book, 
That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinefs, We are oft to blame in this, 

’Tis too much prov’d, that with Devotions vifage, 


dy: abandy na 
secheros, iit 


| fae, thisism 
mnurtheret, 

heaved, aad 
k ny heat 


pap da pe an, ee ae 
a ee King. Oh tis true: 
aa : How fmarta lafh that {peech doth give my Confcience ? 
ft ia The Harlots Cheek beautied with plaftiring Art 
hat ts | Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Maks . | Thanismy deed to my molt painted word. 
renoto@" ©} Oh heavy burthen ! . 
pal, Hew Pol. | hear him coming, let’s withdraw, my Lord. 
cane | : [ Exeunt. 
bferve is 
ithe but bs Enter Hamlet. 
tat 
Deri bap Ham. Tobe, or not tobe, that is the Queftion: 
yews Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
ry rnc The Slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, 
sch pil Or to take Arms againft a Sea of troubles, 
He iareg@® | And by oppofing end them: to dye, to fleep 
7 pisitt® | No more: and bya fleep, to fay we end 
‘git! | The heart-ache, and the thoufand nacural fhocks 
ce That flefhis heirto. *Tis a confummation 
ont Devoutly to be wifh’d. To die to fleep, 
api To fleep, perchance to dream; I, there’s the rub, 
i, For in that fleep of death, what dreams may come, 
fi? | VVhen he hath fhuffled off this mortal coyle, 
so i Mutt give us pawfe. There’s the refpect 
son tt 4 | Phat makes Calamity of fo long life : 
ayes | For who would bear the whips and fcorns of time, 
os The oppreffors wrong, the poor mans Contumely, 
felt " The pangs of difpriz’d Love, the Laws delay, 
yoy 0 The infolence of office, and the {purns 
a fae That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
Keep ig When he himfelf night his Quietws make 
9%" | Witha bare Bodkin : VVho would thefe Fardles bear 
To grunt and fweat under a weary life, 
wae But that the dread of fomething after death, 
ee cul g The undifcovered Country, from whofe Born 
: i ing | No Traveller returns, puzzles the will, 
fn ft And makes us rather bear thofe ills we have, 
th”. | Than fly to others that we know not of. 
gee Thus Confcience does make Cowards of ts all, 
all sgi@®, | And tbus the Native hue of Refolution 
ules” | Isficklied o’re, with the pale caft of thought, 
dl" | And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
Yt (ol | VVith this regard their Currents turn away, 
ae a 
i) 
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Like fweet Bells jangled out of tune, and harfh, 
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And lofe the name of action. Soft you now, 
The fair Ophelia ? Nymph, in thy Horizons 
Be all my fins remembred, 

Ophe. Good miy Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. \bumbly thank you: well, well, well. 

Ophe. My Lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That ¥ have longed long to re-deliver. 

I pray you now receive them. 

Ham, No, no, I never gave you ought. 

Ophe. My honour’d Lord, I know right well you did, 
And with them words of fo fweet breath compos’d, 

As made the things more rich, than perfume left : 
Take thefe again, for'to the noblé mind 

Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 

There, my Lord. 

/ Ham. Ha, ha: are you honeft ? 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham, Are you fair ? 2 

Ophe. What means your Lordfhip? 77° 

Ham, That if you be honeft and fair,your honefty fhould 
admit no difcourfe to your beauty. 

Ophe. Could beauty, my Lord, have better Commerce 
than your honefty ? 

Ham, { truly: for the power of beauty, will fooner 
transform honefty from what it is, toa bawd, than the 
force of honefty can tranflate beauty into his likenefs. 
This was fometimes a Paradox, but now the time gives it 
proof. I did love you.once, 

Ophe. Indeed,my Lord, you made me believe fo, 

Ham. You fhould not have believed me. For virtue 
cannot fo inocualte our old ftock, but we fhall rellith of 
it. I loved yow not. 

Oph. 1 was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get theetoa Nunnery. Why would’ft thou be a 
breeder of Sinners? “I am my felf indifferent honeft, but 
yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that-it were better, 
my Mother had not bornme. lam very prond,revengeful, 
Ambitious, with more offences at my beck, than! have 
thoughts to put theth in imagination, to give them fhape, 
or titne to act themin. VVhat fhould fuch Fellows asI 
do crawling between Heaven and Earth. We are arrant 
Knaves all, believe none of us. Go thy ways to a 
Nunnety. Where’s your Father ? 

Ophe, At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be fhut upon him, that he may 
play the Fool no way, but in’s own houfe, Farewel. 

Ophe. O help him, you fweet heavens. 

Ham. \f thou do’ft Marry, Ile give thee this Plague 
for thy Dowry. Be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as Snow, 
thou fhale not efcape Calumny, Get thee to a Nunnery. 
Go, farewel. Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a 
fool: for wife men know well enough, what monfters 
you make of them. Toa Nunnery go, and quickly too, 
Farewel., 

Ophe. O heavenly Powers, reftore him. 

Ham. \ have heard of your pratling too, well enough. 
God has given you one pace, and you make your felf an- 
other: you gidge, you amble, and you lifp, arid nick-name 
Gods Creatures,and make your wantonnefs,your ignorance. 
Go Ple no more on’t, it hath made me mad. 1 fay, we 
will have no more Marriages. Thofe that are married al- 
ready, all but one fall, the reft fhall keep as they are, To 
a Nunnery, go. CExit Hamlet. 

Opbe. O what a Noble mind is here o’re-thrown ? 

The Courtiers, Souldiers, Scholars! Eye, tongue, Sword, 
Th’expe€tancy and Rofe of the fair State, 

The glafs of fafhion, and the mould of form, 
Th’obferv’d of all obfervers, quite, quite down, 

I am of Ladies moft deject and wretched, 

That fuck’d the Hony of his Mufick Vows: 

Now fee that Noble, and moft Soveraign Reafon, 
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That unmatch’d fortune and feattire of blown youth, 2 |. 
Blafted 
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our Clowns,{peak no more than is fet down for them, Fork 
be of them, that will of themfelves laugh, to =< 


Blafted with ecitafic. Oh woe is me, 
T’have feen whatthavefeen: fee what I fee. 


Enter King, and Polonius. 


King. Love? hisaffections do not that way tend, . 
Nor what he fpake, though it lack’d forma little, 
Was not like Madnefs, There’s fomething in his Soul, 
O’re which his Melancholy fits on brood, 

And [do doubt the hatch, and the difclofe 

Will be fome danger, which how to prevent, 

| have in quick determination. 

Thus fet it down, He thall with fpeedto England 
For the demand of ourneglected tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countreys different 

VVith variable objects, fhall expel 

This fomething fetled matter in his heart: 
Whereon his brains {till beating, puts him thus 
From fafhion of himfelf. What think you on’t? 

Pol. It thall do well. But yet dol believe 
The Origin and Commencement of this grief 
Sprung from neglected love, How now, Ophelia ? 
You need not tell us, what Lord Hamlet faid, 

We heard it all, My Lord, doas you pleafe, 
But if you.bold it fit after the Play, 

Let his Queen Mother all alone intreat him 

To fhew his griefs : Jet her.be round with him: 
And Vle be plac’, fo pleafe you, in the ear 

Of all their conference. If fhe find him not, 
To England fend bm.:_or confine him where 
Yout wifdom beft fhall think. 

King, \tthall be fo: 

Madnefs in great Ones muft not unwatch’d go, 
L Exeunt. 


Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Players. 


Ham, Speak the Speech I pray you, as I pronounc’d 
itto you trippingly on the Tongue. But if you mouth it, 
as many of your Playersdo, | had as lieve the Town- 
Cryer bad fpoke my'Lines: Nor do not faw the air too 
much with your hand thus, but ufe all gently ; for in the 
very torrent, tempeft, and (as] may fay) the whirl-wind 
of paflion, you muft acquire and beget a temperance that 
may give it fmoothnefs. O it offends me to the Soul, to 
feearobuftous Perriwig-parted fellow, tear a Paffion to 
tatters, to very rags, to {plit the ears of the Groundlings : 
who (forthe moft part) are capable of nothing, but in- 
explicable dumb fhews, and noife: I could have fuch a fel 
low whipt for o’re-doing Termagant - it out-Herods Hered, 
Pray you avoid it. 

Player. 1 warrant your Honour. 

Ham, Be nottootame neither: but let your own Dif- 
cretion be your Tutor. Sute the Aétion tothe word, the 
word to the aétion with this fpecial obfervance: that you 
o’re-ftop not the modefty of nature ; for any thing fo over- 
done, is from the purpofe of Playing, whofe end both at 
the firft and-now, was and is, to hold as ’twere the Mirrour 
upto nature; to thew Virtue her own Feature, fcorn her 
own Image, and the very Age and Body of the time, his 
form and preflure. Now, this over-done, or come tardy 
off, though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make 
the judicious grieve: the cenfure of the which one, muft 
in your allowance o’re-fway a whole Theatre of others. 
Oh, there be Players that | have feen Play, and heard o- 
thers praife, and that highly (not to {peak it prophanely) 
that neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate 
of Chriftian, Pagan, or Norman, have fo ftrutted and bel- 
lowed, that I have thought fome of natures Journey-men 
had made men, and not made them well, they imitated 
Humanity fo-abominably. } 

ie I hope we have reform’d that indifferently with 
-| us, Sir. 


Ham, O reform it altogether. And let thofe that play 


there 
fome quantity of barren Spectators to laugh too, thovgh| 
in the mean time, fome neceflary queftion of the Play be 
then to be conlidered: that’s Villanous, and fhewsa mof| 
pitiful Ambition in the Fool that ufes it. Go make you 
ready. Léxeune Player, 


Enter Polonius, Rofinctos, and Guildenftare, 


How now, my Lord? + 

Will the King hear this piece of work ? ae 
Pol. And the Queen too, anid that prefently, 
Ham: Bid the Players make hafte. { Exit Polonius, 

Will you two help to haften them ? ‘oe 
Both. We will, my Lord. [ Exe, 
ote 


Enter Horatio. 


Ham, What ho, Horatw ? 
Hora, Here, fweet Lord, at your fervice. 
Ham. Horatio, thouart e’ne as juft a man 
As e’re my Converfation coap’d withal. 
Hora. O my dear Lord. 
Ham. Nay, do not think { fatter: 
for what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no Revenue haft, but thy good Spirits ae 
To feed and cloathe thee. Why fhould the poorbe fatter'd? . 
No, let the Candied tongue, like abfurc pomp, 
And crook the pregnant Hindges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow feigning ? Dott thouhear, 
Since my dear Soul was Miftris of my choice, 
And could of men diftinguihh, her election 
Hath feal’d thee for her felf. For thou haft been 
As one in faffering all, that fuffers nothing. 
A man that fortune buffets, and rewards ~ 
Hath tane with equal thanks, And bleftare thofe, 
Whofeblood and Judgement are fo well co-mingled, 
That they are not a Pipe for fortunes finger, 
To found what ftop fhe pleafe. Give me that man, 
That is not Paffions Slave, and 1 wil! wear him 
In my hearts Core : 1, in my heart of heart, 
As {do thee. Something too much of this, , © 
There is a Play to night before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the Circumftance 
Which I have told thee, of my Fathers death. 
I prethee, when thou feeft that Acta foot, 
Even with the Comment of my Soul 
Obferve mine Unkle : if his occulted guilt 
Do not it felfunkennel in gne fpeech, 
{t isa damned Ghoit that we have feen: 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan’s Styth. Give him heedful note, 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, 
And after we will both our judgements joyn, 
To cenfure of his feeming. 
ora, Well, my Lord. 
‘fhe fteal ought the whil’ft this Play is playing, 
And fcape detecting, 1 will pay the Theft. 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rofincros, Gail) 
denftare, and other Lords Attendant, with bis Guar ia i" 
rying Torches. Danifh March. Sound a Flourifh. 3 
Ham, They are coming to the Play - [mutt beidle | 

Get you a place. me) 

King, How faresmy Coufin Hamlet? at 
Ham. Excellent ifaith,of the Chamelion’s difh : i 
Air promife-cramm’d, you cannot feed Capos 10. | 
King. 1 have nothing with this anfwer, Hamlet 
— are ag mine. al 
__ Ham, No, nor mine. Lord, you pi 
ith’ Univerfity, you fay ? wai i bs f 
= 7 That I did, my Lord, and was accounted 
or, ie NoPiG— 1. eee 
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Ham. And what did youenact ? 

Polon. { did enact Fulins Cefar, | was kill’d ith’ Capitol : 
Brutw kill’d me. 

Ham, \t was a bruit part of him,to kill fo Captial a Calf 
there. Be the Players ready ? 

Rofin, 1 my Lord, they ftay upon your patience, 

Queen, Come hither, my good clamler, fit by me. 

Ham, No,good Mother, here’s mettle more attractive, 

Polo. Oh ho, do you mark that ? 

Ham, Lady, fhall | lye in your Lap? 

Ophe. No, my Lord, 

Ham, \ mean, my head upon your Lap ? 

* Ophe. 1, my Lord. 

Ham. Do you think I meant Country matters ? 

Opbe. 1 think nothing, my-Lord. 

Ham, That’sa fair thought to lie between Maids Legs, 

Ophe. What is my Lord? Ham, Nothing. 

Opbe. You are merry, my Lord? 

Ham. Who 1? Ophe. 1, my Lord. 

Ham, Oh God, your only Jigge-maker ; what fhould a 
mando, butbe merry. For look you how cheerfully my 
Mother looks, and my Father di’d within’s two hours. 

Ophe. Nay, ’tis twice two months, My Lord. 

Ham. So long? Nay then let the Devil wear black, for 
le have a Suit of Sables, Oh heavens! dye two months 
ago, and not forgotten yet? then there’s hope, a great 
mans Memory may out-live his life half a year: But by’r. 
lady he muft build Churches then : or elle fhall he fuffer 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whofe Epitaph is, 
for o, foro, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 


Hoboyes Play. The dumb fhew enters. : 
Enter a King and Queen, very loving'y, the Queen embracing 
him. She kneels, and makes fhew of Proteftation unto 
him. He takesher up, and declines bis head upon her neck, 
Layes him down upon a Bank, of Flowers. She feeing him 
a-fleep, leaves him. Anon comesin a Fellow, takes off hus 
Grown, kiffes it, and pours poyfor in the Kings ears, and 
Exits. The Queen returns , finds the King dead, and 
makes palfionate Aétion. The poyfoner, with fome two or 
three —Mutes come in again, feeming to lament with her. 
The dead Body is carried away: The Poyfoner wooes the 
Queen with Gifts, fhe Seems loth and unwilling a while, but 
in the end accepts bis love. L Exeunt, 


Ophe. What means this, my Lord ? mae) 

Ham.Martry this is Miching A4alscho,that means mifchief. 

Oph. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the Play ? 

Ham. We hhall know by thefe fellows: the Players can- 
not keep counfel, they'll tell all. — 

Ophe. Will they tell us what this fhew meant ? 

Ham. "1, or any fhew thatyou’ll fhew him. Be not you 
afham’d to fhew,he’ll not fhame to tell you what it means, 
Ophe. Youare naught, you are naught, Ple make the 


| Play. 


Enter Prologue. 
For us, and for our Tregedy, 
Here ftooping to your Clemency , 
We beg your hearing patiently. 


Ham. \s this a Prologue, or the Pofie of a Ring ? 
Ophe. ’Tis brief, my Lord. 
Ham. As Womans love, 


Enter King, avd Queen. 


King. Full thirty times hath Phabws Cart gon round, 
Neptunes falt Wath, and Tellus Orbed ground : 
And thirty dozen Moons with borrowed fheen, 
About the world have time, twelve thirties been, 
| Since Love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite co-mutual,in moft facred Bands — 
Queen. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon 
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Make us again count o’re, ere love be done. 
But woe is me, you are fo fick of late, - 
So far from cheer, and from your former ftate, 
That f-diftruft you: yet though! diftruft, 
Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing mutt: 
For womens Fear and Love, holds quantity, 
In neither ought, or in extremity : 
Now what my love is, proof hath made you know, 
And as my love is fixt, my fear is fo, 
King. Faith I muft leave thee, Love,and fhortly too : 
My operant Powers my functions leave todo, 
And thou fhalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour’d, belov’d, and haply, one as kind. 
For Husband fhalt thou 
Queen. Oh counfound the reft : 
Such Love muft needs be Treafonin my breft ; 
In fecond Husband let me be accurft, 
None wed the fecond, but who kill’d the firft. 
Ham, Wormwood, Wormwood, 
Queen, The inftances that fecond Marriage move, 
Are bafe refpects of Thrift, but none of Love. 
A fecond time, I kill my Husband dead, 
When fecond Husband kifles me in Bed, 
King. 1 do believe you. Think what now you fpeak: 
But what we do determine,oft we break : 
Purpofe is but the flave to Memory, 
Of violent Birth, but poor validity : 
Which now like fruit unripe fticks on the Tree, 
But fall unfhaken, when they mellow be. 
Moft neceflary ’tis that we forget 
To pay.our felves, what to our felvesis debt ; 
What to our felves in paflion we propofe, 
The paflion ending, doth the purpofe lofe, 
The violence of other Grief or Joy, 
Their own enactors with themfelves deftroy : 
Where Joy moft revels, Grief doth moft lament: 
Grief joys, Joy grieves on flender accident. 
This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange 
That even our Loves fhould with our Fortunes change, 
For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove, 
Whether Love lead Fortune, or elfe Fortune Love. 
The great man down, you mark his favourite flyes, 
The poor advanc’d makes friends of Enemies ; 
And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend, 
For who not needs, fhall never lack a friend ? 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Directly feafons him his Enemy. 
But orderly to end where I begun, 
Our Wills and Fates do fo contrary run, 
That our Devices ftill are overthrown, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own. 
So think thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 
But dye thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead, 
Queen, Nor Earth to give me food, nor heaven light, 
Sport and repofe lock from me day and night : 
Each oppofite that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what I would have well, and it deltroy : 
Both here, and hence, purfue me lafting ftrife, 
Ifonce a Widow, everibe Wife. 
Ham, \f fhe fhould break it now. 
Cing. Tis deeply {worn : 
Sweet, leave me here a while, 
My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. 
Queen, Sleep rock thy brain, 
And never come mifchance bet ween us twain. 
Ham. Madam, how like you the Play ? 
ween. The Lady protefts too much methinks. 
Ham, Oh but fhe’ll keep her word. 


LT Sleeps. 
[ Exse. 


King. Have you heard the Argument, is there no OF- } 


fence in’t ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jeft, poyfon in jeft, noOfF 
fence ith’ world. 

King. What do you call the Play ? 


Ggeg 


Ham. 


— 


— a 
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Ham. The Monfetrap: Marry how? Tropically : 
This Play is the image of amurder done in Vienna: 
Gonzaro is the Dukes name, his Wife BaptifFa s, you 
fhall fee anon: tis a knavith piece of work ; but what 
o? that? Your Majefty, and we that have free fouls, it 
touches us not: letthe gall’d jade winch: our withers 
are unwrung, 

Enter Lucianus. 


This is one Lucianus, nephew to the King. 
Ophe. You area good Chorus, my Lord. 
Ham. \could interpret between you and your love; 
if I could fee the Puppets dallying. 
Ophe. Youare keen, my Lord, you are keen. 
Ham. It would coft you a groaning , to take off my 


dge. 

Ophe. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake Husbands. é 
Begin Murther. Pox, leave thy damnable Faces,and begin. 
Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Revenge. 

Lucian. Thoughts black ,hands apt, 

Drugs fit, and Time agreeing : 
Confederate feafon, elie no Creature feeitig : 
Thou mixture rank, of Midnight- Weeds collected, 
With Hecates Bane, thrice blafted, thrice infected, 
The natural Magick, and dire property, 
On wholfome life, ufurp immediately. 
[ Pours the poyfon in bes ears. 

Ham. He poyfons him ith? Garden for’s eftate: His 
names Gonzago : the Story is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian. You fhall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
love of Gonzago’s Wife. 

Ophe. The King rifes. 

Ham. What, frighted with falfe fire. 

Queen. How fares my Lord? 

Pot, Give o’re the Play. 

King. Give me fome Light. Aways . 

c4il, Lights, Lights, Lights. [ Exennt. 
« Manent Hamlet and Horatio. 


Ham, Why let the ftrucken Deer go weep, 
The Hart unga'led play: 
For fome muit watch, while fome mutt fleep?._ 
Soruns the world away. 
Would not this, Sir, and a Foreft of Fathers, if the reft 
of my fortunes turn Turk with me: with two Provinical 
Rofeson my rac’d Shooes, get me a Fellowship in a cry of 
Players, Sir. Hor, Half a fhare. 
Ham, A whole one |, 
For thou doft know: Oh Damon dear, 
This Realm difmantled was of Yove himfelf, 
And now reigns here, 
A very very Pajock. 
Hora. Youmight have Rim’d. 
Ham, Ob good Horatio, V’le take the Ghofts word for a 
-| thoufand pounds. Didft perceive? : 
Hora. Very well, my Lord. 
Ham. Upon the talk of the poyfoning ? 
Hora. \did very well nate him. 


Enter Rofincros and Guildenftare. 


. Ham, Oh,ha! come fome Mufick. Come the Recorders, 
| For if the King like not the Comedy : 
Why-then belike he likes it not perdy. 
Come, fome Mufick. 
Guild. Good my Lord, vouchfafe me a word with you, 
Ham. Sir, a whole Hiftory. 
Guild. The King, Sir. 
Ham. I, Sir, what of him. 
Guild, Isinhis retirement, marvellous diftemper’d. 
“Ham, With drink, Sir? 
Guild, No, my Lord, rather with choler. 
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a, 
Ham, Your wifdom fhould fhew it felf more rich| 
to fignifie this to this Doctor; for me to put him to his | 
Purgation, would perhaps plunge him into far more | 
Choler. Ret 
Guild. Good my Lord , put your difcourfe into f 
frame, and ftart not fo wildly from my affair, 
Ham. 1am tame, Sir, pronounce. ee 
Guild. The Queen your Mother, in moft great affiction | 
of Spirit, hath fent me to you. | 
Ham, You are welcom. eee 
Guild. Nay, good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the 
right breed. If it fhall pleafe you to make mea wholfom| 
anfwer, 1 will do your Mothers commandment: 
not, your pardon, and my return fhall be the end of m 
bufinefs. Ham. Sir, 1 cannot. 
Guild, What my Lord ? 
Ham, Make you a wholfom anfwer: my wit’s difeas’ 
But Sir, fuch anfwers as I can make, you fhall comm 
or rather you fay, my mother : therefore no more by 
the matter. My mother you fay. Te 
Rofin. Then thus fhe fays: your behaviour hath fir 
her into amazement, and admiration. vr 
Ham. Oh wonderful Son, that canfo aftonitha M 
But is there no fequel at the heels of this Mother. 
ration ? re: 
Rofin. She defires to fpeak with you in herClofet ere you! 
go to bed. : Rail: see 
Ham. We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our Mother, | 
Have you any further Trade with us? wi dgils 
Rofin. My Lord, you once did love me. mae 
Ham, So! do ftill, by thefe pickers and ftealers, 
Rofin. Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftemp 
You do. freely bar the door of your own liberty, i 
deny your griefs to your friend, 
Ham. Sir, | lack advancement. i ie 
ofin. How can that be, when you have the yoiceotthe} 
King himfelf, for your fucceflionin Dewmark? Pe 
Ham. 1, but while the grafs grows, the Proverb is} 
fomething mufty. | meat) 


wi) J 
— 


Enter one with a Recorder. 


O the Recorder. Let me fee to withdraw ee 
do you go about to recover the wind of me, asify 
drive me intoa toil? . ae 
Guild, O my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, myc 
too unmannerly. 1 7 aN 
Ham. 1 donot well underftand that. Wil 
on this Pipe? gis) 
Guild. My Lord, | cannot. 
Ham. \ pray you. 
Guild, Believe me, I cannot. 
Ham. \ do befeech you. fy silt 
Guild. 1 know no touch of it, my Lord. 
Ham, ’Tisas eafie as lying : govern thefe Ventiges Wi") 
your finger and thumb, give it, breath with your mouth, 
and it will diftourfe moft excellent Mufick... 
Look you, thefe are the ftops. yo ae 
Guild, But thefe cannot 1 command to any utterance a) 
harmony, I have not the skill, P 
Ham. Why look you now, how unworthy a thi 
make of me: you would play upon me; you woul 
to know my ftops: you would pluck out the heart bl) 
Myftery : you would found me from my loweft note,te 
top of my compafs: and there is much Mufick, ex 
Voice, in this little Organ, yet cannot you make It. 
do you think, that I ameafier to be plaid on thanat 
Call me what Inftrument you will,though youcan 
you cannot play upon me. God blefs you, Sir. 


Enter Polonius. 


‘cot Ty 
Polon. My Lord, the‘ 1 Id fpeak with 
prefently. : - ss a oie ‘. cnt 62. ae 
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Bhi Ham, Do ; , 
. you fee that Cloud, tl : 
ee Go uae Seitasere echt faoraes Gee : 
a olon, By th’ Mafs, and it’s like a C, i o pawle where | {hall firft begin, 
ma Ham. Methinks itis like a Wezel ‘amel indeed, - _— neglect ; whatif this sae hand 
rat Boi ied back’ 4 Hkee ieceshs? . — icker-than it felf with Brothers blood, 
i Ham. Or-likesa Whale? : ere not Rain enough in the fweet heavens 
Polon, Very like a: Whale. wath it white asSnow? whereto ferves mercy ,j 
m Ham. Then will I come to my Mother by and by : re to ena the vilage of Offence? V9 
tg, | They fool me to the top of my bent : ‘ a hatsin Prayer, but this two-fold force 
OU ty mj, | L will come by and by. 0 be foresttalled ere: We Saami sau ; 
Ita, | Polon. I will fay fo. PoP Prdrimetber ns, Semon look up 
cn ie Ham. By and by is caGly fiid.dbeuve mt; fiends t xit, a fault is paft, But oh, what form of Prayer 
‘cary. {Tis now the very witching time of night ) : So ferve my turn ? Forgive me my foul Mother ; 
When Charch-yards yawn, and Hell it felf breathes out Of thofe eff ahoaehbeg par Soe | 
Mantes yp Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood M Ct page sen te Ris amar DE 
al Mak yay And do fuch bitter bufinefs as the day : a eh neti 9 Ambition, and my Queen, 
OT thea Would quake to look on, Soft now, tomy Mother : In ~ plata: 90 permeate ta ly 
ny, Oh heart, loofe not thy nature; let not ever : Ree see. fee currants of this world, 
+ jar The Soul of Nero enter this firm bofom : And if oe — acini wena ete 
hic, Let me be cruel, not snaistveal re o t een, the wicked prize it felf 
thal I will {peak Daggers toher, but ufe none : Thewis ig “ie but tis not foabove, 
keh | My Congue and Soul in this be Hypocrites. tn his trie Natt Sethe meen eos 
' _" in - eo os 0a fhe be fhent, Even'to the eA ee rin — 8 cay att 
} wit o give them feals, never m i ale’ degree opin iesape 
ih g : ’ y Soul confent. - cit ie pen What then? what refts ? 
selotaig Enter King, Rofincras, and Guildenftare, Yet what can it, rie ba ue 
saa). asc Pike is ‘ : Oh wretched {tate ? oh bofom ' 
zl To > A cece: ee cwnin — us, Oh limed Soul, that ftrugling 679 a a 
elepicialz §— | 1 your Commiffion will forthwith difpatch ate se {tub fe ON Lan Be Reece 
ihatisyouad = | And he to England {hall along with you : ; Be f fi coms sy easing > to-g aaa 
It of yor | The terms of our eftate may not endure ' All — te nee Seeee eae 
jen, Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourly grow Pt ee 
cement, Out of his Lunacies. 
, hen ol Guild. We will our felves provide ; Sov eee 
‘elioni. Jae | Moft holy and Religious fear it is Fai. : : 
gary To keep thofe many bo dies fafe Boe = oe I doit pat, now he is praying, 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. And tai Beith 25 pn, name abide. 
Rofin, The fingle a vik cee a. that would be fcann’d, 
ieee And peculiar life is bound I his ibek S me as cop bars tee 
| With all che ftrength and Armour of the mind, To heaven irs hi erent se 
fet iat To keepit felf from noyance: but much more 5 He took my F he iter gh rp ese 
een That Spirit, upon whofe Spirit depends and refts With all his sore seg | Ree wo 
eth | The lives of many, the cea fe of Majelty ‘bad = * Crimes broad blown, as frefh as May, 
bet Dies notalone: but like a Gulf doth draw Butin vo is Audit ftands, who knows, fave heaven; 
ny Duty What’s near it, with it, It isa maflie wheel Tis h + Se oncaeyse senegal of thought, 
tnd tat Fixt on the Somnet of the higheft Mount, To ‘abe — Rink sad sie ESE 
enfant” | To whofe huge Spoaks, ten thoufand lefler things When h Fi ee a 
Are mortiz’d and adjoin’d: which when it falls, Up Swo s 7 op cages, ove kee 
in0t. Each fmall annexment, petty confequence When h i 7 oe 
Attends the boyftrous Ruine. Never alone Orin thi . “ atecp osthin Ble Hass 
ninot, Did the King figh, but with a general groan. At gious, fi pine pang Bee 
Ppa Th King. Arme you, I pray you to this fpeedy Voyage 5 That has = rel hof § sss ae = 
sof tha _ | For we will Fetters put upon this fear, Then ttip him + hi elven 
ng: aoe Which now goes too free- footed. And tired Nie So = — si) prise at heaven, 
ine i aah Both. We will batt us. [Exeunt Gent. | As hell, wh re tenet ree om 
i hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ftays 
oycelet This Phyfick but prolongs thy fickly d ee ‘ 
ps Enter Polonius. King. My words fl ee, y e a . CExit. 
‘conus Words without tho ; a pha: weap ces 
fl ! Pol, My Lord, he’s going to his mothers Clofet : = i ENN esac LExit. 
ss ‘on ye’ | Behind the Acras Ple convey my felf Pa E : 
) ond é To hear the Procefs. Mle warrant fhe’ll tax him home, age. ee eee ee 
sh wat And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, Polo. He will {trai 
ld leg | Tis meet that fome more audience than a Mother, ant you ‘ay dene area : 


OF : ’ 
ne Oty | Since Nature makes them partial, fhould o’re-hear Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with 
with, 


ahh 
gts | The f 
ot ost pine on oe : i <= my Liege, And that your Grace hath fcreen’d, and ftood between 
ef ob} 4 | And tell you what I ea & ? _ | Much heat and him. Ple filence me e’ne here: 
i King. Thanks, sexrany Lord. LHe. | Pray yoube sound with hin. 

ji — | Ob my offence istank, it {mells to heaven, Que ee mother, 

! It hath the primal eldeft curfe upon ¢. Withdraw, I hear hi ben coho 

pov A Brothers murther. Pray can I not, 2 whiesaseecas 
i! Though inclination be as fharp as will : 
og My ftronger guile defeats my {trong intent, 
ae Ggg2 Enter 
Dy oe ; 
ang ns 3 pee a en “| c + = f - 


} 
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That thus hath cozen’d you at Hoodman-blind? » | | 


Enter Hamlet. O Shame! where is thy blufh? Rebellious Hell, i" 


If thou canft mutine ina Matrons'bones, ee 
Ham. Now, Mother, what’s the matter ? To flaming youth, let Virtue be as Wax. ae 
Que. Hamlet, shou baft thy Father much offended. And melt in her own fire. Proclaim no fhame,' 9) 
Ham, Mother, you have my Father much offended. When the compulfive Ardure gives the charge, 
Que. Come, come, you.antwer with an idle tongue. Since Froft it felf, as actively doth burn, 
Ham, Come, go, you gueition with aa idle tonguey’ As Reafon panders Will. 
Qve. Why how now, Hamlet ? Que. O Hamlet, {peak no more. b2 
Ham, What’s the matter now ? Thou turnft mine Eyes into my very Soul, 
Que, Have you forgotme? And there I fee fuch black and grained fpots, 
Ham. No, by the Rood, not fo : As will not leave their Tinct. bbe 
You are the Queen, your Husbands Brothers Wife, _ Ham, Nay, but toilive 
But would you were notfo. You are;my Mother. ‘Inthe rank fweat of an enfeamed Bed, 


Que. Nay, then Pil fet thofe to you that can fpeak. Stew’d in Corruption ; honying and makingiloye © 9) ~ 


Ham. Come, come, and fit you.down, ‘you fhall not Over the nafty Sty. 
budge : Que. Oh fpeak to me, ‘no more, ' oi sue hlael 
You go not till Lfetupa Glafs. Thele words like Daggers enter in thine Bars)! 9 9) 
Where you may fee the inmoft part of you? No more, {weet Hamlet. ited 10 Ino@ an Fh 
Que, What wilt thoudo? thou wilt not murther me? | Ham. A Murderer, anda Villain tv 
Help, help, ho. | ASlave, that is not) twentieth part, the tythe” 
Pol. What ho, help, help, help. Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings,* 
Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate, dead. A Cutpurfe of the Empite and the Rule. 1A 


Pol. Oli Lam flain. [Kills Polonius. That from a fhelf, the precious Diadenvftole, 1) 5 07 { 4 


Que. Ob me, what haf thou done? And put it in his Pocket. 

Ham, Nay | know not, is it the King ? . ue, No more, 

Que. Ob what a raih'and bloody deed is this? 

Ham. A bloody deed, almott'as bad, good Mother, Enter Ghott. 

As killa King, and marry with his Brother. ; LAE aU e 
Que, As kili’d a King ? Ham. A King of fhreds ‘and patchesio) @a0 9) 
Ham. 1, Lady, twas my word. 'Save me: and hover o’re: me with your Wings. © 91/1) 

Thou wretched, rath, intruding Fool, farewel, You Heavenly Guards. ‘What would:yow gracious figure? 

| took thee for thy Betters, take thy fortune; Que, Alafs he’s mad. (0740850) Base 


Thou find’ft to be tog bufie, is fome danger, Ham, Do you not come your tardy Sonto chide, 1) F 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit you down, That laps’d in Time:and Paffion, '\let’s go by2¥/ > 7 


And letme wring your heart,’ for fo I fhall Th’ important acting of your dread command? Ohfay} 
if it be made of penetrable ftuff; Ghoft. Do not forget : this Vifitation «90g 791} 

if damned Cultom have not:braz’d it fo, - |Isbutto whet thy almoft blunted purpofe.! !vse 7] 
That it is proof and bulwark againft Senfe. But look Amazement on thy Mother fits} 1° 9) | 


Qu, What have I done,that thou dar’ft wag thy tongue, O ftep between her, and her fighting Soul, ” silo 
In noife forude againft me? Conceit in weakeft bodies, ftrongeft works:!! 2/1 !°( 9] — 


Ham. Sach an A& Speak to her, Hamlet. 


21 Hob GAG 


That blurs the grace and. blufh:of Modefty, | Ham. How is it with you, Lady mW nogy saa Ta | a 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes: off the Rofe Que. Alas, how is’t with you? kt 102 ie 
From the fair Fore-head of.an innocent jove, That thus you bend your Eye on vacancy, « : ola sees 


-And makes a blifter there.’ Makes marriage vows And with the Corporal air do hold difcourfe,: 9)» y 


| As falfe as Dicers Oaths.. O fuch a Deed, Forth at your Eyes, your {pirits wildly:peep, © ¥: 


roe i 


As from the body of contraction plucks And as the fleeping Souldiers in th’ Alarm,°°") °° | 
The very Sonl, and fweet Religion makes Your bedded hair, like life in Excrements, > © 5°) 
| A rhapfody of words, Heavens face doth glow, Start up, and ftandanend. O gentle Son, Neciions 
Yea this folidity and compound mafs, Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper -” dyebaise 
| With triftful vifage as againit the doom, Sprinkle cool patience. Whereondo you look?» 


q 


Hum, Look hére upon this Picture, and.on this, Left with this pitious action you convert ..% 9) ©, 
Thé counterfeit prefentment of two Brothers : My fterneffeéts: then what have I to do, 
See what'a grace feated on his Brow, Will want true colour 5 tears perchance for blood. 
Flyperions Curls, the front of Zove himfelf, Que, To whom do you fpeak this? 
An Eye like Adars, to threaten or command Ham, Do you fee-nothing there? | J oJ 
A Station like the Herald AZercury, Que. Nothing at all, yet all thatisI fee. 
Now lighted on a Heaven kifling Hill : Ham, Nor did you nothing hear? 20) 
‘A Combination, anda form indeedy .| - Que. No, nothing but our felvess) 9 
Where every god did feem to fet his Seal, Ham. Why look you there: look how it fteals 
To give the World aflirance of a man. My Father in his habit, as he lived. hen ee 
Thisiwas your Husband., Look you now. what follows. Look where he goes even now out at the Portal: 
Here is your Husband, like a Mildew?d Deer Que, This is the very Coinage of your brain, 
Blafting his wholfome breath. Have you Eyes? This bodilefs Creation ecftafie is very cunningin. — 
fe you on this fair Mountain leave to feed, see Ham. Ecftafie ? tore eo 2 ees 

ad batten on thisMoore!? Ha?) have you Eyes*) My Pulfe, as yours, doth temperately kee times: 
You cannot call it Love: Forat your Age,! . a.) And makes ae healthtat: Sec acai 
The hey day in the blood is tame, it’s humble, That I have uttered ;. bring me to the Teft a 
And waits npon the judgment; and what judgment And I the matter will re-word: which :madnefs: — 
Would ftep from this to this?_What Devil was’c, ‘ 
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i Ts thought-fick at the act. Ham. On him, on him, look you how pale: he 5 ie 
Que. Aye me, what act, that roars foloud, and thun-| His form and caufe conjoin’d, ‘preaching to‘ftones; | 
i ders in the Index. Would make them capable, Do not look uponme, — i : 4 
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| Infeéts unfeen. Confefs your felf to Heaven, 


Lay not a flattering Unction to your Soul, 
That not your trefpafs, but my madnefs {peaks : 
it will but skinand film the Ulcerous place, 
Whilft rank Corruption running all within, 


Repent whats paft, avoid what is to come, 
And do not {pread the Compoft or the Weeds, 
To make them rank, Forgive me this my Virtue, 
For in the fatnefs of thefe purfy times, 
Virtue it felf, of Vice mult pardon beg, 
Yea curb, and wooe, for leave to do him good. 
Que, Oh, Hamlet, 
Thou haft cleft my heart in twain. 
Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night, but go not tomine Unkle’s Bed, 
Affume a Virtue, if you have it not, refrain to night, 
| And that fhall lend a kind of eafinefs 
To the next abftinence. Once more good night, 
And when you ate defirous to be bleft, 
il blefling beg of you. For this fame Lord, 
I do repent: but Heaven hath pleas’d it fo. 
To punifh me with this, and this with me, 
That I mutt be their Scourge and Minifter, 
{ will beftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him: fo again, good night. 
I muft be cruel, only to be kind; 
Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind. 
Que. What fhalll do? 
Ham. Not this by no means that I bid you do: 
Let the blunt King tempt you again to Bed , 
Pinch Wanton on your cheek, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a pair of reechy kifles, 
Or padling in your neck with his damn’d fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 
That I eflentially am not in madnefs, 
But mad in craft. ’Twere good you let him know, 
For who thats but a Queen, fair, fober, wife, 
Would from a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such dear concernings hide ?. Who would do fo? 
No, in defpight of Senfe and Secrecy, 
| Unpeg the Basketon the Houfes top: 
Let the Birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 
To try Conclufions, inthe Basket creep, 
And break your own neck down. 
ue. Be thou aflur’d, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life: I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft faid to me. 
Ham. 1 mutt to England, you know that? 
Que. Alack, Uhad forgot: Tis fo concluded on. 
Ham. This man fhall fet me packing : 
Pil Jug the Guts into the Neighbour room , 
Mother, good night. Indeed this Counfellor 
Is now molt ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave, 
Who was in life a Foolifh prating Knave. 
Come, Sir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night, Mother. 


(1eF. ae Enter King. 

King. There’s matters in thefe fighs. 
Thefe profound heaves : 7 
You muft tranflate: ’tis fit we underftand them. 
Where is your Son? . 


__ Keng. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet ? 
Que. Mad as the Seas, and Wind, when both contend 
Which is the Mightier, in his lawlefs fit 
Behind the Arras, hearing fomething ftir, 
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a‘Rat, a Rat; 
And in his brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The unfeen good cic wan. 
King. Oh heavy deed. 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Come,.Gertrude, we'll call up our wifelt Friends, 


(Exit Hamlet tagging in Polonius. | when he needs what you have glean’d, it is but fqueezing 


ue. Ah, my good Lord, what have Lfeen to night ?} with the Body. The Ki 
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It had been fo with us had we been there : 

His Liberty is full of threats to all, 

To you your felf, tous, to every one. 

Alas, ‘how fhall this bloody deed be anfwered ? 

It will be laid to us, whofe, providence 

Should have kept fhort, reftrain’d, and out of haunt, 

This mad young man. But fo much was our love, 

We would not underftand what was moft fic, 

But like the Owner ofa foul Difeafe, 

To keep it from divulging, Ict?s it feed 

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone : 
Que. To draw apart the body he hath kill’d, 

O’re whom his ‘very madnefs like fome Ore 

Among a Mineral of Mettals bale 

Shews it felf pure, He weeps for what is done. 
King. Oh, Gertrude, come away : 

The Sun no fooner fhall the Mountains fouch, 

But we will fhip him hence, and this vile deed, 

We mutt with ail our Majefty and,Skiil 

Both countenance, and excufe. , 


Enter Rofincros, and Guildenftare. 


Ho Guildenftare : M 

Friends both, go join you with fome farther aid : 
Aamlet-in madnefs hath Polonius flain, ~ 

And frem his Mothers Clofet hath he dragg’d hima 
Go feek him out, fpeak fair, and bring. me body 
Intothe Chappel. I pray you haftein this, _ LExs. Gent. 


To let them know both what we mean 60 do, 
And what’s untimely done. Oh come away, 
My Soul is full of difcord and difmay, [Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet | 


Ham, Safely ftowed. : 

Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlets 

Ham, What noife ? who calls on Hamlet ? 
Oh here they come. 


Enter Rofincros, and Guildenftare. 


Rof, What have you done,myLord,with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft, whereto ’tis kin. 

Rofin. Tell us where ’tis, that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the Chappel. 

Ham. Do not believe it, 

Rofin. Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your Counfel, and not mine 
own. Befides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what repli- 
cation fhould be made by tie Son of a King. 

Rofin. Take you mefor a $punge, my Lord ? 

Ham. |, Sir, that fokes up the Kings Countenance, his 
Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers do the King 
beft fervice in the end.). He keeps them like an Ape in the 
corner of bis Jaw, firft mouth’d to be Jaft fwallowed, | 


you, and Spunge you fhall be dry again, 

Rofin. 1 underftand you not, my Lord, 

Ham, \am glad of it: a Knayith fpeech fleeps in a 
Foolifh Ear. 

Rofin. My Lord, you muft tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the King. 

Ham. The Body is withthe King, but the King is not 
is a thing —— 


Guild. A thing, my 
Ham. Of nothing? brix 
all after. ke 


e to him, hide Fox, and 
LExeuxt. 


Enter King: 
King, Uhave fent to feck him, and to find the Bady : 


How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe: 


ogee Yet 
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Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law’on him: 
He’s lov’d of the diftraéted multitude, 
Who like not in their judginent,  but'their Eyes : 
And where "tis fo, ‘th’ Offenders fcourge is weigh’d 
But nearer the offence: to bearall fmooth, and even, 
This. fudden fending him away, muft feem 
Deliberate pawfe, difeafes defperate'grown, 
By defperate appliance are relieved, 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rofincrds: 


How now ? \what hathibefaln ? 2°" 
Rofin. Where'the'dead body is? bettow'd, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 
| King. But where “is*he? 
Rofin. Withou, my-Lord, guarded to ‘know your plea- | 
fure. PUGGTY 
King. 
Rofin. 


Bring bint before us, 
Ho, Guildenftare i ? bring in ity Lord. 


Enter Hamlet, and Guildenttare. 


Now, Hamlet, where’s Polemus? 
At Supper. 

King: At Supper ? Where? 

Ham. Not where hé’eats, ‘bub where he is'eaten; acer- | 
tain Convocation of Worms are e’ne at him, Your Worm | 
is your only Emperour for diet, We fat all Creatures elfe | 
to fat ts, and we fat onr felves for Maggots. Your fat 
King and your lean Beggar is ‘but variable fervice, two | 
Difhes, but to one’ Table, ‘that’s rhe end. 

King, What doftthou mean bythis? " 

Ham., Nothing but to thew you-how aKing may go a 
Progrefs through the gut of a Beggar. 

King. Where is Poloning?\2 <0 

Ham, \n Heaven, fend thither to fee. If your Meflen- 
ger find him not there , feek him |i th” other* place-your 
felf: but indeed) if ' you findhifm northis month, you 
thall nofe himas you 0 up the ftairs into weg Eater: 

King. Go feek him there. 

Ham. He will {tay ’cill ye come. 

Ki. Hamlet, this deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafety 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou haft done, ‘muft nd thee hence” 
With fiery qaicknefs : theréfore prepare thy mh “ 

The Bark is ready, andthe wind at help, 
Th’ Affociates tend, and every thing. at bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ? 

King. 1, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if eliou knew’ft our purpofes, 

Ham. \ fee a Cherub that’ fees him» but come, for 
England. Farewe}, deat Mother. 

King, Thy loving Father, Hamlet. 

Hamlet. My Mother: Father and Mother is Man and 
| Wife: Man and Wife is one flehh, and fo my Mother. 
| Come, for England. (Exit. 

King, Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard : 

Delay it not, I’ll have him hence to-night. 

Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 

That elfe leans on'th? Affair, pray you make bafte, 
‘And England, if my love thou hol *ft'avought, 

As my great power ther y givethee fenfe, « 
Since yet thy Cicatrice | and red | wa 
| After the Danifh Sword, ‘free awe 

Payes homage tous ; th thot coldly fet 

| Our Sovereign Procefs ge at full 

By Letters conjuring to 


King. 
Ham. 


by 


. | The prefent Death of Hamlet, ‘Doi it in England, 


For like the Heétick in my bloud he rages, 
Aid thon muft cure me? "till know ’tis done, . 


: How-e! re ad haps, my a wets at — Tesi 


| In ill breeding minds. 


‘The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Enter Fortinbras with an Army, 


For, Go, Captain, from me to the Damijh 
Tell him that by his Licetice , Fortinbras 
Claims the conveyance of a promis’d March 
Over his Kingdom. You know the Rendevouz: — 
If that his Majefty would ought with us, 

We fhall exprefs our duty in his Eye, 


King, | 


And let him know fo. 


Cap. 1 will do’t, my Lord. 
For. Go fafely on. 


Enter Queen and Horatio. - 


Qu, 1 will not fpeak with her. 
Hor. She is importunate 


i will needs be pitied. 


Qu. What would fhe have? 
Hfor. She fpeaks much of her Father faye he he 


| There’s tricks i th’? World,and hems, and beats het bea ai 
| Spurns envioufly at’ Straws, fpeaks things indoubt, 

| That carry but halffenfe: Her fpeech is nothing," | 

| Yet the unfhaped ufe of it'doth move . 


The hearers to Collection; ‘they aim at it, 

And both-the words up fit to their own thoughts, 

Which at her winks, and nos, and geftures yield thet, |” 

Indeed would make one think'there would be thoug oughts + oF 

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. pe i 
Qu. ?Twere good fhe were !poken with, ie 

For ihe may ftrow dangerous conjectures 

Let her come in 

To my fick Soul (as fin’s true nature is) 

| Each toy.feems Prologue to fome great amils, 

So full of Artlefs jealonfie is guilt, 

It {pills it felf in fearing to be fpilt, 


Enter Ophelia diftratted, 


Oph, Where is the beauteous Majelty of Denmark? 
Qu. How now, Ophelia. é 
Oph. How (hould I your true love know from another on? Hp 
By his cockle hat and ftaff, and his fandal fooon. mt i 
Qu Alas, fweet Lady : what imports this Song? 
Oph. Say you? Nay, pray you mark, 
He 13 dead and gone, Lady, be is dead and gone, 
At his head a grafs-green Turf, at bis heels a frome. 


Enter King. 


Qu. Nay, but Ophelia 
Oph. Pray you mark. 
White his Shrowd as the «Wountain. Snow. 
Qu, Alas, look here, my Lord. — 
Oph. Larded with fiveet flowers: 9 
Which bewept to the grave did not a 
With True-love flowers. eS 
King. How do ye, pretty Lady? a 
Oph. Well, God dil’d you, They fay the One wast} 
Baker’s Daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know) 
not what we may be. God be at your Table. _ 
King. Conceit upon her Father. | '°' nT 
. Oph, Pray you let us have no words of this: but 
they ask you what it means, fay you thist!/!) 9 97 


.| To morrow is S. Valentine’s day, all in their belie, 


And la Maid at your window. tobe your Valentine, = | 
Then up he ofp ii don'd bis Saban dupt the chamber wet oS 
r. ina Maid, that out a ee aver ‘de ated mare ree oh 
King, Pretty Ophelias igi ott 2 

- Oph. Indeed la? without an Oat, ri make 

By Gisy and by S. Charit 

Alack, an fie for “wliek tet: 

Young men will dot, of 


they come to te 
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_Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me, 

Tou promis’d me to wed : 

So would I ha done, by yonder Sun, 

And thou hadjt not. come to my Bed. 

King. How long hath fhe been thus ? 

Oph. 1 hope all will be well. We muft be patient, 
| but I cannot chufe but weep, to think they. fhould 
| lay him i’th’ cold ground :, My Brother fhall know. of it, 
}and fo I thank you ‘for your. good counfel. Come, my 
Coach : Goodnight, Ladies: Goodnight, fweet Ladies 
Goodnight, goodnight, LExit. 

King. Follow her clofe, 

Give her good watch I pray you: 

Oh this is the poifon of deep grief, it {prings 
All from her Father’s death. Oh Gertrude, Gertrude, 
When Sorrows come, they come not fingle fpies, 

But in Battels, Firft, her Father flain, 

Next your Son gone, and he moft violent author 
Of his own juft remove : the people muddied, 

Thick and unWholfome in their thoughts and whifpers, 
For good Polonius death ; and we have done but greenly, 
in hugger mugger tointerr him. Poor Ophelia 
Divided from her felf, and her fair judgment, 

Without the which we are Pictures, or mere Beafts, 
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe, 

Hér Brother is in fecret come from France, 


. : 
Keeps on his wonder, keeps himfelf in clouds, 


And wants not Buzzers to infect his ear 
With peftilent fpeeches of his Fathers death, 
Where in neceflity of matter beggar’d 

Will nothing ftick our perfons to atraign 

In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 
Like toa murdering Picce in many places, 
Gives me fuperfluous death, , - 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Queen. Alack, what noife is this? 
King. Where are my Switzers? 
Let them guard the door. What is the matter ? 
Meff. Save your felf, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over peering of his Lift ) 
Eats not the Flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes, inariotoushead, 
O’re-bears your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the World were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not known, 
The Ratifiers and props of every word, . 
They cry, choofe we? Laertes {hall be King. 
'Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the Clouds, 
Laertes fhall be King, Laertes King. 3 
Queen. How chearfully on the falfe Trail they cry, 
‘Oh thisis the Counter, you falfe Danifh Doggs. 


Enter Laertes. 

King. The doors are broke. 

Laer. Where is the King, 

All, No, let’s‘come in. 

Laer, | pray yougive me leave. 

All. We will, we will. tots 
| Laer, [thank you : Keep the door. 
Othou vile King, give me my Father. 
Queen, Calmly, good Laertes, 
| Laer. That drop of blood that calms, 
Proclaims me Baftard : 
Crys Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chafte unfmitched brow - 
of my true Mother, 

King. What is the caufe, Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion looks fo Gyant-like? 
Let him go, Gertrude: Do not fear our Perfon: 
Theres fuch Divinity doth hedge 4 King, 
‘That treafon can but peep to what it would, 


ee — 
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[A Noife within. 


[Noife within, 


Sirs? Stand you all without. 


af Hathlee. 


| Acts little of his will. Tellme, Laertes, 
} Why art thou thus incentt? Let himgo, Gertrude, 
Speak man. ’ 
Laer, Where’s my Father ? 
King. Dead. 
Queen, But not by him. 
Kig. Let bim demand his fill. , 
Laer. How came he dead? VII not be juggl*d with 
To Hell Allegiance: Vows to the blackeft Devil: 


:| Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit. 


I dare Damnation : to this point | ftand, 
That both the Worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes: only I'll be reveng’d 
Molt throughly for my Father, 
King. Who fhall flay you ? 
Laer. My Will, notall the World. 
And for my means, I’ll husband them fo well, 
They fhall go far with little, 
King. Good Laertes : 
If you defire td know the Certainty 
Of your dear Father’s death, if writ in your revenge, 
That Soop-ftake you will draw both friend and foe, 
Winner and Lofer. | 

Laer. None but his Enemies, 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. Tohis good Friends thus wide (ll ope my Arms, 
And like the kind life-rendring Pelican, 
Kepaft them with my blood. 

King. Why.now ? what noife is that ? 
Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman. 
That f am guiltlefs of your Father’s death, 
And am moft fenfible in grief for it, 

It fhall as level to your Judgment pierce, 
As day do’s to your eye. 

LA Noife within. Let her come in. 
Enter Ophelia; 


Laer. How now? what noife is that ? 

O heat dry up my brains, tears even times fale, 

Burn out the fenfe and virtue of mine Eye. 

By Heaven thy madnefs fhail be paid by weight, 

Till our Scale turns the Beam. O Rofe of May, 

Dear Maid, kind Sifter, {weet Ophelia: 

O Heavens, is’t poflible, a young Maid’s wits, 

Should be as mortal as an old Man’s life ? 

Nature is fine in love, and where’tis fine, 

It fends fome precious initance of it felf 

After the thing it loves. 
Oph. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beer, 

Hey now noney, noney, hey money: 

And on his grave rains many 4 tear, 

Fare you well, my Dove. 

Laer. Had’ft thou thy wits, and did’{t perfwade Re- 
venge, it could not move thus. are 

Oph. You mutt fing down a-down , and you call him 
a down-a. O how the wheels become? It i8 the falle. 
Steward that ftole his Mafter’s daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter, 

Oph. There’s Rofemary, thats for, remembrance, 
Pray. Love remember: and there’s Pancies , that’s for 
Thoughts. ‘ 

Laer. A document i 
brance fitted. 

_' Oph. There?s Fennel for 
Rue for you, and here’s, 
Herb-Grace. a Sundays: ” 
witha difference. There’s 
Violets, but they withere 
They fay, he made a good end , 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my joy. ; 

Laer, Thought, and Affliction, Paflion, Hell it felf: 
She turns to favour; and to prettinefs,, a coe eb 


n’madnefs, thoughts and resem. 


and Columbines: there’s 
or me. We may call it 
muft wear your Rue 
would give you fome 
en my Father dyed: 


Oph. And will he not come again ? 
And will be not come again? 
No, x0, he is dead, goto thy Death-bed, 
He never will come again. 
Hi Beard as white as Snow. 
All Flaxen was his Pole: 
He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away mone, 
Gramercy on his Sout. 
And of all Chriftian Souls, 1 pray God. 
God b’w’ye. 
Laer. Do you fee this, you gods? — ; 
King. Laertes, 1 muft commune with your grief, 
Or you deny me right: Go but a-part, 
Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will, 
And they fhall hear and judge ’twixt you and me ; 
If by direét or by Collateral hand : 
They find us touch’d, we will our Kingdom give, 
Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call Ours, 
To you in-fatisfaétion. But if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we fhall joyntly labour with your foul, 
To give it due content. 
Laer. Let this be fo: 
His means of death, his obfcure burial: 
No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment o’er his bones, 
No Noble Rite, nor Formal Oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, astwere from Heaven to Earth, 
That I muft call in queftion. 
King, So you fhall: 
And where th’offenceis, let the great Axe fall. 
I pray you go with me. 


[Exit Ophelia. 


CExeunt. 
Enter Horatio, with an Attendant. 


Hora, What are they that would fpeak with me? 
Ser. Sailors, Sir, they fay they have letters for you. 
Hora. Let them come in, 

I do not know from what part of the world 

I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 


Enter Sailor. 


Sail. God blefs you, Sir. 
Hora, Let him blefs thee too. 
Sail, He fhall, Sir, an’c pleafe him. There’s a Letter 
for you, Sir: It comes from th’Ambafladour that was 
bound for England, if your name be Horatio; asl am let 
to know it is. 
Reads the Letter, 


Oratio, when thou pale have overlook’d this, give 

thefe fellows fome means to the King: They have 
Letters for him. E’re we were two days old at Sea, a Pt- 
rate of very Warlike appointment , gave us Chace. Find- 
ing our felves too flow of Sail, we put on a compelled Va- 
lour. In the Grapple, I boarded them: On the inftant they 
got clear of our Ship, So I alone became their Prifoner. 
They have dealt with me, like Thieves of Mercy, but 
they knew what they did. I am to do a good tura for 
them, Let the King have the Letters I have fent, and re- 
pair thon to me with as much bajte as thou woulaft flie 
Death. I have words to fpeakin your ear, will make thee 
dumb, yet are they much too light for the bore of the 
Matter. Thefe lk fellows will bring thee where I am, 
Rofincrofs and Guildenftare hold their courfe for England. 
Of them I have as much to » Farewell, 


thon knowelt thine, 
Hamlet. 
| Come, I will give you way for thefe your Letters, 


And do’t the fpeedier, that you may direct me 
To him, from whom you brought them. 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


(Exit. | No more to undertake it; Iwill work him ~~ ha 
me, a. ( Saaeeae 7 : ca é ; 


Enter King and Laertes. 


King. Now mutt your Confcience my Acquitance feal, | 


And you muft put mein your heart, for friend, 


Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, ~ ees, 


That he which hath your Noble Father flain, 
Purfued my life. 
Laer. It well appears. But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feats, ~ 
So Crimeful and fo Capital in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wifdom, all things elfe, 
You mainly were ftirr’d up? 
King. O for two fpecial Reafons, 
Which may to you (perhaps) feem much unfinewed, 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen, his Mother 
Lives almoft by his looks: and for my felf, , 
My Virtue or my Plague, be it either which, 
She’s fo conjunctive to my Life and Soul ; 
That as the Star moves not but in his Sphere, 
[could not but by her. The other Motive, 4 
Why toa publick count I might not go, ag 


Is the great love the general gender bear bim, ‘ ‘ 


Who dipping all his faults in their affection, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Convert his Gives to Graces, So that my Arrows’ 


Too flightly Timbred for fo loud a wind, Be 


Would have reverted to my Bow again, 
And not where I had aim’d them. 
Laer. And fo have Ia Noble Father loft, 
A Sifter driven into defperate terms, 
Who was (if praifes may go back again ) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfections. 
King. Break not your fleepsfor that, 
You mouft not think 
That we are made of ftuff fo flat and dull, 
That we can let our Beard be fhook with danger, 
And think it paftime. You fhortly fhall hear more, 
I lov’d your Father, and we love your felf, 0 
And that I hope will teach you to imagine —— 


Enter Meffenger. 


How now? What News? ae 

eMef. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. Thisto yout 
Majeity: This to the Queen. 

King. From Hamlet ?- Who brought them # 

Mef. Sailors, my Lord, they fay, I fawthem not: 
They were given me by Clandio, he receiv’d them. 

King. Laertes, you fhall read them: 
Leave us. [Exit Meflenger 

High and Mighty, you {hall kgow I am fet naked on your) 
Kingdom, To Morrow fhall I beg leave to fee your Kenge) 
ly Eyes. When I fall (firft asks 
recount th’ Occafions of my fudden, and more firange 1) 


turn, \ 


Hamlet. | 
What fhould this mean? Are all the reftcome back? 
Or is it fome abufe ? Or-no fuch thing ? <) e 
Laer, Know youthe hand? 
King. ’Tis Hamlet’s Character, 
fcript here he faysalone: Can youadvifeme? == 
Laer, Vm loft init, my Lord, but let himcome, 
It warms the very ficknefs in my heart, peewee 
That I fhall live and tell him to his teeth: 
Thus diddeft thou. 
King. If it be fo, Laertes, as how fhould 
How otherwife? will youberu’dbyme. 
Laer, If fo, you'll not o’er-rule me toa peace. 
King. To thine own peace: If hebe nowretura’d; 
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} Toan exploit now ripe in my Device, 

Under the which he fhall not.choofe but fall: 
And for his death no wind of blame fhall breathe, » 
But even his Mother shall uncharge the practice, 
And call it accident: Some two Months hence 
Here wasa Gentleman of Normandy. 
I’ve feen my felf and ferv’d againft the French, 
And they ran well onhorfe back, but this Gallant 
Had witchcraft in’t, he grew into his Seat, 
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe, 
As had he been encorps’t and demy-Natur’d 
With the brave Bealt, fo far he paft my thought, 
That I in forgery of Shapes and Tricks, 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman wast ? 

King, A Norman. 

Laer. Upon my life, Lamound. 

King, The Very fame. 

Laer. 1 know him well, he is the brooch indeed, 
And Gemm of all our Nation. 

King. He made confeflion of you, 

And gave you fuch a mafterly report, 
For art and exercife in your defence 5 
An for your Rapier moft efpecially, 
That he cry’d out, ’twould be'a fight indeed, 
If one could match you, Sir. This Report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothing do but wifh and beg, 
Your fudden coming over to play with him s 
Now out of this—— 
| Laer, Why out of this, my Lord? 

King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a Sorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why ask you this? " 

King. Not that I think you did not love your Father, 
But that know Love is begun by Time: 

And that I fee in paflages of proof, 

Time qualifies the fpark and fire of it: 

Hamlet, come back, what would you undertake, 
To thew your felf your Father’s Son in deed, 
More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his Throat i’ch? Church. 

King. No place indeed fhould murther fanctuarize ; 
Revenge fhould have no bounds : but, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep clofe within your Chamber ?” 
‘Hamiet return’d, {hall know you are come home: 
We'll put on thofe fhall praife your excellence, 
And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads, he being remifs, 
Molt generous, and free from all contriving, 
Will not perufe the Foils ? So that with eafe, 
Or witha little huffing, youmay choofe — 
A Sword un-baited, and in a pafs of practice, 
Requite him for your Father. 

Laer. \ will do’t, 
And for that purpofe P’ll anoint my Sword ; 
I bought an Unction of a Moantebank, 
So mortal, I bucdipt a Knife in it, 
Where it draws blood, no Cataplafin fo rare, 
Colleéted from all Simples that have Virtue 
Under the Moon, can fave the thing from death, 
} That is but fcratcht withal : Vil touch my point, 
| With this contagion, that if 1 gall him flightly, 
It may be death. : 

King. Let’s further think of this, 

/ Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fic us to our fhape if this fhould fail; 

And that our drift lookt through our bad performance, 
-Twere better not aflay’d ; therefore this Project 
Should have a back, or fecond, that might hold, 

If this fhould blaft in proof: Soft, let me fee, 


1 We'll make a folemn wager on your comings, $36 ' | drown or hang themfelves, more than their even Chri~ 
ye {tian. 
\ 
Si 
o eh | 
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(hat: When im yourmotion you are hot and dry, 

As make your, bouts more violent to.the end, 

And that he calls for drink; I'll have prepar’d him 

1 A Chalice for the nonce ;’ whereon but fipping, 

if he by chanceefoapeyourwenom'd fuck, 

} Our purpofe may hold there; how now, fweet Queen 


oie 


Enter Queen. 


Queen, One woe,doth tread upon, another’s heel, 
So fait they'll follow: Your Sifter’s drown’d, Laertes, 
Laer, Drown’d! O where? ' 
| Queen. There isa Willow grows aflant a Brook, 
| That fhews his hoarleaves im the glaflie {tream ; 
There with fantafbick: Garlands did fhe come,, 
Of Crow.-flowers, Nettles, Daifies, and long Purples, 
Thatdiberal Shepherdsigave a grofler name ; 
Buriour cold Maids do dead men’s Fingers call them; 
There on the pendant boughs, her Coronet weeds 
Glambring\to'hangi> , an.envions fliver broke, 
When down the weedy Trophies, and her felf, 
Fell in the weeping Brook, her cloaths fpread wide, 
And Maremaid-like, a while they bear her up, 
Which time fhe chaunted fnatches.of old Tunes, 
As one incapable of her owndiftrefs, 
Or like a Creature Native, and deduced 
Untothat element: But longit could not be, 
’ Till that her Garments heavy with their drink, 
} Pull’d the poor wreteh:from her melodious by 
| To muddy death. 
‘Laer, Alas then, ‘is fhe drown’d ? 
Queen. Drown'd, drown’d. 
baer. Too much of water haft thou, poor Ophelsa, 
And thereforel forbid my tears: ‘But yet 
It is our trick, Nature her cuftom holds, 
Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone, 
| The woman willbe out;, Adieu, my Lord, 
[have a fpeech of fire that fain would blaze, 
} But that this folly drowns it. 
King. Let’s follow,...Gersxude : 
How much I had to do to calm his Rage ? 
Nowifear I this will give it {tart again, 
Therefore let’s follow. 


fh CO A - 4 - 


LExit, 


LExeunt. 
Enter two Clowns. 


Clown. Isfheto be buried.inChriftian burial, that wil- 
fully feeks her own falvation ? 

Other. 1 tell thee, faeis, and therefore make her Grave 
ftraight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it 
Chriftian burial. 

Clown. How can that be, unlefs fhe drowned her felf 
in her own defence ? 

Other. Why tis found fo. 

Clown. It mutt be Se offendendo, it cannot be elfe:. For 
'| here lies the point: 1f [drown my felf wittingly, itargues 
an Act: And an Act hath three branches. It isan Act to 
dene to perform; .argall the drown’d her {elf wit- 
tingly. 

Other. Nay, but hear you Goodman Delver. 

Clown. Give me leave; here lies the water, good: 
here ftands theman, good: If the mango to this Water, 
and drown himfelf: it is willhe, nillhe, he goes, mark 
youthat: Butif the water come to him, and drown him ; 
he drowns not himfelf. Argall, he that is not guilty of 
his own death, fhortensnot his own life. 

Other. Butis this Law ? 

Clown, I marry is’t, Crowner’s Queft Law. 

Other. Will,you ha’ the.truth on’t: if this had not 
been a Gentlewoman, fhe fhould have been buried out of 
Chriftian Burial. 

Clown. Why there thou fay’ft, And the more pity that 
great Folk fhould have countenance in this World to 
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ftian. Come, my Spades there is'no ancient Gentlemen 


but Gardiners, Ditchers dnd Grave-makers; they hold up 


Adam’s profeflion. 

Other. Was he a Gentleman? — 

Clo. He was the firft rhat ever bore Armes, 

Other, Why, he had none. 

Clo. What, att a Heathen? how doft thou underftand 
the Scripture? the Sctipture fayes Adam digg’d ; could 
be dig without Armes? Ile put another queftion to thee ; 
if thowanfwereft me not to the purpofe, confefs thy 
felf 

Other. Go to. 

Clo. What is he that builds ftronger than either. the 
Mafon, the Ship-wright, or the Carpenter ? 

Other. The Gallowsemaker, for that Frame out-livesa 
thoufand Tenants. 

Clo, I like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallows does 
well; but how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do 
ill: now thou do’ft ill to fay the Gallows is built ftronger 
than the Church - Argal,the Gallows may do well to thee. 
To’t again, Come. 

Other. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon, a Ship- 
wright, or a Carpenter ? a 

Glo, 1, tell me that, and unyoke. .. 

Other. Marry, now I can tell. 

Clo, To’t. 

Other. Mafs, I cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet'and Horatio afar off. 


Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it; for your dull | 


Afé will not mend his pace with beating 5° and when you 
are askt this queftion next, fay a Grave-maker ¢ the houfes 
that he makes, laft till Dooms-day: go,get thee to Yaxghan, 
fetch me a ftoup of Liquor. ; 
Sings. 
In youth when I did love, aid love, 
me thought it was very feet, 
To contratt O the for amy behove, 
O me thought there was nothing meet. 


Ham. Has this fellow no feeling/of his bufinefs, that he 
fings at Grave-making. ap 
ak Cuftom hath made it in him-a property of eafi- 
nefs. 
Ham. ’Tise’en fo; the hand of little imployment hath 
the daintier fenfe, - — 
Clown ings. 
But Age with bis ftealing freps 
bath canght me in bis-evutch : 
And hath {hipped me intiil the Land, 
as if I never had bin fuch. 


Ham. That Scull hada tongue init, and could fing once: 
how the Knave jowles it to th’ground, as if it were Cain’s 
Jaw-bone, that did the firft murther : It might be the pate. 
of a Politician which this Afso’re-offices - one that could 
circumvent God, might it not ? : 

Hor. \c might, my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay,Good Morrow, 

-Showidofithion, good Lord? this might be 
P ‘ais’d my Lord fuch a ones horfe, 
emeane topes 5 might it not? 

Hor, my Lord. 

Ham, Why e’enfo:and now my Lady Worm’s, Chap 
lefs, and knockt about the Mazzard with a Sexton’s Spade, 
here’s fine Revolution, if we had the trick to fee’t. Did 
thefe bones coft'no more the breeding, but to play at Log- 
gers with em? mine ake to think on’t. 


. ~* Clown fings. 
A Pickaxe and a Spade, a Spade, 
for and a fhrowding-fheet. 


O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
for Juch a Guefk 48 Meeh >» 


Ham. There’s another : why might not thatbe the Se i 


| ofa Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now? his Quilts?) 
se) 


his Cafes? his Tenures , and his Tricks? why does 
fuffer this rude kuave now to knock him about the Scop 
with a dirty Shovel, and will nat tell him ofhis Adionet 


Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in’stime ageeat by er| ; 


of Land, with his Statutes, his Recognizances, his Fines | 
his double Vouchers, his Recoveries: Is this the fine offal 4 
Fines, and the recovery of his Recoveries, to have his ine ‘ 
Pate full of fine Dirt? will his Vouchers vouch him nol 
more of his Purchaces,and double ones too,than the leno h| 


and breadth of a pair of Indentures ? the very Conveyance! 


heritor himfelfkave no more ?. ha? Hes 
Hor. Not a jot more, my Lord, hee 
Hans. \gnot Parchment made of Sheep skinsh 
Hor. 1 my Lord, and of Calve-skins too. ee 
Ham. They are Sheep and Calves that eck out aft! 
rance inthat. I will {peak to this fellow: whofe Graves!) 
this, Sir ? aa 
(io. Mine, Sir : 
O a pit of Clay for to be made, 
for fuch a Gueft is meet. try (elites laeall 
Ham. \think it be thine indeed : for thou lief in’t, — 
Clo. Youlye out on’t, Sir, and therefore it is not yours: 
for my part I do not lie in’t, and yet itismine, “ae 
Ham. Thou dof lye in’t, to be in’t, and fay’tisthine, | 
°tis for the dead, not for the quick, therefore thot lyefl, 
Clo. Tis a quick lye, Sir, ’twill away again from me) 
to you. . coy 
Ham. What man doft thou dig itfor?. . 
Clo, For noman, Sir, * | , 
Ham. What. woman then? 
Clo. For none neither. aad 
Ham. Whois to be buried in’t ? ee 
Clo. One that was a Woman, Sir; but reft her $ 
fhe’s dead: naneoae 
Ham, How abfolute the Knave is? we mult {peak 
the Card, or equivocation will follow us:_ by the 
Horatio, thefe three years I have taken note of it, the 
is grown fo picked, and the toe of the Pefant comes fonei 
the heel of our Courtier , he galls his Kibe, How. 
haft thou been a Grave-maker ? os i 
Clo. Of allthe dayes i’th’year, I came to’t that day 


of his Lands will hardly lye inthis Box; and mutt the tn 


‘| our laft King Hamlet o’recame Fortinbras. 


Ham. How long is that fince? i 491 
Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell tha 
was the very day that young Alamlet was born, he that was Py 
mad and fentinto England. iat 
Ham. 1 marry, why was he fent into England ? 


i 
"i 


Ham, Why ? 


Clown, ’Twill not be feen in him, therethe met areas) 


mad as he. 
Ham, How came he mad? 
Clo. Very ftrangely they fay. 
Ham. How ftrangely ? 
Clo. Faith e’en with lofing his wits. 
Ham. Upon what ground ? 9. Sisal 
Clo. Why here in Denmark: 1 have been Sex 


Man and Boy thirty years. 


Ham. How long willa man lie i’th’earth “erehet 
Clo. Ifaith, if he be rotten before he dye (as We 
many pocky Coarfes now adays, that will farce hold 
laying in) he will laft you fome eight year, or nine 
A Tanner will laft you nine years. ip ao cee 
Ham. Why he, more than another? 
Clo. Why Sir, his hide is tann’d with his Trade, & 
he will keep out water a great while. And your 
is a fore Decayer of your whorefon dead body, Mf 


Clo. Why, becaufe he»was mad 3 he fhall recover hi We 


wits there or if he donot, it’s no great matter there. ed 
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' {Scull now :. this Scull has lain in the Earth three and; When thon licit how. 


‘| twenty years. 
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Ham, Whofe was it? * 

Clo. A whorefon mad Fellow’sit was ; 
Whofe do you think it was ? 

Ham, Nay, | know not. 

Clo. A peftilence on him for a mad Rogue, a pour’d a 
Flagon of Rhenifh on my head once. This fame Scull, Sir, 
this fame Scull, Sir,was Yorick’s Scull, the Kings Jefter. 

Ham, This? 

Clo. Fen that. 

Ham. Let me fee. Alas poor Yorick,1 knew him, Horatio, 
a fellow of infinite Jeft ; of moft excellent fancy, he hath 
born me on his back a thoufand times: And how abhor- 
red my imagination is, my gorge rifes at it. Here hung 
thofe lips, that I have kift 1 know not how oft. Where 
be your jibes now ? Your Gambals? Your Songs? Your 
flafhes of Merriment that were wont to fet the Table ona 
Roar? No one now to mock your own Jeering ? Quite 
chop fall’n ? Now get you to my Ladies Chamber, and tell 
her, Jet her paint an inch thick, to this favour fhe muft 
come. Makeher Jangh at that: prethee, Horatio, tell me 
one thing. 

Hor, What’sthat, my Lord ? 

Ham: Do’lt thou think Alexander lookt o’this fafhion 
Pehearth ? 

Hor. E’en fo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo? Pub, 

Hor, E’én fo, my Lord. 

Ham, To what bafe ules we may return, Horatio. Why 
may not imagination trace the Noble duft of Alexander, 
rill he find it topping a bung-hole? 

Hor, ’Twereto confider : too curioufly to confider fo. 

Ham. No faith, not a jot. But to follow bim thither 
with modefty enough, and likelyhood to lead it, as thus, 
Alexander died: Alexander was buried: Alexander re- 
turneth into duft; the duft is earth; of earth we make 
Lome, and why of that Lome (whereto he was converted) 
might they not ftop a Beer-barrel ? 

Imperial Cxfar,dead and turn’d to clay, 
Might ftop a hole to keep the wind away. 
Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a Wall, t’expell the Winter’s flaw. 
| But foft, but foft, afide : here comes the King. 


Futer King, Queen, Laerts, avd a Coffin, 
with Lords attendant. 


| The Queen, the'Courtiers. What is’t that they follow, 


And with fuch maimed rights ? This doth betoken, 
The Céarfe they follow, did with defperate hand, 
Foredo it’s own life; *twas fome Eftate. 
Couch we a while, and mark. 
Laer, What Ceremony elfe? 
Ham, That is Laertes,a very Noble youth : 
Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 
Prieft. Her Obfequies have been as far enlarg’d, 
As we have warrantic, her death was doubtful, 
And but that great command o’refways the order, 
She fhould in ground unfanctified have lodg’d, 
Till the laft Trumpet. For charitable prayer, 
| Shards, Flints, and Pebbles, fhould be thrown on her: 
Yet here fhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
| Her Maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 


Mark. 


1 Of Bell and Burial. 


Laer, Mutt there no more be done?” 
| Prieft. No more be done : 
We fhould prophane the fervice of the dead, 
To fing fage Requiem, and fuch reft to her 
| As to peace-departed Souls. | 
Laer. Lay her ?’th’earth, 
| And from her fair andunpolluted iefh, 
May Violets fpring. 1 tell thee (churlifh Priel) 
| A Miniftring Angel thall my Sifter be, - i 


. weet farewell, 
I hop’d thou we fe been my Hamlet’s wife : 
I thought thy Brig id to have deckt (fweet Maid) 
And figt thave ftrew’d thy Grave. 
Laer.“Qh terrible wooer, 
Fall ten times treble on that curfed head, 
Whofe wicked deed, thy moft ingenious fen{e 
Depriv’d theeof. Hold off the earth a while, 
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms: 
; { Leaps into the Grave. 
Now pile your duft upon the quick and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
To o’re-top old Pelion, or the skyifh head 
OF blue Olympus. 
Ham, What is he, whofe griefs 
Bear fuch an Emphafis ? whofe phrafe of forrow 
Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is 1, 
Hamlet the Dane. 
Laer, The Devil take thy Soul, 
Ham, Thou pray’ft not well, 
I prithee take thy fingers from my throat : 
Sir, though 1 am not {pleenative and rafh, 
Yet have I fomething in me dangerous, 
VVhich let thy wifenefsfedr. Away thy hand. 
King. Pluck them afunder. 
Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet, 
Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. 
Ham. VV by 1 willfight with him upon this Theme, 
Until my eve-lids will no longer wag. 
Queen. Oh my Son, what Theme ? 
Ham. Vlov'd Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not (with all their quantity of love) 
Make upmy fumm. VVhbat wilt thou do for her ? 
King. Oh he is mad, Laertes. 
Queen. For love of God forbear him. 
Ham, Come fhew'me what thou’lt do. 
VVoo’t weep ? ‘woo’t fight ?_ woo’t tear thy felf ? 
VVoo't drink up Efile, eat a Crocodile ? 
Ple do’t Do’ft thou come hither to whine ; 
To out-face me with leaping in to her Grave ? 
Be buried quick with her, and fo willl, 
And if thou prate of Mountains; let them throw 
Millions of Acres on us, ’till our ground 
Sindging ‘his pate againft the burning Zone, 
Make Offa like a wart. Nay, and thou’lc mouth, 
Ple rant as well as thou. 
King. This is mere madnefs : 
And thusa while the fit will work on him ; 
Anon as patient as the female Dove, 
VVhen that her golden Cuplet are difclos’d 5 
His filence will fic drooping. 
Ham. Hear you Sir: 
VVhat is the reafon that you ufe me thas ? 
I lov’d youevers but it isno matter : 
Let Hercules himfelfdo what he may, 
The Cat will mew, and ‘Dog will have his day. 
King. 1 pray you good Horatio, wait upon him, 
Strengthen your patience in our laft nights {pcech, 
VVe'll put the matter to the prefent pufh. 
Good Gertrude fet fome watch over your Son, 
This Grave fhall have a living Monument : 
An hour of quiet fhortly thall we fee ; 
’Tillthen in patience our proceeding be. 


2 


[Exit. 


[ Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 


Ham. So much for this, Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You do remember all the circumftance. 
Hor. Remember it,my Lord. 
Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me fleep ; me thought I lay 
VVorfe 


Ce 
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Worfe than the mutines in the Bil 0 
(And praife be rafhnefs for it) lett 


Our indifcretion fometimes ferves us” 


safhly, 
is know — 
¢ Us well, * 4 
When our dear Plots do pall, amd that fhould teach us, 
There’s a Divinity that fhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 
Hor. Thatis moft certain. 

Ham, Up from my Cabin. . 
My Sea-Gown fearft about me in the dark, 
Grop’d | to find out them, had my defire, 
Finger’d their Packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own Roomagain, making fo bold, 
(My tears forgetting manners) to unfeal 
Their grand Commiflion, where I found, Horatio, 
Oh royal knavery: Anexact command, 
Larded with many feveral forts of reafon : 
Importing Denmark’s health, and England’s too, 
With hoo, fuch Buggs and Goblins in my life, 
That on the fupervize no leifure bated, 
No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 
My head fhould be ftruck off. 

Hor. 1s’t poflible ? 


Ham. Here’s the Commiffion, read it at more leifure : 


But wilt thou hear how I did proceed ? 

Hor. 1 befeech you, 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villains, 
E’re I could make a Prologte to my Brains 
They had begun the Play. | fateme down, 
Devis’da new Commiflion, wrote it fair, 
I once did hold it as our Statifts do, 
A bafenefs to write fair ; and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning: But, Sir, now, 
It did me yeoman’s fervice: wilt thou know 
The effects of what I wrote? ) 

Hor. 1, good my Lord. y 

Ham, Ancatneft Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful Tributary, 
As love between them, as the Palm fhould flourifh, 
As Peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland wear,, 
And ftand a Comma ’tween their amities, 
And many fuch like Affis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of thefe contents, 
VVithout debatement further, more or lefs, 
He fhould the bearers put to fudden death, 
No fhriving time allowed. 

Hor. How was this feal’d ? : 

Ham, Why even in that was heaven ordinate ; 
I had my Father’s Signet in my Purfe, 
Which was the model of that Damsfh Seal : 
Folded the Writ up in form of the other, 
Subferib’d it, gav’ch’lmpreflion, plac’d it fafely, 
The Changling never known: Now, the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was fement, 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor. So, Guildenftare and Rofincrof, go to’t. 


Ham.Why marshey did make love to this imployment, 


They are not near my confcience, their debate 
Doth by their own infinuation grow: 
Tis dangerous when bafer nature comes 
| Between the pafs, and fellincenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites. 
Hor, Why, what a King is this? 


Ham. Does it not, think’ft thee, ftand me now upon, 


He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my Mother, 
Popt in between th’election and my hopes, 
Thrown out his Angle for my proper life, 
And with fach cozenage; is’t not perfect confcience, 
| Toquit him with his arm? And is’t notto be damn’d 
To let this Canker of our Nature come . 
In further evil. - 
Hor. \t mult be fhortly known to him from England, 
What is the iffue of the bufinefs there. 
Ham, \t will be fhort. 
The Interim’s mine, and a man’s life’s no more 


Than to fay one: But Iam very forry, good fia 
That to tae I forgot my felf; ditties 
For by the Image of my caufe | fee _ fe 
The Pourtraiture of his; ll count his favours: 
But fure the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a Towring paflion. 

Hor. Peace, who comes here ? 


Enter Offick. 


Ofr. Your Lordfhip is right welcome back to Dep wt. | 
Ham. 1 humbly thank you,Sir ; doft know this water | 
Hor. No, my good Lord. ei 
Ham. Thy ftate isthe more gracious; for *tis a Vice é: 
know him: he hath much Land, and fertiles let a Bean 
be Lord of Beafis, and his Crib fhall ftand at the 
Mefle; ’tisa Chough; butas | fay, fpacions in the po 
fion of dirt. i 

Of. Sweet Lord, if your friend{hip were at leifyre 1} 
fhould impart a thing to you from his Majely ‘eta 

Ham, 1 will receive it with all diligence of fpitits pyp 
your Bonnet to his right ufe, ’cis for the head, “a 

Ofr. I thank your Lordfhip, ’tis very hot, 

Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold; the wind i| 
Northerly... =f 

Ofr. It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed, a 

Ham, Methinks it is very foultry , and hot for ae 
Complexion. 8 ae 

Ofr. Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very foultry, as’ 

I cannot tell how. but, my Lord, his Majefty bid me 
nifie to you, that he has laid a great wager on your 
Sir, this is the matter. 

Ham. 1 befeech you rememher. 

Ofr. Nay in good faith, for mine eafe in good 
Sir; you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes 
his weapon. 

Ham. What’s his weapon ? 

Ojr. Rapier and Dagger. anal 

Ham. That’stwo of his weapons; but well. _ 

Ofr. The King, Sir, has wag’d with him fix Ban 
Horfes, againft the which he impon’d, as I take it, 
French Rapiers and Poinards, with theirafligns, as 
dle Hangers, or fo: Three of the carriages in faith 
ry dear to fancie, very refponfiveto the hilts, moft del 
cate carriages, and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham, What call you the carriages? _ 

Ojr. The carriages, Sir, are the Hangers. 

Ham, The Phrafe would be more germane 
matter: If we could carry Cannon by our fides; 
it might be Hangers ’till then; but on, fx 
Horfes, againft fix French Swords: their Afi 
three liberal conceited carriages, that’s the French, | 
againt the Danifh, why, is this impon’d as you callit 

Ofr. The King, Sir, hath laid that in a dozen pa 
between you and him, ‘he fhall not exceed you three hits;) 
He hath one twelve for mine, and that would come (0) 
immediate tryal, if your Lordthip would vouchfafe the 
Anfwer. . ol 

Ham, How if 1 anfwer no? te ae 
_ Of. 1 mean, my Lord, the oppofition of your perio) 
in tryal. ; . | 

Ham, Sir, 1 will walk here in the Hall; ifit 
his Majefty, ’tis the breathing time of day with m 
the Foyles be brought, the Gentleman elite # 
King hold his purpofe; 1 will win for him iff 
not, ’ll gain nothing but my fhame, and the odd h 

Ofr, Shall I redeliver you e’en fo? i 

as Tothis effect, Sir, after what flourifh your: 
will. i 
Of I “ous, my duty to your Lordihip: 


ef. | 


_ Ham, Yours, yours, he does well to comm 
himfelf, there are no tongues elfe for’s tongue. 
_ bis Lapwing runs away with the fell 
head. “ut a a 
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2 The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Ham. He did comply with his Dug before he fuck’t| Let me fee another. 


it: thus had he and nine more of the fame Beavy that I 
know the droflie Age doats on; only got the tune of the 
time, and outward habit of encounter, a kind of yefty 
Collection, which carries them through and through the 
moft fond aud winnowed opinions and do but blow them 
to their Tryals, the Bubbles are out. 

Hor. You will lofe this Wager, my Lord. 

Ham, | do not think fo,  fince he went into France, 
I have been in continual practice 51 fhall win at the odds ; 
but thou wouldeft not think how all here about my heart; 
but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham, At is butfoolery; but itis fuch a kind of gain- 
giving as would perhaps trouble a Woman. 

Hor. \f your mind diflike any thing, obey. 
foreftal their repair hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham, Not a whit, we defie Augury; there’s a {pecial 
Providence in the fall of aSparrow. If it be now, ’tis not 
to come:.if it be not come, it will be now:) if it be 
not now; yet it will come; the readinefs is.all , fince 
no man has ought of what he leaves. Whatis’t to leave 
betimes ? 


I will 


Enter King, Queen, Laertes. and Lords, with other At- 
tendants with Foyles, and Gantlets, a Table 
and Flaggons of Wine onit. . 


Kin. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir, I’ve done you wrong, 
But pardon’t as you are a Gentleman. 
This prefence knows, 
And you muft needs have heard how I am punifh’d 
With fore diftraction? What have I done 
That might your natures honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madnefs : 
Was’t Hamlet wrong’d, Laertes ? Never Hamlet : 
If Hamlet from himfelf be tane away : 
And when he’s: not himfelf, do’s wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it : 
Who does itthen ? His madnefs?, Ift be fo, 
Hamlet is of the Faction that is wrong’d, 
His Madnefs is poor Hamlet’s Enemy, 
Sir, in this Audience, 
Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d evil, 
Free me fo far in your moft generous thoughts, 
That I have fhot mine Arrow o’re the Houfe, 
And hurt my Mother. 
Laer. 1am fatisfied in Nature, 
Whofe Motive in this cafe fhould ftir me moft 
To my Revenge!’ But in my terms of honour 
I ftand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 
Till by fome elder Mafters of known honour, 
I have a voice; and prefident of peace 
To keep my name ungorg’d. But’till that time, 
I do receive your offer’d love like love, 
And will not wrong it. 
Ham. \do embrace it freely, 
And will this Brother’s Wager frankly play. 
Gives us the Foyles: Come on. 
Laer. Come on for me. eos dyin 
Ham. Pll be your Foyle, Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
| Your skill fhall like a Star ? ch’ brighteft night, 
“Stick fiery Offindeed. 
Laer, You mock me, Sir. 
Ham, No, by this hand. 
King. Give the Foyles young Ofrick, 
Coufin Hamlet, you know the Wager. 
) Ham.’ Very well, my Lord, 
Your Grace hath laid the odds o” th’ weaker fide. 
| King. 1 do not fear it, 
Ihave feen you both: 
1 But fince he is better’d, we have therefore odds, 
"Laer. This is too heavy, 


Ham, This likes me well, 
Thefe Foyles have all a length. 
Ofr. 1, my good Lord. 
King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table: 
If Hamlet give the firft, or fecond hic, 
Or quit in anfwer of a third exchange, 
Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire, 
The King fhall drink to Hamlet’s, better breath, 
And in the Cup an Union hall he throw 
Richer than that, which four fucceflive Kings 
In Denmark’s Crown have worn. 
Give me the Cups, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpets fpeak, 
The Trumpets co the Canoneer without, 
The Canons to the Heavens, the Heaven to Earth, 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin, 
And you the Judges bear a wary Eye. 
Ham, Come on, Sir. 
Laer. Come on, Sir. 
Ham, One. 
Laer No. 
Ham, Judgment. 
Ofr. A hit, avery palpable hie. 
Laer, Well: again. 
King. Stay, give me drink, 
Hamlet, this Pearl is thine, 
Here’s to thy health. Give him the Cup, 
LT rtimpet found, fhat goes off. 
Ham, VII play this bout firft, fet byawhile. 
Come: another hit; what fay you? 
Laer, Atouch, a touch, I do confefs. 
King. Our Son fhall win. 
Qu, He’s fat, and fcant of breath. 
Heres a Napkin, rub thy brows, 
The Queen caroufes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. Gertrude, do not drink, 
Qu. I will, my Lord ; 
I.pray you pardon mie. 
King, It is the poifon’d Cup, itis too late. 
Ham. 1 dare not drink yet, Madam, 
By and by. 
Qu. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer, My Lord, Vil hit him now. 
King..1 do not.think’r. 
Laer. And yet ’tis almoft ’gainft my Confcience, 
Ham. Come, for the third, 
Laertes, you but dally, 
I pray you pafs with your beft violence, 
1 am afeard you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you fo ?, Come on: 
Ofr, Nothing neither way. 
Laer, Have at you now. ; 
[In {cuffling they change Rapiers, 
King. Part them, they are incen’sd, 
Ham, Nay, come again, 
Ofr. Look to the Queen there, ho. 
Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is’t, my Lord ? 
Ofr. How is’t, Laertes ? 
Laer. Why as a Woodcock 
To my Sprindge, Ofrick, 
[am juftly kill?’d with mine own treachery. 
Ham, How does the Queen? ~ 
King. She {wounds to fee them bleed. 
Qu, No, no, the drink, the drink, 
Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink, 
I am poifon’d. ae 
Ham. Qh Villany! How? Let the door be lock’d 
Treachery, feek it out. 
Laer. \tishere, Hamlet. 
Hamlet, thou art flain, 
No Medicine in the World can do thee good. 
} 


[Prepare to Play. 


(They play. 
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[Plays 


In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
Hhh 
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The treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated and envenom’d : the foul practice 
Hath turn’d it felf on. me. Lo, here I lye, 
Never to rife again: thy Mother’s poifon’d : 
| can no. more, the King, the King’s to blame. 
Ham. The point envenom’d too, 
Then venom to thy work. 
[ Hurts the King. 
All, Treafon, Treafon. 
King. O yet defend me Ftiends, Tans but hurt. 
Ham. Here thou inceftuons, murd’rous 
Damned Dane, 
Drink off this Potion: Is thy Union here ? 
Follow my Mother. 
Laer. He is juftly ferv’d. 
It is a poifon temp’red by himfelf: 
Exchange forgivenefs with me, Noble FHiamlet ; 
Mine and my Father’s Death come not upon thee, 
Nor thine on me. [Dies 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, J follow thee. 
[am dead, Horatio, wretched Queen,adiev, 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience at this act: 
Had I but time (as this fell Serjeant Death 
Is ftri@t in this Arreft) oh I could tell you, 
But let it be: Horatio, 1am dead, 
Thou liv’ft, report me and my caufes right 
To be unfatisfied. 
Hor, Never believe it. 
Iam more an Antick Roman than a Daze: 
Here’s yet fome Ligfor left. 
Ham, As th’arta man, give me the Cup, 
Let go, by Heaven I'll hav’t. 
Oh,good Horatio, whata wounded name, 
(Things ftanding thus unknown)’ fhall live behind me. 
If thou did’{t ever hold me in thy heart, 
Abfent thee from felicity a while, 
And in this harfh World draw thy breath in pain; 
To tell my Story. 


[King dies. 


. [earch a far off, and fhout within, 
What Warlike noife is this? i 


Enter Ofrick. 


Ofr.. Young Fortinbras,with conquelt come from. Poland, 
To th’ Ambafladors of England gives this Warlike Volley. 
Ham. O,1| die,Horatio : ° 
The potent poifon quite o’re-crows my fpirit, 

[ cannot live to hear the News from England. 

But I do prophefie th’ election lights 

On Fortinbras,,.he has my dying Voice, 

So tell him withthe occurrents more or lefs, 

Which have folicited. The reftis filence, O, 0,0. [Dies. 

Hora. Now cracks a Noble heart : 

Goodnight, fweet Prince, 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft, 
Why do’s the Drum come hither ? 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Enter Fortinbras and Englifh Ammbaffador , with Drom,| 


Colours, and Attendants, 


Fort, Where is the fight ? 
Hor. What is it you would fee 5 
If ought of woe or wonder, ceafe your fearch; 
Fort. His quarry cryes on Havock. Oh proud death, 
What Feaftis toward in thine. eternal Cell, pi 
That thou fo many Princes at a fhoot, . 
So bloudily haft ftrook. uo’ 
Amb. The fight is difmal, . Oster 
And our affairs from England come too late, 


The Ears are fenfelefs that fhould give us/hearing, - te 


To tell him his Command’ment is fulfill’d, 
That R ofiacrofs and Guildenftare are dead : 
Where fhould we have oyr thanks ? 
Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it th’ ability of lifeto thank yous. 9 is 5 5 
He never gave Command’ment for their Death, 
But fince fo jump upon this bloudy queftion, » ae 
You from the Polack, Wats, and you from Bugland: | 
Are here arrived: Give order that thefe bodies ©: 0-1) 
High on a Stage be placed to the view, 
And let me fpeak to th’ yerunknowing World, 
How thefe things came about. So fhall yowhear: 
Of carnal, blondy, and unnatural acts, » 
Of accidental judgments, cafual flaughters,| 
Of Deaths put on by cunning, and fore’d cafe,” » 
And inthis upfhot, purpofes miftook, i gamit 
FaPn on the Inventor’s heads. All this can) 
Truly deliver. nowt 
Fort. Let us hafte to hear it, a Rey 
And call the Nobleft to the Audience... 1 
For me, with forrow, Lembrace my Fortune,’ 
I have fome Rites of memory inthis Kingdom, ==) 
Which are to claim, my vantage doth: 7)” 
Invite me. riod aes 
Hor. OF that I fhall always caufe tofpeak, =) 
And from his mouth of sale AOR 
Whofe Voice-will draw on more : 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d, 
Even whiles men’s minds are. wild, 
Left more mifchance 
On plots, and errours happen. 
Fort. Let four Captains ig Mh ag 
Bear Hamlet like a Souldier off the Stage, 
For he was likely, had he been put on 
To have prov’d moft royally: - 
And for his paflage, ’ : z 
The Souldiers Mufick, and the rites of War © 
Speak loudly for him. y 
Take up the Body ; Suchafightas this, 
Becomes the Field, but here fhews much amifs. 
Go, bid the Souldiers fhoot. 


of Ordnance are fot offs 


Kent. 


which 
weigh 
either’ 
Ker 


[Exeunt «Marching : after which, 4 Peal bf { 


~~ 


Ibaty 
mm ) 


ity 

ta 
AVock, On 
ternal 
ifn, 


CO th 
ld greg 
MW fly 
are ate dex 
anks? 


' 


, 
wank ye: 


ody ui, 
and yo ro 
fer that hele 
the view, 

unkronin i 


mt. Sobilym, ” 


natural ah, 
ala faust 
i, aod ua 
eg miltot, 
ads, Altavwa 


rit, 
+ Avdient, 
brace 1 te 
ory in hi og 
vantage ct 


asa tof 


more: 
tly pet 
are wil, 


pea. 


t oft the {wh 
been pt dt 
ly: 


agontst 

i; ies 
t. ' 
eit 
pra ah 


THE 


TRAGED 


i 
¥ 


OF 


ak LNG L Pao 


eAétus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Kent, Glofter, avd Edmund, 
Thought the King had\more affected the Duke 
of Albany, than Cornwall, 

Glo. It did always feem to us: But now in 
the divifion of the Kingdom, it appears not 
which of the Dukes he values moft, for qualities are fo 
weigh’d, that curiofity in neither; can make choice of 
eithers moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord? 

Glo, His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. bhave 
fo often blufh’d to acknowledge him, that now I am 
braz'd to’t. 

Kent. 1 cannot conceive.you. 

Glo Sir, this young Fellows Mother’ could ;):where- 
upon fhe grew round womb’d, and. had indeed (Sin) ‘a 
Son for her Cradle, e’re fhe had a Husband for herbed. 
Do you fmell a fault ? 

Kent. 1 cannot wifh the-fault undone, the iffue.of it 
being fo proper. l 

Glo. But | have a Son, Sir, by order, of Law, »fome 


Kent. 


| Year elder than this; who, yet is no dearer in. my ac. 
| count, though this Knave came fomewhat fawcily tothe 


World before he was fent for:,, yet. was his Mother fair, 
there. was good {port at his making, and the whorfon 


mutt be acknowledged...Do you know this'Nobleman, 
| Edmond ? 


Edm, No, my Lord. 
Glo. My Lord.of,Keat : 
Remember hinthereafter, as my-honourable Friend, 
Edm, My fervices to your Lordhhip. 
Kent. I mult love you, and:fue to: know you better, 
Edm. Sir, 1 fhall ftudy deferving. 
Glo. He hath. been. out nine. years, and away he fhall 
again. ‘The King is coming. 


| Sennet, Enter King Lear , Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, 


Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants. 
Lear, Attend the Lords of France and Burgundy,Glofter. 
Glo. I fhall; my Lord. (LExit. 
Lear. Mean time we fhall exprefs our darker purpofe. 


| Give me the Map heree Know, that we have divided 


Into three, our Kingdom: and ’tis our faft intent, 

To fhake all cares and bufinefs from our Age, 

Conferring them on younger ftrengths, while we | 
Unburthen’d crawl toward Death: Our Son of Corawail, 
And you our no lefs loving Son of Albany, 
We have this hour a conftant will to publith 

Our Daughter’s feveral Dowers, that future ftrife 

May be prevented now. The Prince; France and Burgandy, 
Great Rivals in. our younger Daughter’s Love, 


ae 

ae 

i 
om 


% 
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Long in our Court, have made their amorous fojourn, 
And here are to be anfwer’d. ‘Tell my Daughters 
(Since now, we will diveft us both of Rule, 
intereft of Terrority; Cares of State) 
Which of you fhall we fay ‘doth love us'imoft, 
That we,our largeftvbounty. may extend 
Where, nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill 
Our‘eldeltoborn; {peak firft, ; 
Gon.Sit,I love you more. than-word'can wield the matter 
Dearer'thaa Eye-fight, {pace, arid liberty, : 
Beyond what can:be valued, rich or tare, 
No lefs than life, with grace, ‘health, beauty, honour : 
As much as Child e’re lov’djsor Father found. 
A lovethat makes breath poor, and fpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner of {fo much Hove you: 
Cor, What hall Cordeliafpeak ? Lové, and be filent. 
Lear. Of ali thefe:bounds,even from this Line, to this 
With fhadowy Forelts, cand with Champions rich’d ‘ 
With plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted' Meads 
We make thee Lady. To thine and e#lbany’s Iflues 
Be this perpetual. What fayes:our fecoiid Daughter. 
Our deareft Regan, Wife of Cormpali®™. 
Reg. | am made of that felfsmetalias my Sifter, 
And prize me at her worth|: Inwny true heart, 
I find fhe names my very deed fof Jove 
Only the comes too fhort, that] profefy 
My felfan Enemy to all othetijoyes, g 


| Which the moft precious tquare of fen profefles, 


And'findt am alonefelicirate 
In your dear Highnefs love, . 
Cor. Then, poor Cordelia; 
And yet not fo, fince I am fube my love’s 
Mere ponderous tham my tongue. 
Lear. To thee, and thinehereditaryever : 
Remain this ample thirdofour'fair Kingdom, 
No lefs infpace, validity,:and pleafure 
Than that confer?don 'Gaxerili: Now our Joy, 
Although our laft and leaft, to whofe young love, 
The Vines of France, and Milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be intereft; ‘Whatican you'fay, to draw 
A third,- more opulent thamyaur Sifters? fpeak. 
Cor, Nothing, my Lord. 
Lear, ‘Nothing ? 
Core Nothing. 
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing, fpeak again: 
Cord. Unhappy that Iam, canoe fbr 
My heart into my mouth: 1 love your'Majefty 
According to my bond, no more nor lefs. 
Lear, How, how, Cordelia? Mend your fpeecth a litéle, 
Hhh2z Left 
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Left you may marr your fortunes. 
Cer. Good, my Lord, 
'} You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me. 
{ return thofe duties back asare right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and moft honour you. 
Why have my Sifters husbands, if they fay 
They love you all ?, Happily when I fhall wed, 
That Lord, whofe hand mufttake my plight, fhall carry 
Half my Love withihim, half ‘myCare, and.Duty, 
Sure | {hall never marry like my Sifters. 
Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 
Cor, 1 my good Lord. 
Lear, So young, and fo untender ? 
Cor. So young, my Lord, and true? 
Lear, Let it be fo, the truth then-be thy dowre : 
Foriby the facred radiance of the Sun, 
The myfteries of Hecate, and the night: 
By all the operations of the Orbs; 
From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be, 
Here | difclaim all my Paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And asa {tranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. TheBarbarous Seythian, 
Or he that makes his Generation Mefles 
| To gorge his appetite, fhall to my bofom 
Be as weil neighbour’d, pitied, and reliev’d, 
As thou my fometime Daughter. 
Kent. Good my Liege. Lear. Peace, Kent ; 
Come not between the Dragon'and his wrath, 
Llov’d her moft, and thought tofet my reft 
On her kind nucfery. Hence, and-avoid my fights 
So be my grave my peace, asibere | give U 
Her Father’s heart from her ; call france, who ftirs ? 
Call Burgundy, Cornwall,and «Albany, itl 
With my two Daughters Dowres, digeftthe third, 
Let pride, which the-calls plainnefs, marry her: 
| do inveft you joyntly with my power, tpl 
Preheminence, andaall the largeefleéts "' . —.. 
That troop with Majefty.. Our felf by monthly courfe 
With refervation of an hundred Knights,” . 
By you to be faftain’d, fhall our abode dv 
Make with you by due turn, only. we fhall retain 
Thename, and allth’additiontoa King - the Sway, 
Revenue, Execution of the reft, 7 
Beloved Sons be yours, which toconfirm, 
This Coronet part between you. 
Kens. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have-ever honour’d as a King, 
Low?d as my Father, es my Matter follow’d, 
As my Patron, thought on in my. Prayers. 
Lrar. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the fhaft. 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart, be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear ismad, what wouldft thou do, old man? 
Think’ft thou that Duty fhall havedread to fpeak, 
When Power to Flattery bows ? 
To plainnefs honour’s bound, 
When Majefty falls to folly, referwe thy ftate, 
And thy beft confideration, check 
This hideousrathnefs, anfwer my life, my judgment: 
Thy youngeft Daughter do’s not love thee leaft, 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds 
Reverb no hollownefs, 
Lear, Kent, on-my life no more. 
Kent. My life | never held but asa pawn 
To wage againft thine enemies, ne’er fear to lofe it, 
Thy fafety being motive. Lear. Out of my fight. 
Kent. Seebetter, Lear, and let me ftill remain. 
The true blank of thineeye. . Lear. Now by Apollo. 
e Kent. Now by -4pollo, King, 
_ | Thou fwear’lt thy gods in vain... ee wwe 
| Lear. O Vaflal! Mifcreant. - 
"Alb. Corn. DearSir, forbeats, 
. Kent. Killthy Phyfieian, and-thy Fee beftow 


| ‘When fhe was dear to us we held 


| To {peak and purpofe not, fince what I willintend, i 
| Pll do’t before I fpeak, that you make knot 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 


Upon the foul difeafe, revoke the gift, 

Or whil’ft I can vent clamour from my throat, 

[’ll tell thee thou do’ft evil. 
Lear. Hear me Recreant, on thine allegiance h 

That thou haft fought to make us break our vows, 

Which we durft neverget'; and with¢train’d pride 

Tocome/betwixt our fentence and our power, ~ i 

Which, ‘orour nature, nor our place can bear ; 

Our Potency made good, take thy reward, 

Five days we do allot thee for provifion, 

To fhield thee from difafters of the world, 

And on the fixth to turn thy hated back 

Upon our Kingdom ; if the tenth day following, 

Thy banifht Trunk be found in our Dominions, 


| The moment isthy death, away. By Jupiter Pe 
This fhall not be revok"d. ee ie 


Kent. Fare thee well, King, fith thusthou wilt app 
Freedom ives hence, and banifhment is here; 
The gods to their dear fhelter take thee, Maid 
That juftly thinks, and haft moft rightly faid:" 
And your large fpeeches may your deeds approve, 

That good-effects.may {pring from words of love: 
Thus Kext, O'Princes; bids you all adieu, 
He’ll fhape his old courfe in a Countrey new, [Exit 

Enter Glofter, with France and Burgundy Attendams, i 

Cor. Here’s France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord. 

Lear. My Lord of Burgundy, 

We firft addrefs toward you, who, with this King 
Hath rivall’d:for our Daughter; what in the leaft a 
Will you require in prefent Dowre with her, 

Or ceafe'your Queft of Love? 

Bur. Mott Royal Majetty, 

I crave no more than what your Highnefs offer'd, 
Nor will you tender lefs. 

Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 
her fo, 

But now her price is fall’n : Sir, there fhe flands, 
If ought within that little feeming fubftance, 


| Orall of it with our difpleafure piec’d, 


And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 
She’s there, and fhe is yours. 

Bur. 1 know no anfwer. 

Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities fhe owes, 
Unfriended, new adopted to our hate, . > 
Dowr’d withour curfe, and ftranger’d with ouroath, 
Take leave, or leave her. iz 

Bur. Pardon me, Royal Sir, 

Eleétion makes not up in fuch conditions. 


Lear.Then leave her,Sir, for by the power that mademe, a 


I tell you all her wealth. For you, great King, 
I would not from your love make fach a ftray, 
To match you where hate, therefore befeech you 
T’avert your liking a more worthier way, Ri 
Than on a wretch whom nature is afham’d 
Almoft racknowledge hers. 

Fra. This is moft ftrange, 


That fhe, who even but now, was your beft object, a ce 
The argument of your praife, balm of yourag®; =| 


The beft, the deareft, fhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing fo monftrous, to difmantle 
So many folds of favour fure her offence 
Mutt be of fuch unnatural degree, esi 
That montters it : Or your fore-voucht affection - 
Fall into Taint; which to believe of her 
Mutt be’a faith, that reafon without miracle 
Should never plant in me, has 

Cor, Lyet befeech your Majelty, 


If for I want that glib and oylie Art , ‘ele 


7 
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It isno vicious blot, murther, or foulnefs, 

No unchafte action, or difhonoured ftep, : 
That hath depriv’d me of your Grace and Favour, ] 
But even for want of that, for which Jamricher, — 
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A ftill foliciting eye, and fucha tongue, , 
That lam glad I have not, though not to have it, 
Hath loft me in your liking, 

Lear. Better thou had’{t 
Not been born, than not t’have pleas’d me better; 

Fra. \sit but this? A tardinefs in nature, 

Which often leaves the Hiftory unfpoke 

That it intends todo; my Lord of Burgundy, 
What fay you to the Lady ? Love’s not love — 
When it is mingled with regards, that ftands 
Aloof from th’intire point, will you have her ? 
Stic is her felf a Dowry. 

Bar. Royal King, 

Give but that portion which your felf propos’d, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Dutchefs of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing, | have fworn, Iam firm. 

Bur. 1am forry then you have fo loft a Father, 
That you muft lofe a Husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy, 

Since that refpect and fortunes are his love, © 
I thal] not be his wife. 

Fra. Fairett Cordelia, that art moft rich being poor, 

Moft choice forfaken, and moft lov’d defpis’d, 

Thee and thy Virtues here I feize upon, 

Be it lawful I take up what’s caft away, 

Gods, gods! ’Tis ftrange, that from their cold’ft neglect 
My love fhould kindle to enflam’d refpect. 

Thy dowrelefs Daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 
Is Queen of us, of ours, ‘and our fair France : 

Not all the Dukes of watrifh Burgundy, 

Can buy this unpriz’d precious Maid of me, 

Bid them farewel, Cordelia, though unkind, 

Thou lofeft here a better where to find, 

Lear. Thou haft her France, let her be thine, for we 
Have no fuch Daughter, nor fhall ever fee 
That face of her’s again, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon : 
Come Noble Burgundy. Flourifh. 

Fra. Bid farewel to your Sifters, 

Cor. The Jewels of our Father, with wafh’d eyes 
Cordelia leaves you, 1 know you what youare, 

And like a Sifter am moft loth to call 

Your faults as they are named, Love well our Father : 
To your profeffed bofoms I commit him, 

But yet alas, ftood I within his Grace, 

I would prefer him to a better place, 

So farewel to you both. 

Reg. Prefcribe not us our duty. 

Gon, Let your ftudy 
Be to content your Lord, who hath receiv’d you, 

At fortunes alms, you have obedience fcanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted, 

Cor. Time fhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 
Who covers faults, at laft with fhame derides. 

Well may you profper. 

Fra.€ome, my fair Cordelia. (Exeunt France and Cot. 

Gon. Sifter, it is not little | have to fay, 

Of what molt nearly appertains to us both, : 
Ithink our Father will hence to night. (with us. 

Reg. That’s moft certain, and with you : “next month 

Gon. You fee how full of changes his age is, the obferva 
tion we have made of it hath been little ; he always lov’d 
“our Siftér moft, and with what poor judgement he hath 
now calt her off, appears too tao groflely. 

Reg. ’Tis the infirmity of his Age, yet he hath ever but 
flenderly known himfelf. ae 

Gon, The beft and foundeft of his time hath been but 
rafh, then mult we look from his Age, to receive not alone 
the imperfections of long engraffed condition, but there- 
withal che uttruly waywardnefs, that infirm and cholerick 
years bring with them. ; | 

Reg. Such unconftant ftarts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Kent’s banifhment. 


LExeunt. 
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Gon. There is further complement of leave.taking, be 
tween France and him, pray you let us fit together, if our 
Father carry Authority with fuch difpofition as he bears, 
this laft furrender of his will but offend us, 

Reg. We hall further think of it. 


Gon. We muftdo fomething, andith’heat.  EExeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Baftard. 


Baft. Thou Nature art my Goddefs, to thy Law 
My fervices are bound, wherefore fhould I 
Stand in the plague of cuftom, and permit 
The curiofity of Nations to deprive me ? 
For that | am fome twelve, or fourteen Moonfhines 
Lag of a Brother ? Why Baftard? wherefore bafe? 
When my Dimenfions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my fhape as true 
As honeft Madam’s iffue.? why brand they us 
With Bafe ? with bafenefs Baftardy ? Bafe, Bale? 
Who in the lufty ftealth of nature, take 
More compofition,and fierce quality, 
Than doth within a dull ftale tyred bed 
Go the creating a whole Tribe of Fops 
Got ’tween a fleep, and wake ? Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, | muft have your land, 
Our Father’s love is to the Baftard Edmund, 
As to th’legitimate : fine word: legitimate. 
Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter {peed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe 
Shall toth’Legitimate: 1 grow, | profper : 
Now gods, ftand up for Baftards, 


Enter Gloucefter. 


Glo, Kent banifh’d thus? and France in choler parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Prefcrib’d his power, 
Confin’d to exhibition? All this gone 
Upon the gad? Edmund, how now ? what news ? 

Buft. So pleafe your Lordfhip, none. 

Glo. Why fo earneftly feek you to put up that letter ? 

Baff, 1 know no news, my Lord. 

Glo, What Paper were you reading ¢ 

Baft. Nothing my Lord. 

Glo. No? what needed then that terrible difpatch of it 
into your Pocket ? the quality of nothing, hath not fuch 

need to hide it felf. Let’s fee: come, if it be nothing, I 
fhall not need Spectacles. 

Beft. 1 befeech you, Sir, pardon me; it is a letter from 
my Brother, that I have not all o’re-read 5 and for fo much } 
as I have perus’d, I find it not fit for your o’re-looking, 

Glo, Give me the Letter, Sir. 

Baft. 1 fhall offend, either to detain, or give it; 

The Contents, as in part I underftand them, * 
Are to blame. 

Glo. Let’s fee, let’s fee. 

Bajt. | hope tor my brother’s juftification, he wrote this 
but as an eflay, or talte of my Virtue. 

Glou, reads. This policy, and reverence of Age, makes 
the World bitter to beft of our times keeps our Fortunes from 
us, “ili our oldnefs cannot rellifhthem, I begin to find an idle 
axd fond bondage, in the oppreffion of aged tyranny , who 

Swayes not as it hath power, but as it 1s fuffer’d. Come to 
me, that of this I may Jpeak more. If our Father would fleep 
till I wak’d him, we onld enjoy half his Revenue for ever, 
and live the belove 7 your Brother. Edgar. Hum? Con. 
{piracy ? Sleep ’till 1 wake him, you fhould enjoy half his 
Revenue: my Son Edgar, had hea hand to write this? A 
heart and brain to breed itin? When came this to you? 
who brought it ? 

Bajf, \t was not brought me, my Lord; there’s the 
cunning of it. 1fouand it thrown in at the Cafement of my 
Cloffet. Hhh 3 Glo. 
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Glo. You know the character to be your Brother’s ? 

Baff. \f the matter were good, my Lord, 1 durft fweat 
it were his: but in refpect of that, 1 would fain think it 
were not, 

Glo. It is his... 

Baft. {tis hishand, my Lord: Lhope 
the Contents, 

Glo. Has he never before founded you in this bufinefs ? 

Bajt. Never,my Lord. But t have heard him oft maintain 
it to be fic, that Sons at perfect age, and Fathers declin’d, 
the Father {hould be as Ward to the Son, and the Son ma- 
nage his Revenue. pal 
| Glo, O Villain, villain: his very opinion in the Letter. 

Abhorred Villain, unnatural, detefted, bruitifh Villain ; 
worfe then bruitifh: Go, firrah, feek him: le apprehend 
him. Abominable Villain, where is he? 
Baft. 1 donot well know, my Lords if it fhall pleafe 
you to fufpend your. indignation againft my Brother, ’cill 
youcan derive from him better Teftimony of his intent , 
you fhould run a certain courfe: where, if you violently 
proceed againft him, miftaking his purpofe, it would make 
a great gap in your honour, and fhake in pieces the heart 
of hisobedieuce. | dare pawn down my life for him, that 
he hath writ this to feel my affection to your honour, and 
to no other pretence of danger. 
Glo, Think you fo? 
Bajt. \f your honour judge it meet, I will place you 
where you fhall hear us confer this, and by an Auricular 
affurance have your fatisfaction, and that without any 
further delay, than this very Evening. 
Glo. He cannot be fuch a Montfter. Edmund, feek him 
out: wind me into him; | pray you: frame the Bufinefs 
after your own wifdom. | would unftate my felf, to be ina 
due refolution. 
Baft. 1 will feek him, Sir, prefently : convey the bufinefs 
as I fhall find means, and acquaint you withal. 
Glo, Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun and Moon portend no 
good tous : though the wifdom of Nature can reafon it 
thus, andthus, get Nature finds it felf fcourg’d by the fe- 
quent effiéts. Love cools, Friendhhip falls off, Brothers 
divide. In Cities, mutinies; in Countries, difcords in 
| Palaces, Treafon; and the Bond ¢rack’d, ’twixt Son and 
Father. This Villain of mine comes under the prediction : 
there’s Son againft Father, the King falls from biafs of na- 
ture,there’s Father againft Child. We have feen the belt of 
ourtime, Macthinations, hollownefs, treachery, and all 
ruinous diforders follow us difquietly to our Graves. Find 
outthis Villain, Edmund, it fhall lofe thee nothing, do it 
carefully : and the Noble and truc- hearted Kent banith’d ; 
his offence, honefty. ’Tis ftrange. LExit. 
Baft. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when we are fick in fortune, often the furfeits of our own, 
behaviour, we make guilty of our difafters, the Sun, the 
Moon , and Stars, as if we were Villains on neceflity, 
| Fools by heavenly compulfion, Knaves , Thieves, and 
ee a Spherical predominance, Drunkards, Lyars, 
and Adulterers by an infore’d obedience of Planetary in- 
fluence ; and all that we are evil in, bya divine thrufting 
on. Anadmirable evafion of Whore-mafter-man, to lay 
his Goatith difpofition on the charge of a Star : My Father 

| compounded with my Mother under the Dragon’s tail, 
and my Nativity was under Urfa major, fo that it follows, 
Iam cough and Lecherous. | fhould have beenthat lam, 

| had the Maidenlieft Star in the Firmament twinkled on 
my Baftardizing. 


his heart is not in 


Enter Edgar, 


Pat: he comes like the Cataftrophe of the old Comedy =’ 
with a figh like Tom 
O thefe Eclipfes do portend thefe divifions : 

_ | Thatcan my fpeech diffafe, my good intent 
what ferious contem-_ 


my Cue is villanous Melancholy, 
0” Bedlam — 
Fa, Sol, La, Me. 

Edg. How now, Brother Edmund, 
plationare youin? = 


- 


Bat. 1am thinking , Brother, ofa Prediction I read 
this other day, what fhould follow thefe Eclipfes. 
Edg, Do you bufie your felf with that? ah 


Bajt. 1 promife, the effects he writes of , fucceed un. | 


happily. 

When faw you my Father laft ? 
Ed. The night gone by- 
Baft; Spake you with him ? 
Edg. 1, two houts together. 


Baft. Parted you in good terms? Found you no dif 


pleafure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 
Edg, None at all. : hm 
Bajt. Bethink your felf wherein you have offended} — 
him : and at my entreaty forbear his prefence, <n é 


little time hath qualified the heat of his difpleafure, w 
at this inftant fo rageth in him, that with the mifchi 
your perfon, it would fcarcely allay. 

Edz. Some Villain hath done me wrong, 

Edm. That’s my fear, I pray you 
bearance till the {peed 
fay, retire with me to my 
bring 
key : if you do ftir abroad, go arm’d. 

Edg, Arm’d, Brother? 

Edm. Brother, 1 advife you to the beft, 
man, if there be any good meaning toward you: Ihave] | 
told you what I have feen, 
thing like the image, 

Edg, Shall | hear from you anon ? 

Edm. \ do ferve you in this bufinels: 

A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whofe nature is fo far from doing harms, 
That he fufpeéts none: on whofe foolifh honefty 
My practices ride eafie: I {ee the bufinefs. 

‘Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit, 
All with me’s meet, that I can fafhion fit. , 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Goneril, and Steward. | 


Gon. Did my Father ftrike my Gentleman for chiding 3 . 


of his fool? 
Stew. I, Madam. 
Gon. By day and night, 
He flathes into one grofs crime, or other, 
That fets usall at odds: Vlenot endureit; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himfelf upbraids us 
Onevery trifle. When he returns fromhuntingy 
1 will not fpeak with him, fay | am fick, : 
If you come flack of former fervices, — 
You fhall do well, the fault of it Ple anfwer. 
~ Stew. He’s coming, Madam, I hear him. . 
Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleafe. 


You and your Fellows: I’d have it come to queftion 3 hie | 


If he diftatte it, let him to my Sifter, 


and heard: But faintly. No-| 
and horrour of it, pray youaway, | 
(Exit) 


Whofe mind and mine I know inthatareonme, i 


Remember what I have faid. 
Stew, Well, Madam. 


Gon, And let his Knights have colder looks among yo Z 


fe 


what grows of it no matter, advife your fellows 10, 
60 ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe: prepa 
inner. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Kent. 
Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow) 


May carry through it {elf to that full iffue 
For which I rais’d my i 


likenefs. Now,banitht Kents : j i i 


f 


have «colnet ia 
of his rage goes flower: andas 1} 
lodging, fromy whence I willfitly} 
you to hear my Lord {peak > pray ye go, there’s my} 


4 
Uy 


he wrongs me; every hour, | 
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re 
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It thou canft ferve where thou doft ftand condemn’d, 
So may it come, thy Mafter whom thou lov’ft, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Horns within. Enter Lear and Attendants, 

Lear. Let me not-ftay a jot for dinner, go get it rea- 
dy : how now, what art thou ? 

Kent. Aman, Sir. 

Lear. What doft thou profefs? what would’ft thou 
with us? 

Kext. 1 do profefs to be no lefs than I feem.; to ferve 
him truly that will put me in truft, to love him that is 
honeift , to converfe with him that is wife, and fays lit- 
tle, to fear judgment, to fight when! cannot chufe, and 
to eat no fifh, 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honeft hearted Fellow, and as, poor as 
the King. 5 

Lear. If thou be’ft as poor for a Subject, as he’s for a 
King, thou art poor enough. What would’ft thou? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear, Whom would’ft thou ferve ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Do’ft thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 
which | would fain call Mafter. .. | 

Lear. What's that ? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What fervices canft thou do ? 

Kent, 1 can keep honetft. counfels, ride, ‘run, marr a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a_plain meflage 
bluntly ; that which ordinary men_are fit for, Lam qua- 
lified in, and the beft of me, is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou? 

Kent. Not fo young, Sir, to lovea woman for finging, 
nor fo old to doat on her for any thing. I have yearson 
my back forty eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou fhalt ferve me, if I like thee no 
worfe after Dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner, 
‘ho, Dinner, where’s my. Knave? my Fool? go you and call 
my Fool hither. You, you, Sirrah, where’s my Daughter ? 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. So pleafe you——~ 

Lear. What fays the fellow there? Call the Clotpole 
back: where’s my Fool? Ho, I think the World’s afleep, 
how now? where’s that.Mungrel ? 

Knight. He fays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the flave back to me when | 
call’d him? 

Knight. Sir, he anfwered in the roundeft manner, he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not ? i 

Knight. My Lord, I know not. what the matteris, but 
to my judgment, your Highnefs is not entertain’d with 
that Ceremonious Affection as you were wont, there’s a 
great abatement of kindnefs‘appears as well in the gene- 
ral dependents, as in the Duke himfelf alfo, and your 
Daughter. 

Lear. Ha! fay’ft thou fo? : 

Knight. 1 befeech you, pardon me, my Lord, if I be 
miftaken, for my duty cannot be filent, when I think your 
Highnefs is wrong’d. : 

Lear. Thou but remembreft me of my own Concepti- 
on, I have perceiv’d a moft faint neglect of late, which 
[ have rather blamed as my own jealous curiofity, thanas 
avery pretence and purpofe of unkindnefs; 1 will look 
further into’t: but where?s my Fool? I have not feen him 
this two days. : ‘aa 

Knight. Since my young Ladies going into France, Sir, 
the Fool hath much pined away. 

Lear, No more of that, I have noted it well; go you 


- LExits 


g4 


and tell my Daughter, I would fpeak with her.: Go, you 
call hither my Fool ;.O you Sir, come you hither, Sir, 
who am I Sir ? f 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. My Ladies Father. 
Lear, My Ladies Father ? my Lords Knave, you whor- 
fon Dog, youSlave, you Cur. 
Stew. 1am none of thefe, my Lord, 
I befeech your pardon, . ; 
Lear, Do you bandy looks with me, you Rafcal? 
Stew. V’ll not be ftrucken, my Lord. 
Kent. Nor tript neither, -you bafe Foot-ball Player. 
Lear. I thank thee, fellow, 
Thou ferv’ft me, and VI] Jove thee. : 
Kent. Come, Sir,arife, away, I’ll teach you differences : 
away, away, if you will meafure your. lubbers, length a- 
gain, tarry, but away, go to, have you wifdom, {o. 
Lear, Now my friendly Kaave [thank thee, there’s 
earneft of thy fervice, 


; Enter Fool, 

Fool. Let me hire him too, here’s my Coxcomb. 

Lear, How now my pretty Knave\?, how doft thou? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were beft take my Coxcomb, 

Kent. Why, my Boy ? 

Fool, Why? for taking one’s patt that is out of favour; 
nay, and thou. can’ft not {mile as the wind fits, thoul’t 
catch’ cold fhortly ,°,there take my|Coxcomb 5 why this 
fellow has banifh’d two on’s Daughters, and did the third 
a blefling againft his will ; if thou follow him, thou mult 
needs wear my Coxcomb, \How now Nunkle? would I 
had two Coxcombs, and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why, my Boy? 

Fool, If I give them all my living, ld keep my Cox- 
comb my felf, there’s mine, beg another of thy Daugh- 
ters. 

Lear, Take-heed,. Sirrah, the whip. ) 

Fool. Truth’s a Dog muftjto kennel , he muft be 
whip’d out, when the Lady Brach tmay.ftand: by th’fire 
and ftink. 

Lear, A peftilent gailjto me, 

Fool. Sitrah, Vl teach thee a fpeech. 

Lear. Do. 

Fool, Mark it Nunkle 5 
Have more than thou fhowelt, 

Speak lefs than thou, knowelt, 
Lend lefs than thou.owelt, 

Ride more than thou goelt, 

Learn more than thou troweft, 
Set lefs than thou throweft : 
Leave thy Drink and thy Whore, 
And keep in Door, 

And thou fhalt have more, 

Than two tens toa f{core, 

Kent. This is nothing, Fool. 

Fool. Thenit is like the breath of an. unfee’d Lawyer, 
you give me nothing for’t, can-you make no ule of no- 
thing, Nunkle? 

Lear, Why no, Boy, 

Nothing can be made out of gothing. l. 

Fool. Prithee tell-him, fo much the rent of his Land 
comes to, he will not believe.a Fool, 

Lear. A bitter Fool. 

Fool, Do’ft thou know the difference, my Boy.4 be- 
tween a bitter Fool, and a fweet one ? 

Lear. NoLad; teach me, 

Fool. Nunkle, give me an egg, and V’ll give thee two 
Crowns. 

Lear. What two Crowns fhalbthey be? _ 

Fool. Why ?. after I have cut the egg i’th’ middle, and 
eat up the meat, theitwo Crowns of the egg : when thon 

cloveft | ° 
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cloveft thy Crown i’th’middle, and gav’ft away both parts, 
thou bor’{t thine ‘Afs on thy back o’re the dirt,thou had’ft 
little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gav'ft thy golden 
one away :if I fpeak like my felf in this, let him be whipt 
that firft finds it fo. 


Fools had ne’re lefs grace in ayear, 
For wifemen are grown foppifh, _ 
And know not how their wits to wear, 
Their manners are fo apiflr. 


Lear. When were you wont to be fo full of Songs, 
Sirrah ? 

Fool. 1 have ufed it Nuncle, e’re fince thou mad’ft thy 
Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gav’ft them the 
rod, and put’{t down thine own breechs, then they 


For fudden joy did weep, 
And I for forrow fung, 
That fuch a King fhould play bo peep, 
And go the Fools among. 


Prythee Nuncle keep a School-Mafter that can teach thy 
Fool to lye, 1 would fain learn to lye, 

Lear. And you lye, Sitrab, we’ ll have you whipt. 

Fool. | marvel what kin thou and thy Daughters are : 
thy?ll have me whipt forfpeaking true: thou’lt have me 
whipt for lying, and fometimes I am whipt, for holding 
my peace. I hadrather be any kind o’thing thana fool, 
and yet I would not be thee, Nuncle, thou haft pared thy 
wit o’both fides, and left nothing i’th’middle 5 here comes 
one o’the parings. 


“Enter Gonetil, 


Lear. How now, a what makes that Frontlet 
on? You are too much’of late i’th’ frown. 

Fool. Thou watt-a pretty fellow when thou had’ft no 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O without 
a figure, lam better than thou art now, Tama fool, thou 
art nothing. . Yes forfooth I'will hold my tongue, fo your 
face bids me, though youfay nothing. : 

‘| Mum, Mum, be that keeps nor cruft, nor crum, 
Weary of all, {hall want fome. That’s a fheal’d Pefcod. 

Gon. Not only, Sir, this, your all licenc’d Fool, 
But other of your infolent retinue 
Do hourly Carp and Quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank, (and not tobe endured) riots, Sir. 

I had thought by making this well know unto you, 
Tohave found a fafe redrefs, but now grow fearful 
By what your felf too late have fpoke and done, 
That you protect this courfe, and put it on 

By your allowance, which if you fhould, the fault 
Would not fcape cenfure, nor the redrefles fleep, 
Which in the tender of a wholefome weal, 

Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which elfe were fhame, that then neceflity 

Will call difcreet proceeding. 

Fool, For you know, Nuncle,the Hedge-fparrow fed the 
Cuckooe fo long, that it had it’s head bit off by it’s young, 
-| fo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear, Are you our Daughter ? 

~ Gon. Lwould you would makeufe of your good wifdom, 
(Whereof I know you are fraught) and put away 
Thefe difpofitions, which of late tranfport you 
From what you rightly are. 

Fool, -May notan Afs k 
Horfe ? 

Whoop Jug I love thee. 

Lear. Do’s any here know me? 
Thisis not Lear: 
Do’s Lear walk thus ? Speak thus ? Where are his eyes ? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings 
Are Lethargied. Ha ? Waking? ’Tis not fo ; 


now, when the Cart draws the 


Who is it that can tell me who] am? 
Fool. Lear’s fhadow. 
Lear. Your name, fair Gentlewoman ? 
Gon. This admiration, Sir, is much o’th*fayour 
Of other your new pranks, I'dobefeech you 
Tounderftand my purpofes aright : 
As you are Old, and Reverend, fhould be Wife, 
Here do you keep a hundred Knightsand Squires, 
Men fo diforder’d, fo debofh’d, and bold, ' 
That this our Court infected, with their manners 
Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicurifm and Luft 
Makes it more like a Tavern, or a Brothel, © 


Than a grac’d Palace. The fhame it felf doth {peak id | 
For inftant remedy. Be then defir’d, re mere ert 
By her that elfé will take the thing the begs, Ov aie | self 
A little todifquantity your Train, is She f tat 
And the remainders that fhall ftill depend, - i tare 
To be fuch men as may befort your Age, ») ia 
Which know themfelves, and you, . HI | Ab | 
Lear. Darknefs, and Devils, ook Ya ote 
Saddle my Horfes: call my Train together, > | Gam. 
Degenerate Baftard, Ile not troublethee,; |g !05! 
Yet have I at Daughter. UIOLAWY “dite il “i 
Gon. Youftrike my people, and your diforder'd rabble) | 
make Servants of their petesh De a ble Afot, 
2. 0k aneemaiimmm | dnd fo 
Enter Albany. he |B Should 
x ih al SB fmy | 
Lear. Woe, that too late repents: . aki’ So the 
Is it your will, fpeak, Sir? Prepare my Horfes, ae | | Ot 
Ingratitude! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, © | Aun 
More hideous when thou fhew’ft thee ina Child, ~ | Tsp 
Thanthe Sea-monfter. on At poi 
Alb, Pray, Sir, be patient. S tach b 
Lear. Detefted Kite, thou lyeft. tong fHe ma 
‘My Train are men of choice, and rareft parts, — cee) Ayan 
That all particulars of duty know, aii Ab 
And inthe moft exact regard, fupport | 
Their worfhips of theirname. O moft fiall faule, | Let m 
How ugly did’tthou in (urdeiia thew? = Nl 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature") What 
From the fixt place: drew from my hearcall love, | If fe 
And added tothe gall, O Lear, Lear, Lear! 7 Wher 
Beat at this gate that let thy Folly in, : ae 
And thy dear Judgement out. Go,go,my people . | 
Alb. My Lord, { am guiltlefs, as 1 am ignorant) Hl 
Of what hath moved you. Ne a Ho 
Lear, It may be fo, my Lord, . Wty | Wh 
Hear Nature, hear, dear Goddefs, hear : gia Ste 
Sulpend thy purpofe, ifthoudid’itintend |)” 
| To make this Creature fruitful : em (or 
Into her Womb convey fterility, “4 t th 


Dry up in her the Organs of increafe, 

And from her derogate body, never {pring 
A Babeto honour her. Iffhe muft teem, erie 
Create her Child of Spleen, thatit maylive = 
And be a thwart, difnatur’d tormenttoher. 
Let it ftamp wrinkles in her browof youth, 
With cadent Tears fret Chanels in her Cheeks, 
Turn all her Mothet’s pains, and benefits 
Tolaughter, and contempt: That fhe may feel, 


How fharper than a Serpent’s tooth itis, a ik 
To have a thanklefs Child, Away, away. i Ext ? 
Alb. Now gods that we adore. at 
Whereof comes this ? ; Pe | 
Gon, Never afflict your felf toknow ofit: | 
But let his difpofition have that fcope rs 

| As dotage gives it. it 

Enter Lear. | c 

Lear. What fifty of my followersat aclap? ty 

Within a fortnight ? ge . ss 


Alb. What's the matter, Sir? 
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The Traged 


Lear. {li tell thee: 
Life and Death, 1 am afham’d 


| That thou haft power to fhake my manhood thus, 


That thefe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them, 


| Blafts and Fogs upon thee ¢ 


Th’ untented woundings of a Father’s Curfe 
Pierce every fenfe about thee, Old fond Eyes, 


J | Beweep tlice once again, Vil pluck ye out, 
< | And caft yon with the Waters that you lofe 


Totemper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo, 
) [ have another Daughter, 
} Who Lam fure is kind and comfortable : 
| When fhe fhall hear this of thee, with her nails 
Shee’ll flea thy Wolvith vifage. Thou fhalt find, 
| That I’ll refume the fhape which thou doft think 
| have caft off for ever. 
Gon, Do you mark that? 
Alb, \ cannot be fo partial, Gonerill, 
To the great love I bear you, 
Gon, Pray you content. What, Ofwald, ho? 
You, Sir, more Knave than Fool, after your Matter. 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, Nuncle Lear, 
Tarry, take the Fool with thee: 
A Fox, when one has caught her, 
And fuch a Daughter, 
Should fure to the flaughter, 
If my Cap would buy a Halter, 
So the Fool follows after. 
Gon. This man hath had good counfel, 
A hundred Knights ? 
Tis politick, and fafe to let him keep 
At pointa hundred Knights: yes, that on every Dream, 
Fach buzs each fancy, each complaint, diflike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 
And hold our lives in mercy. Ofwald, \ fay. 
‘Alb. Well, you may fear too far ; 
Gon. Safer than truft too far; 
Let me ftill take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear ftill to be taken. I know his heart, 
What he hath utter’d, Ihave writ my Sifter : 
If fhe’ll fuftain him, and his hundred Knights 
When I have fhew’d th’ unfitnefs.— 


L Exit. 


Enter Steward. 


How now, Ofwald? 

What have you writ that Letter to my Sifter ? 
Stew. 1, Madam. 
Gon. Take you fome Company, and away to Horfe, 

Inform her full of my particular fear, 

And thereto add fuch reafons of your own, 

As may compact it more. Get you gone, 

And haften your return; no, 10, my Lord, 

This milky gentlenefs, and courfe of yours 

Though I condemn not, yet under pardon 

You are much more at task for want of wifdom, 

| Than prais’d for harmful mildnefs. 
eAlb. How far your Eyes may pierce I cannot tell; 

Striving tobetter, oft we mar what’s well. 
Gon. Nay then —— 

Alb. Well, well, the ’vent. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, and Fool. 


LExeunt. 


Lear. Go you before to Glofter_ with thefe Letters 5 ac- 
quaint my Daughter no farther with any thing you know, 
| than comes from her demand: out ot the Letter, if your 
diligence be not fpeedy, I fhall be there afore you. 

Kent, 
your Letter. 


of King Lear. 


Fool, {fa man’s brains were in hi i 
danger of tite is heels, wert not in 

Lear, 1, Boy. 

Fool. Then I prythee be merry it tha! 
tip-thod. pry y, thy Wit fhall not go 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha, 

Fool, Shalt fee thy other Daughter will ofe thee kind] 
for though fhe’s as tiké this, as a Crab’s lik iss 
I can tell what I cau tell, : aT HERI Yet 

Lear, What canft te!!, Boy ? 

Fool, She will taite as like this, as a Crab do’s to a 


| Crab: canft thou teil why ones Nofe ftands i’ th’ middle 


on’s face ? 

Lear, No. 

Fool, Why to keep ones Eyes of either fide’s nofe, thar 
what a man cannot {mell out, he may fpy into. 

Lear. 1 did her wrong. 

Fool. Canft tell how an Oyfter makes his fhell ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool, Nor I neither; but I can tell ai 
“inne an tell why a Snail has a 

Lears Why ? 

Fool, Why to put’s head in, not to give it away to hi 
Daughters, and leave his Horns without a Cafe ane 
Lear. 1 will forget my Nature, fo kind a F ther ? 
my Horfes ready ? sire: 

Fool. Thy Afles are gone about em; the reafon why 
the feven Stars are no more than feven,is a pretty reafon. 
Lear, Becaufe they are not eight. 
Fool, Yes indeed, thou would’{t make a good Fool, 
Lear; To tak’t again perforce? Monfter ingratitude ! 
Fool. 1f you were my Fool, Nuncle, II'd have thee beat 
en for being old before thy time. 
Lear. How’s that ? 
Fool. Thou fhould’ft not have bin old, till thou had’ft 
bin wife. 
: Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, fweet Heaven: 
eep me in temper, I would not be mad. How no 
the Horfes ready? ee 
Gent, Ready, my Lord. 
Lear. Come, Boy. 
Fool, She that’s a Maid now,and laughs at my departure 
Shall not be a Maid long, unlefs things be cor theres 
LExeunt. 


am 


Scena Prima. 


Aftus Secundus. 


Enter Baftatd, and Curan, feverally. 


Baft. Cv Ave thee, Curan. 

Cur. And yon, Sir, I have bin 
With your Father, and given him notice 
That the Duke of Cornwal, and Regan his Dutchefs 
Will be here with him this night. 

Baft. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay I know not, you have heard of the hews a- 
broad, I mean the whifper’d ones, for they are yet but 
Ear-kifling Arguments. 

Baft. Not 1: pray you what are they? 

Cur, Have you heard of no likely Wars toward, 

’Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Baft. Nota word. 

Car. You may do then in time, 

Fare you well, Sir. [Exic. 

Bajt. The Duke be here tonight? the better beit, 
This weaves itfelf perforce into my bufinefs, 

My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazy queftion 


I will not fleep, my Lord, till I have ek Which I muft act, briefnefs, and fortune work. 
ait. | 


Enter 


rhe 


POA LA sk Ea Sud ad eee ADE recemromismpe cee nearer naa 


Enter Edgar. 


Brother,a word, defcend, brother I fay, 
My Fatiier watches; O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is given where you are hids 
You have now the good advantage of the night, 
Have you not fpoken ’gainft the Duke of Cornwall? 
He’s coming hither, now ’’th’ night, ith’halte, 
And Regan with him, have you nothing faid 
Upon his party ’gainft the Duke of Albany ? 
Advife your felf, 

Edg, 1am fure on’t, not a word. 

Bajt. L hear my Father coming, pardon me : 
In cunning, I mutt draw my Swo:d upon you: 
Draw, feem to defend your felf, 
Now quit you well. 
| Yield, come before my father, light hoa, here, 
Fly, Brother, Torches, fo farewel, { Exit Edgar. 
Some bloud drawn on me would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeavour. 1 have feen drunkards 
Do more than this in fport ; Father, father, 
| Stop, ftop, no help? 


Enter Glotter, and Servants with Torches. 


Glo. Now, Edmund, where’s the villain ? 

Ba(t. Here ftood he inthe dark, his fharp Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked Charms, conjuring the Mooa 
To ftand his aufpicious Miftrefs. 

Glo, But where is he? 

Baft. Look, Sir, I bleed. 

Glo Where is the villain, Edmund ? 

Bajff. Fled this way,Sir, when by no means he could—— 

Gio. Purfue him,ho: goafter. By no means, what? 

Bujf, Perfwade me to murther of your Lordthip, 
But that I cold him the revenging gods, 
*Gainft Parricidesdid all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, ‘and ftrong a Bond 
The Child was bound to th’ Father. Sir,in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppofite I ftood 
To his unnatural purpofe, in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch’d mine Arm: 
And when he faw my beft alarm’d Spirits 
Bold in the quarrels right, rouz’d to th’encounter, 
Or whether gafted by the noifel made, ~ 
Full fuddenly he fled. 

Glo. Let him flyefar : 
Not in this land fhall he remain uncavght 
And found; difpatch, the Noble Duke my Matter, 
My worth Arch and Patron comes to night, 
By his Authority I will proclaim it, 
That he which finds him fhall deferve our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous. Coward tothe ftake : 
He that conceals him, death. 

‘Bajt. When I diflwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to doit, with curft fpeech 
| threatned to difcover him ; he replied, 

Thou unpoflefling Baftard, doft thou think, 

If | would ftand againft thee, would the repofal 

Of any truft, virtue, or worth ia thee 

Make thy words faith’d? No, what fhould I deny, 
| (As this { would, though thou did’ft produce 

My very Character ) I'll turn it all 

To thy fuggeftion, plot,and damned practice : 

And thou muft make a dullard of the world, 

If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential Spirits 
To make thee feek it. 

Glo. O ftrange and faftned Villain! 
Would he deny his Letter, faid he? 
Heark, the Duke’s trumpets, I know not where he comes, 

All Ports Ple bar, the villain fhall not fcape, 


L Tacket within 
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The Duke muft grant me that: befides, his pidur 

| will fend far and near, that allthe Kingdom 
My have due note of him, and of my land, 
( Loyal and natural Boy) ’le work the means 
To make thee capable. . oF 


#7 


Corn, How now, my noble friend, fince I came hi 
(Which I can call but now) I have heard {trangenek, é 
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too fhort 
Which can purfue th’offender: how does my L a | 


Glo. O Madam, my old heart is crack’d, it’s crack’, 
Reg. What, did my Father’s Godfon feek your Ii 
He whom my father nam’d, your Edgar : a 
Gio, O Lady, Lady, fhame would have it hid, eb 
Reg, Was he not compainon with the riotous 
That tended upon my father ? . 
Glo. 1 know not, Madam, ’tis too bad, too bad, 
Balt. Yes, Madam, he was of that confort, eS 
Reg. No marvel then, though he were illeaffedied, 


> ) 

Tis they kave put him on the old man’s death, | mn 

(Vo have th’expence and walt of Revenues; aca 
| have this prefent evening from my Sifter 


Been well inform’d of them, and with fach Cautions, 
That if they come to fojourn at my Houfe, Ri: 
le not be there. 
Cor. Nor I, affure thee, Regan; bs 
Edmund, (hear that you have fhewn your Father ~~ 
A Child-like Office. Ro 
Baft. tis my duty, Sir. , Abie 
Glo. He did bewray his practice, and receivd 
This hurt you fee, ftriving to apprehend him. ~~ 
(or. Is he purfued ? 
Glo. 1, my good Lord, 
Cor. If he be taken, he fhall never more 
Be fear?d of doing harm, make your own purpole, toe: 


ySygd 


How in my ftrength you pleafe ; as for you, &4 R 
Whofe virtue and obedience doth this inftant ” a 
So much commend it felf, you fhall be ours, Sum 
Natures of fuch deep truft, we fhall much need: © ae 
You we firft {eize on. et, " tovard 
Baft. 1 fhall ferve you, Sir, truly, how ever elfe : thee 
Glo. For him I thank your Grace. Uae is Corn 
Cor. You know not why we came to vilit you. | ie 
Reg. Thus out of feafon, thredding dark-ey’d night, Be tt hay 
Occafions Noble Glofter of fome prize. - Byars 
Wherein we mutt have ufe of your advice. tegia Cor 
Our Father he hath writ, fo hath our Sifter, | Step 
Of differences, which I beftthought it fit — i el thie 
To anfwer from our home; the feveral Melfengers ws Kea 


From hence attend difpatch, our good old friend 
Lay comforts to your bofome, and beftow 
Your needful counfel to our bufineffes, 
Which craves the inftant ufe. a 
Glo. I ferve you, Madam, italia 
Your Graces are right welcom. A 
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Enter Kent, and Steward, feverally. ; ‘ We” he 

ee * 

Bue —_ dawning to thee, friend, art of this houle: lin 
ent. I. SARA Dao ‘ oe 

Stew, Where may we fet our horfes ? a a 

Kent. 1 themire. 52) tro SCT atc (Mr 

Stew. Prythee if thou lov’ft me, tell me. A ‘bh 

Kent. 1 love thee not. EE Ries! aye nn 

Stew. Why then I care not for thee. it Goof 


_ Kent. Wf I had thee in Lipsbury 
thee care for me, xP a 
Stew, Why doft thou ufe me thus ?, I know thee nd. | 


Kent. Fellow, I know thee. © 
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Stew. What doft thou know me for? 

Kent. A Knave,a Rafcal, and eater of broken meats, a 
bafe,proud, fhallow, beggarly, three-fuited,hundred pound, 
filthy woofted-ftocking Knave, a Lilly.livered, Action: 
taking , whorfon glats gazing , fuper-ferviceable finical 
Rogue, one-Trunk-inheriting flave, one that would?ft be‘a 
Bawd in way of good fervice, and art nothing but tlie 
compofition of a Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pander, and 
the Son and Heir of a Mungril Bitch, one whom J will beat 
into clamorous' whining, if thou deny’ft the leaft fyllable 
of thy addition. 

Stew.. Why, what a monftrous fellow art thou , thus 
“4 oy onone, that is neither known of thee, nor knows 
thee : 

Kent, What a brazen fac’d Varlet art thou’, to deny 
thou knoweft me ? Is it two days fince I tript up thy heels, 
and beat thee before the King? Draw you Rogue, for 
though itbe night , yet the Moon fhines, Vle.make a fop 
o’th’Moonfhine of you, you whorfon Culleinly Barbar- 
monger, draw. 

Stew. Away, [have nothing to do with thee. 

Keat. Draw, you Rafcal, you come with letters againft 
the King, andtake Vanity the puppet’s part, again{t the 


| Royalty of her father: draw,you rogue,or I’le fo carbonado 
| your fhanks, draw you Rafcal, come your ways. 


Stew. Help, ho, murther, help. 

Kent. Strike you flave: ttand, Rogue, ftand you neat 
flave, ftrike. 

Stew. Help ho, murrher, murther. 


Enter Baftard, Cornwal, Regan, Glofter, Servant. 


Baft. How now, what’s the matter ? Part: 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you pleafe, come, 
[le flefh ye, come on young Mafter. 

Glo, Weapons? Arms? what’s the matter here’? 

Cor. Keep peace upon your lives, he'dyes that {trikes a- 
gain, what is the matter ? Ca! 

Reg. The Meflengers from our Sifter, and the King ? 

Cor, What is your difference, {peak ? 

Stew. lam fcarce in breath, my Lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have fo beftir’d your Valour, you 
cowardly Rafcal, nature difclaims in thee: a Taylor made 
thee. 

Corn. Thou arta f{trange fellow, a Taylor makea man? 

Kent. A Taylor, Sir 5a Stone-cutter, or a Painter, could 


not have made him foill, though they had been but two | 


years o’ch’trade. 

Cor. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. The ancient Ruffian, Sir, whofe life | have fpar’d 
at fute of his gray beard. 

Kent, Thou whorefon Zed, thouunneceflary tetter, my 
Lord, if you will give me leave, { will tread. this wnboulted 
villain into mortar,and daub the wall of a Jakes with him, 
Spare my gray-beard, you wag-tail ? 

Cor. Peace, Sirrah, 

You beaftly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger hatha priviledge. 

Cor, Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That fuch a flave as this fhould wear a Sword, 
Who wears no honefty: fuch fmiling rogues as thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the -holy cords a-twain, 
Which art vintrince, t’unloofe: fmooth every paflion 
That in the natures of their Lords rebel, 

Being oil to fire,fnow to the colder moods, 
Renege, affirm, and turn their Halcyon beaks, 
Wich every gale, and vary of their Matters, 
Knowing nought (like dogs) but following : 
A plague upon your Epileptick vifage, 
Smile you my fpeeches, as I were a fool? 
Goofe, if I had you upon Sarum plain — 
le drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 
Corn. What art thou mad, old fellow ? 
Gloft. How fell you out, fay that ? 
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__Xents No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Chan I, and fuch a Knave. ‘ 
Cora, Why doft thou call him Knave ? 
What is his fault 2: 
Kent. His countenance likes me not. 
Cor, No more perchance do’s mine,nor his,nor hers. 
Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain, 

I have feen better faces in my time, 

Than ftandson any fhoulder that I fee 

Before me, at this inftant, 

Corn. This is fome fellow, i 

Who having been prais’d for bluntnefs, doth affect 

A fawcy roughnefs,and: conftrains the garb 

Quite from his Natures: “He:cannot flatter, he, 

An honeft mind and@plain, he muft fpeak truth, 

And they will take itfo, if not, he’s plain. 

Thefe kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainnefs. 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 

Then twenty filly-ducking ‘obfervants, 

That ftretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith; in fincere verity, 

Under th’aliowance of your great afpett, 

Whofe influence like the wreath of radiant fire 

On flicking Phabus>front. 

Corn, What mean’ft by this ? 

Kent. Yo goout of my dialect: which youdifcommend 
fomuch; I know,:Sir, 1 am no flatterer, he that beguil’d 
you ina plain accent; was a plain Knave, which for my 
part I will not‘be, though | fhould win your difpleafure to 
intreat me to’r, 

Corn, What was th’offence you-gave him ? 

Stew. I never gave him any : 

[t pleas’d the King his Mafter very late 

To ftrike atme upon his mifconftruction, 

When he compact, and flattering his difpleafure 

Tripéme behind : being down, infulted, rail’d, 

And put.upon him fucla deal of Man, 

That worthied him, got praifes of the King, 

For him attempting; who was felf-fubdued, 

And in the flefhment of this dead exploit, | 

Drew on me heteagain. 

Kent, None of thefe Rogues, and Cowards, | 

But Ajax is their fool. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ? 
Ycu ftubborn ancient Knave, you reverent Braggart, 
We’ll teach you. 

Kent. Sir, 1 am too old to learn: 

Call not your Stocks for me, Lferve the King ; 

On whofe imployment I was fent to you, 

You fhall dofmall refpeéts, fhew too bold malice : 

Againft the Grace, and Perfon of my Matter, 

Stocking his Meflenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks; 

As I have life and honour, there {hall he fit ’till Noon: 

Reg. Tillnoon? till night my Lord, and all night too. . 
Ket. Why Madam, if | were your Father’s dog, 

You fhould not ufe me fo. 
Reg. Sir, being hisKnave, Twill. . [ Stocks brought ont. 
Corn, This isa fellow of the felf-fame colour, 

Our Sifter fpeaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks. 

' Glo. Let me befeech your Grace, not to do fo, 

The King his Mafter needs muft take it ill 

That he’s fo flightly valued in his Meflenger, 

Should have him this reftrained. 

Corn. Vle anfwer that. 
Reg. My Sifter may receive it much.more worfe; 


| To have her Gentleman abus’d, aflaulted. 


Corn, Come, my Lord, away. [Exit. 

Glo. Lam forry for thee, friend,’tis the Dukes pleafitre, 
Whofe difpofition all the world well knows 
Will not be rubb’d nor ftopt, Ple mtreat for thee: 

Ken, Pray do not, fir, L have watch’d and travel’d hard, 
Some time I fhall fleep out, the reft I’le whiftle: 
A good man’s fortune may grow outat heels: 

Give 


a 
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g6 Lear. 
I did commend your Highnefs Letters to then i ter 
i 5 ; j} did co or H 
i The ake ie bata in this, | E’ce | was rifen from the place, that fhewed vat 
Twill be ill taken. (Exit. My duty kneeling, came there a reeking Poft, i? 
Kent. Good King, that muft approve the common faw, Stew’d in his haft, half breathlefs, panting forth Hy, bu 
Thou out of Heaven’s benediction com’ft: From Gonerill his Mittrefs, falutation 5 ne fit 
Tothe warm Sun. Deliver’d Letters fpight of intermiflion, Soto: gal weet 
Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe , Which prefently they ¥ ead, onthofe contents. | whet 
That by thy comfortable Beams I may’ | \- They fummon’d up their meiny, ftraighttook hore, | jit 
Pernfe this Letter. Nothing alinoft fees miracles Commanded me to follow and attend Hine ae ne nd a 
But mifery. 1 know’tis ftom Cordelia, The leifure of their anfwer, gave mecold looks; | Wi iptak 
“Who hath moft fortunately beentinform’d And meeting here the other Meflenger, (0 9) 108 pueth 
Of my obfcured courfe: And fhalb-find time ; Whofe welcome I perceiv'd had poyfon’dmine, © | 9 oon 
From this enormous State, feeking te give Being the very fellow which of late : . Thatt 
Loffes their remedies;) All:weacyland o’re-watch'd, Difplay’d fo faweily againft your Highnefs , i pra 
Take vantage heavy eyes; not to behold: | Having more man than wit aboutme, drew, G0, t 
This fhameful lodging. Fortune, good night, He rais’d the houfe, with loud and coward cries, Now p 
Smile once more, turn thy.wheel.! | covsnl & Your Son and Daughter found this trefpafs worth Oratt 
z : ep The fhame which here it fufferss 8 Gray By 
Enter Edgatou'~) Fool, Winter?s not gone yet, if the wild Geefe fly thar} oh 
eat Fathers that wear Rags do make their Childrenblind, | leo 
Edg. I have heard my felf proclaim’d; But Fathers that bear Bags, fhall fee their Children kind, | Fd 
Aud by the happy hollow of a Tree;) : Fortune; that arrant whore, ne’er turns the key toth’poor | 9 ge 
Efcap’d the hunt. No Portis free, nosplace But for all this thou fhalt have as many doloursforthy dear} ti" 
That guard, and moft unufual vigilance Daughters, as thou canft tell ina year. ro ie 
Do’s not attend my taking: Whiles I may:fcape Lear. Oh how this Mother {wells up toward myheart!| 9 yore 
I will preferve my felf: :and am bethought Hyfterica paffio, down thou climing forrow, ae | 
To take the bafeft and moft pooreft:fhape Thy Element’s below, where is this Daughter? | 
That ever penury in.contempt of many). Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within. 9) |} 
Brought near to Beaft: My face I'll grime'with filth, » Lear. Fotlow me not, ftay here. qioth .fibea 1 ki 
Blanket my Joins, putall my hair in knots, Gen. Made you more offence, ; Ch 
And with prefented nakednels out-face ) But what you {peak of. he 
The winds, and perfecutions of ithe Sky: Kent. None; __ - : ‘i 
The Country givesune proof andi prefident i | How chance the King comes with fo {mall anumber? ra 
Of Bedlam beggars, who with roaring woices Fool.And thou hadft been. fet Ph’, Stocks for that) 9, 
Strike in their numm/’diand mortifi'd-Arms, . >. queftion, thoud’ft well deferv’d it.. 2 57 Sepuh 
Pins, Wooden pricks;! Nails, Sprigs of: Rofemary:s; Kent,; Why, Fool? Waa | com 
And with this horribleiobje&, fromiow Farms, Fool} We'll fet thee to {chool to an Art; to teach thee) Thy’ 
Poor pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coats, and Mills, there’s no labouring i’th’ winter. All that follow theit | Shar 
Sometimes with Lunatick Bans, fometimmes with Prayers, nofes,are Jed by their eyes, but blind men ; and there’snot} |... 
Inforce their charity ; poor Turlygod, poor Tom. a nofe among twenty, butcanfimell him thav’sttioking:| | yy, 
Thavsfomething yet: €dgar 1 nothing,am. » LExit.| let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs downa hill, let} R 
ona 3 it break'thy neck with following.’ But the great onetiat) 9 |v, 
Enter Lear, Fool, avd Gentleman. . ‘. goesupward , let him draw thee after : When a wifeman| Than 
i gives thee better counfel, give me mineagain, Iwould} Vy, 
Lear. 2Tis ftrange that they fhould fodepart from home, | have none but Knaves follow it, fince a fool givesit. R 
| And not fend back my Meffenger. That, Sir, which ferves and feeks for gain, Wes 
Gent. As learn’d, i And follows but for form ; Be 
The night before, there was no: purpofein them Will pack when it begins torain, Te Ts 
Of this remove. , goth And leave thee in a ftorm, 2 tN AG 
Kent, Hail to thee, Noblé Matter. And I willtarry, the fool will ftay, I 
Lear. Ha, mak’ft thou this fhamethy-paftime ? And let the wife man fly; j 
Kent. No, my Lord. The Knave turns fool that:runs away, Nat 
Fool. Ha, ha, he wears Grewel Garters Horfes.are ty’d) The fool no Knave perdy. of 


by the heads, Dogs and Bears by th’neck, Monkies by. 
th’ loins, ‘and men by th’legs; when «aman is overlufty 
at legs, then he wears wooden nether ftocks. 
Lear. What’s he, 
That hath fo much thy place miftook 
To fet thee here? 
Kent. It is both he and fhe, 
Your Son and Daughter. 
Lear, No 


Enter Lear, and Glofter. 


ies 


Kent, Where learn’d you this, fool? 

Fool, Not ith’ Stocks, fool. 

Lear. Deny to fpeak with me ? 
They are fick, they are weary, 1] {ABA 
They have travell’d all the night ? meer fetches, | 
| The Images of revolt and flying off. é 
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2 Kent. Yes. Fet mea better anfwer. versie re | 

: Lear. No, I fay. Glo, My dear Lord, ie ee | Re 

4 Kent. \fay, yea. °3 You know the fiery quality of the Duke, ==} 
Lear, By Jupiter, I {wear no. How unremoveable and fixt he is Be sad Sh 
Kent. By Funo, \ {wear I. In his own courfe, ae | 


Lear. They durft not do’t - Lear. Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confufions 
They could not, would not do’t: ’tis worfe than murther | Fiery ? What quality ?, Why, Glofter, Glofter, 
To do upon refpect fach violent outrage : 
Refolve me with all modeft haft, which way 
Thou might deferve, or they impofe this ufage, 
Coming from us. 

Kent. My Lord, whenat their home 


Glo, 1, my good Lord. he 
Lear, The King would fpeak with Cornmally: . 
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The dear Father 
Would with his Daughter fpeak,commands, tends, fervice, 
Are they inform’d of this? My breath and blood : 
Fiery? The fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that—— 
No, but not yet, may be he is not well, 
Infirmity doth {ti!! negleét all office, 
Whereto our health is bound, we are not our felves, 
When Nature being oppreft, commands the mind 
To fuffer with the body; Vil forbear, 
And am fall’n out with my more headier will, 
To take the indifpos’d and fickly fit, 
For the found man. Death on my ftate: wherefore 
Should he fit here ? This act perfwadesme, 
That this remotion of the Duke and her 
Is practice only, give me my fervant forth ; 
Go, tell the Duke and’s Wife, I’ld fpeak with them : 
Now prefently : Bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their Chamber door I’! beat the Drum, 
Till it cry fleep to death. 
Glo, | would bave all well betwixt you. (Ext. 
Lear, Oh me, my heart! My rifing heart ’ But down, 
Fool, Cry to it, Nuncle, as the Cockney did to the 
Eels, when he putthem i’th’ Paftealive, fhe knapt’em 
o’th’ Coxcombs with aftick, and cryed down wantons, 
down; *cwas his Brother, that in pure kindnefs to his 
Horfe buttered his Hay. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Glofter, Servants. 


Lear. Good morrow to you both, 

Corn. Hail to your Grace. [Kent here fet at liberty. 

Reg. 1am glad to fee your Highnels. 

Lear, Regan, \ think youare, 1 know what reafon, 
[have to think fo, if thou fhould’ft not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy Mother’s Tomb, 
Sepulchring an Adulterefs. O, are you free ? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 
Thy Sifter’s naught : Oh Regan, fhe hath tyed 
Sharp-tooth’d unkindnefs, like a Vulture here, 
Ican fcarce {peak to thee, thou’lt not believe 
With how deprav’d a quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience, I have hope 
You lefs know how to value her defert, 
Than fhe to fcant her duty. 

Lear. Say? How is that ? 

Reg. I cannot think my Sifter in the leaft 
Would fail her Obligation. If, Sir, perchance > 


1 She have reftrain’d the Riots of your Followers, 


Tis on fuch ground, and to fuch wholefome end, 
As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curfes on her. 

Reg. OSir, you are old, 


| Nature in you ftands on the very Verge 
\Of her confine: You fhould be rul’d and led 


By fome diferetion, that difcerns your ftate 
Better than you your felf: Therefore I pray you, 
That to our Sifter you do make return, 
Say you have wrong’d her, 
Lear. Ask her forgivenefs ? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the houfe ? 
Dear Daughter, I confefs that Iam old ; 
Age is unneceflary: On my my knees | beg, , 
That you'll vouchfafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food. 
Rez. Good Sir, nomore: thefe are unfightly tricks : 
Return you to my Sifter. 
Lear. Never, Regan: : 
She hath abated ine of half my Train: 
Look’d black upon me, ftrook me with her Tongue 
Moft Serpent-like, upon the very heart. 


| All the ftor’d vengeances of heaven falk 


On her ingrateful top : Strike her young bones, 


| You taking Airs, with Lamenefs: 


Corn, Fie, Sir, fie. 


into her fcornfuleyes: Infect her Beauty, 


Lear. You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames} A plague-fore, or imbofled Carburicle 


You Fen-fiuck’d Fogs, drawn by the powerful Sun 
To fali, and blifter. 
Reg. O the bleft gods ! 
So will you wifhon me, when the rafh mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou fhalt never have my curfe ; 
Thy tender hefted nature fhall not give ’ 
Thee o’er toharfhnefs: Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn, 7Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleafures, tocut off my Train, 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes, 
And in conclution, to oppofe the bolt 
Again{ft my coming in. Thou better know’it 
The Offices of Nature, Bond of Child-hood, 
Effects of Courtefie, Dues of Gratitude : 
Thy half o’th’ Kingdom haft thou not forgot, 
Woerein I thee endow’d. 
Reg. Good Sir, to th’purpofe, 
Lear. Who put my man i’th’ Stocks ? 


[Tucker within. 


Enter Steward. - 


Corn. What Trumpet’s that ? 

Reg. 1 knaw’t, my Sifter’s: This approves her Letter, 
Tat fhe would {oon be here. Is your Lady come? 

Lear. This is a Slave, whofe eafie borrowed pridé 
Dwells in the fickly grace of her he follows. 
Out Varlet, from my fight, 

Corn. What means your Grace ? 


Enter Gonerill. 


Lear. Who ftockt my Servant ? Regaz, | have good hope 
Thou didft not know on’t. 
Who comes here? O-Heavens ¢ 
If you dolove old men ; if your {weet fway 
Allow Obedience ; if you your felves are old, 
Make it your caufe: Send down and take my part, 
Art not afham’d to look upon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will youtake het by the hand ? 
Gon. Why not by th’ hand, Sir? How have I offended ? 
All’s not offence-that indifcretion finds 
And dotage terms fo. 
Lear, O fides, you are too tough ! se 
Will you yet hold ? 
How came my man i’th’ Stocks? 
Corn: Ufethimthere, Sir: But his own Diforders 
Deferv’d much lefs advancement, 
Lear. You? Did you? 
Reg. I pray you, Father, being weak, feem fo. 
If, "till the expiration of your Month, 
You will return and fojourn with my Sifter, 
Difmifling half your train, come then to me, 
[am now from home, and out of that provifion, 
Which fhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to het? and fifty mendismifs’d ? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chufe 
To wage againft the enmity o’th’sir, 
To be a Comerade with the Wolf and Owl, 
Neceflities fharp pinch, Return with her? 
Why? The hot bloodied France, that Dowerlels took 
Our youngeft born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penfion beg; 
To keep bafe life a-foot ; return with Iter ? 
Perfwade merather-to be flave and fiimpter 
To this detefted Groom. 
Gon, At your choice, Sir. : 
Lear. I prithee, Daughter, do not make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee, my Child - Farewell : 
We'll no more meet, no more fee one another, 
But yet thou art my flefh, rity blood; my daughter, 
Or rather a difeafe that’s in my flefh, 
Which I ihuft needs call mine. Thou arta Bile, 
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In my corrupted blood. But I’ll not chide thee. 
Let fhame come when it will, I do not call it, 
{ do not bid the Thunder-Bearer fhoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Fove, 
Mend when thou canft, be better at thy leifure, 
I can be patient, I can ftay with Regan, 
[and my hundred Knights. 
Reg. Not altogether fo, 
[ look’d not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome, give ear, Sir, to my Sifter, 
For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion, 
Muft be content to think you old, and fo, 
But fhe knows what fhe does, 
Lear. \s this well fpoken ? 
Ree. Idareavouchit, Sir, what fifty followers ? 
Is it hot well? What fhould you need of more? 
Yea, or fo many? Sith that both charge and danger, 
| Speak gainft fo great a nimber : Hew in one houfe 
Should many people, under two commands 
Hold amity? *Tis hard, almoft impoflible. 
Gon, Why migist fot you, my Lord, receive attendance 
From thofe that fhe calls fervants, or from mine ? 
Reg. Why not; my Lord? 
If then they chanc’d to flack ye, 
We could controll them; if you will come to me, 
(For now I {py a danger) lintreat you 
To bring five and twenty, to no more 
Will I give place or notice, . 
Lear. lgaveyouall, 
Reg. And in good time you gave it. 
Lear. Made you my Guardians my Depofitaries, 
But keep a refervation to be followed 
With fuch a number ? What muftT come to you 
With five and twenty ? Regan, faid you,fo ? 
Reg. And fpeak’t again, my Lord, no more with me, 
Lear. Thofe wicked Greatures yet.do look well favor’d 
When others are more wicked, not being the worft 
1 Stands in fome'rank of. praife; T'll go with thee, — 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty. . 
‘And thou art twice her Love, . ; 
Gon. Hear me, my Lord ; 
‘What need you five andtwenty? Ten ?, Or five ? 
‘Tofollow in a houf,, where Braise fo many. 
Have acommand totend you? 
Reg. What need one? , 


Lear. Oreafon not-the need: Our balelt Beggars 


1 , oii 


Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluous, 
Allow not Nature, more than nature needs 
Man’s life is cheap as Beafts. Thou arta Lady; 
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| That yet you donot know. Fieonthis ftorm, . 
| I will go feek the King. . 


King Le : 


But not one follower. 
Gon. So.am | purpos’d, 
Where is my Lord of Glofter ? 


Enter Glofter, 


(orn, Followed the old man forth, he is return’ 
Glo. The King is in high rage. s 
Corn, Whither is he going? 


Glo. He calls to horfe, but will know not whither nag 


Corn. ’Tis beft to give him way, he leads himfelf 
Gon. My Lord, intreat him by no means to flay, ‘Ta 


Glo, Alack the night comes on: and the high winds | 


Do forely ruffle, for many Milés about 
There’s {carce a Bufh. 

Reg. O Sir, to wilful men, 
The injuries that they themfelves procure, 


Mutt be their School-Mafters: Shut up your doors, if | 


He is attended with a defperate train, 
And what they may incenfe him to, being apt, 
To have his ear abus’d, wifdom bids fear. 


Corn. Shut up your doors, my Lord, ’tisa wild night, | 


My Regan Counfels well ; Come out o’th’ ftorm, _ 
[Exeunt, 


Aétus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


—— =, 


Storm ftill. Enter Kent, anda Gentleman, feveraly, | 4) 


Kent. W's; there befides foul weather? 
Gent. One minded like the weather,molt unguiet 
Kent. 1 know you: Where’s the King? el 
Gent. Contending with the fretful Elements. 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the Sea, 
Or {well the curled Waters ’bove the Main, 
That things might change, or ceafe, 
Kent, But whois with him ? 
Gent. None but the Fool, who labours to out-jelt 
His heart-ftrook injuries. 
Kent, Sir, Ido know you, 
And dare upon the warrant of my note 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is divifion 
(Although as yet the face of it is cover’d_ ti 
wee mutual cunning) ’twixt Albany and Cormwal: | 
Who have, as who have not, that their great Stars 
Thron’d and fet high; Servants who feemnolels, . 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations = 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin feen, 
Either in fnuffs and packings of the Dukes, PL, 
Or the hard Rein which both of themhaveborn, 
Againft the old kind King; or fomething deeper, 
Whereof (perchance) thefe are but furnifhings,. 
Gent. L will talk further with you. . 
Kent, No, donot: : 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-wall; open this purfe and take 
What it contains. If you fhall fee Cordelia, 


| (As fear not but you fhall). thew her this Ring, 


And fhe will tell you who that fellowis, . 


t 


Gent. Give me your hand, | 
Have you no more to fay ? “a ni i 
Kent, Few words, but-to effect more than all yet | 


| That when we have found the King, in which yout pa) 
He that firft lights onhim, = | 
te ae PR 


That way, I'll this.- 
Hollow the other., 
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Scena Secunda. 


Storm fill, Enter Lear, and Fool. 

Lear. Blow winds,and crack your cheeks; Rage,blow 
You Cataracts, and Hurricano’s fpout, 

*Till you have drench’d our Steeples, drownthe Cocks. 
You Sulph’rous and thought-excuting fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oak-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 

Sindge my white head. And thou all-fhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity o’th?world, 

Crack nature’s moulds, all germanes fpill at once 

That makes ingrateful Man. 

Fool. O Nuncle, Court holy-water in a dry Houfe, is 
better than the Rain-water:out o’door, Good Nunkle,in,ask 
thy Daughters blefling, here’s a night pities neither wile- 
men, nor Fools, 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full: {pit Fire, fpout Rain; 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters, 

[ tax not you, you Elements with unkindnefs, 

I never gave you Kingdom, call’d you Children : 
You owe me no fub{cription. Then let fall 
Your horrible pleafure, Herel ftand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis’d old man : 

But yet I call you fervile Minifters, 

That will with two pernicious Daughters join 
Your high-engender’d Battles, ’gainft a head 

So old and white asthis. O, ho! ’tis foul. 

Feo!. He that has a Houfe to put’s head in, has a good 
Head. piece : 

The Codpiece that will houfe, before the head has any : 
The head, and he fhall Lowfe: fo beggars marry many. 


-| That man that makes his toe, what he his heart fhould 


make, 
Shall of a Corn cry woe, and turn his fleep to wake. 

For there was never yet fair woman, but fhe made 
mouths in a glafs. Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, I will be the patience of all patience, 

I will fay nothing. 

Kent. Who’s there ? 

Fool. Marry here’s Grace , and a Codpiece,, that’s a 
Wife-man, and a Fool. 

Kent. Alas Sir, are you here? things that love night, 
Love not fuch nights as thefe: the wrathfnl Skies 7. 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 

And makes them keep their Caves: Since I was man, 
Such fheets of fire, fuch burfts of borrid thunder, 

Such groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man’s nature cannot carry 
Th’affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods 
That keep this dreadful pudder o’re our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 
That haft within thee undivulged Crimes 
Unwhipt of Juftice. Hide thee, thou bloudy hand 5 
Thou Perjur’d, and thou Simular of Virtue 
That art inceftuous. Caitiff, to pieces fhake 
That under covert and convenient feeming 
Has practis’d on man’s life. Clofe pent upguilts, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
Thefe dreadful Summoners grace. lama man, 
More finn’d againft, than finning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel, 
Some friendfhip will it lend you ’gainft the tempeft : 
Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe — 
( More harder than the Stones whereof ’tis rais’d, 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny’d me to come in) return, and force 
Their {canted courtefie. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. 

Come on my boy. How doftmy boy? Art cold? 


a“ 


I am cold my felf. Whereis this ftraw, my fellow ? 
The art of onr Neceflities is ftrange, 
And can make vild things precious. Come, your hovel ; 
Poor Fool, and Knave, I have one part in my heart 
That’s forry yet for thee. 
Fool. He that has and a little-tyne wit, 
With height: ho, the Wind and the Rain, 
Muft make content with his fortunes fit, 
Though the Rain it raineth every day. 
Lear, True boy : come bring us to this Hovel. 
Fool. This isa brave night to cool a Curtizan: 
Ple fpeak a prophecy e’re | go: 
When Prieits are more in words, than matter : 
When Brewers marre their Malt with water ; 
When Nobles are their taylor’s tutors, 
No Hereticks burn’d but wenches Suitors, 
When every Cait in Law is right : 
No Squire in debt, nor‘ho poor Knight : 
When Slanders do not live in tongues ; 
Nor Cut-purfes come not to throngs ; 
When Ufurers tell their Gold ith’ field, 
And Bawds and Whores, do Churches build. 
Then fhallthe Realm of Albion come to great confufion, 
Then comes the time, who lives to fee’t, 
That going fhall be us’d with feet. 
This prophecy Merka hall make, 
For I do live before-his time: 


Lexi. 


[Exits 


| 


Scena. Tertia. 
Enter Glofter and Edmund. 


Glo, Alack, alack,Edmund, like not this unnatural.dea- 
ling; when I defired their leavethat I might pitty him, 
they took from me theufe of mine own houle, charg’d me 
on pain of perpetual difpleafiire, neither to {peak of him, 
entreat for him, or any way fuftain him, 

Baff. Mott favage and unnatural. 

Glo. Gotoo; fay younothing. There is divifion be- 


‘| tween the Dukes, and a-worfe matter than that: 1 have 


received a Letter this night, ’tis dangerous to be {poken | 
have lock’d the Letter in my Cloflet,thefe injuries the King 
now bears, will be revenged home; there is part ofa 
Power already footed, we muft incline to the King, I will 
look him, and privily relieve him, go you and maintain 
talk with the Duke, that my charity be not of him percei- 
ved; if heask for me, Iam ill, and gone to bed, if i die 
for it, (as no lefs is threatned me) the King my old Matter 
muft herelieved. There is ftrange things toward,€dmund, 
pray you be careful. eSR Exit. 
Baft. This Courtefie forbid thee, fhall the Duke 
Inftantly know, and of that Letter too; 
This feems a fair deferving, and muft draw me 
That which my Father lofes: no lefs than all; 


The younger rifes, when the old doth fall. LExr. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 


Kent. Here is the place,my Lord, good my Lord, enter, 
The tyranny of the open night’s too rough 
For Nature to endure. 

Lear. Let me alone, 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt breakmy heart? 

Kent. (had rather break mine own, 
Good my Lordenter. 

Lear. Thou think’it ’tis much that this contentious 


[Storm frill, 


Invades us to the skinfo: ’tis to thee, € orm 

But where the greater malady is fixt, 

The leffer is {Carce felt. Thou’dft fhun a Bear; 
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But if chy flight light toward the roaring Sea, 
Thow?{t meet the Bear ith’mouth,when the mind’s free, 
The bodies delicate, the cempeft in my mind, 
Doth from my fenfes take all feeling elfe, 
Save what beatsthere. Filial ingratitude, 
is it not as this mouth fhould tear his hand 
For lifting food to’: But I will punifh home; 
No, I will weep no more. In fuch a night, 
To fhut me out 2? Pour on, I will endure: 
in fuch anight as this? O Regan,Gonersll, 
Your old kind Father, whofe trank heart gave all, 
O that way madnefs lies, let me fhunthat : 
No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 

Lear. Prithee go in thy felf, feek thine own €afe, 
This tempeft will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but Vle goin, 
In boy, go firft. You houfelefs poverty, 
Nay, get theein; Vle pray, and then [le fleep. 
Poor naked wretches, where fo ere youare 
That bide the pelting of this pittilefs ftorm, 
How fhall your houfelefs heads, and unfed fides, 
Your lop’d, and window’d raggednefs defend you 
From feafons fuch as thefe ? O I have tane 
Too little care of this: take Phyfick, Pomp, 
Expofe thy felf to feel, what wretches feel, 
That thou may’ft fhake the fuperflux to them, 
Aud {thew the heavens more jutft. 


Enter Edgar, and Fool. 


Edg. Fathom and half, Fathom and half? poor Tom. 

Feo, Come not in here Nuncle, heres a Spirit, help m 
help me, 

Kent. Give me thy hand, who’s there ? 

Fool. .A Spirit, a Spirit, he fays hisname’s poor Tom. 

Ken What art thou that do’ft grumble there i’th’ftraw 
Come forth. 

Edg. Away, 
fharp Hawthorn blow the winds. 
warm thee. 

Lear. Didi thou give all to thy Daugthers? 
thou come to this? 

dz. Who gives any thing 
foul Fiend hath led through Fire , 


Anda 


arch’d Bridges, to courfe his own fhadow for a traito 


Blifs thy five VVits, Tom’sa cold. O do, de, do, de, do, 


de, blifs thee from Whirle-winds , Star-blafting, an 
taking, do poor Jom fome charity, 
yexes. There could l have himnow, 
again, and there. 
L Storm fiill. 
Lear. Have his Daughters brought him to this afle ? 
Could’ft thou fave nothing ? would’ft thou give’em all ? 


Fool, Nay, he referv’d a Blanket, elfe we had been all 


fham’d, 

Lear. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o’re mens faults, light on thy daughters. 

Kent, He hath no Daughters, Sir, 

Lear. Death, traitor, nothing could have fubdu’d natu 
To fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters. 
Is it the fafhion, that difcarded Fathers, 
Should have thus little mercy on their flefh = 
Judicious punifh ment, ’cwas this flefh begot 
'Thofe Pelican Daughters. 
Edg. Pillicock {at on Pillicock hill, alow : 
Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools , 
/Madmen 


keep thy word, juftice, fwear not, commit not, wi 
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mans {worn Spoufe; fet on thy Sweet-heart on Proud 


LExit. 


the foul Fiend follows me, through the 
Humh, go to thy bed and 


to poor Tom? whom the | 
and through Flame, | 
through Sword , and whirlepool, ore Bog, and Quag- 
mire, that hath laid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters 
in his Pue, fet Rats bane by his Porredge: made him 
Proud of heart, to ride on a Bay trotting Horfe, over four 


whom the foul fiend | ditch-Dog : 
and there, and here | Who is whipt 


Edear, Take heed oth’ foul fiend , obey thy Parents, 


array. Tom’s a cold. 

Lear. What haft thou been? 

Edg. A fervingman. Proud in heart, and mind ; tha 
curd my hair; wore Gloves in my caps ferv'd the Luf 
of my Miltris heart, and did the act of darknefs with he 
Sworeas many Oaths, asl fpake words, and broke ie 
in the fweet face of Heaven. One, that fleptin the a 
triving of Luft, and wak’d todo it. V Vine lov'd I dearly: 
Dice dearly ; and in woman, out-Paramour’d the Tuk 
Falfe of heart, light of ear, bloudy handed. Hog infla 
Fox in ftealth, VVolf in greedinefs, Dog in madnefs Lind 
in prey. Let not the creaking of fhooes, Nor the raft ‘ 
of Silks, betray.thy poor heart ta woman. Keep thy foot 
out of brothels, thy hand out of Plackets, thy Pen from 
Lenders Books, and defie the foul fiend. Still through th 
Hawthorn blows the cold wind: Says fuum, mun stil 
Dolphin my Boy, Boy Seffey: let higntcot my. ae 

Storm fti 

Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave, i to ae 
with thy uncover’d body, this extremity of the Skies, fs 
manno more thanthis? Confider him well. Thonowft 
the VVorm noSilk: the Beaft, no Hide: theSheep, na 


fophifticated. Thou art the thing it felf, unaccommodated 
man, is no more but fuch a poor, bare, forked Animal as 
thou art. Off, off you Lendings: Come, unbutton here, 


Enter Gloucefter with a Torch. 


Fool, Prethee Nuncle be contented, *tisa naughty night 
tofwimin. Now alittle fire in a wild field, were like an 
old Letchers heart, a fall fpark, all the reff on’s body, 
cold: look, here comes a walking fire. 

Edgar. This is 
Curfew, and walks at firft Cock; He gives the VVeb 
And the Pin, fquints the eye, and makes the Hair-lip; 
Mildews the white VVheat, and hurts the poor Creaturé 
of the Earth. 
Swithold footed thrice the old. 
He met the Night-Mare, and her ninefold, 
Bid her alight, and her troth-plight, 
And aroynt the VVitch, aroyat thee. 
Kent. How fates your grace? 
“Lear. VVhat’s he? 

Kent. VVho’s there ? what is’t you feck? 

Glox. VVhatare you there? Your Names? 

Edgar. Poor Tom, that Eats the fwimming Fr06 ti 
r, | Toad, the Tod-pool, the wall-Neut, and the water + tt 
in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiends 46% Eats 
| Cow-dung for Sallets ; fwallows the old Rat, 4 
drinks the green Mantle of the ftanding Poo! : 
from Tything to Tything, andftockt, BY 
| nifh’d, and imprifon’d: who hath three Suits to bis back 

{ix fhirts to his Body : 
Horfe to ride, and weapon to wears 
But Mice, and Rats, and fuch {mall Dear, 
Have been Tom’s food for feven long yea" 
Beware my follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou hen j 
Glou. VVhat, hath your Grace no better company * h 
Edg, The Prince of Darknefs is a Gentleman. Me 
he’s call’d, and eAZahu. ile 
te} Glow. Our flefh and bloud, my Lord, is grown f0 Wit 
that it doth hate what it gets. 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a cold. 

Glo, Go.in with me ; my duty cannot fuffer 
T’obey in all your daughters hard commands : 

Though all their injunction be to bar my doors, 
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alow,loo, loo. | And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you, 
and | Yet have I ventured to come to feck you out, 


And bring you where both fire and food is ready: 
Lear. Firft let me talk with this Philofophe?, 
th | VVhat isthe caufe of Thunder ? 


VVool: the Cat no perfume. Ha? Here’sthreeon’sare} 


the foul Flibbertigibbets he begins at), 


Rett, 


= =" 


aa 


—— es 


: — 


Kent. Good, my Lord, take his offer, 
“| Go into th’ houfe. 

Lear. Pll take a word with this fame learned Theban,: 
What is your ftady ? 


tes : I ; 
he Edz. How to prevent the Fiend and to kill Vermin. 
he Lear, Let us. ask you one word in private. 
fe Kent, Importune lim once more to go, my Lord, 

q 


His wits begin t’ualettle. 
Glow, Canft thou blame him ? [Storm frill. 
His Daughters feek his death: Ab, that good Keut, 
He faid it would be thus: Poor banifh’d man: 
Thou fayeft the King grows mad, I'll tell thee, friend, 
I am almoft mad my felf, I had a Son, 
Now out-law’d from my blood: He fought my life 


Lach 
ii.) | But lately : Very late: Ilov’d him (friend) 
Way | No Fatber his Son dearer; Trueto tell thee, 
ity | The grief hath craz’d my wits. What a night’s this ? 
' |i do befeech your grace, 
ii | Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 
diy | Noble Philofopher, your company. 
tive Edg. Tom’sa cold. - 
His Glow. In, fellow, there, into th’ Hovel; keep thee warm. 
Vig | Lear. Come, let’sin all. 
tbe Kent, This way, my Lord. 
tar, Lear, With him 5 mo 
(ime | E will keep ftill with my Philofopher. 
"| Kenr. Good, my Lord, footh him: 
Let him take the fellow. 
hilt} Glows Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirrah, comeon: Go along withus. 
te, Lear. Come, good e4thenian. 
wid Glou. No words; no words, hath. 
li, | Edg. Child Rowland to the dark Tower came, 
te His word was ftill, fie, foh, and fum, 
tig j ‘mell the blood of a Britti{h man. LBvenut. 
ky He i 
rH Scena Quinta. 


di Enter Cornwall and Edmund. 
ltt 
rif Corn: | will have revenge, e’reI depart his houfe 
ai” | -Baff. How, my Lord, | may be cenfured, that Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalty, fomething fears me to think 
of. 
yal Corn, | now perceive, it was not altogether your 
i | Brothers evil difpofition made him feek his death: But 
el }a provoking merit fet a work by a reprovable badnefs 
a! fin himfelf. hak 
fie | ‘Bat. How malicious is my fortune, that I muft re- 
| ev | pent to be jut? This is the Letter which he fpoke of; 
Ad which approves him an intelligent party to the advanta- 
i ges of France. O Heavens! That this Treafon were not; 
Nias or not I the Detector. 
it Corn, Go with me to the Dutchefs. 
f Baft. lf the matter of this Paper be certain, you have 
i | mighty bufinefS in hand. 
iam Corn, True or falfe, it hath made thee Earl of Glou- 
i” | cefter : Seek out where thy Father is, that he may beready | 
Kis” | for our apprehenfion. ae | 
wt | Baft. If | find him comforting the King, it will ftuff | 
i | his fafpition more fully. 1 will perfevere in my courfe of 
iit he i though the conflict be fore between that and my 
| ood. 
. Corn. Iwill lay truft upon thee ; and thou fhalt find 
i a dear father in my Love. [Exeunt. 
(ae 
J, 
ot” 
Ali 
oi, 
fo 
il 
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Scena Sexta: 


A 


Enter Kent and Gloucefter. 


< 
Glou, Here is better than the open air, take it thank- 4 
fully : 1 will piece out the comfort with what addition | 
can : [ will not be long from you [Exit 
_ Kent. All the power of his wits, have given way to his 
impatience ; The gods reward your kindnefs. 


Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 


Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me Nero is an An- 
glerin the Lake of Darknefs: Pray innocent, and beware 
the foul fiend, 

Fool. Prithe, Nuncle, tell me, whether a madman bea 
Gentleman, or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King, a King. 

Fool. No, he’sa Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to his 
Son: For he’sa Yeoman that fees hisSona Gentleman 
before him. 

Lear. Tohave a thoufand with red burning {pits 
Come hizzing in upon’em, 

Edg. Blefs thy five wits. 

Kent. O pity: Sir, where is the patience now, 

That you fo oft have boafted to remain ? 

Edg, My tears begin to take his part fo much, 
They marr my counterfeiting. 

Lear, The little dogs and all ; 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart : See, they bark at me, 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them: Avaunt, you 
Currs, be thy mouth or black or white : 

Tooth that poifons if it bite : 

Maltiff, Grey-hound, Mungril, Grim, 

Hound or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym: 

Or Bobtail tike, or Troudle tail, 

Tom will make him weep and wail, 

For with throwing thus my head ; 

Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do, de, de, de: Sefe; Come, march to Wakes and Fairs, 
And Market Towns: poor Tom, thy hornisdry. — [E-xit. 

Lear. Then let thern Anatomize Regan: See what 
breeds about her heart. Is there any caufe in Nature that 
make thefe hard hearts. You, Sir, | entertain for one of 
my hundred; only, Ido not like the fafhion of your gar. 
ments. You will fay they are Perfian; but let them be 
chang’d. 


a 


Enter Glofter. 


Kent, Now, good my Lord, lie here, and reft a while. 

Lear. Make no noife, makenonoife, draw the Cur- 
tains: So, fo, we7ll go to fupper i’th’ Morning: 

Fool. And [ll go to bed at noon. 

Glou. Come hither, friend; 

Where is the King, my Matter ? , 
Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his wits are gone. 
Glow. Good friend, 1 prithee take him in thy arms 5 

I have o’reheard a plot of death upon him : 

There is a Litter ready, lay him in’t, 

And drive toward Dover, friend, where thon fhalt meet 

Both welcome aud protection, Take upthy Matter, 

If thou fhould’ft dally half an hour, his life 

With thine, and all that offer todefend him, 

Stand in affured lofs. Take up, takeup, 

And follow me, that will to fome provifion 

Give thee quick conduct. Come, come, away. 


LExecant. 


Scena 
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Was’t thou not charg’d at peril? ) ane 
: Corn, Wherefore to Dover ? Let him antwer thar. 
Scena Septima. Glo» Lam tyed to th’ Stake, Ki. 
And I muft ftand the Courte. 
’ Enter Cornwall, Gonerill, Baftard, Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
and Servants. Glo. Becaufe 1 would not fee thy cruel Nails 
Pluck.out his poor old Eyes : nor thy fierce Sifter, 
Corn. Poft fpeedily to my Lord your Husband, fhew In his Anointed fiefh, ftick boarifh phangs. 
him this Letter, the Army of Fraace is landed: feek: out The Sea, with fuch a ftorm ashis barehead, 
the Traytor Glofter. In Hell-black-night indur’d, would have buoy’d up 
Reg. Hang him inftantly. And quench’d the Steeled fires : BP | 
Gon. Pluck oat his Eyes. Yet poor old heart, he holp the Heavens tg rain, — 
Corn. Leave him to my difpleafure. Edmand, keep you If Wolves had at thy Gate howl’d that ftern time, | 
our Sifter Company : the revenges we are bound to take Thou fhould’ft have faid, good Porter turn the Key: | 
upon your traiterous Father, are not fit for your behold- | All Cruels elfe fabfcribe: but I fhall fee Bat 
ing. Advife the Duke where you are going, to a moft | The winged Vengeance overtake fuch Children, | 
feltinate preparation: we are bound to the like. Our} Corn See’t fhalt thou never. Fellows hold the Chair, 
Pofts (hall be fwift, and intelligent betwixt us. Farewel | Upon thefe Eyes of thine, Pil fet my foot. a 
dear Sifter, farewel my Lord of Glofter. Glo, He that will think to live, till he be old, 
Give me fome help, —O efuel! O you gods. : 
Enter Steward. Reg. One fide will mock another ; th’ other too, | 
Corn. If you fee vengeance. 5 
How now ? Where’s the King ? Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord ? 
Stew. My Lord of Glo/ter had convey’d him hence. I have ferv’d you ever fince I was a Child: 
Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights But better fervice have | never done yon, 
Hot Queftrifts after him, met him at gate, Than now to bid you hold. 
Who, with fome other of the Lords dependants, Reg, How now, you Dog? 
Are gone with him toward Dover ; where they boaft Ser, If youdid wear a Beard upon your Chin, 
To have well armed Friends, I?’d fhake it on this quarrel. What doyoumean? | 
Corn. Get Horfes for your Miftrefs. Corn, My Villain ? or 
Gon. Farewel, fweet Lord, and Sifter. Exit. Ser. Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger, 
Corn, Edmund farewel: go feek the Traitor Glofter, Reg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant-ftand upthus? | 
Pinnion him like a Thief, bring him before us ; — LKils him, 
Though well we may not pafs upon his life Ser. Oh, I am flain: my Lord, you have oneEye 
Without the form of Juftice :. yet our power To fee fome mifchief on him. Oh. ua 
Shall doa curt'fie toour wrath, which men Corn. Left it fee more, prevent it ; Out vild gelly: 
May blame, but not controul. Where is thy lufter now? | fag 
: Glo, All dark and comfortlefs ? a Y 
Enter Glofter, and Servants. Where’s my Son Edmund ? fa 
Edmund, enkindle all the fparks of Nature = | 
Who's there? the Traitor ? To quit this horrid a&. 
Reg. Ingrateful Fox, ’tis he. Reg. Out treacherous Villain, ee 
Corn. Bind faft his Corky Arms. Thou call’ft on him, that hates thee, It washe | 
Glo. What mean your Graces? That made the overture of thy Treafons to us: 
Good my Friends confider you are my Guefts : Who is too good to pitty thee. 
Do me no foul play, Friends, Glo. O my follies! then Edgar was abus’d._ 
Corn, Bind him I fay. hd Kind gods, forgive me that, and profper him. 
Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy Traitor, Reg. Go thruft him out at Gates, and let him ft 
Glo. Unmerciful Lady, as you are, I’m none, His way to Dover. (Exit with ( 
Corn, To this Chair bind him, How is’t, my Lord ? How look you? Beg: 
Villain, thou fhalt find. Corn. L have receiv’d a hurt: follow me Lady: 
Glo, By the kind gods, *tis moft ignobly done Turn out that Eyelefg Villain: throw this Slave 
To pluck me by the Beard. . Upon the Dunghill : Regan, 1 bleed apace, 
Reg. So white, and fuch a Traytor ? Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm. [Exem), 
Glo. Naughty Lady, . 1 
Thefe hairs which thou do’ft ravifh from my Chin - “I 
Will quicken and accufe ae sen 18 Hoft, g P z= | 
With Robbers hands, my hofpitable favours Ma. — 
You fhould not ruffle cas What will you do ? A wi < Quartus, Scena bi cl 
(orn. Come, Sir. aa 
What Letters had you late from France ? - Enter Edgar. 
Reg. Be fimple anfwer’d, for we know the truth, ei 
Corn, And what Confederacy have you with the Tray- | Ede. Y® T better thus, and known to be contemn’?, 
tors, late footed in the Kingdom ¢ A Than ftill contemn’d and flatter’d, to be worl) 
| Reg. To whofe hands The loweft, and moft deject thing of Fortune, = 
} You have fent the Lunatick King: fpeak. Stands ftill in efperance, lives not in feat. is 
| Glo. Ihave aLetter gueflingly fet down The lamentable change is from the beft, _ fie’ 
| Which came from one that’s of a neutral heart, The worft returns to laughter. Welcome thet, =) 
| And not from one oppos’d. ; Thou unfubftantial air that 1 embrace : . 
Corn. Cunning. The wretch that thou haft blown unto the worl, 
Reg. And falfe. Owes nothing to thy blafts. 
Cor. Where haft thou fent the King ? 
Glo, To Dover. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover # 
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Enter Glofter led by an old man. 


But who comes here ? My Father poorly led? 
World, World, O World! 
But that thy f{trange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 
Old Man. O my good Lord, I have been your Tenant, 
And your Fathers Tenant, thefe fourfcore years, 
Glo. Away, get thee away : good Friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 
Old Man. You cannot fee your way. 
Glo. | have no way, and therefore want no Eyes: 
{ ftumbled when I faw. Full oft ’tis feen, . 
Our means fecure us, and our meer defects 
Prove our Commodities. Oh dear Son Edgar, 
The food of thy abufed Fathers wrath: 
Might I but live to fee thee in my touch, 
I'd fay | had Eyes again. 
Old Man. How now ? who’s there ? 
Edg. O gods! Whois’t can fay Lam at the worlt ? 
1 am worfe than ere [ was. 
Old Man. ’Tis poor mad Tom. 
Edg. And worfe | may be yet: the worft is not, 
So long as we can fay this is the worft. 
Old Man. Fellow, where goeft ? 
Glo; }s ita Beggar-man ? 
Old Man. Madman, and Beggar too. 
Glo. He has fome reafon, elle he could not beg. 
th’ Jaft nights ftorm, | fuch a Fellow faw; 
Which made me think a Man, a Worm. My Son 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind. 
Was then fcarce Friends with him. 
{ have heard more fince : 
As Flies to th’ wanton Boyes, are we to th’ gods, 
They kill us for their fport. 
Edg. How fhould this be ? 
Bad is the Trade that muft play the Fool to forrow, 
Ang’ring it felf, and others. Blefs the Mafter. 
Glo. \s that the naked Fellow ? 
Old Man. 1, my Lord. 
Glo, Get thee away: if formyfake 
Thou wilt o’re-take us hence a mile or twain 
V th’ way toward Dover, do it for ancient love, 
And bring fome covering for this naked Soul, 
Which Pll intreat to lead me. 
Old Man, Alack Sir, he is mad. 
Glo. ’Tis the times plague, 
When Madmen lead the blind : 
Do asIbid thee, or rather dothy pleafure: 
e the reft, be gone. 
aw Man. Pil bribe him the beft Parrel that I have, 
Come on’t, what will. LExit. 
Glo. Sirrah, naked Fellow. : 
Edz. Poor Tom’sacold. I cannot daub it further. 
Glo. Come hither Fellow. 
Eds. And yet | muft: g 
Blefs thy fweet Eyes, they bleed. 
Glo. Know’ft thou the way to Dover ? 
Ede. Both Stile, and Gate, Horfe way, and foot path : 
poor Tom hath been fcar’d out of his good wits. Blefs 
‘| thee good mans Son, from the foul Fiend. (plagues 
Glo. Here take this Purfe, thou whom the Heav’ns 
Have humbled to all ftrokes: that lam wretched 
Makes thee the happier : Heavens deal fo ftill : 
Let the fuperfluous, and Luft-dieted man, 
That flaves your Ordinance, that will not fee 
Becaufe he do’s not feel, feel your power quickly : 
So diftribution fhould undo excefs, 
And each man have enough. Do’ftthou know Dover ? 
Ede. 1 Matter. ; : 
Glo. There is a Cliff, whofe high and bending head 
Looks fearfully inthe confined Deep: 


Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
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Bring me but to the very brim of it, 


And Pil repair the mifery thou do’ft bear 


With fomething rich about me: from that place, 

I fhall no lending need, 
Edg, Give me thy arm} 

Poor.Tom fhall lead thee. 


Scena Sectindg. 


Enter Gonerill, Baftard, and Steward. 


[Exeunt. 


Gon. VVelcome my Lord, I marvel our mild Husband 
Not met us on the way., Now, where’s your Matter ? 
Stew. Madam within, but never man fo chang’d: 
[told him of the Army that was Landed : 
He fmii’datit. I told him you were coming, 
His anfwer was the worfe. Of Glofters Treachery, 
And of the loyal fervice of his Son 
VVhen Linform’d him, them be call’d me Sot, 
And told me J had tura’d the wrong fide out : 
What moft he fhould diflike, .feems pleafant to him.; 
What like, offenfive. 
Gon, Then fhall you go no further, 
It is the Cowifh terror of his ¥pirit 
That dares not undertake: he'll not feel wrongs 
Which tye him to an anfwer ; our\wifhes on the way 
May’prove effects. Back Edmundto my Brother, 
Haften his Muftersy and conduct his powers. 
I muft change names at home, and give the Diftaff 
Into my Husbands hands. This trufty Servant 
Shall pafs between us: ere long you are like to hear 
(If you dare venture in your own behalf) 
A Miftrefles command. ;Wear this, fpare fpeech, 
Decline your head.; This kifs, if it durft fpeak, 
Would ftretch thy Spirits up into the air : 
Conceive, and fare the well. 
Baj?. Yours in the ranks of Death. 
Gon. My molt dear Gloffer. 


To thee a Womans fervices are due, 
My Fool ufurps my Body, 
Stew. Madam, here comes my Lord. 


Enter Albany. 


Gon, | have been worth the whiftle. 

Alb, Oh Gonerih, 
You are not worth the duft which the rude wind 
Blows in your Face, 

Gon, Milk-liver’d man, 
That bear’ft a check for blows, ahead of wrongs, 
Who haft not in thy brows an Eye-difcerning 
Thine honour, from thy fuffering. 

Alb, See thy felf Devil: 
Proper deformity feems not in the fiend 
So horrid as in Woman, 

Gon. Oh vain Fool. 


ee ee 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef. (Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cormwalls dead, 
Slain by his Servant, going to put out 


The other Eye of Glofter, 


Alba, Glofters Eyes? 
eMef. A Servant that he bred, thrill’d with remorfe, 


| Oppos’d againftithe act: bending his Sword 
| To hisgreat Mafter, who, thereat enrag’d 


Flew on him, and amongft themfell’d him dead, 
But not without that barmful ftroke, which fince 


| Hath pluck’d him after. 


Alba. This thews you are above 
You Juftices, that thefe-our nether crimes 
So fpeedily can venge, But (O poor Giofter) 
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Loft he his other Eye? 

Mef. Both, both, my Lord. 
This Letter:Madam, craves'a 
’Tis from your Sifter. 

Gon. One way I like this well, 

But being Widow, and my Glofter with her, 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 

Upon my hateful life, other way 

The News is not fo tart." Pil read, and anfwer. 
Alba. Where was his Son, 

When they did take his Eyes? 

Mef. Come with my Lady hither, 

Alba. He ig not heres * 

Mf. No, 


fpeedy Anfwer’: 


my good Lord, "1 met him back again. 
‘Alba, Knows hé tlie wickednefs ? , é 
Mef. 1, my good Lord: ’ewas heinform’d againft him, 
And quit the Houle of purpofe, ‘that their punifhment 
Might have the freer courfe. 
Alb, Glofter, Vlive 
To thank thee for the love thou fhéwd’ ft the King, 
And to revenge thine Eyes: Come hither Friend, 
Tell me what more thou know’ft. [ Exennt. 


Scena: 'Tertia. 


Eater with Drum aiid ‘Colours, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
and Souldiers. ey 


| (or. Alaék, ’tis he: why he was met even now 
| As made the vext Sea, finging aloud, 
| Crown’d with:rank Fenitar, and’ furrow weeds, 
With Hardocks,. Hemlock, Netfles, Cuckow Flowers, 
Darnel, and al) the idle weeds that grow } 
In our fultaining Corn.’ A Gentury fend forth; 
Search every Acre in the high-geownicld,: - 
And bring him to our Eye. What can mans wifdom 
In the reftoring his bereaved Senfe: he that helps him, « 
Take all my outward worth. * 
Gent. There is means, Madam: 
Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, is repofe, 
The which he lacks: that to provoke in him, 
Are many Simples operative, whofe power 
Will clofe the Eye of Anguifh. 
Cord. All bleft Secrets, 
All you unpublifh’d Vertues of the Earth 
Spring with my tears ; be aidant and remediate 
Inthe good mans defire: feek, feek for him, 
Left his ungovern’d rage, diffolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 


‘rs 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef, News, Madam, 
The Brittith Powers are marching hitherward. 
Cord. Tis known before. Our preparation ftands 
In expectation of them, O dear Father, 
It is thy bufinefs that { go about : therefore great France 
My mourning, and importun’d teats hath pittied : 
Now blown Ambition'doth our Acms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our ag’d Fathers Right » 
Soon may I hear, and fee him.’ LExeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Regan, and Steward. 


Reg. But are my Brothers Powers fet forth? 
Stews 1,Madam.. . 
" Reg. Himfelf in perfon there ? 
Stew. Madam, with much adoe 
Your Sifter is the better Souldier. 9 
Reg. Lord Edmund {pake not with-your Lord at homes, 


‘If you do find him, 
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pate it 
Stew. No, Madam. 


Reg. What might import my Sifters Letter to him?” 
Stew. 1 know not, Lady. fe¥ 
Reg. Faith he is pofted hence om ferious matter ; te 

It was great ignorance, Glofters Eyes being out ts 

To let bim live. ‘Where he arrives, he moves . 

All hearts againtft us : Edmund, | think, is gone 

In pitty of bis mifery, to difpatch 

His nighted life : Moreover to defery 

The ftrength oth’ Enemy. ey 

Stew, I muft needs after him, Madam, with my Letter, ; 

Reg. Our Troops fet forth to morrow, ftay with us; 4 E 
The wayes' are dangerous. Hee: 

Stew. I may not, Madam : » 

My Lady charg’d my duty inftis bufinefs, 

Reg. VV hy fhould the write to Edmund ? 
Might not you tranfport her purpofes by word? Belike 
Some things, I know not what. I'll love the much 
Let me unfeal the Letter. ) te: 

Stew. Madam, | had rather —— ee 

Reg. 1 know your Lady do’s not love her Husband, | 
Iam fare of that: andat her latebeinghere, | 
She gave ftrange Iiads, and moft {peaking looks Bee 
To Noble Edmund. 1 know youare of her bofome, 

Stew. 1, Madam? 

Reg. 1 {peak in underftanding : Y’are: 1 Know’t, ” 
Therefore I do advife you take this note: | 

My Lord is dead : Edmund, and {1 have talk’d, 

And more convenient is he for my hand 

Than for your Ladies: You may gather more: 

pray you give him this; 

And when your Miftrifs hears thus much from you, 

| pray defire her call her wifdom to her... 
So fare you well: wo 
If you do chance to hear of that blind Traytor, 
Preferment falls on him, that cuts him Off ;:,--:ts aa 

Stew. VVould I could meet him, Madam, I fhould the 
VVhat party I do follow. ‘ 

Reg. Fare thee well. LExew 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter, Glofter, and Edgar. 


Glo, VVhen fhall I come to th’ top of that fame H 
Edg. You do climb up it now. Look how we labour. 
Glo. Me thinks the ground is even. At 
Edg. Horrible fteep. 
Hark, do you hear the Sea ? ; 
Glo. No truly. i ’ 
€dg. VVhy then your other Senfes grow imperfect” 
By your Eyes anguifh, faut 
Glo. So may it be indeed. ee esi 
Me thinks thy Voice is alter’d, and thou fpeak’t: 
In better phrafe, and matter than thou didit., “iy ata 
Edg, Y’ are much deceiv’d: in nothing amt chang’d Mf 
But in my Garments. cy 
Glo. Me thinks y’ are better fpoken. 
Edz. Come on Sir, 
Heres the place; ftand ftill: how fearful es 
And dizzy ’tis, to caft ones Eyes fo low, ae 
The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway ait 
Shew fcarce fo grofs as Beetles. Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadful trade : 
Me thinks he feems no bigger than his head. 
The Fifhermen that walk’d upon the beach 5 
Appear like Mice; and yond tall Anchoring Bark, 


Een | 


Diminifh’d to her Cock: her Cock, a Buoy 


Almoft too fmall for fight, The murmuring Ur 
That on th? unnumbred idle Pebble chafes 


| Cannot be heard fo high, Tl look no more, 


Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. 


pereremner enemy Wat a 


Bagi! 


- 
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Glou, Sct me where you ftand. 
Edg, Give me your hand: 
You are now within.a foot of th’extrean Verge : 


* | For all beneath the Moon would I not leap upright, 


Glou, Let gomy hand: 
Here friends, another purfe , in it, a Jewell 
Well worth a poor mans taking. Fairies, and gods 


Profper it with thee. Gothou further off, 


Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir, 
Glow. With all my heart. 
Edg. Why doI trifle thus with his defpair, 
’ Tis done to cure it. 
Glou, O youmighty gods! 
This world I do renounce, and in your fights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off : 
if | could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppofelefs wills, 
My {nuff, and loathed part of nature fhould 


Burn it felfout. !f Edgar live, O blefs him. - 


Now fellow, fare the well. 
Ed¢. Good Sir, Farewel. 
And yet | know not how conciet may rob 
The Treafure of life, when life it {elf 
Yields to the Theft. Had he been where he thought, 
By this had thought been paft. Alive, or dead ? 
Hoa, you Sir: friend, here you Sir, {peak : 
Thus might he pafs indeed: yet he revives.: 
What are you Sir ? 
Glou. Away, and let me die. 


- 'Edg. Had’ft thou been ought 


But Gozemore, Feathersand air, 
(So many fathom down precipitating) 
Thoud’ft fhiver’d likean Egg: but thoudo’ft breath : 
Hatt heavy fubftance, bleed’ft not, fpeak, art found ? 
Ten Matts at each, make not the altitude 
Which thou haft perpendicularly fell, 
The life’s a miracje. Speak yet again. 
Glou. But have I faln, or no ? ! 
Edg. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourn 
Look up a height, the fhrill gor’d Lark fo far 
Cannot be feen or heard: Do but look up. 
Glou, Alack, I have no eyes : 
Is wretchednefs depriv’d that benefit 
Toend it felf by death ? ’Twas yet fome comfort, 
When mifery could beguile the tyrants rage, 
And fruftrate his proud will. 
Edg, Give me your arm. 
Up, fo: Howis’t? Feel you your Legs? You ftand. 
Glow. Too well, too well. 
Edg. This is above all ftrangenefs, 
Upon the Crown oth’Cliffe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you? 
Glon. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 
Ede. As I ftood here below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moons: he had a thoufand Nofes, 


| Horns walk’d, and wav’d like the enraged Sea : 


It was fome fierid: therefore thou happy Father, 
Think that the cleareft gods, who make them honors 
Of mens impoflibilities, have preferved thee. 

Glou. {do remember now : henceforth I’le bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out it felf 
Enough, enough, and die, That thing youfpeak of, 
I took it fora man: often ’twould fay 
The fiend, the fiend, he led me to that place, 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. 


"Enter Lear. 


But who comes here ? 
The fafer fenfe will ne’re accomodate 
His Matter thus. i 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coying. [ami the 
King him({elf. 


OW 


| head to hear of pleafares name. 


Edgar, O thou fide-pierciz.¢ fight ! 

Lear, Natures above Art, i. that refpect. There’s your 
Prefs-mony. That fellow handles his Bow like a Crow- 
keeper : draw mea Cloathiers yard. Look,look, aMoufe. 
Peace , Peace, this piece of toafted Cheefe will doo’s, 
There’s my Gauntlet, le prove it ona Gyant. Bring up 
the brown Bills. O well flown Bird... ith’clout, ith’clout :| 
Hewgh. Give the word, 

Edg. Sweet Marjoram., 

Lear, Pafss 

Glow. | know that voice, 

Lear. Ha! Goneriliwith a white beard? They flatter’d 
me like a Dog, andtold.me I had the white hairs in my 
Beard, ere the black ones were there. To fay I, and no, to 
every thing that I faid: 1, and no too, was no good Divi- 
nity. When the rain came to wetme once, and wind to 
make mechatter: when the Thunder would not peace at 
my bidding, there I.found ’em, there] {melt’em out, Go 
to, they are not!men o’their words , they told me, I was 
every thing: Tis a Lie, Iam not Ague- proof, 

Glou, The trick of that voice, I do well remember: Is’t 
not the King? . 

Lear, 1, every inch a king. 

When I do ftare, fee how the fubject quakes. 

I pardon that manslife;. What wasthy caufe ? 
Adultery ? thou fhale not die: die for Adultery ? 
No, the wren goes too’t, and the {mall gilded Flie 
Do’s letcher in my fight. Let Copulation thrive : 
For Glofters Baftard Son was kinder to his Father, 
Than my Daughters got "tween the lawful fheets. 


| Too’t Luxury pell-mell, for lack Souldiers. 


Behold you fimpring Dame, whofe face between her Forks 
prefages Snow ; that minces Vertue, and do’s fhakethe 
The Fitchew, nor the 
foyled Horfe go¢s, too’t. with a more riotous appetite: 
down fromthe walte they are Centaures, though women 
all above: but to the Girdle do the gods inherit, beneath 
is all the fiends.. There’s hell, there’s darknefs, there is the 
falphurous pit; burning, {calding, ftench, confumption : 
Fie, fie, fie; pah, pah: Give me an-Ounce Of Civet; 
good; Apothecary fweeten my imagination: There’s 
money for thee. 

Glow. Olet.me kifs that hand, 

Lear. Let me wipe it firft, 

It fmells of Mortality. 

Glou. O ruin’d piece of nature, this great world 
Shall fo wear out to naught. 

Do’ft thou know me? 

Lear, | remember thine eyes well enough: dorft thou 
fquiny at me ? No, do thy worft blind Cupid, Ple not love. 
Read thou this challenge, mark but the penning of it. 

Glow, Were all thy Letters Suns, | could not fee one. 

Edg, 1 would not take this from report, 

It is, and my heart breaks at it, 

Lear. Read. 

Glow. What with the Cafe of eyes? rae 

Lear. Ohho, are you there with me? No.eyesin your 
head, nor no money in your purfe? Your eyes are in hea- 
vy.cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 
z0es. 

: Glou. 1 fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad? A man may fee how this world 
goes, withnoeyes. Look withthine ears: See how yond 
Juftice railsupon yond fimple thief, Heark in thine ear : 
Change places, and handy-dandy, which is the Juftice, 
which is the thief:. Thou haft feen a Farmers dog bark 
at a Beggar? © 

Glon, Sir. K 

Lear, And the Creature run from theCur: there thou 
might’{t behold the great image of Authority, a Dog’s 
obey’d in Office. Thou, Rafcal Beadle, hold thy bloudy 
hand: why do’ft thou lafh that VVhore? Strip thy own 
back, thou hotly luftsto ufe her in that kind, for which 
thou whip’ft her, The Ufurer hangs the Cozener.* Tho 
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Fe acre epi lap a de ca ata Senet 
rough and tatter’d cloaths, great Vices do appear: Robes, 
and furr’d gowns hideall. Place fins with gold, and the 
{tronge Lance of juftice, hurtlefs breaks: Arme it in rags, 
a Pigmy’s {traw doth pierceit. None does offend, none, | 
fay none, Vleable’em; take that of me my friend, who 
have the power to feal th’accufers lips. Get thee glafs eyes, 
and like a {curvy Politician, feem to fee the things thou 
do’{t not. Now, now, néw, now. Pull off my Boots: har- 
der, harder, fo. 

Edy. © matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reafon in Madnefs. 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Glofter : 

| Thon muft be patient ; we came crying hither : 

Thou know’ft, the firft time that we fmell the air 

We wawle, and cry. 1 will preach to thee : Mark. 

Glou. Alack, alack, the day. 
Lear, When we are born, we cry that we are come 

To this great ftage of fools. This‘ good block: 

| Ic were a delicate ftratagem to fhooe 

A Troop of Horfe with felt: Pile put’t in proof, 

And whenI have ftoln upon thefe Sons-in-Laws 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 


Enter a Gentleman 


| Gent. O here heis:' lay hand upon him, Sir. 
Your moft dear Daughter —— et 
Lear. No refcue? what, a Prifoner ? I ameven 
The Natural Fool of fortune. Ufe me well, if 
You fhall have ranfom, Let me have Surgeons, 
[ am cut to th’Brains. 3 
Gent. You fhall have any thing,’ 
Leare NoSeconds? All my felf? « 
Why, this would make a many aman of Salt ; tye 
To ufe his eyes for Garden water-pots. T'will diebravely, 
Like a fmug Bridegroom. What ?’-1 will be Jovial : 
Come, come, lama King. Mafters, know you that’? 
Gent. Youare a Royal one,’and we'obey you. 
Lear. Then there’s life in’t.. Come, and you get it, 
You fhall get it by running : Sa, fa, fa, fa, (Exit. | 
Gent. A fight moft pittiful in the meanett wretch, 
Paft {peaking of ina King. Thou hafta Daughter 
Who redeemis nature from the general curfe 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Edg. Hail, gentle Sir. 
Gent. Sir, {peed you: what’s your will? — 
Edg. Do you hear ought (Sir) of a Battel toward. 
Gent, Moft fure, and vulgar : 
Every one hears that, which can diftinguifh found: 
Edg. But by your favour : 
How near’s the other Army ? 
Gent. Near, and on fpeedy foot: the main difery 
Stands on the hourly thought. 
Edg, \ thank you,Sir, that’s all. 
Gent. Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here, . 
Her Army is mov’d on. L Exit. 
Edg. \ thank you, Sir. 
| Glow. Youever gentle gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worfer Spirit tempt me again 
To die before you pleafe, 
Edg. Well, pray you Father. 
Glow. Now good Sir, what are you? ; 
€dg. Amoft poor man, madetame to fortunes blows 
Who, by the Art of known, and feeling forrows, 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Give meyour hand, 
Vle lead you to fome biding. 
Glou. Hearty thanks : 
The bounty, and the benizon of Heaven 
To boot, and boot. 


; Enter Steward. 


Seéw. A proclaim’d prize: moft happy: 
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That eyelefs head of thine, was firft fram’d flefh - 
To raife my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thy felf remember : the Sword is out 
That muft deftroy thee. 

Glow. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ftrength enough to’t. 

Stew. aig Peazant, 

Darft thou fupport a publifh’d traitor ? hence, 
Left that th’infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his Arm, 
Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther cafion. 

Stew. Let go, Slave, or thou dy’ft. He 

Edg. Good Gentleman go your gate, and let poor volk| 
pafs: and’chud ha’been zwagged out of my life -twould a 
ha’been zo long as. tis, by a vortnight. oN 5 Come nt i 
nearth’old man: keep outche vor’ye, ori¢e try whither) | 
your Coftard, or my Ballow be the harders chill be plait hi 
with you. | Lat Poo ae 

Stew. Out Dunghil. Ne a 

Edg. Child pick your teeth Zir: come; no matter yor Et 
your foyns. ood 9a 

Stew, Slave thou haft flain me: villain, takemy purfey | 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, sii03) Pee 
And give the Letters which thou find’{t about me, 
To Edmud Earl of Glofter : feek him out 
Upon the Englifh party. Oh untimely death, death, 

Edg. | know thee well. A ferviceable Villain, 
As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris, 

As badnefs would defire. 

Glou, What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit youdown Father : reft you. ae 
Let’s fee thefe Pockets; the Lettersthathe fpeaksof | 
May be my friends: he’sdead; I am only fotry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let us fee: 
Leave gentle wax, and manners: blame us not 5 ite 
To know our enemies minds, we rip theirheatts, | 
Their Papers are more lawful. tlh 


Reads the’ Letter. a 
Et our reciprocal vows be vemembred. Yow have my) 
opportunities to cut him off: if your will want not, time} — 
and place will be fruitfully offer’d. There is nothing dong If he hee 
return the Conquerors then am I the Prifoner, and bis bed, my\ — 
Gaol, fromthe loathed warmth whereof, deliver me, and up) 
the place of our Labour. / Oe ya” wre 
“Tour (Wife, fo T would fay) afe 


nate Servant, Gonetil 


Of indiftinguifh’d fpace of Womans will, 

A plot upon her vertuous Husbandslifey . .. | 
And the exchange my brother : here, inthe fands 
Thee le rake up, the poft unfanctified ~ 

Of murtherous Letchers: and in the mature time, — 


With this ungracious paper ftrike thefight * 
Of the death-practis’d Duke : for him tis well, 
That of thy death, and bufinefS, Icantell, | 
Glou. The King is mad : “mak 
How ftiffe is my vile fenfe 
That I ftand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge forrows? Better I were diftract, 
So fhould my thoughts be fever’d from my griefs, 
[Dram afer 


And woes, by wrong imaginations lofe 
The knowledg of themfelves. 
Edg. Give me your hand : 


| Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. 


Come, Father, ’le beftow you with a friend. 


+18 


oe 


Scena Septima.. 


Enter Cordelia, Kent’ and Gentleman. 


Cor, Othou good Kent, 
How fhall I live and work 


} Tomatch thy goodnefs ? 
} My life will be too fhort, 
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And every meafure fail me. 
Kent. ‘Tobe acknowledg’d Madam is o’re-paid, 
All my reports go with the modeft truth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but fo. 
Cor. Be better fuited, 
Thefe weeds are memories of thofe worfer hours : 


“| I prethee put them off. 


Kent. Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known fhortens my made intent, 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 


“| Till time, and I think meet. 


Cor. Then be’t fo my good Lord: 
How do’s the King ? 
Gent. Madam, fleeps frill. 
Cor. O you kind gods! 
Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature, 
Th’untun’d and jarring fenfes, O wind up, 
Of this child changed Father, 
Gent. Sopleafe your Majefty. 
That we may wake the King, he hath flept long ? 
Gor. Be govern’d by your knowledge, and proceed 
[’th’ {way of your own will ; is he array’d ? 


Enter Léat in a Chair, carried by Servants. 


Gent. 1 Madam: in the heavinefs of fleep, 


1 We put frefh garments on him, 


Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
I doubt not of his Tempexance. 

Cor. O my dear Fatherfeftauration,hang 
Thy medicine on my lips, and let this kifs 


|] Repair thofe violent harms, that my two Sifters 
| Have in thy Reverence made. 


Kent. Kind and dear Princefs. 
Cor. Had you not been their Father,thefe white flakes 


| Did challenge pity of them, Wasthisface 


To be oppos’d againft the jarring winds? 


)| Mine Enemies dog, though he had bit me, 


Should have ftood that night againft my fire, 
And was’¢ thou fain ( poor Father ) 
To hovell thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn, 
In fhort, and mufty ftraw ? alack, alack, 
Tis wonder that my life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, {peak to him. 
Gent. Madam, do you, ’tis fitceft. 
Cor. How does my Royal Lord ? 


} How fares your Majetty ? 


Lear. You do me wrong to take.me out oth’grave ; 
Thou art a Soul in blifs, but am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
| Do fcald, like molten Lead. 
Gor. Sir, do you know me ? na ne 
Lear, Youate a Spirit l know, when did you die ? 
Cor. Still, ftill, far wide. 
Gent. He’s fcarce awake, 
| Let him alone a while. 
| Lear. Where have I been? 
Wheream 1? fair day light:? Ae) gee 
Tam mightily abus’d ; 1 fhould even die with pity 
To fee another thus. I know not what to fay : 
I will not {wear thefe are my hands : let’s fee, 
| I feel this pin-prick, would I were affur’d 
Of my condition, , ' 
‘Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 
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And hold your hand in benediétion o’re me 
You muft not kneel. ‘ 


Lear. Pray do not mock me; 


| Lam a very foolith fond old man, 


Fourfcore and upward, 
Not an hour more, nor lefs: 
Aud to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my_perfect mind, 
Methinks J faouid know you, and know this man, 
Yet Iam doubéfull; for Tam mainly ignorant 
What place this is, aiid all rhe skill I have 
Remembers not thefe garments: nor 1 know not 
Where I did lodge lafE night. Do not laugh at me, 
For (as!am aman) I think this Lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. Andfolam: Iam, 

Lear. Be your tears wet ? 
Yes faith: I pray weep not, 
If you have poifon for me, I will drink it : 
I know you donot love me, for your Sifters 
Have (asIdoremember) done me wrong. 
You have fomecaule, they havenot. 

Cor. No caufe, no caufe. 

Lear. Am I in France ? 

Kent. In your own Kingdom, Sir, 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Gent. Be comforted, good Madam, the great rage 
You fee is kill’d in him: defire him to go in, " 


| Trouble him no more till further fetling. 


Cor. Wilt pleafe your highnefs walk ? 
Lear. You muft bear with me : 

Pray you now forget, and forgive, 

[am old and foolifh. 


Aéius Quintus. Scena Prima. 
Enter with Drum and Colours, Ed mund, Regan, 
Gentlemen, and Souldiers. 


Baft. Now of the Duke if hisJaft purpofe hold, 
Or whether fince heis advis’d by ought 

Tochange the courfe; he’s full of alteration, 

And felf reproving, bring his conftant pleafure. 
Reg. Our Sifters man is certainly mifcarried, 
Baft. ’Tisto be doubted,Madam. 

Reg. Now fweet Lord, 

You know the goodnef$ I intend upon you: 

Tell me but truly, but then {peak the truth, 

Do you not love my Sifter ? 

Baft. In honour’d Love. 
Reg. But have you never found my Brothers way, 

To the fore-fended place ? 

Baft. No by mine honour, Madam. 
Reg. I never fhallendure her, dear my Lord, 

Be not familiar with her. 

Baft. Fear not, fhe and the Duke her husband... 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Albany, Goneril, Souidiers, 


Alba. Our very loving Sifter, well be met : 
Sir, this [heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Fore’d to cry out. 
Reg. Why is this reafon’d ? 
‘Gon. Combine together ’gainft the Enemy : 
For thefe domeftick, and particular broils, 
Are not the queftion here. 
Alb. Let’sthen determine with th’ancient of war 
On our proceeding. 
Reg. Sifter, you'll go with us? Gon, No. 
Reg, "Tis moft convenient, pray go with is. ! 
¢ Gon} 
“| 
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Gon. Ob, ho, I know the Riddle, I will go. 


Enter Edgar.. 


dg. If ere your Grace had fpeech with man fo poor, 
Hear me one word. 

Alb. Vile overtake you, fpeak. 

Edg. Before you fight the Battel, ope this Letter - 
Ifyou have victory, let the Trumpet found 
For him that brought ir: wretch though I feem, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What isavouched there. If you mifcarry, 
Your bufinefs of the world hath fo an end, 
And machination ceafes. Fortune loves you. 

Alb, Stay till | have read the Letter. 

Edg. | was forbid it. 
When time fhall ferve, let but the Herald cry, 
And \le appear again. 

Alb, Why farethee well, { will o’re-look thy paper. 


Enter Edmund. 


Baff. The Enemy’s in view, draw up your powers, 
Here is the guefsof their true ftrength and forces, 
By diligent difcovery, but your haft 
ls now urg’d on you. 
Ab, We will greet the time. LExit. 
Bat, To both thefe Sifters have I fworn my love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the ftung 
Ace ofthe Adder. Which of them fhall I take ; 
Both? One? Orneither? Neither can be enjoy’d, 
[f bothremainalive: Totakethe Widow, 
Exafperates, makes mad her Sifter Gonerill, 
And hardly fhall | carry out my fide, 
Her Husband being alive. Now then, we'll ufe 
His countenance for the Battel, which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him, devife .» 
His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 
‘Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, 
The Batteldone, and they within our power ; 
Shall never fee his pardon : for my ftate, 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. 


Scena Secunda. 


eAlarum within. Enter with Drum and Colours, Leat 
Cordelia,and Souldiersover the Stage, & Exeunt. 


Enter Edgar, and Gloucefter. 


Edg. Here Father, take the fhadow of this tree 
For your good hoaft: pray that the right may thrive : 
if ever I return to youagain, 
Pie bring you comfort. 

Glo. Grace be with you Sir. 


Enter Edgar. 


Edg. Away old man, give me thy hand, away: 
King Lear hath loft, he and his Daughter tane, 
Give me thy hand, Come on. 

Glo. No further Sir, a man may rot even here. 
dg. What in ill thoughts again ? 
Men muft endure sien 
Their going hence, evenas their coming hither, 
Ripenefs is all, come on. 
| Glo. And that’s true too, 
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[Exeunt both the eArmies. 


[ Exit. 


[LExtr. 
[ Alarum and Retreat within. 


L Exeunt. 
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Scena. Tertia. 


Enter in conqueft with Drum and Colours, Edmund, Ps, 
and Cordelia, as prifoners, Souldiers, Captain, | 


Bajt. Some Officers take them away: good guard,» 
Until their greater pleafures firft be known +e 
That are to cenfure them. 

Cor. We are not the firft, 
Who with beft meaning have incurr’d the worft: ” 
For thee, oppreffed King, Iam caftdown, © y 
My felf could elfe out-frown falfe fortunes frown, | 
Shall we not fee thefe Daughters, and thefe Sifters? | 

Lear. No, no, bo, no: come lets away to prifon: — 
We twoalone will Sing like Birdsi’th’Cage: 
When thou do’ft ask me blefling, ’le kneeldown 
And ask of thee forgivenefs: So we'll live; y 
And pray and Sing, and tell old tales, and laugh ~ oe 
At gilded Butterflies: and hear poor Rogues ‘ty 
Talk of Court news, and we’lJ talk with them too, im 
Who lofes, and who wins ; whe’s in, who’sout; | 
And take upon’s the myftery of things, ~ a OO 
As if we were Gods pies: And we’llwearout ~~" | 
Ina wall’d prifon, packs and fects of great ones 0 ee 
That ebbe and flow by th’Moon. 

Baft. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon fuch facrifices, my Cordelia, 

The gods themfelves throw incente. 

Have I caught thee? a 

He that parts us, fhall bring a Brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes: wipe thineeye, | 
The good years fhall devour them, fleth andfel, | 
E’re they fhall make us weep? ae 
We'll fee’em ftarv’d firft: come. 

Baft. Come hither Captain, hark. a, 
Take thou this note, go follow them to prifon, — 
One ftep I have advanc’d thee, if thou dof’ "oraam 
As this inftruéts thee, thou doft make thy way | 
To Noble Fortunes: know thouthis, thatmen ‘| 
Areas the time is; to betender minded 
Do’s not become a Sword, thy great imployment 
Will not bear queftion : either fay thou’ltdo’t, — 
Or thrive by other means, | 

Capt. Vle do’t my Lord. i. of A 

Baft. About it, and write happy, when th’aftdone, | 
Mark I fay inftantly, and carry it fo Rae 

[xi Cp) 


As I have fet it down. 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regat, Souldiers, 
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Alba. Sit, you have fhew’d to day your valiant itt 
And fortune Jed you well: you have the Captives 
Who were the oppofites of this day’s ftrifes Cr 
I do require them of you fo to ufe them, 

Aswe fhall find their merits, and our fafety 
May ae iene ae pg 

Baft. Sir, I thought it fit 1 
To fend the old and iiilerdbhe King to fome retention; — | 
Whofe Age had Charms in it, whofe Title more, . | 
To pluck the common bofom on this fide, ’ 
And turn our impreft Launcesin oureyes 
Which do command them. With him  fentthe S 
My reafon all the fame, and they are ready | 
To morrow, or at further fpace, t’appeat 
Where you fhall hold your Seffion. 

Alba. Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you but a fubject of thisVVar, 
Not as a Brother. ee erie 

Reg. That’s as we lift to grace hing! 989 aed 
Me thinks our pleafure might have been demanc™ 
Ere you had fpoke fo far, Heled our Powers, “de al 
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The which immediacy may well ftand up, 
And call it felf your Brother, 
Gon. Not fo hot : 
In his own grace he doth exalt himfelf, 
More than in your addition, 
Reg. In my rights, 
By me invelted, he compeers the bett. 
Alb. That were the moft, if he fhould Husband you. 
Reg, Jelters do oft prove Prophets, 
Gon, Holla, holla, 
That Eye that told you fo, look’d but a {quint.. 
Reg. Lady 1am not well, elfe 1 fhould anfwer 
From a full flowing ftomach. General, 
Take thou my Souldiers, Prifoners, Patrimony, 
Difpofe of them, of me, the Walls are thine : 
Witnefs the World, that I create thee here, 
My Lord, and Matter. 
Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? : 
Alb, The lett alone lies not in your good will. 
Baft. Nor inthine, Lord. 
cAlb. Half-blouded Fellow, yes. ', 
Reg. Let the Drum ftrike, and prove my title thine, 
Alb. Stay yet, hear reafon: Edmund, \ arreft thee 
On capital Treafon; andinthyarreft, 
This gilded Serpent: for your claim fair Sifterg, 
I bare it in the intereft of my Wife, 
Tis fhe is fub-contracted to this Lord, 
And I her Husband contradict your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady is befpoke. , 
Gon. An enterlude. 
Alb,. Thou artarmed, Glofter, 
Let the Trumpet found : 
If none appear to prove upon thy perfon, 
Thy heinous, manifeft, and many Treafons, 
There is my pledge : Pll make it on thy heart , 
Ere I tafte Bread, thou art in nothing lefs 
Than I have here proclaim’d thee. 
Reg. Sick, O fick. ae 
Gon. If not, 1’ll ne’re truft Medicine. : 
Baft. There’s my exchange, what in the World he is 
That names me Traytor, Villain-like he lies, 
Call by the Trumpet: he.that dares approach 5 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb; A Herald, ho. ; 
Truft to thy fingle vertues, for thy Souldiers 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their difcharge. 
Reg. My ficknefs grows upon me. 
cAlb, She is not well, convey her to my Tent, 
Come hither, Herald, let the Trumpet found, 
And read out this. [Led Trumpet founds. 


Herald reads. ee ea 

F any man of quality or degree within the lujts of the 
a , will maintain upon Edmund Suppofed Earl of 
Glofter, ‘that he is a manifold. Traytor , let him appear by 
the third found of the Trumpet: he is bold.in_his de- 


fence. 1 Trumpet. 
Her. Again. 2. Trumpet. 
_ Her. Again. 3 Trumpet. 


[Trumpet anfwers.him within. ' 
~ Enter Edgar armed. 


eb. Ask him his purpofes, why he appears 
Upon this Call o’ th’ Trumpet: 

Her. What are you? . 
Your name, your quality, and why you anfwer 
This prefent Summons ? | 


The Tragedy of King Lear, 


i069 
Edg. Know my name is loft 

By Treafons Tooth : bare-gnawn, and Canker-bit, 

Yet am I Noble as the Adverfary 

[come to cope, :; 

Alb, Which is that Adverfary ? 

Edg. What’s he that fpeaks for Edmund Earl of Gloffer ? 

Baft. Himfelf, what faift chou to him ? 

Edg. Draw thy Sword, . 

That if my Speech offend a Noble heart, 

Thy arm may do thee Juftice, here is mine : 

Behold it is my priviledge, 

The priviledge of mine honours, 

My Oath, and my profeffion. I proteft, 

Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence, 

Defpife thy Victor-Sword, and fire new fortune, 

Vhy valour, and thy heart, thou art a Traytor.: 

Faile to thy gods; thy Brother, and thy Father, 

Confpirant ’gainft this high illuftrious Prince, 

And from th’ extreameft upward of thy head, 

To the defcent and duft below thy foot, 

A moft Toad-fpotted Traytor, Say thou no, 

This Sword, thisarm, and my beft fpirits are bent 

To prove upon thy heart, whereto | fpeak, 

Thou lyeft. 

Baft. In wifdom I fhould ask thy name, 

But fince thy out-fide looks fo fair and Warlike, 

And that thy tongue (fome fay) .of breeding breaths, 

What fafe, and nicely I might well delay, ~ 

By rule of Knight-hood, I difdain and {purn: 

Back do J tofs thefe Treafons to thy head, 

With the Hell-hated Lie, orewhelm thy heart, 

Which for they yet glance by, and fcarcely bruife, 

This Sword. of mine fhall give them inftant way, 

Where they fhall reft for ever. Trumpets fpeak. 

Alb, Saye him, fave him. , 

Gon. This is practice, Glofter, 
By th’ law of War, thou waft not bound to anfwer 
An unknown oppofite : thou art not vanquifh’d, 

But cozen’d, and begnuil’d. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, Dame, 

Or with this paper fhall I ftop it: hold, Sir, 

Thou worfe than any name, read thine own evil : 

No tearing Lady, J perceive you know it, 

Gon. Say if ldo, the Laws are mine not thine, 

Who can arraiga me for’t ? Exit. | 
Alb. Moft monftrous! O, know’ft thouthis Paper ? 
Baft. Ask me not what I know. 

Alb. Goafter.her, the’s defperate, govern her, 

Baft, What you have charg’d me with, 

That have I done, 

And more, much more, the time will bring it out, 

*Tis paft, and foam I: But what»art thou 

That haft this fortune on me ? If thou’rt Noble, 

I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity : 

Iam no lefs in bloud than thou art, Edmund.) 

If more, the more th’. haft: wrong’d me, 

My name is Edgar, and thy Fathers Son, 

The gods are juft, and of our pleafant Vices 

Make inftruments to plague us : 

The dark and vitious place, where thee he got; . 

Coft him his Eyes, 

Baft. Th’ haft fpoken right, tis true, 

The Wheel is come full Circle, J am here. 

Alb, Me thought thy very gate did prophefie 
A Royal Noblenefs: I muft embrace thee, 

Let forrow fplit my heart, if ever I 

Did hate thee, or thy Father, | 
Edg. Worthy Prince, I know’t. 

Alb, Where have you hid your felf? 

How have you known the miferies of your Father ? 

Edg. By nurfing them, my Lord. Lift a brief tale; 
And when’tis told, O that my heart would burft! 
The bloody proclamation to efcape 
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That follow’d me fonear, (O our lives fweetnefs ! 
That we the pain of Death would hourly dic, 
Rather than die at once) taught me to fhift 
Into a Mad-mans rags, t’ aflume a femblance 
Chat very Dogs difdain’d: and in thts habit 
Met I ny Father with his bleeding Rings, : 
Their precious Stones new loft: became his guide, 
Led him, beg’d for him, fav’d him from defpair, 
Never (O faule) reveal’d my felf unto him, 
Until fome half hour paft, when [ was.arm’d, 
Not fure, though hoping of this good fuccefs, 
| ask’d his blefling, and fromm firff to Taft 
Told him our Pilgtiniage. But this flaw’d heart 
(Alack too weak the conflict to fippott) 
Twixt two extreams of paflion, joy and grief, 
Burtt fmilingly. 
B-ft. This Speech of yours hath mov’d me, 
And thall perchance do good, but fpeak you on, 
| You look as you had fomething more'to fay. 
Alb. 1€ there be more, more woful, hold it in, 
For 1 am aJmoft ready to diffolve, 
Hearing of this. 


ne A 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. Help, Help; O help. 

Edg, What kind of help ? 

Alb, Speak Man. 
Ede, What meats this bloudy Knife ? 


Gent. *Tis hot, it fmoaks, came even from the heart 


| of — O fhe’s dead. 
| Alb. Who's dead ? Speak man. 


Gent. Your Lady Sit, your Lady; and her Sifter ” 


By her is poyfon’d: fhe confellts it. 
|” Balt. 1 Was contracted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an inftant,.«% Big. 
Edy. Hete comes Kent. ‘ 


Enter Kent. 


Alb. Produce the'Bodies, be they live or dead. 
[Gonerill and Regans Bodies brought 


This judgment of the Heavens chat makes us tremble, 


Touches snot with picty. O! isthisfhe ? 
The time will not allow the complement~ 
Which very manners urge. «~ is 

Kent. Lamcome “°° ! . 

To bid my King and Mafter aye good night, 
fs he not here ?: 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot, 
Speak Edmund, where’s the King ? an 
Sceft thou this object;Kere! 

Kent. Alack, why thus ? 

Baft. Yet Edmund was belov’d : 
The one the other poifon’d for my fake, 
And-after, flew her felf. ; 

c4lh, Even fo: cover their Faces. ° 

Baft. 1 pant for life: fome good I mean todo 

| Defpight of mine own Nature, Quickly fend, 
| (Be brief init) to th’ Caftle for my Writ 
is on the lifeof Lear, and Cordelia: 
Nay, fend in time. 
Alb. Run, rut, Ofin. 'o° yt Saen 
Edg. To whom my Lord ?' Who has the Office ? 
Send thy token of reprieve. so aeilieaet ol 
| Bajt. Well thought on, take thy Sword, 
Give it the Captain. ¢ "> -) Pri Saye Vs 
Ede. Hafte thee for thy life. 
Baft, He hath Gommiffion ftom thy Wife 
To hang (ordeliain the Prifon, and ~/*" " 
To lay the blame upon her own defpait, ~~ 
That the fore.did her felf,  ~ : 
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Enter Lear with Cordelia in bis arms, 9) 
es | Ma y | 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl: O you are men of fone | | 
Had I your Tongues and Eyes, Vid ufethem'fo, "| 
That Heavens Vault fhould crack: fhe’s gone’for ever | 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, Won va 
She’s dead as Earth: Lend me’a Looking-Glafg. =] 
If that her breath will miftor ftain theftone, 
Why then fhe lives. 

Kent. 1s this the promis’d'end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror. 

Alb, Fall and. ceafe. 

Lear. This Feather ftirs, the lives: if it be fo, 
It is a chance which-do’s.redeem all fotrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. Qh my good Matter. 

Lear. Prethee away. 

Edg. ’Tis noble Kent your Friend, A 

Lear. A plague upon you Martherers, Traitotsal). 
I might have fav’d her, now fhe’s gone for ever; 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ftay a little. Ha. 

What is’t thou faift ? her Voice wasever foft, 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in Woman, 
| kill’d the flave that was a hanging thee, 

Gent. ’Tis true (my Lords) he did. 

Lear, Did not, Fellow ? ti Oe 
Ihave feen the day, with my good biting Faulchion | 
I would have made him skip: Iamoldnow, = | | 
And thefe fame croffes fpoil me. Who ate you? ~~ 
Mine Eyes are o” th’ beft, I'll tell you ftraight, ~~ 

Kent. If Fortune brag of two, fhe lov’dand hated, | 
One of them we behold. A a Pn 

Lear. This isa dull fight, are younot Keat ? 

Kent. The fame: your Servant Kent, 

Where is your Servant Caius ? hee 

Lear. He’s a good Fellow, I can tell you that, .. 
| He7ll ftrike, and quickly too, he’s dead and rotten, — | 

Kent. No, my good Lord, lamehe very mai, 

Lear. Vl fee that ftraight. peer | 

Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay, | 
Have follow’d your {ad fteps. a 

Lear, You are-welcom hither.’ © — Ae 

Kent. Nor no man elfe: 
Alls cheerlefs, dark, and deadly: 
| Your eldeft Daughters have fore-done t 
And defperately are dead, uy 

Lear. 1, fol think. ee 

Alb, He knows not what he fayes, and vain is it | 
That we prefent us to him. mcrae 
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Enter a Meflenger. 


Edg. Very bootlefs- 
Mf, Edmund is dead, my Lord. 
Alb, That’s but a trifle here : 
You Lords and noble Friends know our intent, 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be appli’d. For us we will refign, “i 
During the life of ‘this old Majelty, 
| To him our abfolute power, you to your T 
With boot, and fuch addition‘as your Honours: ” lt 
Have more than merited. All Friendsfhall ==} 
’ || Tafte the wages of their virtue, and all Foes, |... 
| The Cup’of their defervings: O fee, fee. ? : 
Lear, And'my poor Fool ishang’d: No, 00, no lifer 
Why fhould a Dog, a Horfe, a Rat have life, 
And thou no breath at'all ? Thow’lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, mever, MeVOre = 
| Pray you undé this Button: °Phank you, Sit, | 
| Do you fee this? look on her, look on her Lips, _ 
Look there, look there. ee cei © 
Edg. He faints;’ty Cord.” 
Kent. Break heart, I prethee break. © 
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the Moore of Venice. 


Edg. Look to my Lord. Rule in this Realm, and the gor’d ftate faftain ; 
ty, Kent. Vex not his Ghoit, O let him pafs, hehateshim,} Kent. Ihavea Journey, sft fhortly to aos 
th, That would upon the rack of this tough World My Matter callsme, !muft not fay no, $ [ Dies. 
Nb Stretch him out longer. Edg. The weight of this fad time we muft obey 
ON by Edg. He is gone indeed. Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay : ; 
va Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur’d fo long, The oldeft hath born moft, we that are young, 
hy He but ufurpt his life. Shall never fee fo much, nor live fo long. 

Alb, Bear them from hence, our prefent bufinefs 
Is general woe: Friends of my Soul, you twain, [éxeunt with a dead march. 
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The Acors Names. 
‘at Thello, the Moore. Gentlemen of Cyprus. 
Brabantio, Father to Defdemona. Lodovico, ad Gratiano, two Noble Venetians. 
_ | Caffio, a2 honourable Lieutenant. Saylors. 
is" | Jago, «Villain. Clown, 
Rodorigo, 4 gul?'d Gentleman. 
- | Duke of Venice. Defdemona, W27fe to Othello. 
ii | Senators. fimilia, Wife to Jago. 
Montano, Goverzour of Cyprus. Bianca, a Curtezan. 
t 
pn 


hi eAétus Primus. Scena Prima. 


If Ido not. Three great ones of the City; 


ve Enter Rodorigo, ard Jago. (In perfonal fuit to make me his Lieutenant) 
F if Offcapt to him ; and by the faith of man ©‘ 
, ? Rodo. Ever tell me, I take it very unkindly I know my price, I am worth no worfea place. 
Li fl That thou (Fago) who haft had my Parfe, | But he (as loving his own pride and purpofes) 
fh As if the ftrings were thine, Evades them, witha Bumbaft Circumftance, 
atl i Should’{t know of this. Horribly ftuft with Epithets of War, 
ite? Fago. But you'll not hear me. Non-fuits my Mediators. For certes, fayes he, 
| {If ever I did Dream I have already chofe my Officer. And what was he? 
él’, | OF facha matter, abhor me. Forfooth, a great Arithmetician, 
ron Rodo. Thou told’ft me, i One e Michael Caffio, a Florentine, 

Thou didft hold him in thy hate; (A Fellow almoft damn’d ina fair Wife) 

Fago. Defpife me That-never fer. a Squadron in thé Field, 
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Nor the divifion of a Battel knows 
More than Spinfter; Unlefs the Bookifh Theorick ; 
Whercii the Tongued Confuls can propofe 
As Mafterly as he, meer prattle (without practice) 
(n all his Souldierfhip. But he (Sir) had th’election 
And I (of whom his eyes had feen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on others grounds 
Chriftian, and Heathen) muft be be-lee’d, and calm’d 
By Debitor, and Creditor. This Counter-Cafter, 
He (in good time) muft his Lieutenant be, 
And I (blefs the mark) his Moor-fhip’s Ancient, 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang-iman. 
Fago. Why there’s no remedy, 
’Tis the curfe of Service ; 
Preferment goes by Letter, and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each fecond 
Stood Heir to th” firft Now, Sir, be Judge your felf, 
Whether | in any juf} term am Affin’d 
To love the Moore ? @ 
Rod. | would not follow him then. 
Fago. O, Sir, content you. 
| follow him to ferve my turn upon him. 
We cannot all be Malters, nor all Mafters 
Cannot be truly follow’d. You fhall mark 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking Knave, 
That (doting on hisown obfequious bondage) 
Wears out histime, much like his Mafters Afs, 
For nought but Provender, and when he’s old Cafheer’d. 
Whip me fuch honeft Knaves. Others there are 
Who trimm’d in Forms, and Vifages of duty, 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themfelves. 
And throwing but. fhows of fervice on their Lords, 
Do well thrive by them. 
And when they have lin’d in their Coats 
Do themfelves Homage. 
Thefe Fellows have fome Soul, 
And fach a one do | profefs my felf! For (Sir) 
It is as fure as you are Rodorzgo, 
Were I the Moor, | would not be Fago : 
in following bim, 1 follow but my felf. 
Heaven is my Judge, not I, for love and duty, © 
But feeming fo, for my peculiar end : 
For when my outward action doth demonftrate 
The native aét, and figure of my heart 
‘In complement extern, ’tis not long after 
But | will wear my heart upon my fleeve 
For Dawes to peck at; I anrnot what Tam. 
Rod. What a fall Fortune do’s the thick-lips owe 
If he can carry’t thus? 
Fago. Call up her Father : 
Rowfe him, make after him, poyfon his delight, 
Proclaim him in the ftreets, Incenfe her Kinfmen, 
And though he in a fertile Climate dwell, 
Plague him with Flyes : though that hisjoy be joy, 
Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on’t, 
As it may loofe fome colour, 
Rods, Here is her Fathers Houfe, 1’ll call aloud. 
Fago. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when (by night and negligence, the fire 
Is {pied in populous Cities. 
Rodo, What ho: Brabantio, Signior Brabantio, ho. 


Jaco, Awake, what ho, Brabantio : Thieves, Thieves, 


Look to your Houle, your Daughter, and your Bags, 
Thieves, Thieves. 

. Bra. Above, What is the reafon of this terrible 
‘Summons ? what is the matter there ? 

Rodo, Signior, is all your Family within ? 
 Fago. Are your Doors lock’d ? 

Bra, Why? wherefore ask you this? 

Fago. Sir, y arerobb’d, for fhame put on your Gown, 
Your heart is burft, you have loft half your Soul 
Even now, verynow, anold black Ram . 

Is Tupping your white Ewe. Arife, arife, 
Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 


- 


) (Which isindeed but fign) that you fhall 


| Or elfe the Devil will make a Grand-fice of you, 
Arife I fay. ¢ 
Bra. What, have you loft your Wits? 


Rod. Moft Reverend Signior, do you know my Voice? " 


Bra. Not I: what are you ? 
Rod, My name.is Rodorigo. 
Bra. The worfer welcome : 
| have charg’d thee not to haunt about my Doors; 
In honeft plainnefs thou haft heard me fay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madnefs 
(Being full of Supper, -and diftempering draughts) 
Upon malicious Knavery, doft thoucome 
To ftart my quiet. 
Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir. 
Bra. But thou muft needs be fure, 
My Spirits and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee, 
Rod, Patience, good Sir. 4 
Bra, What tell’{t thou me of Robbing? 
This is Venice: my Houfe is not a Grange. 
Rod. Mott grave Brabantio, 
In fimple and pure Soul, I come to you. 
__ Fag. Sir, you are one of thofe that will not ferve God 
if the Devil bid you. Becaufe we come todo you fervice, 
and you think we are Ruffians, you'll have your Daugh- 
ter cover’d witha Barbary Horfe, you’ll have your Ne- 
phews neigh to you, you'll have Courfers for Coulins,and 
Gennets for Germans, ‘a 
‘Bra. What profane wretch art thou? 
Fag. 1am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daugh. 
ter and the Moore, are making the Beaft with two backs, 
Brae Thou art a ViNain, 
Fago, You area Senator. 
Bra, This thou fhalt anfwer. 1 know thee, Rodorigo, 
Rod, Sir, I will anfwer any thing. But I befeech you, 
If’t be your pleafure, and moft wife confent; 
(As partly I find it is) that your fair Daughter, 
At this odd Even and dull Watch oth’ Night 
Tranfported with no worfe or better guard, 
But witha Knave.of-common hire, @ 
To the grofs clafps of a Lafcivious Moore: 
If this be known to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and fawcy wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Donot believe © 
That from the fenfe of all Cioitity,: 2° Claeet 
I thus would play abd trifle with yourReverence, © 
Your Daughter (if you have not given her leave) 
I fay again, hath matt a grofs revolt, fates. ‘onel 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit, and Fortunes 9” 
In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger, Amal 
Of here, and every where : ftraight fatisfie your fat i 
If fhe be in your Chamber, or yourHoufe, © 
Let loofe on me the Juftice of the ftate omni 
For thus deluding you. 
Bra, Strike on the Tinder, ho: 
Give me a Taper : call upall my people, 
This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it opprefles me already. 
Light, I fay, light. 
ago. Farewel: for { muft leave you. 
It feems not meet, nor wholfome to my place 
To be producted, asif I ftay, 1 fhall, 
Again{t the Moor. For I do know the ftate, 
(However this may gall hiny with fome che 
Cannot with fafety caft him. For he’s embatk’d 
With fuch loud reafon tothe Cyprus Wars, | 
(Which even now ftands in Aé:) that for the 
Another of his fadom, they have none, 
To lead their bufinefs. In which regard, 
Though I do hate him as I do Hell, 
Yet, for neceflity of prefent life, 
I muft thew outa Flag, and fignof Lovey =. 4. 
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Lead tothe Sagittary the raifed Search; 
And there will l be with him. So farewel. LExit. 
Ener Brabantio, with Servants and Torches. 


Bra. It ig too trae an evil. Gone the is, 
And whar’s to come of my defpifed time, 
Is naught but bitternefs. Now, Rodorigo, 
Where didft thot fee her? (Oh unhappy Girlé) 
With the Moore faift thou? (Who would bea Father ?) 
How didft thou know ’twas fhe ? (Oh the deceives me 
Paft thonght:: ): what faid fheto you? Get moe Tapers: 
Raifeall my Kindred. Are they married, think you? 
Rod. Truly I think they ate, 
Bra. Oh heaven: how got fhe out? 
Oh treafon of my blood. 
Fathers, from hence truft not your Daughters minds 
By what you {ee them Act. Are there not charms, 
By which the property of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus’d ? Have you not read, Rodorsgo, 
Of fome fuch thing? 
Rod. Yes, Sit: | have indeed. 
Bra. Call up my brothers ; oh would you had had her. 
Some one way, fome another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 
Rod. I think I can difcover him, if you pleafe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At every Houfe III call, 
(I may command at moft) get Weapons (hoa) 
And raife fome fpecial Officers of might : 


On, good Rodorigo, I willdeferve your pains. 1° [Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, Jago, Attendants, with Torches. 


Jago. Though in the trade of war I have flain men, 
Yet do I hold it very ftuff oth’ Confcience 
To dono contriv’d murder ; I take iniquity 
Sometime to do me fervice. Nine or ten times 
| had thought to have.yerk’d him here under the Rib. 

Othel. ’Tis better as it is. 

Fago. Nay, but he prated, 
And {poke fuch fcurvy, and provoking terms _ 
Againtft your honour, that with the little godlinefs! have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But I pray you, Sir, 
Are you faft married ? Be affur’d of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov’d, 
And hath in his effect a voyce potential 
As double as the Dukes: He will divorce you. 
Or put upon you, what reftraint or grievance, 
The Law (with all his might, to enforce it on) 

Will give him Cable. 
| - Othe. Let him do his fpight : 
My fervices, which I have done the Signory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. ’Tis yet to know, 
| Which when | know, that boafting is an honour, 
| fhail promulgate. I fetchmy life and being, 

From men of Royal Siege. .And my demerits 
May {peak (unbonnetted) to asa proud a Fortune 
As this that I have reach’d. For know, Jago, 
| But that I love the gentle ‘Defdemona, 
1 would not my unboufed free condition 
Put into Circumfcription, and Confine, 
For the Seas worth. Butlook, what lights come yond? 


Enter Callio with Torches. 


| ago. Thofe are the raifed Father, and his friends : 
| You were beft go in. 

| Othel,, NotI: 1 mut be found. 

My parts, my title, and my perfect Soul 

Shall manifeft me rightly. Is it they? 


the NA oore of Venice. 


Jago. By Fanus, 1 think no. 
Orhel. Tue Servants of the Dukes ? 
ae my Lieutenant ? 
e goodnefs of the night upon you (friends } 
What is the News ? aes: 
(afis. The Duke does greet you (General) 
And he requires your hafte, Polt-hafte appearance, 
Even on the inftant. 
Othel. Whatis the matter think you? 
Caffio. Something from Cyprus, as | may divine: 
[t is a bufinefs of fome heat, The Gallies 
Have fent a dozen fequent meflengers 
This very night, at one anothers heels: 
And many of the Confuls (rais’d and met,) 
Areat the Dukes already. You have been hotly call’d for, 
When being not at your lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath fent about three feveral Quefts, 
To fearch you’ ont, 
Othel. ?Tis welll am found by you: 
{ will {pend but a word here in the Houle, 
And go with you. 
Caffio. Aucient, what makes he here? 
Fago, Faith, he to night hath boorded a Land Carrac, 
If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever. 
Caffio. | donot underftand. 
Fago, He’s married. 
Cajfio. To whom? 
Fago. Marry:te Come, ‘Captain, will you go? 
Orbel. Have with you: 
Caffio. Herecomesanother Troop to feek for you, 


Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and Torches. 


Jago. It is Brabantia: General be advis’d, 
He comes to bad intent. 

Othel, Holla, ftand there. 

Rod. Signior, it isthe Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, Thief, 

Fago- You Rodorigo? Come, Sir, Iam for you. 

Othel. Keep up your bright Swords, for the dew will ruft 
them. Good Signior, you fhall more command with years, 
than with your Weapons. 

Bra. Oh thou foul Thief, 
Where haft thou ftow’d my Daughter ? 
Damn’d as thou art, thou haft enchanted her, 
For Ple refer me to all things of fenfe , 
(If fhe in chains of Magick were not bound ) 
Whether a Maid, fo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppofite to Marriage, that fhe fhunn’d 
The wealthy curled Darling of our Nation, 
Would ever have (v’incurr a general mock) 
Run from her Guardage to the footy bofom, 
Of fuch a thing as'thou : to fear, nottodelight ? 
Judge me the world, if ’tis not grofs in fenfe, 
That thou haft practis’d on her with foul Charms, 
Abus’d her delicate youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens motian. Vle hav’t difputed on, 
’Tis probable, and palpable to thinking ; 
| therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abufer of the world, a practicer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 
Lay hold upon him, if he do refift 
Subdue bim at his peril. 

Othel. Hold your hand. 
Both you of my inclining, and the reft. 
Wereit my Cueto fight, | fhould have known it 
Without a Prompter. Whither will you that I go 
To an{wer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon, till fit time 
Of Law, and courfe of direct Seffion 
Call thee to anfwer. 

Orhel, What if 1 do dbey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith {atisfied, 
Whofe Meflengers are here about my fide, 

F 3 Upon 
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Upon fomte prefent bufinefs of the State, 
To bring me to him. isi 
Officer, ’Tistrue, moft worthy Signior, 
The Duke’s in Council, and your Noble felf, 
I am fure is fent for. 
Bra, How ? The Duke in Council ? 
In this time of the night? bring him away : 
Mine?s not an idle canfe. The Duke himfelf, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, J 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as ’twere their own : 
For if fuch Actions may have paflage free, 
Bond flaves and Pagans fhall our Statefmen be. 


{ Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Duke, Senators; and Officers. 


Duke. There is no compofition in this news, 
That gives them credit. 
1. Sen. Indecd, they are difproportioned 5 
My Leters fay, a hundred and feven Gallies, 
Duke, And mine a hundred and fortys 
2. Sen. And mine two hundred : 
But though they jump not on a juft account, 
( As in thefe Cafes where the ayme reports, 
"Tis oft with difference) yet dothey all confirm 
A Turkifh Fleet, and bearing up to Cypris. 
Duke. Nay, it is poflible enough to judgment: 
| do not fo fecure me in the errour, 
Butthe main Article I do approve 
In fearfull fenfe. 
Saylor within. What hoa, what hoa, what hoa. 


Eater Saylor. 


Officer. A Meflenger from the Gallies. 
Duke.. Now? What’s the bufinefs ? 
Saylor. The Turkifh preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was | bid report here to the State, 
By Signior Angelo. 
Duke. How fay you by this change ? 
1, Sen. This cannot be 
| By no affay of Reafon. ’Tisa Pageant 
To keep us in falfe gaze, when we confider 
Ti’importancy of Cyprus to the Turks 
And let our felves again but underftand, 
That as it more concerns the Turkthan Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queftion bear it, 
For that ic ftands notin fuch warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks th’abilities 
That Rhodes is drefs’d in. If we make thought of this, 
We muft not think the Turk is fo unskilfull, 
To Jeave that lateft, which concerns him firft, 
Neglecting an attempt of eafe and gain, 
To wake and wage a danger profitlefs. 
‘Duke. Nay, in all confidence he’s not for Rhodes. 
Officer. Here is more News. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Meffen. The Ottamittes, reverend, and gracious, 
Steering with Cue courfe toward the Ifle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoynted them with an after Fleet. 

1. Sem 1, fo | thought: how many, as you guefs ? 

Meff. Of thirty Sail: and now they do re-ftem 
This backward courfe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano 
Your trufty and moft valiant Ser vitor, 

With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
_| And prays you to believe him. 

‘| Duke. "Tis certainthen for Cyprus: — 
eMarcus Luccicos, is he not in Town? 
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1. Sen. He’s now in Florence. 

Duke. VVrite from us, ) my 
To him, Poft, Poft- hafte, difpatch. 4 

1. Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the Moor, - 4 


+ Ah 
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Emer Brabantio, Othello, Caflio, Jago, Rodorigo, ie 
and Officers. ett, 

Againft the general Enemy Ottoman. — My 
I did not fee you: welcom, gentle Signior, olf 


Duke. Valiant Othello, we mutt ftraight employ y 


' 
wad 


VVe lack’t your Counfel, and your help to night, 
Bra. So did | yours: Good your Grace pardonme, 


| Neither my place, for ought! heard of bufinefs, 


Hath rais’d me from my Bed; nor doth the generalcare 
Take holdon me. For my particular grief. ison 
Is of fo flood-gate, and o’re-bearing Nature; > 
That it ingluts, and {wallows other forrows, 
And it is ftill it felf. 
Duke. VVhy ? what’s the matter ? 
Bra, My Daughter : oh my Daughter ! 
Sen. Dead! 
Bra. 1, to me. 
She is abus’d, ftolen from me, and corrupted 
By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks; 
For Nature fo prepofteroufly to erre, +7 fay 
( Being not deficient, blind, or lame of fenfe,) of 
Sans witch-craft could not. ey 
Duke. VVhoe’re he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguil’d your Daughter of her felf, aS i 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 
You fhall your felf read in the bitter Letter, 
After your own fenfe :, yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. ~~ 
Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace, Pie 
Here isthe man; this Moore, whom nowitfeems 
Your fpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, ; 
Hath hither brought. ita 
All. VVe arevery forry for’t, hong ES 
Duke. VVhat in your own part can you faytothis? 
Bra, Nothing, but this is fo. 1 0) OT ae 
Othel. Moft Potent, Grave, and Reverend Si 
My very Noble, and approv’d good Mafters 5 


} 
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Revit) 


| That I have tane away this old mans Daughter, © 


It is moft true: true 1 have married her: 


ep 


we 


And little of this great, world can I {péak, Oa 
More than pertains to Feats of Broyls, and Battel, = 
And therefore little fhall I grace my caufe, dT ae 
In fpeaking for my felf. Yet, (by your gracious patience) 
[ will a round un-varnifh’d tale deliver, sin 
Of my. whole courfe of love. 
VVhat Drugs? what Charms? iit 
VVhat Conjuration? and whatmighty Magick, = 
(For fuch proceeding 1 am charg’d withal) ‘ 
1 won his Daughter with. 

Bra. A Maiden, never bold: 
Of Spirit fo ftill and quiet, that her Motion 
Blufh’d at her felf, and fhe in fpight of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, everything, a 
To fall in Love with what fhe fear’d tolookon; = 
It is'a judgment maim’d, and moft imperfect. 


| That will confefs Perfection fo could erre 


Againft all Rules of Nature, and muft be driven ~ 
To find out practices of cunning hell A tyae 


| VVhy this fhould be, I therefore vouch again, ie. ‘ ef 
|| That with fome mixtures powerful o’re the blood; =| 
| Or with fome Dram (conjur’dtothisefledt) = | 
_| He wrought upon her. isi Toe 


WVithost b 


Duke. To vouch this, is no proof, 


ihe & 


pele te rnianersieenntenst 
Without more wider, and more over-Teft 
Than thefe chin habits, and poor likelyhoods 
Of modern feeming, do prefer againft him. 

Sen. But, Othello, {peak, 
Did you, by indirect and forced courfes 
Subdue, and poyfon this young Maids affections? 
Or came it by requeft, and fuch fair queftion, 
As foul to foul affordeth ? 

Othel. 1 do befeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary , 
And let her fpeak of me before her Father ; 
If you do find me foul in her report , 
The truft, the office, 1 do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your fentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Defdemona hither, 

Othello. Ancient, conduét them: 
You beft know the place, 
And ’till fhe come as truly as to héaven, 
Ido confefs the vices of my blood, 
So juftly to your Graveears, I'll prefent 
How I did thrive in this fair Ladies Love, 
And fhe in mine. 

Duke, Say it, Orhello, 

Othello; Her Father lov’d me, oft invited me : 
Still queftion?d me the Story of my life, 
From year to year: The Battells, Sieges, Fortune, 
That I have patt. 
Iran itthrough, even from my Boyifh days, 
To th’ very moment that he bad me tell it. 
Wherein I {poke of moft difaftrous Chances: 
Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field, 
Of hair-breadth fcapes i’th’imminent deadly Breach ; 
Of being taken by the infolent foe, 
And fold to flavery. Of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my Traveller’s hiftory. 
Wherein of Antars vaft, and defarts wild, (ven, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whofe heads touch hea- 
It was my hint to fpeak. Such was my Procefs, 
And of the Canibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi, and men whofe heads 
Grew beneath their Shoulders, Thefe things to hear, 
Would Defdemona ferioufly incline : 
But {till the houfe affairs would draw her hence : 
Which ever as fhe could with hafte difpatch, 
She’ld come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my Difcourfe , which | obferving, 
Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earneft heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels the had fomething heard , 
But not diftinctively: I did confent, 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When I did fpeak of fome diftrefsful ftroke, 
That my youth fuffer’d: My ftory being done, 
She gave me'for my pains a world of kifles : 
She {wore in faith, *twas ftrange, ’twas pafling ftrange. 
Twas pitiful, ’twas wondrous pitiful. 
She wifh’d fhe had not heard it, yet fhe wifh’d 
That heaven had made her fach aman. She thank’d me, 
And bad me, if [ had a friend that lov’d her, 
I fhould but teach him how to tell my ftory, 
} And that would wooe her. Upon this hint I fpake, 
| She lov’d me-for the dangers I have paft, 
And Ilov’d her, that fhe did pity them. 
This only is the witch-craft I have us’d. 

Here comes the Lady, let her witnefsit. 


Enter Defdemona, Jago, Attendants. 


Duke. [think this tale would win my Daughter too, 
| Good Brabantio, take wp this mangled matter at the beft - 
| Mendo their broken weapons rather ufe, 


| Than their bare hands. 


&Moore of Venice. 


Bra. I pray you hear her fpeak : * 
If the confefs that fhe was half the wooer, 
Deitruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light onthe man. Come hither, gentle Miftrefs, 
Do you perceive, in all this Noble Company, 
Where molt you owe obedience ? 
Def: My Noble Father ; 
I do perceive here a divided duty, 
To you I am bound for life, and education : 
My life and education both do learn me, 
How to refpect you. Youare the Lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your Daughter. Buthere’s my husband ; 
And fo much duty, as my Mother fhew’d 
To you, preferring you before her Father ; 
So much I challenge,’ that I may profefs 
Due to the ~Woore, my Lord, 
Bra, God be with you: 1 have done. 
Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State affairs 4 
| had rather to.adopt a child than get it, 
Come hither, «Woore, 
I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou haft already, with.all my. heart, 
[ would keep from-thee. For your fake (Jewell) 
I am glad at foul, I have no other child ; 
For thy efcape would teach me tyranny 
To hang clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 
Duke. Let me fpeaklike your felf: 


} And lay a Sentence; 


Which, like a grife , or ftep, may help thefe Lovers, 

When remediesare paft, the griefs are ended 

By feeing worft, which late on hopes depended, 

To mourn a mifchief that is pait and gone, 

Is the next way to draw new mifchief on. 

What cannot be preferv’d: when Fortune takes: 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The robb’d that finiles, fteals fomething from the Thief, 

He robs himfelf that {pends a bootlefs grief. 

Bra. So let.the Turk of Cyprus us beguile , 

We lofe it not.fo long as we can {mile : 

He bears the fentence well, that nothing bears, 

But the free comfort which from thence he hears, 

But he hears both the fentence, and the forrow, 

That to pay grief, muft of poor patience borrow, 

Thefe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, 

Being {trong on both fides are equivocall. 

But words are words: I never yet did hear, 

That the bruiz’d heart was pierced through the ear. 
Humbly befeech you to proceed.toth’aflairs of State. 
Duke. The Twrks with a moft. mighty preparation, 

makes for Cypris:..Othello, theFortitude of the place is 

beft known to you.. And though we have therea Subfti- 
tute of moft allowed fufficiency; yet opinion, a more 

Sovereign Miftrefs of Effects, throws a more fafe voice 

on you; you muft therefore be content to flubber the grofs 

of your new fortufes , with this more ftubborn, and boy- 
fterous expedition. 
Othel, The Tyrant Cuftome, moft Grave Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and Steel Coach of War 

My thrice-driven bed of Down. Ido agnize 

A natural and prompt Alacrity, 

I find in hardnefs: and do undertake 

This prefent war againft the Orromittes. 

Moft humbly therefore bending to your State, 

I crave fit difpofition for my Wife, _ 

Due reverence of Place, and Exhibition, 

With fuch accommodation and befort, 

As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her Fathers. 
Bra, 1 will not have it fo. 
Othel. Nor I. 

~ ‘Def. Nor would I there refide, 

To put my Father in impatient thoughts 

By being in his Eye. Moft gracious Duke, 

To my unfolding, lend your profperous Ear, 


| And let me find a Character in your voice 
| Y’aflitt my fimplenefs. 
| Duke, What would you, Defdemona ? 

Defa.. That 1 love the Moor, to live with him, 
My down-right violence, and ftorm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the world, My heart’s fubdu’d 
Even to the very quality of my Lord 4 
I faw Orhello’s vifage in-his mind, 

And to his honours and his valiant parts, 

Did I my foul and fortunes confecrate, 

So that (dear Lords) if I be left behind 

A Moth of Peace, and-he go to the War, 
The Rites for why I love him, are bereft me: 
And 1 a heavy interim thal! fuppore 

By his dear abfence. Let me go with him. 

Othel. Let her have your voice. 

Vouch with me heaven, I therefore beg it not 

To pleafe the palate of my Appetite : 

Nor to comp!y with-heat the young effects 

In my defunct, and proper fatisfaction. 

But to be free, and bounteous to her mind : 

And heavin defend your good fouls, that you think 
I will your ferious and great bufinefs fcant 

When the is with me.’ No, when'light wing’d Toyes 
Of feather’d Cupid, feel’ with wanton dulnefs 

My fpeculative and ofic’d Inftrument : 

That my Difports corrupt and taint my bufinefs : 

Let Houfewives make a Skillet of my Helm, 

And all indign and bafe adverfities, 

Make head againft my Eftimation. 

Duke. Be it as you fhall privately determine, 
Fither for her {tay or going: th’Aflair cries hafte : 
And fpeed mutt anfwer it. 

Sen. You muft away'to night. 

Orhe/, With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine it? morning here we'll meet again. 
Orheilo, leave fome Officer behind, 

And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you: 
And fuch things elfe of quality and refpect 
As doth import to you. 
Othel. So pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 
A man he is of honefty and truft: 
To his conveyance laflign my wife. 
With what elfe needful, your good Grace fhall think 
To be fent after me. 

Duke, Let it-be fo: 

Good night to every one. ‘And Noble Signior, 
If Vertue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your Sor-inslaw is far more fair than black. 

Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, ule Defdemona well, 

Bra. Look to her (Moor) if thou: hatt eyes to fee : 
She has deceiv’d her Father, and may thee. 

Othel. My life upon her faith. Honeft Tago, 
My Defdemona mutt I leave to thee : 

I prethee let thy wife attend on her, 

And bring them after in their beft advantage. 
Come, Defdemna, | have but an hour 

Of Love, of wordly matter, and direction 
To fpeak witli thee, We muft obey the time. 

Rod. Fago. 

Fago. What fayelt thon, noble heart ? 

Rod. What will do, thinkeft thou? 

Jago. Why, goto bed and flcep. 

Rod. 1 will incontinently drown my felf. 


Fago. \f thou doft, | fhall never love thee after, -Why, 


thon filly Gentleman ? 


Rod. Itisfillinefs to live, when to live is torment: and 
then have we a prefcription to dye, when death is our 


Phyfician. 


so. Oh villanous: Ihave look’d upon the world for 
four times feven years,-and fince I could diftinguifh be- 
twixt a Benefit and an Injury, 1 never found man that 
knew how to love himfelf. Ere I would fay,d would drown 
my felf for the love of a Guinney-Hen , 1 would change my 


| humanity witha Baboon. 


L Exit. 


LExit. 
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Rod. What fhouldido, {1 confefs it is my fhame to be 
‘y fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

Fo. Virtue? aFig, ’tis in our fclves that we are thus 
or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens , to the which om 
Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant Nettles, of 
fow Lettice : Set Hyffop, and weed up Time: Supply it 
with one gender of Herbs, or diftract it with many ; ¢ 
ther have it fteril with idlenefs, or manured with induftry 
why the power and corrigible Authority of this liesin our 
wills.If the brain of our lives had not one fcale of Reafonto 
poife another of Senfuality, the blood and bafenefs of oyp 
Natures would conduct us to moft prepofterous Concli- 
fons. But we have reafon to cool our raging Motions, or 
carnal Stings, or unbitted Lufts : whereof J take this, that 
you call Love, to be a Sect, or Seyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Fagee It ismeerly a Luft of the Blood, anda permiflion 
of the will. Come, be a man: drown thy felt? Drown 
Cats and blind Puppies, 1 have profeft me thy Friend, 
and Iconfefs me knit to thy deferving, with Cables of 
perdurable toughnefs. I could never better fteed thee 
‘han now. Put money in thy purfe:.follow thon the 
Wars, defeat thy favour, with an ufurped Beard, I fay, 
put money in thy purfe. It cannot be long that Defae. 
mona fhould continue her love to the Moor. Put money} 
inthy purfe: nor he histo her. Itwasa violent Commen: 
c ment in her, and thou fhalt fee an anfwerable Sequeltra- 
tion, but put money in thy purfe. Thefe Moors are 
changeable in their wills: fill thy purfe with money. The| 
food that to him now isas Infcious as Locufts, fhall to him 

hortly be as bitter as Coloquintida. She mutt change for 
youth ; when fhe is fated with his body , fhe will find the 
‘ rrours of her choice. Therefore put money in thy putle, 
'f thou wilt needs damn thy felf, do it amoredelicate 
way than drowning. Make all the money thou canft: If 
sanétimony anda frail Vow betwixt an erring Barbarian 
and fuper-lubtle Venetsan be not too hard for my wits, and 
all the tribe of hell, thop fhalt enjoy her : therefore make 
money: a pox of drowning thy feif, it is clean out ofthe 
way. Seek thou rather tobe hang’d in compafling thy joy, 
than to be drown’d, and go without her. 

F Rod. Wilt thou he faft to my hopes, if I depend on the 
flue ? 
ago, Thou art fure of me: Go make money: I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and agail., I hate 
che Moor. My caufe is hearted ; thine bath no lefs rea 
fon. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge againtt him, 
(f thou canft cuckold him, thou doft thy felf a pleafiure, 
mea fport. There are many Events in the womb of Time, 
which will be delivered. . Traverfe, go, provide thy me 
ney. We will have more of this tomorrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where fhall we meet ith’ morning ? 

Jago. At my Lodging. 

Rod. Vl be with thee betimes. 

Fae: Goto, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo? 

Rod. 1’il fell all my Land. 

Fago.” Thus do I ever make my Fool my purfe: 
For I mine own gain’d knowledge fhould profane, 
if | would time expend with fuch a Swain, 

But for my port and profit: I hate the Moor, 
Andit is thought abroad, that ’twixt my fheets 
He has done my office... I know not if’t be true, 
But 1, for meer fufpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for Surety. He holdsme well, 
The better fhall my purpofe work on him: 
Caffio’s a proper man: Let me fee now, 

To get this place, and plume up @y will 

In double Knavery. How ? how? Let’s fees 
After fome time, to abufe Orhello’s ears, 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He hath a perfon, anda fmooth difpofe { 
To be fufpected : fram’d to make women falfe. 
The Moor is of a free and open Nature, : 
That thinks men honeft, that but feem to bef) 474 
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And will as tenderly be led by th’ Nofe 

As Affes are: 

| have’t: it is engendred: Hell and Night 

Muft bring this monftrous Birth to the worlds light. 


Altus Secundus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. 
Mont. 


I cannot twixt the Heaven and the Main, 
Defcry a Sail. 
Mont. Methinks the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne’re fhook our Battlements : 
If it hath ruffiand fo upon the Sea, 
What ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. What fhall we hear of this ? 
2. A Segregation of the Turkifh Fleet : 
For do but ftand upon the foaming fhore, 
The chidden Billow feems to pelt the clouds, 
The wind-fhak’d Surge, with high and monftrous Main, 
Seems to caft water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th’ever fixed Pole : 
I never like moleftation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 
Mont. \f that be the Turkéfh Fleet, 
Bé not infhelter’d and embay’d, they are drown’d, 
It is impoflible to bear it out. 


Enter a2 Gentleman. 


3. News, Lads : our Wars are done : 
The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turks, 
That their defignment halts. A noble Ship of Venice 
Hath feen a grievous wrack and fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleet. 

Mont. How ? Is this true? 

3. TheShipis put in: A Veroneffo, Michael Caffio 
‘Lieutenant of the warlike Moor, Orhello, 
Is come on fhore: the Moor himfelf at Sea, 
‘And isin full Commiffion here for Cyprus. 

«Mont. Yam glad on’t: 
Tis a worthy Governour. 

3, But this fame Caffio, though he fpeak of comfort, 
Touching the Turki(h lofs, yet he looks fadly, 
And prays the Moor be fafe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent Tempeft. 

«Mont. Pray heavens he be: 
For I have ferv’d him, and the man commands 
Like a full Souldier. Let’s to the Sea-fide (hoa) 
+ As well to fee the Veflel that comes in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we make the Main and th’ Erial blue, 
And indiftiné& regard. 

Gent. Come, let’s do fo; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of our Arrivancy. 


Enter Caffio. 


(af, Thanks you, the valiant of the warlike Mle, 
That fo approve the Moor: Oh let the Heavens 
Give him defence from the Elements, 

For I have loft him on a dangerous Sea. 

Mont. Is he well thipp’d ? ies 

Caf. His Bark is ftoutly timber’d, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv’d Allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes (not furfeited to death) 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Within. ASail, a Sail, a Sail. 

Caf, What noife ? 


the “Moore of Venice. 


W Hat from the Cape, can you difcern at Sea? 
1, Gente Nothing at all, it is a high-wrought Flood: 
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Gent. The Town is empty; on the brow oth’ Sea 
Stand ranks of People, and they cry, a Sail. 
Caf. My hopes do fhape him for the Governour, 
Gent, They do difeharge their thot of courtefie, 
Our friends at leaft, 
Caf. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who ’tis that is arrived. 
Gent. I hhall, Léxsr. 
Mont. But, good Lieutenant, is your General wiv’d ? 
Caf. Mott fortunately, he hath atchiev’d a Maid 
That Paragons defcription,-and wild Fame : 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning Pens, 
And in th’ eflential Vefture of Creation, 
Do’s tire the ingeniver. 


Enter Gentleman. 


How now ? who has put in ? 
Gent, ’Tis one Fago, Ancient'to the General. 
Caf. Ha’s had moit favourable and happy {peed : 
Tempefts themfelves, high Seas, and howling winds, 
The gutter’d Rocks and congregated Sands, 
Traitors enfteep’d, to enclog the guiltlefs Keel, 
As having fenfe of Beauty do omit 
Their mortal Natures, letting go-fafely by 
The divine Defdemona. 
eMont. What is fhe ? 
Gaf. She that I fpake of : 
Our great Captain’s Captain, 
Left in the Conduct of the bold Fago, 
Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A Sennights fpeed... Great Fove, Othello guard, 
And {well his Sail with thine own powerful breath, 
That he may blefs this Bay with his tall Ship, 
Make loves quick pants in Defdemona’s arms, 
Give renew’d fire to Our extinctelt Spirits. 


Enter Defdemona, Jago, Roderigo, and Emilia. 


Oh behold, 

The riches of the Ship is come on fhore : 

You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 
Hail to thee, Lady.: and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Enwheel thee round, 

Def. (thank you, valiant Caffio, 

What tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 

Caf. He isnot arriv’d, nor knowl ought 
But that he’s well, and will be fhortly here. 

Def. Oh but I fear: 

How loft you company ? 

Caf. The great contention of the Sea and Skies 
Parted our Fellowfhip. But hark, a Sail. 

Within. A Sail, a Sail. 

Gent. They give this greeting tothe Cittadel : 

This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. See for the News: 

Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, Miftref. 
Let it not gall your patience (good Fage ) 

That I extend my Manners, ’Tis my breeding 

That gives me this bold thew of Courtefie. 

Fago. Sir, would fhe give'you fo much of her lips, 
As of her tongue fhe oft beftows of me, 
You would have enough, 

Def. Alas: the has no fpeech. 

Fago. In faith, too much: 
I find it ftill,- when I have leave to fleep, 
Marry before your Ladifhip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

eAimil. You have little caufe to fay fo. ? 

Fagoe Come on, come on: you are Pictures out of doors : 
Bells in your Parlors : Wild-Cats in your Kitchens : 
Saints in your injuries: Devils being offended : : 

; Players 
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Players in your Hufwifery, and Hufwives in your Beds. 

Def. Oh, fie npon thee, flanderer. 

Fago. Nay, itistrue: or elfelamaTurk, 

You rife to play, and go to bed to work. 

e4mil, You fhall not write my praife. 

Fago. No, let me not. 

Def, What would’ ft write of me, if thou fhould’ft praife 
me? 

Fago. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to’t, 

For | am nothing, if not Critical. 

Def. Come.on, aflay. 

There’s one gone.to the Harbour, 

Fago. 1, Madam, 

Def, 1 am not merry : but Ido beguile 
The thing [ am, by feeming otherwife, 

Come, how would’ft thou praife me? 

Fago. Lamabout it, but indeed my invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze , it plucks 
out Brains andall. Butmy, Mufelabours, and thus fhe is 
delivered, 
If {he be fair and wife : fairnefs and Wit, 
The one’s for ufe, the other ufeth it. 

Def. Well prais?d : 
How if fhe be black and witty? 

Fago. If fhe be black, and thereto have a Wit, 
She'll find a white that {hall her blackuefs fit. 

Def. Worfe and worfe. 

Amil, How if fair and foolifh ? 

Fago. She never yet was foolifh that was fair, 

For even her folly helpt. ber to an heir. 

Def, Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fools laugh 
ith’ Alchoufe. . What. miferable praife haft thou for her 
that’s foul and foolith ¢ 

Fago. There's none fo foul and foolifh thereunto, . 

But does foul pranks, which faircand wife ones do, a 

Def. Oh heavy ignorance: thou praifeft the wort beft. 
But what praife could’ft thou beftow on a deferving wo- 
manindeed? One, that inthe authority-of her merit, did 
juftly put on the vouch of very malice it felf. 


Fago. She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud : 
Never lackt gold, and yet went never gay, 

Fled from her wilh, and yet faid now I may. 
She that being anger’d, her revenge being nigh, 
Bad her wrong ftay, and her difpleafure fly. 

She that in wifdom never was fo frail 

To change the Cod’s Head for the Salmons Tail : 
She that could think, and -ne’re difclofe her: mind, 
See Suitors following, and not look, bebind : 

She was aWight, (if ever fuch Wights were.) 

Def. To-do what ? : 

Faro. To fuckle Fools, and chronicle fmall Beer. - 


Def, Oh moft lame and impotent conclufion, Do not 
learn of him, «4milia, though he be thy Husband. How 
a Le (Caffio.) ishe not a moft profane and liberal Coun- 
ellor? 

(Cf, He {peaks home (Madam) you may relifh him 
more in the Souldier, than in the Scholar. 

Fago. He takes her by the palm: 1, well faid, whifper. 
With as little a web asthis, willl enfnare as great a Fly 
as Caffio. I, fmile upon her, do: I will give thee in thine 
own Courtfhip. You fay true, ’tis fo indeed. If fuch 
tricks as thefe {trip you out of your Lieutenantry , it had 
been better you had not kifs’d your three fingers fo oft, 
which now again youare moft apt to play the Sir in. Ve- 
ry good: well kifs’d, and excellent Curtefie : ’tis fo in- 
deed. Yet again, your fingers to your lips? Would they 
were Clyfter- pipes for your fake, 

The Moore,-I know his Trumpet. 

Caf. "Tis truly fo. 

Def. Let’s meet him, and receive him, 

Caf. Lo, where he come. <p 


| prefent it elf. A Devilifh Knave: befides, 


a 
} 


Enter Othello, and Attendants, 


Othel. O my fair Warriour. 
Def. My dear Othello. . 
Othel. It gives me wonder, great as my conteng i 
To fee you here before me. “an 
Oh my fouls joy : 
If after every Tempeft come fuch calms, : 
May the winds blow, till they have waken’d death; 
And let the labouring Bark climb hills of Seas 
Olympus high: and duck again as low 
As hell’s from heaven. If it were now to dye 
>Twere now to be moft happy. For I fear 
My foul hath her content fo abfolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. 
Def. The heavens forbid 
But that our Loves 
And Comforts fhould increafe 
Even as our days do grow. 
Othel. Amen to that ({weet Powers) 
I cannot fpeak enough of this content, 
It tops me here: it is too much of joy, 
And this and this the greateft difcords be 
That e’re our hearts fhall make. nas Ne 
Fago. Oh you are well tun’d now: But Pil fet down} 
the Pegs that make this Mufick, as honeft aslam, | 
Orhel. Come, let us to the Caffle. 7) anal 
News, (Friends) our wars are done: ee 
The Turks are drown’d. eer 
How do’s my old acquaintance of this Ifle? aT 
(Honey) you fhall be well defir’d in Cypras, 
I have found great love amongft them, O my Sweet, | 
I prattle out of fafhion, and I dote tt 
In mine own comforts. I prethee, good fag, | 
Go to the Bay, and difembark thy Coffers : . 
Bring thou the Mafter to the Cittadel, 
He is a good one, and his worthinefs ey 
Do’s challenge much refpeét.. Come, Defdemona, | 
Once more well met at Cyprus. wee 
| Exeunt Othello and Defdemon’,) 
ago. Do you meet me prefently at the harbour, Come | 
thither, if thou be’ft valiant, (as they fay, bafe men being | 
inlove, have then a Nobility in their Natures, mote than} 
is native to them) lift me; the Lieutenant to night wat-) 
ches on the Court of Guard. Firft, 1 mult eelltheetuis:) 
Defdemona is direétly in love with him. ou a 
Rod. With him? why, tis not poffible. ca tobe 
Fago. Lay thy fingers thus: and let thy foul be inftrutt:) 4 
ed. Mark me with what violence fhe lov’d the Moore, but} 
for bragging , and telling her fantaftical lies, To love} 
him ftill for prating, let not thy difcreet heart think its) 
Her eye muft be fed, And what delight fhall fhe have 10) 
look on the Devil? When the blood is made dull wil) — 
the Act of Sport, there fhould be a game to 10 me ty) 
and to give fatiety a frefh appetite. Eovelinefs in favouts) 
Sympathy in years, Manners, and Beauties: all whic 
the Moore is defective in, Now for want of thelé 16) 
uir’d Conveniences, her delicate tendernefs will find It) 
elf abus’d, begin to heave the gorge ,, difrelifh and ab id 
the Moore, very Nature will inftruct her in it, and com) 
pel her to tome fecond choice. Now, Sir, this gran il 
(as it is a moft pregnant and unforc’d pofition) who ftan Ve 
fo eminent in the degree of this Fortune, as 4 io do’s: @ 
Knave very voluble: no further. confcionable , than I 
putting on the meer form of Civil and humane feemiti) 
for the better compaf$ of his Salt, and moft hidden sei rae 
affection? Why none, why none? A flippery and 
Knave , a finder of occafion: that has an eye can ie ; 
and counterfeit advantages, though true advantagt nee 
the Knave! 
handfom , young: and hath all thofe re vifites in MH 
that folly and cae minds look after. is peftilent we 
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pleat Knave, and the woman hath found him already. 
Rod. 1 cannot believe that in her, fhe’s full of moft 
blefs’d condition. 
Faco. Blefs’d Figgsend.. The Wine fhe drinks is 
made of Grapes. If fhe had been blefs’d, fhe would ne- 


ty | ver have lov’d the AZoore: Blefs’d pudding. Didft thou 


not fee her paddle with the palm of his hand? Didtt 
not mark that? 


make Bone-fires, each man to what Sport and Revels his 
addition leads him.. For Befides thefe beneficial News , it 
isthe celebration of his Nuptial.. So much was his plea 
fure fhould be proclaimed, All Offices ate open, and there 
is full liberty of Feafting, from this prefent hour of five, 
’till the Bell have toll’d eleven. 
Blefs the ifle of ‘Cyprws, and our Noble General Orhello. 

L Exit. 


ly Rod. Yes, thatI did: But that was but courtelie. 

i | Fago. Leachery by this hand: An Index, and obfcure Enter Othello, Defdemona, Caflio, and Attendants. ; 
ikiy | Prologue to the Hiftory of Luft, and foul Thoughts. 

m |They met fo near withtheir Lips, that their breaths! Orhel. Good Afichael, look youto the Guard to night. 


embrac’d together. Villanous Thoughts, Redorigo, when 


thefe mutabilities fo marfhal the way, hard at hand 
comes the Mafter, and mainexercife, th’ incorporate 
conclufion: Pith. But, Sir, be yourul’d by me. I have | 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to night: For 
the command, Vil lay’c upon you, Caffio knows you 


Let’s teach our felves that honourable ftop, 
Not to out-fport difcretion. 

Caf. Fago hath direction what to do. 
But notwithftaning with my perfonal eye , 
Will I look to’t. 

Ochel. Fago is moft honeft : 


not: Wil not be far from you, Do. you find fome oc- 
cafion to anger Caffio,-either by fpeaking too loud, or 
tainting his difcipline, or from what other courfe you 
pleafe, which the time fhall more’ favourably minitter. 

Rod. Well. 

Fago. Sir, he’s rath, and very fudden in Choler: and 
happily may ftrikeat you, provoke him that he may: For 
even out of that will I caufe thefe of Cyprus to mutiny. 
Whofe qualification fhall come into no true tafte again, 
but by difplanting of Cajffio. So Shall you have a fhorter 
journey to your defires, by the means I fhall then have 
to prefer them. And the impediment moft profitably 
removed, without the which there were no expectation 
of our profperity. ; 

Rod. twill do this, if you can bring it to any, oppor- 


Michael, good night. To morrow with your carlieft, 
Let me have fpeech with:you. Come, my dear Love, 
The purchace made, the fruits are to enfue, 

That profit’s yet to come ’tween me and you. 
Good night, FExit, 
Enter Jago. 


Caf Welcome, Fago; we muft to the Wateb. 

Jago. Not this hour, Lievetenant : ’tis not yet ten oth’ 
Clock. Our General caft us thus early for the love of his 
Defdemona: Whom let‘us not therefore blame ; he hath 
not yet made wanton the night with her: and fhe is fport 
for Jove. 

Caf. She’s a moft exquifite Lady. 


alm | tunity. Jago. And Vil warrant her full of Game. ; 

the Fago. 1 warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the Cit- | Caf. Indeed fhe’s amoft freth and delicate creature, 

» | tadel. I mutt fetch his neceflaries afhore. Farewel. . Nock A z eye a has? : 

2 sul Rod. Adieu. Exit. | Methinks it foundsa parley to provocation, 

‘a Fao, That Caffe lovesher, I do well believe’t: Cf. An inviting eye: 

it, | That fhe loves him, ’tis apt, and of great credit. And yet methinks right modeft. 

xf | The Adore (howbeit that I endure him not) Jago. And when fhe fpeaks, 

ml | Is of aconftant, loving, noble Nature, Is it not an Alarum to Love ? 
” | AndIdare think, he'll prove to Defdemona, Caf. She is indeed perfection. _ De 

oie A moft dear Husband. NowlI do love her too, fago.. Well: Happinefs to their fheets: Come, Lieu j 

win | Not out of abfolute Luft, (though peradventure tenant, I have a ftope of wine, and here without are a | 

ye I ftand accountant for as great a fin) brace of Cyprzs Gallants, that would fain have a meafure 

ih But partly led to diet my Revenge, tothe health of black Othello, 

it | For that 1 do fafpect thelulty AZcor Caf. Not tonight, good Fago : Ihave very poor, and | 

ist) Hath leapt into my feat, The thoughts whereof, unhappy Brains for drinking. {could well with courtefie | 

fe Doth (like a poyfonous Mineral) gnaw my Inwards: would invent fome other cultom of entertainment. 

i And nothing can, or -thall content my Soul Fago. Oh, they are our Friends: But one CupI’ll drink ) 

‘| Til Tam even’d with him, wife fot wife : for you. 

Hf Or failing fo, yet.that I put the Zor, Sia eat but ys ig ma and: that 

io leaft into. a Jealoufie fo ftrong, was craftily qualified too: and behold what innovation 

Tl mit aes cannot cure, Which thing to doe, it makes here. {am infortunate in the infirmity, and-dare 

it If this poor Trafh of Venice, whom I trace not task my weaknefs with any more. 

igh? For his quick hunting, ftand the putting on, i F400 What, man? ’cis anight of Revels, the Gallants 

ol” | Pi have our A&ichael Caffio on the hip, defire it. 

i | Abufe himto the Adsor in the right garb Caf. Where are they ? ; 

| (For I fear Caffio with my Night-Cap too) Fage. Here, at the door: I pray you, call them in: 

jt” | Make the Adoor thank me, love me and reward me, | Caf. Pil do’c, but it diflikes me. 

o® | For making him egregioufly an Afs, _ | Fago. If I can faften but one Cupupon him, 

a | And practifing upon his peace and quict, | With that which be hath drunk to night-already, 

; i | Eyentomadnefs, ’Tishere: but yet confus’d, ~~ | He’ll be as full of Quarrel, and Offence, 

wm Knaveries plain face, is never feen, ’tillus’d,  ~ LEx. | As my young Miftrils’s Dog, 

: Ui an | Now, my fick Fool, Rodorigo, 

HP , Whom Love hath turn’d almoft the wrong fide out; 

_ i Scena Secunda. To Defdéemona me to night paeibrs , 

te Potations, pottle-deep, and he’sto watch, 

a Enter Othello’s Herald , witha Proclansarion. Three elfe of Cypras, Bes ime ee 

yall . hat hold their honours it'a wary diftane 

st Herald. \t is Orhell’s pleafure, our Noble and Vali- Se very Elements of this ails Ifle) 

4M ant General; That, upon certain Tidings now arriv’d, | Have I to night flufter’d with flowing Cups, 

s* |importing the meer perdition of the Turkifh Fleet, every | And they watch too. . 

vil man put himfelf into triumph. Some to dance, fome to | Now mongft this flock of Drunkards, ad 
y let 
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And Ito put our Cafio in fome Action 
That may offend the Ile, But here they come. 


Enter Caffio, Montano, and Gentlemen. 


If confequence do but approve my Dream, 
My Boat fails freely, both with wind and ftream. 
Caf. Fore Heaven, they have given mea rowlfe already. 
_ fon, Good Faith a little one: not pafta Pint , asl 
am a Souldier. 
Fago. Some Wine ho, 


And let me the Cannakin clink, clink.< 

And let me the Cannakin clink, 

‘A Souldier’s a man: Oh, mans life’s but a pan, 
Why then let a Souldier drink, 


Some Wine Boyes. 

Caf. Fore Heaven, an excellent Song. 

ago. I learn’d it in England: where indeed they are 
moft potent in Potting. Your Dane, your German, and 
your fwag-belly’d Ho#ander, (drink ho) are nothing to 
your Exglifh. bwin dye 
Ceaffio. is your Engli(h-man fo exquifite in his drink- 
ing ? 

$ago. Why, he drinks you with facility, your Dane 
dead Drunk. He fwears not to overthrow your Almain, 
He gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next Pottle can 
be fill’d. 

(af, To the health of our General. 

Mon. Lam for it, Lieutenant: and Til do you Juftice. 

Jaco. Oh (weet England. 


King Stephen was and-a worthy Peer, 
His Breeches cost him but a Crown, 
He held them fixe pence all too dear, 
With that he call’d the Taylor Lown: 
He was a Wight of high Renown, 
eAnd thou art bus of low degree : 

"Tis pride that pulls the Country down, 
And take thy awl dC loak about thee. 


Some Wine ho, 

Galle, Why this is a more exquifite Song than the 
other. 

Fage. Will you hear’t again ? ' : 

Caf. No: for I hold him to be unworthy of his place, 
that do’s thofe things, Well: Heaven’s above all: and 
there be Souls muft be faved, and there be Souls muft not 
be faved. ; 

Fago. It’s true, good Lieutenant. 

Caf. For mine own part, no offence to the General, nor 
any. man of quality: I hope to be faved. 

Fago. And fo do I too, Lieutenant. 

Cuffio. 1: (but by your leave) not before me. The 
Lieutenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Lets have 
no more of this: letsto our affairs. Forgive our fins: 
Gentlemen, lets look to our bufinefs, Do not think, 
Gentlemen, Iam Drunk: this is my Ancient, this is my 
right band, and this is my left. I am not drunk now: | 
can ftand well enaugh, and | {peak well enough. 

Gent. Excellent well. 

Ca. Why very wellthen: you muft not think then, 
that | am drunk, : 

Montan. To th? Platform (Mafters). come, lets fet the 
Watch. S 

ago. You fee this Fellow that is gone before, 

He is a Souldier, fitto ftarld by Cefar, 
And give direction. And do but fee his Vice, 
Tis to his virgapera juft Equinox, __ . 
The one as long as th’ other. ’Tis pity of him ; 
I fear the truft Orhello putshimin, 

On fome odd time of fis infirmity 

Will fhake this Ifland. 
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Mont. But is he often thus. 

He?ll watch the Horologue a double Set, — 
If drink rock not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were well 
The General were put in mind of it: 
Perhaps he fees it not, oF his good nature 
Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caffio, 
And looks not on his evils: is not this true? 


‘ 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Jago. How now, Rodorigo ? . 
| pray you after the Lieutenant, go. wa 


Mort. And’tis great pity that the Noble Moore | 


Sould hazard fuch a place, as his own Second, 
With one ingrafe Infirmity, ; 
It were an honeft Action, to fay fo 
To the Moore. 

Fago. Not I, for this fair Ifland, 
Ido love Caffio well: and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. 


Enter Caflio purfuing Rodorigo, 


Caf. You Rogue: you Rafcal. 

«on. What's the matter, Lieutenant? 

Cuf, AKnave teach me my duty? I'll beat the 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 

Rod. Beat me. 

Caf. Doft thou prate, Rogue ? 

Mon. Nay, good Lieutenant : 
I pray you, Sir, hold your hand. 
- Caf. Let me go (Sir) 
Or I'll know you o’re the Mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're Drunk.’ 

Caffio. Drunk ? Sailr. 

Fago. Away I fay: go out and cry a Mutiny, ~ 
Nay, good Lieutenant. Alas, Gentlemen: 
Help ho, Lieutenant. Sir AZontano: ec 
Help Mafters. Here’s a goodly Watch indeed. >” 
VVho’s that which rings the Bell: Diablo, ho 
The Town will rife. Fie, fie, Lieutenant, — 
You'll be.afham’d for ever. . 


Enter Othello, ana Attendants. 7 ear f 


{ tol 
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Oth. VVhat is the matter here ? oe 
Mon, {bleed ftill, Tam burt, bat not to th’ Death, 
Orb. Hold for your lives. e 


punt 


Fago. Hold ho: Lieutenant, Sit A4ontano, Gentlemen: | 


Have you forgot all place of fenfe andduty® 
Hold. The General fpeaks to you: hold forfhame, 
Oth. VVby how now ho? From whence arifeth th 

Are we turn’d Turks ? and to our félvesdothat 
VVhich. Heaven hath forbid the Ottamites. re’ 
For Chriftian fhame, put by this barbarous brawl: 
He that ftirs next to carve for hisownrage; 
Holds his Soul light: He dies upon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Ifle’ 
From her propriety. VVhat is the matter, Mafters. 
Honeft Jago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak : who began this ? On thy love I charge thee? 
Fago. donot know: Friends all, ‘but now, evel BN 
In Quarter, and in terms like Brideand Groom 
Devefting them for Bed: and then, but now: 
(As if fome Planet had: unwitted men) 
Sword out, and tilting one at others Brealts, 
In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeak.. . 
Any beginning to this peevifhodds. 
And would in Aétion glorious; 1 had, loft 
Thofe legs that brought me to apartofit. 
Oth. How comes it (AZichael) you are thus forget 
__ Caf. I pray you pardon me, | cannot {peak 
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Fago. "Tis evermore his prologue to his fleep, i 
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But hark, what noife? | 
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Othel. Worthy Adontano, you were wont tobe civil: | Come, Defdemona, ’tis the Souldicrs life, 
The gravity and {tilnefs of your youth, To have their Balmy flambers wak’d'with ftrife.  [Exit. 
The world hath noted. And your name is great Fago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant ? 

In mouths of wifeft cenfure. What’s the maiter, Cal. ky patt all Surgery. 


ty | That you unlace your reputation thus, Jago. Marry, Heaven forbid. 

i, | And fpend your rich opinion, for the name Caf. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation: Oh I have 

ity, | OF a Night-brawler ? give me anfwer to it, lolt my Reputation! Whave'loft the immortal part of my 
‘| Adon. Worthy Orhedo, Lam hurt to danger, felf, and what remaing is beftial. My Reputation, jago 

» |Your Officer, faze, can inform you, my Reputation. Si 


| While | {pare {peech, which fomething now offends me. Fago. As lamfan honeft man, I had thought you had 
Of all that | doknow, nor know | ought received fome bodily wound; thereis more fence in thac 
By me}; that’s faid or done amifs this night, than in Reputation.’ Reputation is an idle, and moft falfe 
Unlefs Self-charity be fometimes a vice, impofition; oft got without merit, and loft without dé- 
And to defend our felves it be a fin, ferving. | You have loft no Reputation at all, unlefs you 


ik When violence affails us. repute your felf fuch aloofer. What man--there are more 
, |. Othel. Now, by Heaven, — . ways to recover the General again. ‘You are but now 
"|My blood begins my fafer Guides to rule, caftin his mood, (a punifhment more in policy, than in 

4 And paflion (having my beft judgment collied) malice ) even fo as one would beat his offencelefs dog 


Affays to lead the way. If I once ftir, to affright an imperious Lyon. Sue to him again, and 
Or do but lift this Arm, the beft of you he’s yours, 
| Shall fink in my Rebuke. Give me to know Caf. I will rather fue to be defpis’d., than to deceive 
| How this foul Rout began: Who fet iton, fo good a Commander, with fo flight, fo drunken, and 
‘| And he that is approv’d in this offence, fo indifcreet an Officer, Drunk? and fpeak, Parrot ? And 
Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth, fquabble? Swagger? Sweas? And difcourfe Fuftian with 
Shall loofeme. What ina Town of War, ones own fhadow? O thou invifible Spirit of Wine! 
i | Yet wild, the peoples hearts brim-full of fear, if thou haft no name to. be known by,.let us call thee 
| To manage private, and domeftick Quarrel ? Devil. 
| In night, and on the Court and Guard of fafety ? Jago. What was he that you follow’d with your Sword ? 
|’?Tis monftrous: Fago, who began’t? what had he dofie to yon? 


: Mon. \f partially affin’d, or league in office, Caf. Uknow not. 
Thou doft deliver more, or le{s than truth, | —Fugo. Is’t poflible ? 
Thou art no Souldier. _Caf.I remember a Mafs of things, but nothing di- 
ago. Louch me not fo near, 3 ftinétly : A Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that 
| Thad rather have this tongue cut from my moutlt, men fhould put an Enemy in their mouths, to {teal away 


Than it fhould do offence to Michael Caffio. their Brains? That we fhould with Joy pleafance, revel 
Yet I perfwade my felf, to fpeak fo the truth and applaufe, transform our felves into Beatts, 

Shall nothing wrong him. This it is, General: Fago. Why, But you are now well enough: How came 
Montano and my felf beinginfpeech, you.thus'recoveted ? 

There comesaFellow, crying out for help, Caf. It hath :pleas’d the Devil, Drunkennefs, to give 
And Caffo following him with determin’d Sword, place to. the Devil, ‘Wrath ; onc unperfectnefs fhews me 
To execute upon him. Sir, This Gentleman another, to make me frankly defpife my felf. 

Steps into Caffio, and intreats his paufe : ‘Fago. Come, you are too fevere a Moraller. As the 
My felf the crying fellow did purfae, Time, the Place , and the condition of this Countrey 
Left by his clamour (as it fo fell out) {tands, I could heartily wifh this had not befaln: But fince 


The Town might fall in fright. He, (fwift of foot) it is, asit is, mend it for your own good. 
Caf. I will ask him for my place again, he fhall tell 
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it! Our-ran my purpofe: and Ireturn’d the rather 
For that | heard the clink, and fall of Swords, me , lam aDrunkard: Had J as many mouths as Hydra, 
) | And Caffio, highin oath : Which till to night fuch an anfwer would -ftop them all. Tobe now a fen, 
wit! 11 ne’er might fay before. When I came back fible man, by and by a Fool, and prefently a Bealt. Oh, 
(For this was brief.) I found them clofe together ftrange ! Every inordinate Cup is unblefs’d, and the In- 
1 At blow, and thruft, even as again they were gredient is a Devil. aes 
vail’ | When you your felf did part them: Fago. Come, come, good Wine is a good. familiar 
. jl? | More of this matter cannot I report, . Creature , if it be well us’d: Exclaim no more againtt 
ait | But men are men : The beftfometimes forget, it. And, good Lieutenant, I think, you think I love 
Ae Though Ca/fio did fome little wrong to him, } you. hae 
: gi | As men in rage, {trike thofe that with them beft, Caf. Thave-well approv’d it, Sir, I drunk ? 
Mi Yet furely Caffio, I believe, receiv’d : Fago. You, or any man living, may. be drunk ata time, 
bi é From him that fled, fome ftrange indignity, man. I tell you what you fhall do: Our General’s Wife 
ont | Which Patience could not pafs. is now the General. ‘I may fay fo, in this refpect , for 
pb Orhel. L know, Fago, that he hath devoted , and given up himfelf to the con- 
se Thy honetty and love doth mince this matter, templation, mark: and Devotement of her Parts and 
Lh Making it light to Caffio: Caffio, I love thee, Graces. Confefs:your felf freely to:her: Importue her 
if] But never more be Officer of mine, ” help, to put you in your place again» She is of fo free, fo 
pn kind, fo apt, fo bleffed a difpofition, fhe holds it a vice 
i, Enter Defdemona attended. © in her goodnefs, not to do more than fhe is requefted. 
pi f x ; This broken joint between you and her Husband, intreat 
"| Look if my gentle love be not rais’d up : her to fplinters And my Fortunes againft any lay worth 
#), | Pll make theean example. naming, this crack of your Love, fhall grow ftronger than 
i | Def. What*sthe matter (Dear?) © it was before. 
i Othel. All’s well, Sweeting : Caf. You advife me well. : : 
; Come, away to bed. Sir, for your hurts, _ Fago. Tiproteft-in the fincerity of Love, and honeft 
4 ut My Seif will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: kindnefSS 
it’ 1 Fago, look with care about the Town, = - Cafsio, V think it freely: and betimes inthe morning, 
" at And filence thofe whom this vile brawl diftracted. I will befeech the virtuous rig asad to undertake for 
me. 
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me: { am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me, 
Fago. You are inthe right: Good night, Licutenant, | 
mult to the Waseh. 
Caf. Good night, honeft Fago. 


Muf. How, Sir, how? i 
Clown, Are thefe, | pray you, wind Inftrumenty) |) 
Mauf. 1, marry are they, Sir. <p 


[Exit Caflio.| Clowa, Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 


Faro. And what’s he then, 
That faysI playthe Villain? 
When this advice is free I give, and honeft, 
Probal to thinking, and indeed the courfe 
To win the Afvor again. 
For ’tis molt eafie, 
Thinclining Defdemona to fubdue 
Inany honeft Suit. She?s fram’d as fruitful 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, were torenounce his Baptifm, 
All feals and Symbols of redeemed fin ; 
His Soul is fo enfecter’d to her Love, 
That fhe may make, unmake, do what fhe lift: 
Even as her appetite fhall play the god 
With his weak Function. How I am then a Villain, 
To counfel Cafsio to this parallel courfe. 
Direétly to his good? Divinity of Hell, 
When Devils will their blackeit fins put on, 
They do fugget at firft with heavenly fhews, 
Asi donow. For while this honeft Fool 
Plies Defdemona, to repair his Fortune, 
And fhe for him, pleads ftrongly to the Moor, 
Pll pour this Peftilence into his ear : 
That fhe repeals him, for her bodies Luft, 
And by how much fhe ftrives to do hima good, 
She fhall undoe her Credit with the Moor. 
So will] turn her virtue into pitch, 
And out of her own goodnef$ make the Net, 
That fhall enmafh them all, 
How now, Rodorsgo? 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Muf. Whereby hangs a Tale, Sir? 
Clown, Marry, Sir, by many a wind Inftroment | 
know. But, Mafters, here’s money for you: And theGe| 
neral fo likes your Mufick, that he defies you for lovee! 
fake to make no noife with it. me 
Mf. Well, Sir, we will not. 5 | 
Clown, lf you have any Mufick that may not be bear | 
too’t again. But (as they fay) to hear Mufick, the Ger 


ral does not greatly care. 
Mu. a have none fiich, Sir. 0; ne 
Clown. Then put up your Pipes if your Bag, for pil 
away. Go, vanith into air, Aa “ : yer 
Caf. Doft thou hear me, mine honeft Friend? | 
Clown, No, | hear not your honeft Friend: Ala 
I hear you. q 


Caf. Prethee, keep up thy Quillets; there’s a poor nie | 


| of Gold for thee: If the Gentlewomian that attends the! 


General be ftirring, tell her, there’s one Cafio entreatsh, 

a little favour of fpeech. Wilt shot douiial pes 
Clown, She is ftirring, Sir, if fhe will ftirhither, Ifa) 

feem to notifie unto her. LExit Clown, 


i 
{ 


Enter Jago. 


In happy time, Fage. 
Fago. You have not been a bed then? ous 
Caf. Why, no: The day had broke before we patted, 

I have made bold (Fago) to fend in to your wife; | 

My fuit to her is, that fhe will to virtuous Defdemona 

Procure mie fome accefs. bee 
Jago. Vl fend her to you prefently: 

And Pll devife a mean to draw the Moor 

Out of the way, that your converfe and bufinels 


Rodorigo. 1 do follow here in the Chace , not like a | May be more free. 


Hound that hunts, but one that fills up the Cry. My mo- 
ney is almoft fpent; I have been ro night exceedingly 
well cudgell’ds and I think the iffue will be, L thal 
have fo much experience for my pains; and fo with no 
money at all, and alittle more wit, return again to /’e- 
7860@. : : 
ago. How poor are they that have not Patience ? 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 
| Thou know’ft we work by wit, and not by witchcraft , 
Aad wit depends on dilatory time: 


Caf, t humbly thank you for’t. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeft, 


Enter Emilia. 


«mil. Good morrow (good Lieutenant) | am forry 
For your difpleafure , but all will fure be well. 
The General and his Wife are talking of it. 
And fhe {peaks for you ftoutly. The Moor replies, 
That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprss, 


| Doft not go well? Céfsso hath beaten thee, 
And thou by that {mall hurt hatt cafhier’d Cajfio : 
Though other things grow fair againft the Sun, 
Yet fruits that bloflome firft , will firkt be ripe ; 

| Content thy felf a while, In troth ’tis Morning ; 


And great Affinity : and that in wholfom wifdom 
He might not but refufe you. But he protelts helovesy% 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring you in again. 

Caf. Yet, I befeech you, 


| Pleafure and action make the hours feem fhort. 
Retire thee: Go where thou art Billeted: 
| Away, I fay, thou thal know more hereafter : 


If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of fome brief Difcourke 
With Defdemon alone. ' 

Emil. Pray, come in: be 
Iwill beftow you where you fhall have time 
To fpeak your bofom freely. 


Caf. 1am much bound to you. 


Scena Secunda 


Enter Othello, Jago, and Gentlemen. 


Othel. Thefe Letters give (Fago) to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties roche Senate: 
That done, I will be walkingon the Works, 

Repair there to me, - 2 owe 
Jago. Well, my good Lord, Plido’t. | - 
Othel. This Fortification (Gentlemen) 
Gent. We'll wait upon your Londihi 


Nay, get thee gone. CExir. Roderigo. 
| Two things are to be done: 
| My Wife muft move for Cafiio to. her Miftrefs : 
Hi fet her on my felf a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring hia jump, when he may (affio find 
| Solliciting his Wife : I, that’s the way: 


Dull not Device, by coldnefs and delay. LExir. 


Altus Tertius, Scena Prima, 
Enter Caflio, Muficians, and Clow. | 


Caf: Mafters, play her¢, 1 will content your pains, 
Something that’s brief: and bid good morrow, General. 
Clo. Why, Mafters, have your laftruments been in 2¥e- 
ples, that they {peak i’sh’ nofe thus! iL hitw 1] 


d Lit 
il 
miu 
ih 
cil 
gle 
ah 
pili 


the MA oore of Venice. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Defdemona, Caflio, and Emilia. 


Def. Be thowaflur’d (good Cafio) I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

e4iml, Good Madam, do: 

I warrant it grieves my Husband, 
As if the caufe were his, i 

Def. Oh that’s an honeft Fellow: do not doubt, Ca/fio,. 
But I will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cajfio. Bounteous Madam, 

Whatever fhall become of Afichael Caffio, 
He’s never any thing but your true Servant, 

Def. Iknow’t: I thank you: you do love my Lord: 
You have known him long, and be you well affur’d, 
He fhall in ftrangenefs ftand no farther off, 
Than in a politick diftance. 

Caffio. 1, but Lady, 
That policy may either laft fo long, 
Or feed upon fuch nice and waterifh diet, 
Or breed it felf fo out of Circumftances, 
That I being abfent, and my place fupply’d, 
My General will forget my Love and Service. 

Def. Donot doubt that : before £milia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place. Affure thee, 

If Ido vowa friendhhip, Pi perform it 

To the laft Article. My Lord fhall never reft, 

Vil watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 
His Bed fhall feem a School, his Boord a Shrift, 
Pll intermingle every thing he do’s 

With Caffio’s fuit: Therefore be merry, Cajfie, 
For thy Sollicitor fhall rather die, 

Than give thy Caufe away. 


Enter Othello and Jago. 


Zamil. Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Caffio. Madam, Vil take my leave. 
Def. Why ttay, and hear me fpeak. 
Caf. Madam, not now: I am very ill at eafe. 
Unfit for mine own purpofes. 
Def. Well, do your difcretion, 
Fago. Hah? 1 like not that. 
Othel. What doft thou fay ? 
favo. Nothing, my Lord ; or if—I know not what. 
Othel, Was not that Caffio parted from my wife ? 
Fago. Caffio, my Lord? No fure, I cannot think it, 
That he would fteal away fo guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
Othel. 1 do believe ’twas he. 
Def. How now, my Lord ? 
I have been talking with a Suitor here, 
A man that languifhes in your difpieafure. 
Othel, Who is’t you mean? 
Def. Why your Lieutenant Cafio. Good my Lord, 
If Ihave any grace, or power fo Move you, 
His prefent reconciliation take. 
For if hé be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning; 
[have no judgment in an honeft face. 
[ prethee call him back. 
Othel. Went he hence now # 
Def. 1, Sooth; fo humbled, | : 
That he hath left part of his grief with me 
To fuffer with him. Good Love, call him back, : 
Othel. Not now ({weet Defdemona) fome other time. 
Def. But fhal’t be fhortly ? 
Orhel. The fooner (fweet) for you. 
Def. Shal’t be tonight, at Supper ? 
Othel. No, not to night. 


Def. To morrow Dinner then? 
Othel. 1 {hall not dine at home : 
I meet the Captains at the Cittadel, 
Def. Why then to morrow night, on Tuefday morn, 
On Tuefday noon; or night; on Wednefday morn, 
I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three days. In faith he?s penitent : 
And yet his Trefpafs, in our common reafon 
(Save that they-fay the wars muft make example) 
Out of her belt, is not almofta fault 
T’incur a private check. When fhall he come? 
Tell me, Othello, 1 wonder in my Soul 
What you would ask me, that | would deny, 
Or ftand fo mam’ring on? What? Michael Cafiio,. 
That came a wooing with you ? and fo many a time 
(When I have fpoke of you difpraifingly) 
Hath tane your part, to have fo much to do 
To bring him in? Truft me, I could do much, 
Orhel, Prethee no more: Let him come when he will ; 
I will deny thee nothing. 
‘Def. Why, this is not a Boon: 
*Tis as I fhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 
Or feed on nourifhing Difhes, or keep you warm, 
Or fue to you, to do’a peculiar profit 
To your perfon. Nay, when I have fuit, 
Wherein [ mean to touch your Love indeed, 
it fhall be full of poize, and difficult weight, 
And fearful to be granted. 
Orhel. 1 will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon, I do befeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to my felf. 
Def. ShallI deny you? no: Farewel, my Lord. 
Oth. Farewel, my De/demona, V1] come to thee ftraight. 
Def. eAimilia, come; be as your Fancies teach you: 
Whate’re you be, Iam obedient, LExit. 
Othel. Excellent wretch: Perdition catch my Soul, 
But I dolove thee: and when I Jove thee nor, 
Chaos is come again, 
Jago. My Noble Lord. 
Othel, What doft thou fay, Fago? 
Fago. Did Michael Cafsio 
When you woo’d my Lady, know of your love ? 
| Othel. He did, from firft to lalt: 
Why doft thou ask ? 
Fago. But for a fatisfaction of my Thought, 


[éxit Caflio. | No further harm. 


Othel. Why of thy thought, ago ? 

Fago, I did not think he had been acquainted with it, 

Othel. O yes, and went between us very oft. 

Fago. Indeed ? 

Othel. Indeed? Lindeed, Difcern’ft thou ought in that ? 
Is he not honeft ? 

Fago. Honeft, my Lord? 

Othel. Honeft ? 1, honeft. 

Jago. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Othel. What doft thou think ? 

Fago. Think, my Lord? 

Othel. Think, my Lord? Alas, thou eccho’ft me; 
Asif there fome Monfter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be fhewn. Thou doft mean fomething : 
[ heard thee fay even now, thou lik’ft not thar, 
VVhen Cafsio left my wife. What did’ft not like? 
And when I told thee, he was of my Couniel, 
Of my whole courfe of wooing thou cried’ft, Indeed ? 
And did’ft contract and purfe thy brow together, 
Asif thou then hadft fhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit, if thou doft love me 
Shew me thy thought. 

Jago. My Lord, you know I love you. 

Orbel. 1 think thou dof: 
For | know thour’t full of Loye and Honefty, ; 
And weigh’ft thy words before thou giv’ft them breath, 
Therefore thefe {tops of thine fright me the more: 
For fuch things ina falfe difloyal Knave 
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Are tricks of Cultom: but in a man that’s juft, 

They’re cold dilations working from the heart, 

Yaa paflion cannot rule, 

Fago, For «Michael Caffio, 

I dare be fworn, I think that he is honeft. 
Orhel. 1 think fo too. 
zago. Men fhould be what they feem, 

Or thofe that be not, would they might feem none. 
Orhel. Certain, men fhould be what they feem. 
Fago. Why, then I think Caffio’s an honeft man. 
Otbel, Nay, yet there’s more in this? 

I pray thee fpeak to me as to thy thinkings, 

As thou doft ruminate, and give thy worlt of thoughts, 

The worft of words. 
¥ago. Good, my Lord, pardon me, 

| Though I am bound to every Act of duty, 

iam not bound to that: All Slavesare free : 

Litter my thoughts? Why fay they are vild and falfe ? 

As, where’s that Palace, whereinto foul things 

Sometimes intrude not? Who has that breaft fo pure, 

Wherein uncleanly apprehenfions 

| Keep Leets, and Law-days, and in Seflions fit 
With meditations lawful ? 

Othel, Thou dott confpire againft thy friend (Fago) 
If thou but think’ft him wrong’d, and mak’ft his ear 
A Stranger to thy thoughts. 

' Fago. 1do befeech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my guefs 
(As | confefs it is my natures plague 
To fpie into abufes, and of my Jealoufie 
| Shapes faults that are not) that your wifdom 
From one, that fo imperfectly conceits, 
| Would take no notice, nor build your felf a trouble 
| Out of his fcattering, and unfure obfervance 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor formy manhood, honefty and wifdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 

Othel. What doft thou mean? 

Fago. Good name inman and woman 
Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls ; 
Whorfteals my purfe fteals trafh: 

’Tis fomething, nothing ; 

’Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been flave to thoufands : 
But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 

Orhel, Pil know thy thoughts. 

Fago, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor fhall not, whil’{t’tis in my cuftody. 

Orhel. Ha! 

Fago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealoufie, 

It isthe green-ey’d Monfter, which doth mock 

The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in blifs, 
Who, certain of his Fate, loves not his wronger : 

But Oh, what damned minutes tells he o’re, 

Who dotes, yet doubts: fufpects, yet foundly loves? 

Othel. Omifery ! 

Fago, Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches finelefs, is as poor as VVinter, 

To him that ever fears he fhall be poor : 
Good Heaven, the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From Jealoufie. ; 

Othel, Why ? VVhy is this ? 

Think’it thoulld makea Life of Jealoufie? 

To follow ftill the changes of the Moon, 

With freth fafpicions? No: Toube once in doubt, 
Is to be refolv’d : Exchange me for a Goat, 
When I fhall turn the bufinefs of my Soul 

To fuch exufflicated, and blowed Surmifes, 
Matching the inference, ’Tis not to make me Jealous, 
To fay my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of fpeech, Sings, Plays, and Dances: 
Where Virtue is, thefe are moft virtuous, 

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 


(dear my Lord) 


" 
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The fmalleft fear, or doubt of her revolt, 
For fhe had eyes, and chofe me. No, Fago, 
Pll fee before | doubt, when! doubt, prove; 
And onthe proof there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love, or Jealoufie. 
Fago. 1am glad of this: for now I fhall have reafo 


To fhew the Love and Duty that I bear you eA 


With franker Spirit. Therefore (as! am bound) 
Receive it from me. I fpeak not yet of proof: 
Look to your Wife, obferve her well with Caffio, 
Wear your eyes, thus: Not Jealous, nor Secure: 
| would not have your free,and Noble Nature, 
Out of Self-bounty be abus’d, look to’t : 

I know our Country difpofition well: 

In Venice, they do let Heaven fee the pranks 
They dare not fhew their Husbands, 

Their beft Confcience 

Is not to leave’t undone, but kept unknown, 

Othel. Doft thou fay fo? 

Fago. She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when fhe feem’d to fhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov’d them moft. as 

Othel. And fo fhe did. 

Fago. Why, gotothen: 

She that fo young could give out fuch a Seeming 
To feal her Father’s Eyes up, clofe as Oak, 

He thought ’twas Witchcraft. 

But I am much to blame: 

| humbly do befeech you of your pardon 

For too much loving you. 

Othel, 1 am bound to thee for ever. . 

Fago. I fee this hath a little dafh’d your Spirits : . 

Othel. Nota Jot, not a Jot. 

Fago. Truft me, I fear it has: 

I hope you will confider, what is fpoke, 
Comes from my Love, 

But I do fee y’are mov’d- 

Iam to pray you, not to ftrain my fpeech 
To grofler iflucs, nor to larger reach, 
Than to Sufpicion. 

Othel, 1 will not. 

Fago. Should you do fo (my Lord) 

My {peech fhould fall into fuch vild fuccefs, 
Which my thoughts aim’d not. 
Caffio’s my worthy friend : 
My Lord, I fee y’are mov’d : 
Othel. No, not much mov’d: 
I do not think but Defdemona’s honett. 
Fago. Long live fhe fo; 
And long live you to think fo. 

Orhel, And yet how Nature erring from it felf— 

Fago. I, there’s the point: 
As (to be bold with you) 

Not to affect many propofed Matches 

Of her own Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we fee in all things, Nature tends: 

Foh, one may fmell in fuch, a will moft rank, 
Foul difproportions, thoughts unnatural. 

But (pardon me) Ido not in pofition 

Diftinaly fpeak of her, though I may fear, 

Her will, recoyling to her better Judgment, 

May fall to match you with her Country Forms, 
And happily repent. 

Othel. Farewel, farewel: ; 
If more thou doft perceive, let me know more? 
Set on thy wife to obferve. © 3 
Leave me, fago. 

Jago. My Lord, I take my leave. 

Othel. Why did I marry ? 

This honeft Creature (doubtlefs) pad Pic: 
Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 

Fago. My Lord, I would I might intreat your m0" 
To {can this thing no farther: Leave ittotime, — 
Although ’tis fit that Caio have his places 


ary 


~ For} 


| Let it alone: Come, I'll goin with you. 


For fure he fills it up with'great ability ; 
Yetiif you pléafe'to put him off a while, 
You fhali by that'perceive him, and his means: 
Note, if your Lady itrain his Entertainment 
Wich any ftrong, or véhemerc importinity, 
Mach will be feen in that: In fhe ‘mean tine, 
| Let me be thought too bufie im my fears; 
(As worthy caufe 1 have t6 feared am) 
And hoid her free, I do'befeeeh your Hondtr + 
Orhel. Pear notmy Goverhment. 
Jago. | once more’ take nity leave, 
Uthel, This Fellow’s of exceeding honefty, 
And knows all Quantities witha learn’d Spirit 
Of humane'déaiings. If do prove her Haggard, 
Though that her Jeffes were my dear heart-ftrings, 
Pid waiftle her off} and let her down the wind 
To prey at Fortune, Haply, for | am black, 
And have not thofe foft parts of Converfation, 
That Chamberers have: Or-for I'am declin’d 
Into the vale of years (yet that’s not much) 
She’s gone. I am abus’d, and my relief 
Mult be to loath her, Oh Curfe’ of Marriage’ 
That we can call thefe delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites ? I had rather be a Toad, 
And live tipon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love, 
For others ufes. Yet tis the plague to Great-ones, 
Prerogativ’d are they lefs than the Bafe; 
Tis deftiny unfhunnable like death: 
Even then, this forked plague is fated to us, 
VVhen we do quicken. Look where fhe'comes: 


Enter Defdemona and Emilia, 


If fhe be falfe, Heav’n mock’d it felf: 
Ili not believ’t. 
Def. How now, my dear Othello? 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iflanders, 
By you invited, do attend your prefenice. 
Othel. { am to blame. 
Def. Why do you fpeak fo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 
Othel. 1 have a pain upon my Forehead here. 
Def. VVhy that’s with watching, ?cwill away again. 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be.well. 
Othel. Your Napkin is too little : 


Def. Yam very forry that you are not well, 

c#imil. 1am glad.{ have found this Napkin : 
This washer firft remembrance fromthe AZor, 
My. wayward Husband hath a hundred times 


| Woo’d me to fteal it. But fhe fo loves the Token, 


(For he conjur’d her, fle fhould ever keep it) 
That fhe referves.it ever more about her, 

To kifs and talk to: P’ll have the work tane out, 
And giv’t Jago: what he will do with it, 
Heaven knows, not! : 


{I nothing, but to pleafe his Fantafic. 


‘ Enter. Jago. 


Jago. How now? What do you here alone ?, 
mil, Do not you chide: I have a thing for you. 
Fago.. Youhave a thing for me? 

It is a common thing 
e4mil,. Hah 2? dah 
Fago. To havea foolifh wife, Siieacél 
cAmil, Oh, is that all? what will you give me now 


{ For that fame Handkerchief ? 


Fago, What Handkerchief ? 

cAmil. What Handkerchief? 
Why, that the — oor firlt gave to Defdemona, 
That which fo often you did bid me ffeal. 


the SNA pore of Venice. 


[Exeunt.| That make Ambition'virrue! Oh farewel; 


. Thou hadft been better have been borna Dog, 


» 
iy 


Fago. Hatt ftolley it from her ? 

e£mil. No: But the let it drop by negligence, 
And toth’ advantage, being here, took’t Ups 
Look, here ’tis. 

Fago. Agood wench, give it me, 

cml. VVhat will you do with’t, you have been fo 
earneft to bave'mefilech it? 

Fago. Why. whatis thatto.you? 

“mil. If it be not for fome purpofe of import, 
Giv’t me again. Poor Lady, fhe’il run mad, 
V Vhen fhe thalPlack it. 

Fago. Be not'acknown on’t : 
l have ufe fort, Go, leave me; 

will in Caffio’s Lodging loofe this Napkin, - 

And let him’find it. Trifles light as air 
Are to the jealous, confirmations {trone, 
As proofs of holy VVrit. This may do fomething, 
Uhe e Moor already changes with my poyfons : 
Dangerous conceits are in cheir natures poyfons, 
VVhich at the firftare fcarce found to diftafte . 
But with alittle aét upon, the blodds 
Burn'like the Mines of Sulphur. 1 did fay fo. 


CExit Emil, 


Enter Orhello. 
Look, where he comes: ' Not Poppy, Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowlie Syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that {weet fleep, 
Which thou ow’d’ft yefterday. 
Othel, Ha, ha, falfe'to me? 
Fago. VVhy, hownow, General? no more of that, 
Othel. Avant, be gone: Thou haft fet me on the Rack : 
| {wear ’tis better to be much abus’d, 
Than but to know a little. 
ago. How now; my Lord? 
Orhel. VVhat {cent had'l, in her ftola hours of Luft ? 
[ fawit not, thought it not: it harm’d not me: 
I flept the next night well, fed well, was free, and merry. 
[ found not Caffio’s kifles on her lips : 
He that is robb’d, not waiting what is ftoln, 
Let him not know’t, and he’s not robb’d atall, 
fago. 1am forry to hear this. 
| Othel, 1 had been happy if thie general Camp, 
; Pioneersand all, had tafted her fweet Body, 
So | had nothing Known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquill mind ; Farewél, Content ; 
Farewel the plamed Troops, andthe big VVars, 


| Farewel the neighiig Steed, arid the fhrill Trump, - 
The Spirit-ftitring Drum, th’Eat-piercing Fife, 

The Royal Banner; and all Quality, 

Pride, Pomp, and Circumftatice of glorious V Var: 

And O you mortal Engines, whofe rude throats 

Th’immortal Yove’s dread Clamours counterfeit, 

| Farewel: Orhello’s Occupation’s gone, 

|  Fago. Is’t poflible, my Lord ? 

Orhel. Villain , befure thou prove my Love a VVhore ; 

Be fure of it :»Give me the Oculat Proof, 
Or by the worth of ‘mine eternal Soul, 


Than anfwer my wak’d wrath. 
Fago. Is’t come'to this ? ae 
Orhel. Maké mé to fee’t, or (at the leaft) {0 proveit, 

That the probation bear no Hindge, nor Loop, 

To hang a donbt on: Or woe upon thy Life, 
Jago. My Noble Lord. 

Orhel. If thou doft {lander her, and torture me; 

Never pray more ¢ Abandon all'rémorfe 

On horrors head, horrors accumulate, 

‘| Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz’d ; 

For nothing canft thou to damnation add, 

Greater than that, 

Fago. O Grace! O Heaven forgive me ! 
/) Are you a man? Have-you'a Soul? Or Senfe ? 
" ; Lh ao 
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God b’w’ you: take mine Office. Oh wretched Fool, 
That lov’ft to make thine honefty a Vice ! 


Oh monftrous World! Take note, take note (O World) 


To be difeét and honeft, is not fafe. 

| thank you for this profit, and from hence 

Pil love no Friend, fith love breeds fuch offence. 
Oth. Nay ftay : thou fhouldft be honelt, 

Fago. | fhould be wife, for honefty’s a Fool, 
And lofes that it works for. 

Oth. By the-World, 

[think my Wife is honeft, and think fhe is not : 

i think that thou art juft, and think thon art not: 

ll have fome proof. My.name that was as frefh 

As Dians Vifage, is now-begrim’d and black 

As mine own Face. If there be Cords or Knives, 

Poyfon, or Fire, or fuffocating ftreams, 

17) not endure it, Would I were fatisfied. © 
Fago. | fee you are eaten up with paffion : 

I do repent me that I put it to you, 

You would be fatisfied ? 

Oth, Would, Nay, and I will. 

Fago. And may: but now? how fatisfied, my Lerd? 
Would you the fuper-vilion grofly gape on ? 
Behold her topp’d ? 

Orh. Death, and Damnation. Oh ! 

Fago. It were a tedious difficulty I think, 

To bring to that profpect: Damn them then, 

if ever mortal Eyes do fee them boulfter 

More than their own. What then? how then? 

What fhall I fay? Where’s Satisfaction ? 

It is impoflible you fhould fee this, 

Were they as primeas Goats, as hot as Monkies, 

As {alt as Wolves in pride, and Foolsas grofs 

As Ignorance, madé drunk. But yet, I fay, 

If imputation and ftrong circumftances, 

Which lead dire¢tly to the-door of truth, 

VVill give you fatisfaction, you might hav’t. 
Orh. Give me a living reafon fhe’s difloyal. 
Fago, 1 do not like the Offices - 

But fith I am entred in this caufe fo far 

(Prick’d to’t by foolifh Honefty and Love) 

Iwill goon. I lay with Caffe lately, 

And being troubled with a raging Tooth, 

I could not fleep. There area kind of men, 

So loofe of Soul, that in their fleeps will mutter 

Their Affairs: one of this kind is Cajfia: 

_|In fleep I heard him fay, fweet Defdemona, 

Let us be wary, let ushide our Loves, 


And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand : 


Cry, oh fweet Creature: then kifs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up kiffes by the roots, 
That.grew upon my Lips, laid his Leg o're my Thigh, 
And figh and kifs, and then cry curfed Fate, 
That gave thee to the Moore. 
Orh. O monftrous! montftrous / 
Fago, Nay this was but his Dream. 
| Orb. But this denoted a fore-gone conclafion, 
Tis a fhrewd doubt, though itbebutaDream. 
ago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonftrate thinly. . 
Oth, Vil tear her all to pieces. _ 
Fago. Nay yet be wife; yet we fee nothing done, 
| She may be honeft. yet: Tell me but this, 
| Have you not fometimes feen a Handkerchief 
| Spotted with Straw-berries, in your V Vives hand ? 
| “Orb. I gave her fuch a one: ’twas my firft gift. 
Fago. 1 know not that: but fuch a Handkerchief 
(1am fure it was your VVives) did 1 to day 
See Caffio wipe his Beard with. = 
Oth, If it be that. ad 
Fago. Mit be that, or any, if twas hers, — 
It fpeaks againft her with the other proofs. 
Oth. O that the flave had forty thoufand lives: _ 
One is too poor, too weak for myrevenge. 


t 


The Tragedy of Othello, 


Now dol fee ’tis. true. Look here, Fago, 
All my fond love thus do I blow to Heaven. “Tis 


Arife black vengeance from the hollow Hell, ~~ 


Yield up (O Love) thy Crown and hearted Throne 


To tyrannous hate, Swell bofom with thy fraught, 
For ’tis of Afpicks tongues. 

Fago. Yet be content. 

Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood. 

Fago. Patience I fay: your mind may change, 

Oth. Never, Fago. Like to the Pontick Sea, 
VVhofe Icy Current, and compulfive courte, 
Ne’re keeps retiring ebbe, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Hellefpont : 
Even fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace. 
Shall ne’re look back, ne’re ebbe to humble Love, | 
Till that a capable, and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yond Marble Heayen, 
In the due reverence of a Sacred Vow, 
I here engage my words ——. 

Fago. Do not rife yet : 
VVitnefs your ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements, that clip us round about. 
VVitnefs that here Fago doth give up 
The Execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong’d Orhello’s Service. Let him command, 
And to obey fhall be in me remorfe, 
What bloody bufinefs ever. 

Oth. I greet thy love, es 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inftant put thee to’t: 
Within thefe three dayes let me hear thee fay, 


| That Caffic’s not alive. 


Fago. My Friend is dead : 
’Tis done at your requeft. 
But let her live. 
Orh, Damn her lewd Minx: 
Odamn her, damn her. 
Come go with me apart , I will withdraw 
To furnifh me with fome fwift means of Death 
For the fair Devil. a 
Now art thou my Lieutenant, 
ago. Lam your own for ever. 


Scena Quarta. a 


Enter Defdemona, /Emilia, and Clown. e 


lyes ? 
Clown, 1 dare not fay he lies any where, 
Def. Why man? i 
Clown, He’sa Souldier, and for me to fay 4 Souldier 
lyes, ’tis ftabbing. : 
Def. Goto: where lodges he ? 


q 


I lye. 


to lye in mine own throat. 


report ? tl) gad 
Clown, 1 will Catechize the World for him, that 1: 
make Queftions, and by them Anfwer. 


Def, Seek him, bid him come hither : tell him, Kd . 
mov’d fny Lord on his behalf, and hope all will bew le 


Clown. To dothis, is within the compafs of mar 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. 


milia ? 
e£mil. | know not, Madam. Tes Soe 
Def. Believe me, I had rather have loft my pur’ 


\ 


(éxeum.| 
Def. Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caf ‘ 


Clown. To tell you where he lodges, is to tellyou where) 
Def. Can any thing be made of this? Ti 


Clown. I know not where he lodges, and for me to 4 Ay 


| vife a lodging, and fay he lies here, or he liesthere, WH") 


Def. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by) 


Dif. Where fhould I loofe the Handkerchief a 


Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore Is ¢ 
ae ; 


tie @ 


Is true of mind, and made of no fuch bafenefs, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enough 
Fo put him to ill thinking. 
e4imil, Is he not jealous ? 
Def. Who he? I think the Sun where he was born, 
Drew all fuch humours from him, 
cEmilia, Look where he comes. 
Def. 1 will not leave him now, till Cafio be 
Call’d to him. How is’t with you, my Lord? 


Enter Othello, 


Oth. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardnefs to diffemble! 
How do you, Defdemona? 
Def. VVell, my good Lord, 
Oth. Give me your hand, 
This hand is moift, my Lady. 
Def It hath felt no age, nor known no forrow. 
Orb. This argues fruitfulnefs, and liberal heart 3 
Hot, hot, and moift. This hand of yours requires 
A fequefter from Liberty: Fafting, and Prayer, 
Much Catltigation, Exercife devout, 
For hére’s.a young and {weating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: ’Tis a good hand. 
A frank one. 
Def. You may (indeed) fay fo: 
For "twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
Oth. A liberal hand. The hearts of old, gave hands : 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 
Def, I cannot fpeak of this : 
Come, now your promife. 
Oth, VVhat promife, Chuck ? . 
Def. 1 have fent to bid Ca/fio come fpeak with you, 
Orb, 1 have a falt and forry Rheum offends me : 
Lend me thy Handkerchief. 
Def. Here, my Lord. 
Oth. That which I gave you, 
Def. | have it not about me. 
Oth. Not? 
Def, No indeed, my Lord. ) 
Orh. That’sa fault: That Handkerchief 
Did an <Aigyptian to my Mother give: 
She was a Charmer, and could almoft read ; 
The thoughts of people: She told her, while fhe kept it, 
’T would make her amiable, fubdue my Father 
Intirely to her love : but if fhe loft it, 
Or made a Gift of it, My FathersEye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying gave it me, 
And bid me (when my Fate would have me VViv’d) 
To give it her. Idid fo, and take heed on’t, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious Eye: 
To loos’t, or giv’t away, were fuch perdition, 
As nothing elfe Could match. 
Def: 1s’ poflible ? 3ee : 
Oth. ’Tis true, there’s Magick in the VVeb of it : 
A Sybil that had numbred in the VVorld 
The Sun to courfe two hundred compafles, 
In her prophetick fury fow’d the work : 
The VVorms were hallowed, that did breed the Silk, 
And it was di’d in Mammey, which the skilful 


a 


| Conferv’d of Maidens hearts. 


ef. Indeed ? is’t true? 
oe Moft veritable, therefore look to’t well. 
Def. Then would the Heaven, that I had never feen’t. 
Oth. Ha? wherefore ? : 
Def. VVhy do you fpeak fo ftaringly, and rath ? 
Oth. 1st loft? is’t gone ? Speak, is’t out o’th’ way ? 
Def. Blefs us. 
Oth. Say you ? OL 
Def. \tisnot loft: but what and if it were ? 
Oth, How ? 
Def. I fay it is not loft. 
Oth, Fetch’t, let me fee’t. 


a the Moore of Venice. : 


Def. VVhy fo 1 can : but I will not now : 
This is a trick to put me from my fuit, 
Pray you let Caffio be receiv’d again. 

Orb, Fetch me the Handkerchief, 

My mind mif-gives. 

Def. Come, come: you'll never meet a more faffici- 
ent man. 

Oth. The Handkerchief, 

‘Def. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on 
Shar’d dangers with you. 

Oth. The Handkerchief. 

Def. Infooth, you are to blame, 

Oth, Away. 

e“mil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Def. \ never faw this before. 
Sure there’s fome wonder in this Handkerchief, 
Iam moft unhappy in the lofs of ir. 

e#mil, ’Tis not a year or two fhews us aman: 
They are all but ftomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch us, 


= 


your love ; 


[Exit Othello. 


Enter Jago, and Caflio. 


Look you, Cafio, and my Husband. 

Fago. There isno other way: ’tis fhe muft do’t: 

And lo the happinefs : go and importune her. 

= How now, (good Ga/fic) what’s the news with 
you? 

Caffic, Madam, my former fuit. I do befeech you, 
That by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exift, and be a member of his love, 

Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delay’d. 
If my offence be of fuch mortal kind, 
That not my Service paft, nor prefent Sorrows, ’ 
Nor purpos’d merit in faturity, 
Can ranfome me into his love again, 
But to know fo; muft be my benefit: 
So fhall I cloath me,in a forc’d content, 
And fhut my felfup in. fome other courfe 
To Fortunes Almes, 
Def: Alas (thrice-gentle Ca/fi) 
My Advocation is not now in tune ; 
My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor fhould I know him, 
Were he in favour, as in humonr alter’d, 
So help me every fpirit fanctified, 
As I have fpoken for you all my beft, 
And ftood within the blank of his difpleafure _ 
For my free fpeech. You muft a while be patient : 
VVhat I cando, I will: andmorelwill 
Than for my felf I dare. Let that fuffice yon, 

Jago, Is my Lord angry ? 

cAimil. He went hence but now:, 

And certainly in ftrange unquietnefs. 8 

Fago. Can he be angry? I have feen the Cannon, 
VVhen it hath blown his Ranks into the air, 

And like the Devil from his very Arm 

Puft his own Brother: And ishe angry? | . 
Something of moment then; I will go meet him, 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry, 

Def: 1 prethee do fo. Something fure of State, 
Either from Venice, or fome unhatch’d.practice, 
Made demonftrable here in (yprws, to him, 

Hath pudled his clear Spirit : and in fuch cafes; 
Mens Natutes wrangle with inftriour things, 
Though great ones are their object. ’Tis even fo. 
For let our Finger ake, and it endues , 

Our other healthful members, even toa fenfe 

Of pain. Nay, we muft think men are not Gods; 
Nor of them look for fuch obfervance 

As fits the Bridal. Befhrew me much, e4imilia, 
I was (unhandfome VVarriour as I am) 


Cexir, 


\rraigning 
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i cig a 
‘Arraigning his uokindnefs with my’ foul : 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 


} 


| 
| 


| 


But now | find, | had fuborn’d the \Witnels, 
And he’s indited falfely. 
-£mil. Pray heaven iit be a 
State-matters, as you think, and no Gonception, | 
Nor no jealous toy concerning ‘you.: -! fo 
Dif Alas-the-day, I never gave him caufe. 
£mil, But jealous Souls will not be afifwer’d fo, 
They are not ever jealous for the caule, 
But jealous, forithey’re jealous. ‘Itdsa Moniter 
Begot upon it felf, born on it felf. 4 
Def Heaven keep the Montter from Orhello’s mind, 
cml. Lady, Amen. 
Def 1 will_go feek him. Caffio, walk hereabout : 
If Ido find him fit, PH move. your fait, 
And feek to effect it to my uttermot. 
Caf. | humbly thank your Ladifhip. 


Enter Bianca. 


Bian. Save you CEriend Caffia. ) 
Cuffio. What makes you from home ? 


| How is’t with you, my moft fair Bianca ? 
| Indeed (fweet Love) 1 wascoming to-your houfe. 


Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Caffio. 
What? keep a week away? Seven'days and nights? 
Eight fcore eight hours ? ‘And Loves abfent hours 
More tedious than-the Dial, eight fcore times ? 
Obrweary reck’ming. 

Caffio. Pardon me, Bianca: 

have this while with leaden thoughts been preft, 
But | fhall in a more Continuate time 
Strike off this fcore of abfetice. Sweet ‘Bianca, 
Take me this work out. 

Bian.. Oh Caffio, whence came this? 

This is fome token from a ‘newer Friend, 
To the felt-abfence : now I'feel a'Ganfer: 
Is’c come to this? Well, well. 

Caffio, Goto, woman: i G 
Throw your vild gueffes in the Devils-teeth, 

From whence you have them. | You ard-jealous now 
That this is from fome Miftrefs, fome remembrance 5 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 2 

Bian. Why, whofe isit? 

Caffio, 1 know not neither ¢ 

I found it in my Chamber, 
[ like the work well # B’re it be demanded 
(As like enough it will) J would have it copied: 
Take it, and do’t, and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you? wherefore ? 

Caffio. 1 do attend here o0 the General, 
And think it no addition, rior my wifh 
To have him fee me woman’d. 

Bian, Why, | pray you? ° 

(offic, Not that I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me, 
I pray you bring me'on the way a little, 
And fay, if I fhall fee you foon.at night ? 

Cafio. ’Tis but a’little way that f can bring you, 
For I attend here./ But Pll fee’ you foon. 

Bian, ’Tis'very good : 1 muft be circumftanc’d. - 


Aétus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
| Enver Othello aud. Jago. % 
Fase. VT yowEninkta? 3 Sista 90 
Othel. Think fo, ago? Peewety eros! 


aco. What, to kifsin private? 0 
Orhel. An unauthorized kifs?) // OC) ee 


Jsne may (I think) beftow’t on any:man, 


Exit. 


[Exeunt omnes. 


| Wouid you would bear your Fortune like a M 


Ti be Tragedy of Othello, 


Fago. Ox tobe naked with her Foiends in bed, 
An hour or more, notmeaning any hanmy?... s,m 
aot Naked ia bed (azo) and ot mean harm? 
{t is hypocrifie againft the Devil alot 100 gel 

They: thatmean vertuoufly, and yet do fo, > Lae 
The Devil their vertue tempts, and they rempt Heay, 
Fago. if they do nothing, "tis a Veniabflip; 
Rut I give my wife'a Handkerchief..ys1 200 fat ae 
Othel. What them? i alloy Sa 
zaro. Why then ’tis hers (my Lord) and being hers, | 
Orhel, She is Protectrefs of her Honour too: 2 
Maysthe'give that? ; 3 vit dol ae 
ago. Her Honour is an Effence that’s mot feep, 
They have it very oft that have it not oe 
But for the Handkerchief. + ae 
Orbel, By heaven | would moft gladly have forg bite 
Thou faidit (Oh, it comeso’re my memory, — = 
-As doth the Raven o’re the infectious houfe; = = =| 
Boading to all) he had my Handkerchief. oil 
sfago. 1; what of that ? ‘wort “a 
Orhel. That’s not fogood now. — 9) taal 
yago, What if had faid, had feenhim do you wrong?| 
Or hear him fay, as Knaves be fuch abroad, ) ae 
Who having by their own importunate fut, aL 
Or voluntary dotage of fome Miftrefs, Y sf a 
Convinced or fappli’d them, tannot chufe | ae 
But they muft blab. 
Othel. Hath be faid any thing? pout 
Fago. He hath (my Lord) but be you wellaflurd;. | 
No more than he’ll unfwear. vc 
Othe, What hath he faid? ino a 
Fago. Why, that he did? I kniow not: what hedid.y | 
Othel; Whet? what ? 3/532 08 
Jago. Lye. ei oy baad] 
Othel. With her ? Juin et 
Fago, Withher? on her: what youwill, 7 9) 
Orhel. Lye with her ? lye.om her 2 we fay, lye ae ' 
when they be-lye her. Lye with her ? that’s fulfom: | 
Handkerchief; Confeflions : Handkerchief, To comets, | 
and be hang’d for his labour. Firft; to be hang 
then to confefs: I tremble:at it. pid 
her felf in fuch fhadowing paflion, wi 
on. It is not words that fhakes me thusy(D¥B) 
and Lips: is’t poflible. Confefs ? “Handkerchiel: - 
vil. ) | LE allsin a brace) 
Fago. Work on, i io fies obey 
My Medieine works. Thus credulous Fools are cavghity.} 
And many worthy, and:chaft Dames even thus yf 
(All guiltlefs) meetreproach - what hoa? My Lord: 
My Lord, I fay; Othella.s.09 ; 19 gee 
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Fago. My Lor 
This is the fecon ] 
Caf. Rub him about the Temples. aya 
Fago. The Lethargy muft have his quiet courles 
If not, he foams at mouth'sand byand by | 
Breaks out to favage madnefs: Look, he flirss 
Do you withdraw your felf a little whiley 
He will recover ftraight : whem he is g0N¢  ~ a 
| would on great occafion, fpeak with yOu | ‘ 
How is it, General ? Have you not hurt your han #0 
Orhél; Dofk thou mock me? ae 
ago. tock »younot, by:-Heaven + ae 
Othel, A Horned man’s a Monfter and @ ee 
Fago. There’s ‘many a Beaft then in a Jous! 


~ | And many a civil Montfter. 


Othel, Did he confefs it ? 
Fago. Good Sir, be a mam: 


SS aa SESE 


SSS 
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“a 
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Think every bearded fellow that’s but yoak’d 

May draw with you, There’s millions now alive, 

That nightly lye in thofe unproper beds, 

Which they dare {wear peculiar. Your caufe is better. 
Oh, ’tis the fpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 


* | To lipa wanton in a fecure Cowch ; 


And to fuppofe her chaft. No, let me know, 


| And knowing what lam, I know what fhe fhall be. 


chi 


fey 
cha, 
tut 
Ine, 

not 


| Caffio came hither, 


it | The which he promis’d. 
| | And mark the Fleers, the Gybes and notable fcorns, 


Oth. Oh, thou art wife: ’tis certain. 
Fago. Stand you a while apart, 
‘Confine your felf but in a patient Lift, 
Whit you were here, o’re-whelmed with your grief 
(A paffion moft refulting fuch a man) 
I fhifted him away, 
And laid good fcufes on your Ecftafie, : 
Bad him anon return, and here fpeak with me, 
Do but encave your felf, 


That dwell in every Region of his face, 
For I will make him tell the tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife. 
I fay, but mark his gefture, marry Patience, 
Or I fhall fay y’are all in allin Spleen, 
And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doft thou hear, Jago, 
I wiil be found moft cunning in my patience: 
But (doft thou hear) moft bloody. 

Fago. That’s not amifs. 


, | But yet keep time in all : will you. withdraw ? 


Now will I queftion Caffio of Bianca, 


1 A Hufwife, that by felling her defires, 


fo, 


Buys her felf Bread and Cloth, It is a Creature 
That dotes on Cujfio, (as tis the Strumpets plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one) 

He, when he hears of her, cannot reftrain 
From the excefs of Laughter, Here he comes. 


Enter Calffio. 


As he fhall finile, Orhello fhall go mad : 
And his unbookifh Jealoufie mutt conferve, 
Poor Caffio files, geftures and light behaviours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant ? 
Caf. The worfer, that you gave me the addition, 
Whoie want even kills me. . 
Fago. Ply Defdemona well, and youare fure on’t : 
Now, if this Sute lay in Bianca’s dowre, 
How quickly fhould you fpeed ? 
Caf. Alas, poor Caitiffe. 
Oth, Look how he laughs already. 
Fago. | never knew woman love man fo, 
Caf. Alas, poor Rogue, [think indeed fhe loves me. 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly: and laughs it out. 
Fago. Do you hear, Caffio? 
Oth. Now he importunes him : 
To tell it o’re: goto, well faid, well faid. 
Fago. She gives it out, that you fhall marry her. 
Do you intend it? 
Caf. Ha, ha, ha. : 
Oth. Do ye triumph, Roman? do you triumph ? 
Caf. | marry. What? a cuftomer , prithee bear 
Some Charity to my wit, do not think it 
So unwholfome. Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. So, fo: they laugh that win. 
Faro, Why, the cry goes, that you fhall marry her. 
(af. Prithee fay true. 
Fago. 1 ama very Villain elfe. 
Oth. Have you fcoar’d me, well. 
Caf. This is the Monkies own giving out: 
She is perfwaded I will marry her 
Out of her own love and flattery, : 
Oth. Fago beckons me: now he begins the ftory. 
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not out of my promife. 


place, I was the other day talking on the Sea bank with 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls 
me thus about my neck. — _ 
_ Othel. Crying , oh dear Caffio, asit were: his gefture 
imports it. 

Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me; 

So fhakes, and pulls me, Ha, ha, ha, 

Othel. Now he tells how fhe pluckt him to my Cham- 
ber: Ob, I feethat Nofe of yours, but now that Dog, | 
fhall throw it to. 

Caf Well, I muftJeave her company, 

Fago. Before me; Look where fhe comes, 


Enter Bianca. 


Caf. Tis fuch another Fitchew : marry, a-perfum’d one: 
What do yon mean by this haunting of me? 

Bian. Let the Devil and his Damm haunt you: What 
did you mean-by that fame Handkerchief you gave me 
even now? I was afine fooltotake it: I muft take ont 
the work? A likely pieceof work, that you fhould find 
it in your Chamber, and know not who left it there, This 
is fome Minxes token, and I muft take out the work ¢ 
There, give it your Hobbey-Horfe : Wherefoever you 
had it, Plitake out no work on’t. 

Caf. How now, my {weet Bianca? 
low now? How now? 

Othel,.By Heaven, that fhould be my Handkerchief. 

Bian. \f you’llcome to fupper to night, you may; if you 
will not, come when you are next prepar’d for. LE xt. 

Jago. After her, after her. 

Caf. Imuft, fhe’ll rail in the ftreets elfe. 

Fago. Will youfup there ? 

Cif. Yes, intend fo. 

Fago. Well, I may chance to fee you: For I would very 
fain {peak with you. 

Caf. Prithee, come, will you? 

Fago, Goto: Say no more. 

Othel. How fhalll murther him, Fago ? 

Fago. Did you perceive how he laugh’d at his vice ¢ 

Othel. Oh, Fago. 

Fago. And did you fee the Handkerchief ? 

Othel, Wasthat mine ? 

Fago. Yours by this hand: and to fee how he prizes 
the foolifh woman your wife: She gave it him, and he 
hath given it his Whore. 

Othel. 1 would have him nine years a killing : 

A fine woman, a fair woman, a {weet woman? 

Fago. Nay, you muft forget that. 

Othel. 1, let her rot and perifh, and be damn’d fo night, 
for fhe fhall not live. No, my heart is turn’dto ftone: | 
{trike it, andit hurts my hand, Oh, the world hath not 
a fweeter Creature: She might lie by an Emperor’s fide, 
and command him Tasks. 

Jago. Nay, that’s not your way. 

Othel. Hang her, 1 dobut fay what fhe is: fo delicate 
with her Needle: An admirable Mufician, Oh, fhe will 
fing the Savagencfs out of a Bear: Of fo bigha plenteous 
wit, and invention ? 

Fago. She’s the worfe for all this. 

Othel. Oh, athoufand, a thoufand times: 

And then of fogentle a condition? 

Jago, 1, too gentle. 

Othel. Nay that’s certain. 

But yet the pity of it, fago: Oh, Fago, the pity of it, Fago. _ 

Fago. If you are fo fond over her iniquity: Give her 
patent to offend, for if it touch not you, it comes near 
no body. 

Othel, 1 will chop her into Meffes : Cuckold me! 

Fago. Ob, ’tis foul in ber. 

Othel, With mine Officer! 

Jago, That’s fouler. 3 

Othel Get me fome poyfon, age, this night: I'll not 


LExit. 


Caf. She was here even now: fhe haunts me in every 4 expoftulate with her: Left her body and her beauty un- 


provide 
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provide my mind again: this night, Fago. 

ago. Do it not with poyfon, ftrangle her in her bed, 
even the bed fhe hath contaminated. 

Orhel. Good, good : 
The juttice of it pleafes > very good. 

Fago, And for Caffio, let me be his undertaker : 
You {hall hear more by midnight. 


Enter Lodovico, Defdemona, and Attendants. 


Othel, Excellent good: what Trumpet is that fame ? 
Fago. | warrant fomething from Venice, 
Tis Lodovico, this comes from the Duke. 
See, your wife’s with him. 
Lodo. Save you, worthy General. 
Orhel, With all my heart, Sir. 
Lod. The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you. 


Call all in all fufficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paffion could not fhake? whofe folid ver 
The fhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
Fago. He is much chang’d. et 
‘Lod, Are his wits fafe ? Is he not of light Brain? © 
yaco. He’s that he is: I may not breathe my cen 
What he might be: if what he might, heisnor, 
I would to heaven he were. ee 
Lod. What, ftrike his wife ? 
ago. Faith that was not fo well; yet wouldIk 
That ftroke would prove the wortt. a: 
Lod. Is it his ufe? 
Or did the Letters work upon his blood, 
And new create his fault ? 
Fago. Alas, alas : 
It is not honefty in me to fpeak 


Othel. 1 kifs the Inftrument of their pleafures. What I have feenand known. You fhall obfervehim, | 
Def. And what’s the News, good Coufin Lodovico ? And his own courfes will denote him fo, fd 
ago. 1 am very glad to fee you, Signior. That I may fave my fpeech : do but goafter, 

Welcome to (ypru. And mark how he continues. 

Lod, \ thank you: how do’s Lieutenant Caffio ? Lod. 1am forry that 1 am deceiv’d in him, 

Fago, Lives, Sir, ; F ; 

Def, Confin, there’s faln between him and m Lor 

An ouind breach: but you fhall make all well: Scena Secunda. 

Othel, Are you fure of that ? 

Def My Lord? Enter Othello and HEmilia, 

Ovhel. This fail you not to do, as you will—— 

| Zod. He did not call: he’s bufie in the paper, Othel. You have feen nothing then? at 

i [s there divifion twixt my Lord and Caffio ? -2mil. Nor ever heard: nor ever did fufpet, 

| Def. A moft unhappy one: I would do much Othel. Yes, you have feen Caffio and fhe together, 

T’atone them for the love | bear to Caffio. -4£mil, But then I faw no harm: and then | heard 
Othel, Fire and Brimftone. Each fyllable that breath made up between them. 
Def. My Lord. Othel. What? Did they never whifper ? 

Othel, Are you wife? c£mil, Never, my Lord. 
Def. What, is he angry ? Orhel. Nor fend you out oth’ way ? 
Lod. May be the Letter mov’d him. cAimil. Never. 

For as I thiak they do command him home, Oth.To fetch her Fan,her Gloves,her Mask,nor noth 

Deputing Caffio in his Government. eZ mil.. Never, my Lord. i 
Def. Truft me, lam glad on’t. Othel. That’s ftrange. 

Othe!. Indeed ? “mil, \ durft (my Lord) to wager the is hone 
Def. My Lord? Lay down my Soul at ftake: If you think other, 
O:bel. 1 am glad to fee you mad. Remove your thought. It doth abnfe your bofom, » 
Def. Why, {weet Othello ? If any wretch hath put this in your head, Reet, 
Othel. Devil. Let heaven requite it with the Serpents curle, 
Def | have not deferv’d this. For if fhe be not honeft, chaft, and true, viet 
Lod. My Lord, this would not be believ’d in Venice, | There’sno man happy, the purett of their Wives 

Though I fhould fwear I faw’t. ’Tis very much, Is foul as Slander. : oie 

Make her amends: fhe weeps. Othel. Bid her come hither: go, [Exit Elia. | 
Othel. Ob Devil, Devil: She fays enough : yet fhe’s a fimple Bawd at aoe 

If chat the Earth could teem with womans tears, That cannot fay as much. This isa fubtle Whores | 

Each drop fhe falls would prove a Crocodile : A Cloflet-Lock and Key of villanous Secrets, 

Out of my fight. And yet fhe’ll kneel, and pray : I have feen her do’. | 
Def. 1 will not ftay to offend you: ie 
Lod, Truly obedient Lady : % Enter Defdemona and Emilia. 

I do befeech your Lordfhip call her back. 

Othel. Mittrefs. Def. My Lord, what is your will? 

Def. My Lord. Othel. Pray you, Chuck, come hither. 

Orhel. What would you with her, Sir? Def. What is your pleafure ? . 

Lod. Who 1, my Lord? Othel. Let me fee your eyes: look in my face. : 

_ Orhel. 1, you did wihh that I would make her turn: Def. What horrible Fancy’s this? me, 
Sir, fhe can turn and turn: and yet goon Othel. Some of your Function, Mitftrefs, 4 
And turn again, And fhecan weep, Sir, weep. Leave Procreants alone, and fhut the door : ‘ne 
(And fhe’s obedient : as you fay obedient. Cough, or cry hem, ifany body come: ya ier 
Very obedient: proceed you in your tears- Your Myftery, your Myftery; nay difpatch. [Exit Eni : 
Concerning this, Sir, (Oh well painted paflion) Def. Upon my knee, what doth your fpeech import? | 
Tam commanded home: get you away : I underftand a Fury in your words. inf gee 
Pll fend for you anon. Sir, I obey the Mandate. Othel Why ? What art thou? . ee ay 
And will returnito Venice. Hence, avant : | Def. Your wife, my Lord : your true and loyal wife | i 

| Caffio thall have my place. And, Sir, to night Orhel. Come fwear it: damn thy felf, being like of) 

| do entreat, that we may fup together. Heaven, the Devils themfelves fhould fear to feize the) 
ee are | ae, Sir, to Cyprus. = Therefore be double damn’d: {wear thou art hone! 

kets nih bide AES >. | . [Exit.| Def. Heaven doth truly know it. ee 

Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate _ one Heaven truly a that thou art fale 
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Def. To whom, my Lord? 
With whom? How am I falfe? 
Othel. Ah, Defdemon, away, away, away. 
Def. Alas the heavy day: Why do you weep ? 
Am | the motive of thefe tears, my Lord? 
if hapaly you my Father do fufpect, 
An Initrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me: if you have Joft him, 
[have loft him too. 
Othel. Had it pleas’d Heaven, 
To try me with Affliction, had they rain’d 


“| All kind of fores, and fhames on my bare head: 


Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips. 

Given to Captivity me.and my. urmoft hopes. 

I fhould have found in fome place of my foul 

A drop of we But alas, to make me 
The fixed figure for the time of Scorn, 

To point his flow and moving finger at. 

Yet could I bear that too, well, very well: 
But there where | have garner’d up my heart, 
Where either 1 muftlive, or bear no life, 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or elfe dries up: To be difearded thence, 

Or keep it ag a Ciftern, for foulToads 

To knot and gender in. Turn thy complexion there : 
Patience, thou young and rofe lipp’d Cherubin, 
I here look grim as hell, ip tech h Pe 

Def. | hope my Lord efteems me honeft. 

Orhel. Ovl, as Summer. flies are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou weed ; 
Who art fo lovely, fair, and fmell’ft fo fweet, 
That the Sence asks at thee, 
Would thou’dft never been born. woke 

Def. Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed ? 

Othel Was this faic Paper ? This moft goodly Book 
Made to write Whore upon ? What committed, 
Committed ? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 

I fhould make very Forges of my Checks, 
That would to Cynders burn up Modefty, - 
Did but I fpeak thy deeds. VVhat, committed ? 
Heaven ftops the Nofe at it, and the Moon winks; 
The bawdy wind that kiflés all it meets, 
is huth’d within the hollow Mine of Earth 
And will not hear’t. What, committed ? 
Def. By Heaven, you dome wrong. 
Othel. Are not you a Strumpet? 
| Def. No, as] ama Chriftian. 
If to preferve this Veflel for my Lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none, 
Othel, What, nota Whore ? 
Def. No, as! fhall be fav’d. 
Orbel. 1s't poflible? _ 
Def. Ob Heaven forgive us. 
* Orhel, Lery you mercy, then. ; 
[ took you for that cunning Whore of Venice; 
That married with Orhelo. You, Miftrefs, 


Eater Femilia. 


That have the Office oppofite to Saint Peter, 
And keeps the gate of Hell. You, you: 1, you. 


We have done our courfe: there’s money for your pains: 
Esit. 


turn the Key, and keep our counfel. 

. Peal.’ Alas , what Wities this Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you, Madam? How do you, my good Lady ? 

Def. Faith, half afleep. 

cémil. GoodMadam, ..__, 
What’s the aid with ty Lord? 

Def. VVith whom? es 

hail Why, with my Lord, Madam ? 

Def, Whois thy Lord? 

e4mil. He that is yours, fweetLady. 

Def. Lave none, do not talk tome, «Zmilia, 
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{ cannot weep: nor anfwers have I none, 
But what fhould go by Water. ‘Prerhee to night, 
Lay on my Bed my VVedding Sheets, remember, 
And call thy Husband hither. 

<4imil. Here’s a change indeed. 

Def. ’Tis meet I fhould be us’d fo : very mect, 
How have I been behay’d, that he might itick 
The fmaileft opinion on my Ieaft mifute ? 


Enter Jago, and Kmilia. 


Jago. What is your pleafure, Madam ? 
How is’t with you? 
Def. {cannot tell; ,Thofe that doteach your Babes, 
Do it with gentle means, and eafie tasks. 
He might have chid me fo: For in good faith, 
1am a Child to chiding. 
Jago, What’s the matter, Lady’? 
eAimil, Alas. (Fago) my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 
Thrown fuch deipight, and heavy terms upon her, 
That true hearts cannot bear it, 
Def? AmIthatname, Faco? 
Fago, What name (fair Lady ?) 
Def. Such as fhe faid my Lord did fay I was. 
c#mil. Hecalld her whore: ‘A Beggar, in his drink, 
Could not have laid fuch terms upon his Cailet. 
Fago, Why did he fo ? 
Def. }donot Know: Lam fure 1am none fuch. 
Fago. Do not weep: Donot weep: Alas-the-day. 
emi, Hath fhe forfook fo many Noble Matches ? 
Her Father? And her Countrey ? And her Friends ? 
To be call’d Whore? Would it not make one weep ? 
Def. It is my wretched Fortune. 
Jago. Befhrew him for’t: 
How comes this trick upon him ? 
‘Def. Nay, Heaven doth know. 
emi. 1 will be hang’d if fome eternal Villain, 
Some bufie and infinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening flave, to get fome Office, 
Has not devis’d this flander : 1 will be hang’d elfe, 
Fago. Fie, there is no fuch man: It is impoflible. 
Def. Tf any fuch there be , Heaven pardon him: 
e“imil. A Halter pardon him: 
And Hell gnaw his bones. 
Why fhould he call her Whore? 
Who keeps her company ? 
What Place? What Time ? 
What Form? What Likelyhood ? . 
The Moor’s abtis’d by fome moft villainotis Knave, 
Some bafe notorious Knave, fome fturvy Fellow. 
Oh Heavens, that fuch companions thoud’ft unfold, 
And put in every honeft hand a whip, 
To lath the Rafcal naked through the World; 
Even from the Eaft to th’ V Veit. 
Fago. Speak within Door. , 
c4mil. Oh fie bpon them: Some fuch Squire he was, 
That turn’d your Wit, the feamy fide without, 
And made you to fufpect me with the Moore. 
Jago. Youarca Fool: Goto. 
Def. Alas, Fazo, 


| What fhall I do to win my Lord again ? 


Good Friend, goto him : For by this light of Heaven; 
I know not how I loft him. Here I kneel: 

If e’re my will did trefpafs ’gainft his Love, 
Either in difcourfe of thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Sence 
Delighted them : Or any other Form: 

Or that f do hot yet, and ever did, 

And ever will (though he do fhake me off — 

To beggatly Divorcement) love him dearly, _ 
Comfort forfwear me. Unkindnels thay do much, 
And his Unkindnefs may defeat my Life, 

But fiever taint my Love. I cannot fay Whore, 


| It do’s abhor me now I fpeak'tlie'word,° = - 


EExit. 
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Todothe Act, that might the addition earn, 
Not the worlds Mafle of vanity could make me. 
Fago. I pray you becontent: tis but his humour : 
The bufinefs of the State do’s him offence. 
Def. 1f ’twere no other. 
Fago. Itis but fo, | warrant : 
Heark how thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper : 
The Meflenger of Venice ftayes the Meat ; 
Go in, and weep not: all things fhall be SR 
[ Exennt Defdemona and Familia. 


Enter Rodorigo. 


How now, Rodorigo ? 

Rod. 1 do not find 
That thou deal’ft juflly withme. 

Faco, Whatinthe contrary? . 

Rodo. Every day thou dofts, me with fome device, 7420, 
and rather as it feems to me now, keep’ft from me’ all 
conveniency, thou fupplieft me with the lealt advantage 
of hope: I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor am I yet 
perfwaded to put up in peace; what already 1 have fool- 
ifhly fuffer’d. 

Faco. Will you hear me, Rodorigo ? 

Redo. Ihave heard too much: and your words and per- 
formances are no kin together, 

Fago, Youcharge me molt unjuftly. 

Rodo, With navght but truth : I have watted my felf out 
of my means. The Jewels you have had from me to de- 
liver Defdemona, would. half have corrupted, a Votaritt. 
You have told me fhe hath receiv’d them, and return dme 
expeétations and comforts of fudden refpect, and acquain- 
tance, but! find none. 

Fago. Well, goto: very well. : 

Rodo. Very well, goto; I cannot goto, (man) nor ’tis 
not very well: nay, I think itis {curvy ; and begin to find 
my felf fopt init. : 

Fago. Very well. ) fet 

Rodo, I tell you, ’tisnot very well : I will make my felf 
known to Defdemona, 1f fhe will return me my Jewels, I 
will give over my Suit, and repent my unlawful folicita- 
tion. If not, affure your felf, 1 will feck fatistaction of 
you. ; ; 

Fago. You have faid’ now, or 

agus I, and faid nothing but what L proteft intendment 
of doing. 

Fago. eWhy, now I fee there’s mettle in thee: and even 
from this inftant do build onthee a better opinion than 
ever before: give me thy hand, Rodorigo. Thou haft taken 
againft mea moft juft exception: but yet I proteft I have 
dealt moft directly in thy Affair. 

Rodo. It hath not appear’d. 

Fago. 1 grant indeed it hath not appear’d : and your 
fufpition is not without wit and judgement, But, Rodorigo, 
if thou haft that in thee indeed, which I have greater reaton 


1 to believe now than ever. (I mean, purpofe, Courage, and 


Valour ) this night fhewit.. {f thou the next, night fol- 
lowing enjoy not Defdemona, take me from this world with 
Treachery, and devife Engines for my life. 

Rodo, Well: what isit? Is it within reafon and com- 
pals? | 

Fazo, Sir,there is efpecial Commiffion come from Venice 
to depute (affio in Othelo’s place. 

Rodo. 1s thattrue ?. Why then Othello and Defdemona 
return again to Vemce.. .. 

Fago. Oh no: he goes into  Afauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Defdemona,, unlefs his abode be 
lingred here by fome accident. Wherein none can be*fo 
determinate, as the removing of Caffio. . 

- Rode, How do you mean removing him ? 

Faco. Why,by making him uncapable of Othello’s place : 
knocking out his brains, pet 

Rodo. And that you would have me to do. 

Fago. 1: if you dare doyour felfa profit, anda right. 


He fups to night with a Harlotry : and thither will [goto| 
him. He knows not yet of his honourable fortune, jf; jie. 
will watch his going thence ( which I will fathion tofaj)| 
out between twelve and one) you may take him at you} 
leafure. 1 willbenear to fecond your Attempt, andhe| 
fhall fall betweenus. Come, ftand not amaz’d atit, but] bs 
go along with me:. I will fhew you fuch a neceflity in his F 
death, that you fhall think your, felf bound to put it on) 
him. It is now high fupper time: and the night grows} 
to waft, About it. oo Gan a 
Rode. 1 will hear further reafon for this. a | 
Fago. And you fhall be fatisfied. Cebu, ais 


Scena Tertia. 1 nai 
Enter Othello, Lodovico, Defdemona, Emilia 
and Attendants, 
Lod. \ do befeech you, Sir, trouble your felf no further | _ 
Othe. Oh pardon: "twill do me good to walk, © | 
Lod. Madam, good night : | humbly thank yourLadi.| _ 
Def. Your honour is moft welcom, “(hhip, | 
Othe, Will you walk, Sic ? Oh Defdemona, — de 
Def.. My. Lord. ie = | 
Othe. Get you to bed on th’inftant, 1 willberetum’d| 
forthwith: difmifs your Attendant there: ook’ be} 4); 
done. (Evi) I 
Def. 1 will, my Lord. > 
eAimi, How goes it now ?- he looks gentler than hedid, | 
Def. He fayes he will return incontinent, ari | 
And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to'difimifs you. # 
ems. Difmifs me? 9. ft 
Def. It was hisbidding: therefore good Amilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. sw chill 
We mutt not now difpleafe him. ; ieee 
c4mi. Twould youhadneverfeenhim. ©. | 
Def. So would not I: mylove doth foapprovehim, | 
That even his ftubbornnefs, his checks, hisfrowns, | 
(Prithee un-pin me ) have graceandfavour, ean” 
e4mi. 1 have laid thofe fheets you bad me on the bed. 
Def. All’s one: good Father, how foolifh ate out} 
minds ? vas beck 
If I do die before thee, prithee fhrowd me 
In one of thefe fame fheets. re 
eAmi, Come, come: you talk. yo 
Def. My Mother hada Maid call’d Barbara, 
She was.in love: and he fhe lov’d prov’d mad aot 
And did forfake her. She had a Song of Willow, . 
An old thing ’twas: but it exprefs’d her Fortune, 
And fhe dy’d finging it. That Song to night, . 
Will not go from my mind : I have muchtodo, » 
But to go hang my head all at one fide : 
And fing it like poor Barbara: prithee difpatch. » 
cA4mi. Shall 1 go fetch your Night-gown ? 
Def. No, un-pin me here, 
This Lodovico isa proper man. 
“mil, A very handfom man, 
Def. He fpeaks well. F 
cAmil. 1 know a. Lady in. Venice would have walk’d 
bare-foot to Paleffine for a touch of his nether lip. 
Def. The poor Soul fat finging by a Sycamore tree 5 
Sing all a green. Willow : 
Her hand on her bofome, her bead on ber kuees. 
Sing Willow, Willow, Wallow. | 
The fre ftreams ran by her, and murmur’ ber moans 5 
Sing Willow, Oc. . 
Her falt tears fell from her and foftuedthe ffoness 1. | 
Sing Willow, Ge. {e) 


D! 
ie 


Willoy, Willow. (Prithee high thee, he’ll come ano?) 


Sing all a green Willow muft be my Garland. . 

Let no body blame him, his {corn I approve. 

( Nay that’s not-next. Hark who is’t that knocks?» nil & 
. . t - ‘e- 
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’Tis buta man gone. Forth my Sword : he dies. 


Set 
Ami. It’s the wind. 


hy De I call’d my Love falfe Love: but what faidbethen?\ — Fago. 1 have rub’d this young Quat almoft to the fenfe 
Sing Willough, Gc. ti And hegrowsangry. Now, whether he kill Caffio : 
If I court no women,you ll couch with mo men. Or C:fio bim, or each do kilt the other 3 
? ‘ 3 


Every way makes my gain. Live Rodorigo 

He calls me to a refticutton large a 

Of Gold, and Jewels, that £ bob’d from him, 

As giits to Defemona. 

It mult not be: if Caio do remain, 

He hatha daily beauty-in his life, 

Chat makes me ugly: and befides, the «oor 

May unfold meto him: there ftand fia much peril ; 
No, he muft dic. But fo, I hear him coming. 


At] So get thee gone, good night: ‘mine eyes do itch : 
il Doth that boed.weeping ? 
ei] CAB. ?Tis neither here, nor there, 
lis] Def L have heard it faid fo, O thefe men, thefe men’ 
| Doft chou in confcience think (tell me e#milia) 
ti | That there be women do abule their husbands 
Ia fuch grofs kind ? 
 e#mil. There be fome fuch, no queftion. 
Def. Would’ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world : 
cZmil, Why, would not you? 
Def. No, by this heavenly light. 
e£mil. Nor I neither, by this heavenly light. 
{ might do’t as’ well ith’dark. 
Def. Would’ thou do fuch adeed for all the world? 
cAmil, The world’s a huge thing : 
It is a great price, for a fmall vice. 
Def. Introth think thou would’ft not. 
e£mil. Yo teoth I think I fhould, ‘and undo’t when 
[haddone, Marry, 1 would not do fuch a thing for 2 
joynt Ring, nor for meafures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, 
1 Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. “But foi 
) all the whole world : why, who would not make her hus- 
‘¥ band a Cuckold, tomake hima Monarch ? I fhould ven- 
{ ture Purgatory for’t. 
1 Def. Belhrew me, if1 would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole world, 

c#mil. Whiy,the wrong is but a wrong ’th’wotld; and 
having the world for your labour, *tis a wrong in your own 
world, and you might quickly make it fight. : 

Def. Udo not think there is any fuch woman. : 

c£émil, Yes, a dozen: and as many to th’vantage,. as 
would ftore the world they plaid for. be oe 
But 1 do think it is their husbands faults xR 
If Wives do fall : (Say, that they flack their duties,” 

. | And pour our tréafures into foreign laps :. 
| Or elfe break out in Peevith Jealoufies, 


‘Enter Callio. 


Rod. 1 know his gate, tis he : Villain thou dyeft. 
Caf. That thruft had been mine enemy indeed, 
Bur-that my Coat is betterthan thou know’lt : 
i will make proof of thine. % 
Red. Oh, 1am flain. 
Caf. Lam maim’d forever: 
Help hoa: Murther, murther. 


Enter Othello. 


Othe. The voice of Caffio, Fago keeps his'wor d 

Rod, © Villain that lam: 

Oth, Xt is even fo, 

Caf. Ol help hoa: Light, a Surgeon. 

Oth. ?Tishe: O' brave Faro, honeft and juft, 
That haf fuch Noble fenfe of thy friends wrong, 

hou teacheftme. Minion, your dear lies:dead, 
And your unbleft Fare highes : Strumpet I come: 
For off my heart, thofe Chatms thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed-left-ftain’d; fhall with Lufts bloud be fpotted. 
; Eéxe. Othello. 


cf 


Enter Lodovico, and Gratiano. 
: 4 


Caf. What hoa ?' no watch ? no paflage ? 


lin Throwing reftraint uponus: Or fay they {trike us, 

uit Or fcant out former having in defpight) Murther, Murther. 

" jg) | Why we have galls : atid though we have fome Grace, Gra. ’Tis fome mifchance, the voice is very direful. 
, , 


Caf. ‘Of help. Eodo; Hark, 

Rod. Oh wretched Villain. 

Lod. Twoorthree groan. ’Tis heavy night ; 
Thefe may becounterfeits: Let’s think’t unfafe 


Yet have we fome Revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have fenfe like them = they fee and fmell; 
And have their Palats both for fweet and fowr, 

As husbands have. What isit that they do 


b ib When they change us for others ? Is it fport ? Tocome into the cry, without more help. 

ai" |} [chink itis: and doth affection breed it ? Rod. No body come s'then fhall I bleed to death. 

pa [think itdoth: Is’t frailty that thuserres? 

og Itis fo too. And have not we affections ? Enter ‘Jago. 

fil” | Defires for fport? and frailty as men have? ~~ & 

gi Then Jet them ufe us well : elfelet them know; * Lod. Hark. 

re” | The ills we do, their ills inftruct us to: | Gra. Here’s one comes in his fhirt; with Light, and 
Weapons. 


Def. Good night, good night : 
Heaven me fuch ufes fend, 
Not to pick bad, from bad ; but by bad, mend. [Exeunt. 


| 7 
Aétus Quintus.’ Scena Prima. 


Fago. Who’s there? 
Whote noife is this that cryes out murther ? 
Lodé, We do notknow. 
Fago.. Do not you hearacry ? 
Caf. Here, here : for heaven fake help me, - 
Fago. What's the matter ? 
Gra. This is Orhello’s Ancient as I take it. 
Lodo. The fame indeed, avery valianc Fellow. 
Fago.. Whatare you hete, that cry fo grievoully ? 
Caf. Fago ? Oh lam fpoyl’d, undone by Villains: 
Give me fome help. 
Fago. O me, Lieutenant! 
What Villains have done this ? 
Cj, 1 think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 
Fago, Oh treacherous Villains: 
What are you there ? Come in; and give fome help: 


Enter Jago, and Rodorigo. 


Fago. ¥YEre, ftand behind this Batk, 3 
Straight will hecome: . nied 

Wear thy good Rapier bare, and putithome: . 
Quick, quick, fear nothing , [’le be at thy Elbow, 
icmakes us, orit martsus, think onthar; 4. 
And fix moft firm thy Refolution; — ers 

Rod, Be neat athand, Imaymifeartyin’t. 

Fao. Here, at thy hand : Behold , atid take thy ftand, . 

Rod. 1 have no great devotion to thedetds on Rod. O help me there. 
And yet he hath given me fatisfying Reafons *” Caf. That’s one of them. ; 

Mmm : Jago 


The Tragedy 0 


, Fago. Kind Gentlemen + 
'Let’s go fee poor Caffio dreft, u 
Come Miftris, you muft tell’s another Tale, 
e4milia, run you to the Cittadel, ie 
How filent is this Town? Ho, murther, murther. And tell my Lord ane YaGn Mier hathhapd: | | 
What may you bé? Are you of good or evil ? Will you go on afore? This isthe night sot 
Lod. As youfhall prove us,  praife us. That either makes me, or foredoesmequite: Tey) 
Fago. Sigmor Lodovice. ; 5 es 
a ag He Scena Secunda, : 
Fazo. | cry you mercy : here’s Cajfie hurt by Villains. da 
Gra. Caffio. 
Fago. How is’t, Brother ? 
Caf. My Leg is cutin two, 
Jago. Marry heaven forbid : 


Fago. Oh murd’rous Slave! .O Villain! 
Rod. O damn’d: ¥ago!. O inhumane Dog ! 
ago. Kill. mon Peidark 2 

| Where be thefe bloudy Thieves:? 
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>a 
Enter Othello, and Defdemona in her beg | 
| Othel. Itisthe Caufe, it is hee (my Soul) 
 Fioht Ge ‘le bind it withamy fhirt. Let me not name it to you, you chafte Stars 
| Light Gentlemen, I’le bind it with-my tht It is the Caufe, Yet I'le'not fhed her blond,” 
Nor fcar that whiter skin of hers than Snow, 
And fmooth as Monumental Alabafter : 
| Bian, Whatisthe matter hoa? whois’tthatcry’d? | Yet fhe muft die, elfe the’ll betray more men; 
| ago. Who is’t that ery’d ? Put out che Light, and then put out the Light: 
Bian, Oh my dear Caffie, If I queuch thee, thou flaming Minifter, 


| My fweet Caffio: Oh (affio, Caffio, Caffio. I can again thy former light reftore, . 
| 
i 


Enter Bianea. 


Faco. O notable Strumpet. Caffio, may you fufpect Should Irepent me. But once put out thy light, 
Who they fhould be, that have thus mangled you? Thou cunning’{t Pattern of excelling Natute, 
I know not where is that ‘Promethean heat 


Ss: That can thy Light ce-lume. 
i dill hese of a Whea I have pluck’d thyRofe, Hy | 
| Fago. Lend mea Garter. So: ——~ Oh fora Chair I cannot give it vital growth again, a 
, To bear him eafily hence. It needs muft wither. Tle fmell thee onthetree: | 
Bian. Alas he faints. Oh Caffios Cafsio, Cafiso. Oh Balmy breath, that do’ft almoft perfwade = 
Faco. Gentlemenall, [do fufpect this Trafh Juftice to break her Sword. One more, one more; 
| To bea party in this injury. Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
} Patience a while, good Casio. Come, come 5. And love thee after. One more, and that’s the laft, 
Lend mea Light: know we this face, or no?;, So fweet, was ne’re fo fatal. 1 mutt Weep, eae 
Alas my friend, and my dear Country-man ie But they are crul tears: this forrow’s heavenly, eS 
Rodorigo? No: Yes fare: Yea, "tis Redoriga. It ftrikes, where it doth love. Shewakes, = 8 | 
Gra. What, of Vertice ? | Def. Who’s there? Ofhello ? 


Fago. Even he, Sir: did you know him? | Othel. 1, Defdemona. . } . 


Caf. No. 


uy 
a 


; 


Gra. Know him? L : | Def. Will you come to bed, my Lord? ME igh 
Jago. Signior Gratiano? L cry your gentlep ardon Orhel, Have you pray’d tonight, Defdemona, me 


Thefe bloudy accidents muftexcufe my manners, + - | Def. 1, my Lord. , Seay 
That fo neglected you. Othel. If you bethink your felfofany Crime = 


Gra. Lam glad to fee you... Unreconcil’d as yet toheaven, and Grace, 

Fago. How do you, Cafio?, Oha Chair, a Chair, Solicit for it ftraight. re 

Gra. Rodorigo? | Def. Alack, my Lord, 

Jago. He, he, ’tis he: | What may you mean by that ? i call 

Oh that’s well faid, the Chair, ; | Othel, Well, do it,and be brief, I will walk by? 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence, I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 

I’le fetch the General Surgeon. For you, Miftris, |No, (Heavens fore-fend) 4 would not kill thySoul, | 

Save you your labour. He that lies flain here (Cafie) Def, Talk you of killing ? cen ‘nah 

Was my dear friend. VVhat malice was between you ? Othel. 1, 1 do. 

Caf. None in the world: nor dol know the man: Def. Then heaven have mercy on me.. 
Jago. VVhatlook youpalee Ohbear himoutoth’Air.{ Orhel. Amen, withall myheart, 

Stay you good Gentlemen.. Look you pale Miftris ? Def. If you fay fo, 1 hope you will not kill me. 

Do you perceive the gaftnefs of her eye ? : Othe. Humh. 

Nay, if you ftare, we fhall hear more anon. Def. And yet I fear you: for you're fatal then. 

Behold h2r well: J pray you look upon her ; When yeur eyes ‘rowl fo. - | 

Do you fee, Gentlemen? Nay, gett will fpeak Why I fhould fear I know not, ; 

Though tongues were out of ufe. Since guiltinefsI knownot : But yet I feel I fear 
c4émil. Alas, what is the matter ? Othel. Think on thy fins. 

VVhat is the matter, husband. Def. They are loye I bear to,you. si 
Fago. Caffio hath here been fet.on in the dark Othel. 1, and for that thou dy’ft. ee? 

By Rodorigo, and Fellows that are fcap’d : | Def. That death’s unnatural,that kills for loving: 

He’s almoit flain, and Rodorigo quite ead. Alas, why gnaw you fo your nether-lip ? 
“Emil, Alas, good Gentlenian; alas,good (afie. | Some bloudy paflion fhakes your very frame: 
Fago. That is the fruits of whoring, Prithee «mila, | Thefe are portents:' but yet! hope, Thope, == 

Go know of Cafsio where he fupt-to night, They do not pointon me. ~~ pare 

VVhat do you fhakeatthat? . Othel. Peace, and be ftill. heat saat 
Bian. He foptat.my houfe, but [therefore fhake not. Def. Iwill fo: what’s the matter ? ye 
Fago. O did he fo? I charge you.go with me, >| Othel, That Handkerchief ~ ei 
ning pote oe Sool Which I fo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav’ftCafi, 

_ Bian, 1am noStrumpet, but of life as honelt,. Def. Noby my life, and Soul: fend forthe mal, 

Asyouthatthusabuféme. =. ..« | And ask him. oe 
cAmil. As1? Fie uponthee, 5 |] Othel. Sweet Soul, take heed, take heed of Perit la 


Thou art on thy death-bed. 
Def. 1, but not yet to die. 
Othe. Prefently. 
Therefore confefs thee freely of thy fin : 
For to deny cach Article with Oath, 
Cannotremove, nor'choak the ftrong Conception 
That I dogroan withal. Thou arttodie, |” 
Def. Oh heaven have mercy on me, 
Othe. I fay , Amen, 
Def. And have you mercy too, I never did 
Offend youin my life: neverlov’d Caffio, 
But with fuch general warranty of heaven, 
AsI might love. I never gave him Token. 
Oth, By heaven | faw my Handkerchief in’s hand, 
Q perjur’d woman, thou do’ft {tone my heart, 
And makeft me calJ, what I intend to do, 
A Murther, which I thought a.Sacrifice. 
I faw the Handkerchief. 
Def. He found it then: 
I never gave ithim : Send for him hither : 
Let him confefs a truth. e 
Othe, He hath confeft : 
Def. What, my Lord ? 
Orb. That he hath us’d thee. 
Def. How ? unlawfully ? 
Oth, I. 
D-f. He will not fay fo,. 
Oth. No: his mouth ts ftopp’d : 
Honeft ago hath tane order for’t. 
Def. Oh, my fear interprets. What is he dead? 
Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. 
Def. Alas, he is betray’d, and I undone. 
Oth, Out Strumpet: weep’tt thou for him to my face ? 
Def. O banifh me, my Lord, but kill me‘not. 
Oth. Down, Strumpet, 
Def. Kill me to morrow, let me live to night. 
Oth, Nay, if you ftrive. ’ 
Def. But half an hour. ‘ 
Oth. Being done, there is no paufe, 
Def. But while 1 fay one prayer. ; 
Oth, It is too late. [Smothers her. 
FEmilia at the door. 


eA#mil. My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa ? 
My Lord , my Lord. 
Oth; What noife is this? not dead? not yet quite dead, 
I that am cruel, am yet merciful, 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain? 
$0, fo. 
cémil. within. What hoa? my Lord, my Lord ? 
Orh. Who's there ? 
eZ£mil, Oh, my good Lord, I would fpeak a word with 
ou. ; 
: Oth. Yes: "tis Amilia; by and by. She’s dead. 
Tis like fhe comes to {peak of Cuffi’s death : 
The noife was high. Hah, no more moving? 
Still as the Grave. Shall fhe comein ? wer’t good ? 
| think fhe ftirs again :No, what’s beft todo ? 
If fhe come in, {nell fure {peak to my wife : 
My wife, my wife, what wife ? I have no wife. 
Ohinfupportable! Oheavy hour! 
Methinks,} it fhould.be.now a huge Eclipfe ! 
Of Sun and Moon: and that th’affrighted Globe 
Did yawn . ‘er wane i 
- Ami. 1 do beigech “you 8 Be 
That { may fpeak with you. Oh, good my Lord. 
” Orb, Uhad forgot thee ; Oh come in, eAmilia. 
Soft, by and by ie me the Curtains draw, 
Where artthou? what's the matter with thee now ? 


- the Moore of Venice. 


Enter JEmilia. nid 


Serres: Oh , my good Lord, yonders foul Mathers 


Othe, What? now? 

cml, But now, my Lord, 
_ Orne, It is the very error of the Moon; 
sie Comes more nvarer Earcti than the was wont 
And makes men mad, 

eim!. Caffio, my Lord, hath kill’d 
A young Venetian, call’d R odorizo, 

Oth, Rodorigo kid? and Caffio killa? 

cAmil, No, Caffio isnot kill'd, 

Oth. Not Caffio kil’d 2? Then Murther’s out ‘of tune, 
And fwecr Revenge grows harhh, 

Def. O talfely, falfely murder’d. 

c4ml, Alas! whatcry is that? 

Orbe. That? what? 

Aim, Out, and alas, that was my Ladies voice, 

Help, help hoa, help, Oh Lady fpeak again, 
Sweet Defdemona, oh {weet Miltris, fpeak. 

Def. A guiltlefsdeath 1 die. 

emi, Ohwho hath done this deed ? 

Def. Nobody : I my felf, farewel : 

Commend me to my kind Lord: ob farewel. 

Oth. Why, how fhould fhe be murd’red ? 

emi. Alas: who knows ? 

Orb, You hear her fay her felf, it was not I. 

enhl. She faid fo : 1 muft needs report the truth. 

Oth. She’s like a Lier gone to burning hell , 

Twas I that kill’d her. 

= Oh the more Angel fhe, and you the blackér 
Devil, 

Oth. She turn’d to folly : and fhe wasa whore. 

e4mil, Thou do’ft bely her, and thou art a devil. 

Oth. She: was falfe as water. 

mil, Thou art rafhas fire, to fay 
That fhe was falfe. Oh fhe was heaveuly true, 

Oth. Caffio did top her : ask thy busband elie, 

O, I weredamn’d beneath all depth in hell: 
But that I did proceed upon juft grounds 
To thisextremity. Thy husband knew ir all, 

c4imil. My Husband? 

Oth. Thy Husband. 

cAimil, That the was falfe to Wedlock ? 

Oth. 1, with Gaffio : had fhe been true, 

If Heaven would make me fuch another world; | 

Of one entire and perfect Chryfolite, 

1’d_not have fold her for it. ; 
emil. My Husband ? 

Oth. 1, twas he that told meon her firft, 
An honeft man he is, and hates the flime { 
That fticks on filthy deeds. | 

eZmil. My Husband ? 

Oth. What needs this itetance, woman ? 
I fay thy Husband. 

c4imil, Oh Miftris, 

Villany had made mocks with love: 
My Husband fay fhe was falfe ? 

Othe. He, woman; o 
I fay thy husband :. do’ft underftand the word ? . 

My friend, thy husband ; honeft, honeft Fago. 

cAmil, lf hefay fo, may his pernicious Soul 
Rot half a graina day: he lies to’th’heart, 

She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargain. 
Oth. Hah? 
c4mil. Do thy workt: . 
This deed of thine is no more worthy Heaven; 
Than thou waft worthy her. 
Orth. Peace, you were beft. 
e“mil. Thon haftnot halfthat power todo me barm 


| AsIhaveto be hurt. Oh gull, oh dolr, 


Asignorant as durt: thow halt done a deed 
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(I care not for thy word) 1’1] make thee known, 
Though L loft twenty lives, Help, help, hoa, help: 
The Afoor hath kild my Miftrels. Murther, murther, 


Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Jago. 


Mon. What is the matter ? How now, General? 
eA mil, Oh, are youcome, Fago: You have done well, 
That men mutt lay their Murthers on your neck. 
Gra, What is the matter ? 
_&mil, Difprove this Villain, if thou be’ft a man, 
He fays thou told’ft him that his wife was falfe : 
IL know thou didft not: Thou’rt not fuch a Villain. 
| Speak, for my heart is full. 
ago. 1 told him what I thought, 
| And told no more 
| Than what he found himfelf was apt and true. 
e#& vil. But did you ever tell him, 
| She was falfe ? 
| ¥ao0, L did. 
eA nil, YoutoldaLie, an odious damned Lie : 
Upon my foula Lies a wicked Lie. 
She falfe with Caffio ? 
Did you fay with Caffio? 
Faro. With Caffio, Miftrefs,, 
Go to, charm your tongue. 
eAmil. I will not charm my tongue 5 
[am bound to fpeak, 
| My Miftrefs here lies murthered in her bed. 
‘Ad, Ol heavens forefend. . 
~£mil. And your reports have fet the Murther on. 
Orhel. Nay, {tare not, Mafters, 
It-is true indeed. 
Gra. ’Tis a ftrange Truth. 
<Mont, Oh monttrous Act. 
mil. Villany, villany, villany: 
| think upon’r, I think: 1fmel’t: O Villany *. 
Tthought fo then: Vil kill my felf for grief, 
Ovillany, villany? 
zaco. What, are you mad? 
[ charge you, get you home. “es r 
-£mil, Good Gentlemen, let me have leave to fpeak : 
Tis proper | obey hint; but not now: 
Perchance, Jago, I will ne're go home, 
Orbel. Oh, oh, ob. 
emit, Nay, lay thee down and roar : 
For thou haft kill’d che fweeteft innocent, 
That e’re did lift upeye. 
Othel, Oh fhe was foul / 
| {carce did know you, Uncle, there lies your Niece, 
Whofe breath (indeed) thefe hands have newly ftopp’d: 
I know this Act thews horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Defdemona : 
Tam glad thy Father’s dead, 
Thy match was mortal to him; and pure grief 
Shore his old thred intwain. Did he live now, 
This fight would make him doa defperate turn : 
Yea, curfe his better Angel from his fide; 
And fall to Reprobance. 
Othel. ?Tis pitiful, but yet Fago knows, 
Taat the with (affio hath the act of fhame 
A thoufand times committed. Caffio confelt it, 
And fhe did gratifie his amorous works, 
With that Recognizance and Pledge of Love, 
Which I firft gave her: 1 faw it in his hand: 
It wasa Handkerchief, an Antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 
-£mil. Oh heaven! Oh heavenly Powers! 
Fago. Come, hold your peace. 
c#mil. Twill out. Twill our, I peace? 
No, I will fpeak as liberal as the North, : ; 
Let Heaven, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry fhameagainftme, yet Pll fpeak. . 
Fago. Be wife and get you home. . 


| So {peaking as I 


| It was a Sword of Spaiz, 


. | Lod, Where is this rafh, and 
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The Tragedy of Othello 


cAimil, 1 will not. ' 
Gra. Fie, your fword upon a woman, 
cAmile Ob, thou dull A4oor, 
That Handkerchief thou fpeak’ft of 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband, 
For often, witha folemn earneftnefs, ' 
(More than indeed belong’d to fuch a Trifle) 
He begg’d of me, to fteal it. 
Fago. Villanous Whore. 
~Amil, She give it Gaffio.? Alas | found it, 
And I did giv’t my husband, | 
ago. Filth, thou lief. uy 
c#mil, By heaven I do not, ldo not, Gentlemen; ~ | 
On murc’rous Coxcomb, what fhould fuchafoolL (© | 
Do with fo good a wife? 
Othel. Ace there no ftones in heaven, 
But wiatierve for the Thunder? # 
Precious Villain. 
Gra. The woman falls: 
Sure he hath kill’d bis Wife. oS. 
mil. 1, 1; Ob lay me by my Mittrefs fide, 
Gra. He’s gone, but his Wife’s kill’d. A 
eon. ’Fisa notorious Villain - take you this weapon he 
Which I bave recover’d from the Moor: ee P 
Come, guard the door without, Jet him not pafs, 
But kill him rather: Pil after that fame Villain, 
For ’tis a damned Slave. 
Othel. 1 am not valiant neither : 
But every Puny whipfter gets my Sword. . 
But why fhould honour out-live honetty ? 
Let it go.all. 
e£mil, What did thy Song boad, Lady? tae 
Hark, canft thou hear me? 1 will play the Swan, | 
Anddicin Mufick: Wellough, willough, willough. bea | 
Moor, fhe was chaft: fhe lov’d thee, cruel AZoor = 
So come my foul to blifS, as I fpeak true: as. ole 
think, alas, I die. ee ee 
Orhel. | have another weapon in this Chamber, | 
the Ice brooks temper: Be a 
Oh here it is: Uncle, I muft come forth. a 
Gra. lf thou attempt it, it will coft thee dele re 
Thou haft noweapon, and perforce mutt fUfEF Se en re 
Othel. Look inupon me then, and fpeak withme, 
Or naked as I am I will affault thee, t 
Gra, What isthe matter ? 
Othel. Behold, I have a weapon; 
A better never did it felf fuftain 
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_| Upon aSouldiers Thigh. 1 have feen the day, eh , Toye 4 4 


That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 

| have made my way through more impediments, sf 
Than twenty times you ftop. But (oh vain boaft) 

Whocan controuthis fate?."Tisnotfonow, 

Be not afraid, though you do fee me weapon'd: 

Here is my Journeys end, here ismy But, 

And very Sea-mark of my utmott Shik toe 

Do you goback difmaid ?. *Tis.a loft fear, 

Man buta Ruhhagaintt Orkelle’s brealt, | 
And he retires. Where fhould Othello go? ‘ten ol SA 
Now : How dolt thou look now? Oh ill-Starr’d wench, | 
Pale as thy Smock: When we fhall meet at compl; | 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from as oe 
And Fiends will {natch atit, Cold, cold, my Git a 
Even like thy Chaftity. O curfed, curfedSlaveh | 
Whip me, ye Devils, } Tear i 
From the poffeflion of this heavenly fight: | 
Blow me about in winds, and roaft me in Sulphur, nites 
Wath me in fteep-down gulfs of liquid Fire. h! ” 
Oh Defdemona! Dead, Defdemona : Dead, dead. Ob, 0 ‘ta 


walang ie ae 
Enter Lodovico, Caflio, Montano, and Jago | 
with Officers. 1 ee { 
moft unfortunate maa : 
Othel. That’s he that was Orhello: Here Lam: 


the A ore of Venice. 


Lod. Where is that Viper ? 
Bring the Villain forth. 


Oth. I look down towards his feet , ‘but that’s a Fable,” 


If that thou beeft a Devil, I cannog kill thee. 

Lod, Wrench his Sword from him. 

Fago. 1 bleedy,Sir;-but not kill’d. 

Orb. I am not fotry neither, Vd have thee live : 
For in my fenfe, ’tis happinefs to die. am: 

Lod. Oh thou, Othello, chat was once fogood, 
Faln in the practice of a curfed Slave, 

What fhall be faid to thee ? 

Oth, Why any thing : 

An honourable Murderer, if you will : 
For nought I did hate, but all in Honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his Villany : 
Did you and he confent in C ajfio’s Death ? 

Oth, 1. 

Caf. Dear General, I never gave you caufe, 
Oth, 1 do believe it, and1ask your pardon : 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy-Devil, 
Why he hath thus enfnar’d my Soul and Body, 


Fag. Demand me nothing : what you know, you know: 


From this time forth, I never will {peak word. 
Lod, What? not to pray ? 
Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 
Oth, Well, thou do’ft beft. 
Lod. Sir, 
You fhall underftand what hath befaln, 
(Which as I think, you know not) here is a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the flain Roderigo, 


| And here another, the one of them imports 


The Death of Cajfio, to be undertook 
By Roderigo, 

Orb. O Villain ! 

Caffio. Moft heathenifh, and moft grofs. 

Lod, Now, here’s another difcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too: and this it feems _ 
Roderigo meant t’have fent this damned Villain : 
But that (belike) ago in the interim 
Came in, and fatisfi’d him. 

Orb, Oh thou pernicious Caitiff; ; 
How came you (Caffio) by that Handkerchief 
That was my Wives ? 

Caf. I found itin my Chamber : 

And he himfelf confeft it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a fpecial purpofe, 
Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O Fool, Fool, Fooi! 

Caf, There isbefides, in Roderigo’s Letter, 
How he upbraids Fago, that he made him 
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Brave me upon the Watch: whereon it came 
hat I was aft: and even but now he fpake 
(After long feeming dead) Faco hurt him, 
Fago fet him on. : 
Lod. You mutt forfake this room, and go with us: 
Your power, and yonrcommand:is.taken off, 
Aad Cafjio rules in Cyprw. For this Slave, 
If there be any cunning Cruelty, 
That can torment himmuch, and hold.him long, 
It hall be his, You fhall clofe Prifoner reft, 
Till that the Nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring away. 
Oth. Soft you, a word or two before you go: 
[ have done the State fome fervice, and they know’t ; 
No more of that. J pray you in your,Letters, 
Whenyou ‘hall thefé unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak ofme, as lam. Nothing-extenuate, 
Nor fet down ought in malice. 
Then muft you fpeak, 
Of one that lov’d not wifely, but too well: 
Of one, not eafily.Jealous, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extream:; Of one, whofe hand 
(Like the bafe Indian) threw a Pearl away 
Richer than all his Tribe: Of one, whofe fubdu’d Eyes, 
Albcit unufed tothe melting mood, 
Drop tears as fait as the Arabian Trecs 
Their Medicinable gum. | Set you down this: 
And fay befides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant, anda Turbond- Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc’d the State, 
I took by th’ throat the circumcifed Dog, 
And fmote him, thus. 
Lod, Oh bloudy period. 
Gra. All that is fpoke is marr’d. 
Oth. 1 kift thee, ere I kill’d thee :. No way but this, 
Killing my felf, to die upon a kifs. Dies. 
Caf. This did I fear, but thought he had no Weapon: 
For he was great of heart. : 
Lod. Oh Spartan Dog : 
More fell than Anguifh, Hunger, or the Sea ; 


Look on the Tragick Loading of this Bed : 
This is thy work : 


. The Object poyfons fight, 


Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the-Houfe, 


‘And feize upon the Fortunesof the Afr, 


For they fucceed on you. To you, Lord Governour, 
Remains the Cenfure of this hellifh Villain: 
The time, the place, the torture, ohinforceit. 

My felf will ftraight aboard, and to the State, 


This heavy Act, with heavy heart,relate. [Exednt. 


THE 
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~The Tragedy of 
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OF 


ANTHONY and CLEOPATRA 


eAétus Primus. Scena ‘Prima. 


Kingdoms are Clay: Our dungy Earth alike 

Feeds Beaft as Man; the Noblenefs of life 

Isto do thus: when fuch a mutual pair, 

And fuch a twain can do’t, in which I bind, ©’ 

On pain of punifhment, the World to weet ’ 

We ftand up Peerlefs. 
Cleo, Excellent falfhood : 

Why did he marry Fulvsa, andnotlove her? 

ll feem the Fool lam not. Anthony will be himfelf, — 
Ant. But ftirr’d by Cleopatra. 10 We 

Now for the love of love, and herfoft houts, = | 

Let’s not confound the time with Conference harfh; 

There’s not a minute of our lives fhould ftreteh © 

Without fome pleafure now. What fport tonight : 
(leo. Hear the Ambafladors. :, Cone) ais 


Enter Demetrius, and Philo. 


Philo. -A Y, but this dotage of our General 
O’re-flows the meafure : 
Thofe his goodly Eyes 


That o’re the Files and Mufters of the War, 
Have glow’d like plated ears, 

Now bend, now turn 

The Office and Devotion of their view 

Upon a Tawny Front. His:Captains heart, 
Which in the {cuffles of great fights hath burft 
The Buckles on his breft, reneges all temper, 
And is become the Bellows and the Fan 

To cool a Gypfies Luft. 


Ant, Fie wrangling Queen : (DAB UR 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, « 
To weep: whofe every paflion fully ftrives 
To make it felf (in Thee) fair, and admir’ds) 
No Meffenger but thine, and all alone, to night | fe) 1 
We'll wander through the ftreets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come my Queen, fen 
Laft night you did defire it. Speaknortows, 
poe ~— ([Exeum with theTrain, 

Dem. 1s Cefar with Anthonins priz’d fo flight? 

Philo. Sir, fometimes when he isnot e4nthony, ~~” 
He comes too fhort of that great Property 
Which ftill fhould go with Anthony. “ 

Dem. 1am full forry, that he approves the common) 
Lyar, who thus fpeaks of him at Rome : but I will hope} 
of better deeds tomorrow. Reft you happy. [Eewit.) 


Enter Anthony, and Cleopatra , her Ladies, the Train, 
F with Eunuchs fanning her. 


Look where they come : 
‘Take but good note, and you fhall fee him 
The tripple Pillar of the World transform’d 
Into a Strumpets Fool, Behold and fee. 
Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me how much? 
cnt, There’s beggery in the love that can be reckon’. | 
(leo. Vil fet a bourn how far to be belov’d. 
Ant. Then muft thou needs find out new Heaven, 
new Earth, 
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Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef. News (my good Lord) from Rome, ‘ oa 
Ant. Rate me, the fumm. Enter Enobarbus, Lamprius, @ Soothfayer, Rannius, | 


Cleo, Nay hear them Anthony. 3 ...eLucillins, Charmian, Iras,. 
Fulvia perchance is angry : or who knows, _~ Eunuch>~and Alexas. 
if the fcarce-bearded Cefar have not fent 


—- 


His powerful Mandate to you. Do this, ar this; 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchife that : 
Perform’t, or elfe we damn thee. 
Ant, How, my Love? 

(leo. Perchance? Nay,and moftlike; | 
You muft not flay here longer, your difmiflion 


Iscomeéfrom Cafar, therefore hear it Anthony. ~ i ae 


\Where’s Fulvia’s Procefs? (Cefars 1 would fay) both 

Callin the Meflengers: as 1 am Egypts Queen, 

Thou blufhelt Anthony, and that bloud of thine 

Is Cafars Homager : elfe fo thy Cheeks pay fhame, 

When fhrilletongu’d Fulviafcolds. The Meflengers. 
Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 

OF the raign’d Empire fall : Here is my fpace, 


Char. L. Alexas, fweet Alexas, moft any thing Alexa} 
almoft moft abfolute e4lexas, where's the Soot} — 
fayer that you prais’d to th’ Queen? Ob! that Iknew) 
this Husband, which you fay, muft change his Homs) 

with Garlands. ° 
eAlex. Soothfayer. ee 
\Saoth. Your will ? oe 
Char. Is this the Man ? Is’t you, Sir, that know things? fe 

' Sooth, In Natures infinite Book of Secrecy , 4 little 
can read, ia 
Alex. Shew him. your hand. 
Enob, Bring in the Banquet quickly: Wine enough, | 
Cleopatra’s health to drink. a i 
Char. Good Sir, give me good Fortune. sooth a 
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Sooth, 1 make not, but forefee. 

Char. Praythen, forefee me one. : 

Sooth, You fhall be yet far fairer than you are? 

Char. He means in fleth. 

Fras. No, you fhall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkies forbid. 

A’ex. Vex not his patience, be attentive. 

Char. Huth. 

Sooth, You fhall be more beloving, than beloved. 

Char, | had rather heat my Liver with drinking. 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, fome excellent Fortune. Let me be 
Married to three Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow them 
all; Let me havea Child at fifty, to whom Herod of Fewry 
may do Homage. Find me to marry me with Ottavms 
Cefar, and Companion me with my Miltrefs. 

Sooth. You fhail out-live the Lady whom you ferve. 

Char. Oh excellent, I love long life better than Figs, 

Sooth. You have feen and proved a fairer former For- 
tune, than that which is to approach. 

Char, Then belike my Children fhall have no names: 
Prithee how many Boyes and Wenches mult I have ? 

Sooth, If every of your wifhes had a Womb, and fore- 
tel every wifh, a Million. 

Char. Out Fool, | forgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex, You think none but your fheets are privy to your 
wifhes. 

Char. Nay come, tell Jras hers. 

Alex, We?ll know all our Fortunes. 

Exob, Mine, and moft of our Fortunes to night, fhall 
be drunk to Bed, 

Jras. There’sa Palm prefages Chaftity, if nothing elfe. 

Char. E’ne as the o’re-flowing WNy/us prefageth Fa- 
mine. 

Iras. Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothfay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily Palm be not a fruitful Prognofti- 
cation, I cannot fcratch mine Ear. Prithee tell her ‘but a 
Workyday Fortune. : 

Sooth. Your Fortunes are alike. 

Jras, But how, but how, give me particulars. 

Sooth. I have faid. 

Tras. Am J not an inch of Fortune better than fhe ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of Fortune better 
than I: where would you choofe it ? 

Tras. Not in my Husbands Nofe. 

Char. Our worfer thoughts Heavens mend. 

Alexas. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
Marry.a Woman that cannot go, fweet is, 1 befeech thee, 
and let her die too, and give him a worfe, and let worfe 
follow worfe, till the worft of all follow him laughing to 
his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good ifs, hear me this 
Prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more weight ; 
good J/is, I befeech thee. 

Char. Amen, dear Goddefs, hear that Prayer of the 
people. For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfome 
man loofe-wiv’d, fo itis adeadly forrow, to behold a foul 
Knave Uncuckold’d: therefore, dear //is, keep decorum, 
and Fortune him accordingly. 

Char. e4men, . 

Alex. Loe now, if it lay in their hands to make mea 
Cuckold, they would make themfelves Whores, but 
they’d do’t. 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Enob. Huth, Here comes Anthony. 

Char. Not he, the Queen. 

Cleo. Saw you my Lord ? 

Enob, No,Lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here? 

Char. No, Madam. | 

Cleo, He was difpos’dto mirth, but on the fiddeni 
A Roman thought had ftruck him. 
Exobarbus. 


Enob, Madam. 
Cleo. Seek him,and bring him hither: where’s Alexas? 
Alex. Here at your fervice. 

My Lord approaches. 


Enter Anthony with a Meffenger. 


Cleo. We will not‘look upon him: 
Go with us. 
Ueff. Fulria thy Wife, 
Firft came into the Field, 
Ant. Agaioft my Brother Lucius. 
eMeff. 1, but foon'that VVar had end, 
And the times ftate 
Made Friends of them, jointing their force ’gainit Czfur, 
VVhofe better iffue inthe VVar of Italy, 
Upon the firft encouncer drave them. 
Ant. VVell, whiat-worft, 
Meff. The nature of bad news infects the Teller, 
Ant, VVhen it concerns the Fool or Coward: On, 
Things that are paft, are done, with me. ’Tis thus, 
VVho tells metrue, though in his Tale lye Death, 
I hear him as he flatter’d. 
eMeff. Labienus (this is ftif-news) 
Hath with his Parthian Force 
Extended Afia: from Euphrates his conquering 
Banner fhook, from Syria to Lydia, 
And to Jonia, whilft 
Ant. Anthony thou would’ ft fay. 
Meff. Oh, my Lord. 
Ant, Speak to me home, 
Mince not the general tongue, name 
Cleopatra as fhe is call?d in Rome : 
Rail thou in Fulvia’s phrafe, and taunt thy faults 
With fuch full Licenfé, as both Truth and Malice 
Have power to utter.’Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When cur quick Winds lye ftill, and our ills told us 
Is as our Ear-ring are: fare thee wella while. 
Meff, At your Noble pleafure. (Exit Meflenger. 


LExeunt. 


Enter another Meflenger. 


Ant, From Scicion how the news? {peak there. 
1 Meff; The man from Scicion, 
Is there fuch an one ? 
2 Meff. He ftayes upon you will. 
Ant, Let him appear : 
Thefe ftrong Egyptian Fetters I mult break, 
Or lofe my felf in dotage. 


Enter another Meflenger with a Letter. 


What are you? 

3 Meff. Fulvia thy Wife is dead. 

Ant, Where died fhe ? 

Meff, In Scicion, her length of ficknefs, 
With what elfe more ferious, 

Import to thee to know, this bears. 

Ant, Forbear me, 
There’s a great fpirit gone, thus did Idefire it: 
What our contempts do often burl from us, 
We wih it ours again, the prefent pleafure, 

By revolution lowring, does become 

The oppofite of it felf: fhe’s good being gone, 
The hand could pluck her back, that fhov’d her on; 
I muft from this Queen break off: 

Ten thoufand harms, more than the ills | know 
My idlenefs doth hatch. 


Enter Enobarbus. 
How now, Exobarbas. 


Enob. What’s your pleafure, Sir? 
Ant. \ muft with haft from hence. 
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Exo, Why then we kilball our 
mortalan unkindnels is' to them), 
ture, death’s the word. 

Anth, 1 muft be gone, 

Eno. Under a compelling an occafion , let women die. 
It were pitty to caft them away for nothing, though be- 
tween them and a great caufe, they fhould be efteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra catching but, the leaft noife of this, 
dies initantly: I have feen her, die twenty times upon far 
poorer moment: I do think thereis mettle in death,which 
commits fome loving act upon hes, fhe hath fuch a celerity 
in dying. 

Ant, She is cunning pat mansthought. 

fno. Alack, Sir, no, ‘her paflions are made of nothing 

| but che fineft part of pure love. Wecanmot call-her winds 
and waters, fighs and tears: they are, greater ftorms 

and Tempefts than Almanacks can report, This cannot 
be cunning-in her : if it be, fhe makes.a'fhowre of Rain as 
well as Jove. 

Ant, Would ¥ had never feen her. 

End. Oh Sir, you bad then left unfeena wonderful piece 
| of work, which not to have been bleft withal, would have 
| difcredited your Travel. 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sit! 

cAnt. Fulvia. is dgade 

Eno. Fulvia ? 

Ant, Dead. : 

Eno, Why Sir, give the gods a thankful Sacrifice : when 
it pleafeth theic Deities to take the wife of a man from 
him, it fhews to man the Tailorsof the earth : comforting 
i therein, that when old Robes are worn out,there are mem- 
| bers to make new. If there were nomore women but Ful- 
| via,then had you indeed a cut,and.the cafe to be lamented : 

this grief is crown’d with Confolation, your old Smock 
brings forth a new Petticoat,and indeed the tears live in an 
Onion, that fhould water this forrow. 
Ant. The bufinefs the hath broached in the State, 
| Cannot endure my abfence. 

Eno. And the bufinefs you 
without you, efpecially ‘that of Cleopatra’s, 
depends on your aboad. 

| Ant. No more like Anfwers 
Let our Officers 
Have notice what we propofe. I fhall break 
The caufe of our Expediente to the Queen, 
And get her love to part, For notalone 


Women. We fee how 
if they fuffer our depar- 


have broach’d here canitot be 
which wholly 


Phe death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches 
Do ftrongly fpeak to us : but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome, 
Petition us at home. Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given thee dare to Cefar, and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people 
Whofe love is never link’d tothe deferver, 
. Till his deferts are paft, begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his dignities 
Upon hisSon, who high in Name and Power, 
| Higher than both in bloud and life, ftands up 
| For the main Souldier. Whofe quality going on, 
| The fides och’world may danger. Much is breeding, 
| Which like the Courfers hare, bath yet but life, 
| And not a Serpents poyfon, Say our pleafure, 
| To fuch whofe place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. Rai 


Eno. 4 fhall dove: LExeunt. 


Enter Cleopatta, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras. 


Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. I did not fee kim fince. 

Cleo. Sce where he is, 
Who’s with him, what he do’s: ito 
| did not fend you. Ifyou find: him fad, .~ 
Say {am dancing : ifin mirth, report . 


Where be the facred Viols thou fhould’ft fill 


The Tragedy of 


That 1 am fudden fick. Quickly, and return. - 
Cha, Madam, methinks ifyou did love him dearly, 

You donot hold the method, to enforce ze 

The like from him. top 
Cleo, What fhould I do, I do not ? Sa 
Char. Ineach thing give him way, crofs hint in nothing, es 
Cha’ Thou teachelt like afool: the way to lofehim, | 
Char. Tempt him not fo too far. I wilh forbear, FB 


In time we hate that which we often fear. 
Enter Anthony, 


But here comes Anthony. 
Cleo. LamSick, and fullen. RS 
Ant. \ am forry to give breathing to my purpofe, ~~ : 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, \ {hall fall, - 
{t cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature Saleh /),. 
Will not fultain it. 
Ant, Now, my dereft Queen. 
Cleo. Pray you ftand farther from me, _ 
Ant. What’s the marter ? ies) 
Cleo, 1 know by that fame eye there’s fome good news, Ea 
What! faies the married woman you may go? ie | 
Would fhe had never given youleavetocome,  * 
Let her not fay ’tis 1 that keep you here, 
[have no power upon you: Flers you are. 
Ant, The gods beft know. 
Cleo. Oh never was there Queen 
So mightily betrayed: yet at the firft 
I faw the treafons planted. 
Ant. Cleopatra. ; ‘ 
Cleo, Why fhould I think you can be mine, and trae 
( Though you fwearing fhake the Throned gods) 
Who have been falfe to Fulvia ? te: 
Riotous madnefs, 
To be entangled with thofe mouth-made vows, ; 
Which break themfelves in fwearing, as 
c4nt. Moft fweet Queen. ‘) 
Cleo. Nay pray you feek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewel, and go: . ee 
When you fued ftaying , 
Then wasthe time for wards : No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 
Blifsin our brows bent: none our parts fo poo, 
But was a race of Heaven. They are fo ftill, AO 
Or thou the greateft Souldier of the world, 
Art turn’d the greater Lyar. 
Ant, How: now, Lady ? 
Cleo. L-would I had thy inches, thou fhould’ft know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 
Ant. Hear me, Queen: 
The ftrong neceflity of time, commands 
Our fervices a while: but my full heart 
Remains inufe with you. Our Italy | 
Shines o’re with civil Swords; Sextus Pompesws 
Makes his approaches tothe Port of Rome, 
Equality of two Domeftick powers, ki 
Breed fcrupulous faction: the hated grown to ftrength 
Are newly grown toLove : the condemn’d Pompey, 
Rich in his Fathers honour, creeps a pace ; 
Into the hearts of fuch, as have not thrived | 
Upon the prefent ftate, whofe numbers threaten, 
And quietnefs grown fick of reft, would purge’ 
By any defperate change : i 
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My more particular, , 

And that which moft with you fhould fave my going, 

Is Fulvia’s death. stele 
Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me freedom, | 

It does from childifhnefs. Can Faloia die ? ee. 
Ant. She’sdead, my Queen, : 

Look here, and at thy Soveraign leifure read 

The Garboyls fhe awak’d: at the laft, belt, 


See when, and where fhe died. 


Cleo. O moft falfe love ! pee 
with\ 
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With forrowful water ? now fee, I fee, 
n Fulvia’s death, how mine receiv’d fhall be, 
Ant. Quarrel vo more, but be prepar’d to know 
The purpofes [ bear: which are, or ceafe, 
As you fhall give th’advice, Bythe fire 
That quickens Nilus fl:me, I go from hence 
Thy Souldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affect’ft. 
Cleo. Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But let it be, 1 am quickly ill, and well, 
So Anthony loves. 
nt. My precious Queen forbear, 
And give true evidence co his Love, which ftands 
An honourable Trial, 
Cleo, So Fulvia told me. 
I prithee turn afide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adicu to me, and fay the tears 
Belong to Eypr. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent aiffembling, and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 
Ant. You'll heat my bloud no more ? 
(leo. You can do better yet : but this is meetly, 
Ant. Now by my Sword. 
Cleo, And Target. Still he mends. 
But thisis not thé beft, Look prithee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 
Ant. Vile leave you Lady. 
Cleo. Courteous Lord, one word: 
Sir, you and I muft part, but that’s not it: 
Sir, youand I have lov’d, but there’s not it: 
That you know well, fomething it is I would : 
Oh, my oblivion is a very Anthony. 
And I am all forgotten. 
Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds idlenefs your fubject, 1 fhould take you 
For Idlencfs it felf. 
Cleo. Tis {weating labour, 
To bear fuch idlenefs fo near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me, 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye welltoyou. Your honour calls you hence. 
Therefore be deaf to my unpittied Folly, 
And all the gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell’d victory, and fmooth fuccefs 
Be ftrew’d before your feet. 
Ant; Let us go. 
Come: Our feparation fo abidesand flies, 
That thou refiding here, goeft yet with me, 
And Lhence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. 


Enter Oktavius reading a Letter, Lepidus, 
and their Train, —~ 


Cef, You may fee Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Cefars Natural voice, to hate 
Onegreat Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the news : he fifhes, drinks, and waltes _ 
‘The Lamps of night in revells: Is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra: nor the Queen of Prolomy 
More Womanly than he. Hardly gave audience, 
Or did vouchfafe to think he had Partners. You 
Shall find: there a man, whois th’abitratt of all faults; 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I muft not think ; 
There are evils enow to darken all:his goodnefs, 
His faults in him, feemas the fpots of Heaven, 
More fiery by nights blacknefs ; Hereditary, 
Rather than purchaft: what he cannot change, 
Than what he choofes. Dat 

Caf. You are too indulgent. Let’s grant itis 
Amifs to tumble‘on the bed of Pralomy, 
To give a Kingdom for a Mirth, to fit 
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Anthony and Cleopatra. 
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And keep the turn of Tipling with a Slave, 

To reel the ftreets at Noon, and ftand the Buffet 

With knaves that fmell of f{weat : Say this becomes him 
( As hiscompofure muft be rare indeed, 

VVhom thefe things cannot blemifh ) yet muft Anthony 
No way excule his foyls, when we do bear 

So great weight in his Lightnefs, If be fill’d 

His vacancy witi bis Voluptuontnefs, 

Full furfeits, and the drinets of his bones, 

Call on him for’r. But to confound fuch time; 

That drums him from his ipost, and {peaks as Joud 

As his own State, and ours, ’tis tohe chid: 

As we rare Boyes, who being mature in knowledge 
Pawn their experience to their prefent pleafure, ‘ 
And fo rebel to judgement. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Lep. Here’s more news. 

Myf. Tuy biddings have been done, and every hout 
Moft Noble Cefar, fhalt thowhave report . 
How ’tis abroad. Pompey is ftrong at Sea,’ 


And it appears, he is belov’d of tholé 
That only have fear’d Gefar : tothe'ports 
The difcontents repair, and mens reports 


Give him much wrong’d. 

Cef. I fhould have known no lefs, 
ft hath been taught us from the primal ftate, 
That he which is; was witht, until he were + 
And the ebb’d man, 
Ne’ce lov’d till ne?re'worth love, 
Comes fear’d, by being lack’d. | This common body 
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon the ftream, 
Goesto, and back, Jacking the varying tyde 
To rot it felf witli’ motion. 

Mef, Cafar, | bring thee word, 
Menecratesand Menas, famous Pyrates, 
Make the Sea ferve them, which they earand/wound 
VVith knellsof every kind; Many hot inrodes 
They make in /ealy, the borders: Maritime 
Lack blond to think on’t, and flefh youth torevolt, 
No Veffel can peep forth, but’tis as foon 
Taken asfeen: for Pompeyes name ftrikes»more 
Than could his V Var refifted. 

Ceafar. Anthony. 
Leave thy lafcivious Vaffals. VVhen thou once 
VVert beaten from A/edena, where'thouflew’ft 
Hirrtius and Panfa Confuls, atthy heel 
Did famine follow, whom thou foughv'lt againft, 
( Thongh daintily brought up ) with patience more 
Than Savages could fufier. Thoudidft drink 
The ftale of horfes, and the gilded Puddle 
VVhich Beafts would coughat. ‘Thy pallat then did dain 
The rougheft Berry on the rudeft Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Pafturethects, 
The barks of trees thou browfed’ft.. Omthe Alps, 
It is reported thou did’ft eat ftrange fleth, 
VVhich fome did die to lookion: and all this 
( It wounds thine honovr that I fpeak it now ) 
VVas born fo like.a Souldiers,- that thy cheek 
So much as. J lank’d not. ; 

Lep. ’ Tis pitty of him. 

Caf, Let his thames quickly 
Drive him to Rome, ’tis time we twain 
Did fhew our felves ith’ Field;:and.to that end 
Aflemble we immediatly. councel, Ponipey 
Thrives in our Idlenefs, 

Lep. To: morrow, Cefar, 
I fhall be furnifh’d to inform you rightly 


ane earner 


Both what by Sea and Land | can be ablé t 
To front this prefent time. ( well } 
Cef. Till which encounter, it is my bufinefs too. Fare- 
Lep. Farewel my Lord, what you fhall know mean time 
OF ftirs abroad, I fhall befeech you, Sir; 
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To let me be partaker. 
Caf. Doubt not,fir, 1 knew it for my bond. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 


Cleo. Charman. 
Char. Madam. 
(leo. Ha, ha, give me to drink Zandragor as. 
Char, Why,Madam ? j 
Cleo. That 1 might fleep out this great gap of time : 
My Axthony is away. 
Char. You think of him too much. 
Cleo. O. *tis treafon. 
Char. Madam, I trutt not fo. 
Cleo. Thou, Eunuch eMardian ? 
Mar, What's your highnefs pleafure ? 
Cleo, Not nowto hear thee fing. J take no pleafure 
In ought an Eunuch has: ’Tis well forthee, 
That being unfeminaried, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt, Haft thou Affections ? 
Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 
Cleo. Indeed ? 
Mar. Not in deed,Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honeft to be done : 
Yet have I fierce Affections, and think 
What Venus did with ears. 
Cleo. Oh (harmian ; 
Where think’ft thou he isnow ? Stands, or fits he ? 
Or does he walk? Or isthe on his horfe ? 
Oh happy horfe to bear the weight of Anthony ! 
Do bravely, horfe, for wot’ft thou whom thou mov’ft, 
The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arme 
And Burgonet of man. He’s fpeaking now. 
Or murmuring, where’s my Serpent of old Nile, 
( For fo he call’s me:}) Now I feed my felf 
With moft delicious poyfon.> fhink on me 
“| That am with Phoebus amorous pinches black, 
| And wrinkled deep intime, Broad-fronted (2far, 
When thou waft here above the ground, | was 
A morfel of a Monarch; and great Pompey. 
Would ftand and make his eyes grow in my brow, 
There would he anchor.his afpect, and die 
With looking. on his. life. xs 


Enter Alexas from Cefar. 


Alex, Soveraignof Ecypt, hail. 

Cleo. How much art thou like Afark Anthony ? 
Yet coming from him, that great Med’cine hath 
With his Tinct gilded thee. 

How goes it with my!brave e ark, Anthony? 

Acx, Laft thing ‘he did (dear Queen) 

He kilt the Jait of many doubled kiffes, 
This Orient Pear}. His fpeech fticks in.my heart. 

Cleo. Mine ear mutt) pluck it thence. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth hes 
Say the firm Roman to great Egypr fends 
This treafure of an Oyfter ; at whofe foot 
_To mend the petty prefent, I will piece 
Her opulent Throne, with Kingdoms, All the Eaft, 
(Say thou) fhall call her Miftris. Sohenodded, 
And foberly did mount an Arme.gaunt Steed, 

Who neigh’d fo high, that what 1 weuld have fpoke, 
Was beaftly dumb. by him. 

Cleo, What was he fad or merry? 

Ale. Like to the time oth’year, between the extreams 
Of hot and cold, he was not fad nor merry. 

Cleo. Oh well divided difpofition : sNote him: | 
Note him good Charmian, tis the man but note hint.» 
He was not fad, for he would fhine on thofe ri 
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The violence of either rhee becomesy © +5 
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Sodo’s itno manelfe. Met’{t thou my Pofts?: = | 


Alex. 1, Madam, twenty feveral Meflengers; > 
Why do you fend fo thick? Re yet 


+o O09 SHE 
Cleo. Who’s born that day, when’ I forget to fend to | i 


Anthony, fhall die a Begger. 1 
VVelcom my good Alexas. Did I, 
Cafar fo? 

Char. Oh that brave Cefar. 


Cleo. Be choak’d with fuch another Emphais; | iad ‘a tb 


Say the brave duthony, 

Char. The valiant. Cefar. vig 
Cleo. By dfis,1 will give thee blondy teeth, 
Ifthou with Czfar Paragon again T siden 

My man of men, } wig 
Char. By your moft gracious pardon, 

I Sing but after you. 
Cleo. My Sallad dayes, 

When I was green in judgement, cold in bloud, 

To fay, as I faid then, But come, away, 

Get me Ink and Paper, 
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Ink and papers Charimian, | 
Charmian, ever Jo 
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He fhall have every day feveral greetings, or le unpeople ; 
' nt. | 
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Enter Pompey, 
, warlike manner. 


Menecrates, and Menasin | 
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Pom. Ifthe great gods bejult, they fhallafit: 


The deeds of jufteft men. 


Mene, Know worthy Pompey, that which they do delay, 


they not deny. 


Pom. While we are fuitors to theit Throne,decayes the a 


thing we fue for. ; 

Mene. We, ignorant of our felves;) — i 
Beg often our own harms, which the wife Powers «© 
Deny us for our good : fo find we profit i 
By lofing of our Prayers. 

Pom. 1 fhall do well : 

The People love me, and the Sea is mine. 
My powers are Crefcent, and my Auguring hope 


i 


Says it will come toth’full. ¢7ark eAfuthony ani a 


In <Aigype fits at dinner, and willmake 1 
No wars without doors. Cefar gets mony where 
He lofes hearts: Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flatter’d : but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him.  . 
Mene. Cafar and Lepidus are in the field, 
A mighty ftrength they carry. 
Pom. Where have you this ? ’Tis falfe.. 
Mene. From Silvia, Sir. 53958 
Pom, He dreams: I know they are in Rome togethers 
Looking for Anthony: butall the charms of Love; 
Salt Clespatra foften thy wand lip, 9 9 8) > 
Let withcraft join with beauty: Luft with both, 
Tie up the Libertine in a field of Featts, 
Keep his Brain fuming. Epicurean Cooks, “' 
Sharpen with cloylefs fawce his Appetite.’ 
That fleep and feeding may prorogue his Honour, 
Even ’tilla = dulnefs muh 


Enter: Varr ius. 


How now. Varrins? { 21s] Gog a¥ oe 
Var, This is moft certain, that fhall deliver? ~ 
Mark, Anthony is every hour in Rome) 
Expected. Since he went from egypt, “tis 
A fpace for farther travel: im . 
Pom. 1 could have given Jefs hatter” 
Abetter ear, A4enas, Idid not think ' 


This amorous Surfeiter would:have donn’d his Helm A: 


For fuch a petty War : His Souldierfhip 
Is twice the other twain: But let us rear 
The higher our Opinion, that our ftirring 
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Can from the lap of c#gypr’s Widow pluck © } 


——= 


The near Luft-wearied Anthony, 

eMene. 1 cannot hope, 
Cefar and. Anthony {hall well greét together : 
His Wife that’s dead, did trefpafles to Cefur, 
His Brother warr’d upon him, although I thiak 
Not mov’d by Anthony. 

Pom. | know not, «Aenas, 
How lefler Enmities may give way to greater. 
Were’t not that we ftand up againit them all: 
"Twere pregnant they fhould {quare between themfelves, 
For they have entertained caule enough 
To draw their Swords :.. but how the fear of us 
May Cement their divifions, arid bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know : 
Be’t as our gods will have’t ; it only itands 
Our lives upon, toufe our ftrongeft hands : 
Come, eWMenas. 


Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 


Lep. Good Enobarbus, ’tis a worthy deed, 
_| And thall become you well, to intreat your Captain 
To fof and gentle fpeech, 
Enob. 1 fhall intreat him . 
To anfwer like himfelf : if @efar move him, 
Let «Anthony look over Cefar’s head, 
And fpeak as loud as e Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Anthonio’s Beard, 
I would not fhave’t to day. eas 
Lep. Tis not a time for private ftomaching: 
Enob. Every time ferves for the matter that isthen born 
in’c. 
Lep. But fmall to greater matters mutt give way. 
Enob, Not if the fmall come firft. : 
Lep. Your {peech is paflion :_ but omg you ftir 
No Embers up. Here comes the Noble ¢4ztbony. 


Enter Anthony and Ventidius. 
Enob, And yonder (efar. 
Enter Cxfar, Mecznas, and Agrippa, 


Ant. \f wecompofe well here, to Parthia. 
Hark, Ventidius. : 
Cef. 1donot know, Mecanas, ask Agrippa. 
Lep. Noble Friends, 
That which combin’d us was moft great, and let not 
| A leaner action rend ts. What’s amifs, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then noble Partners, 
The rather, for learneftly befeech, 
Touch you the fowreft points with fweeteft terms, 
Nor curftnefs grow to th’matter. 
Ant. ’Tis {poken well: 
Were we before our Armies and to fight, 
I fhould do thus. 
1 (af. Welcom to Rome, 
Ant, Thank you, 
Caf. Sit. 
Ant, Sit, rose 
Caf. Nay then. iis 
ae I ae you take things ill, which are not fo : 
Or being , concern you not. ; t 
Caf. Thiet be taught at, if, or for nothing, or a little, 
| Should fay my felf offended, and with you 
| Chiefly i’th’world. More Jaught at, that I fhould 
| Once nathe you derogately : whento found your name 
It not concern’d mie, a 
Ant. My being in «gype, Cefar, what was’t to you ? 
Cef. No more than my refiding here at Kome 
Might be to you in eAigypt : yet if youthere 


{ Floarifh. 


| Anthony and Cleopatra. 
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The griefs between ye: to forget them quite, 
Were toremember, that the prefent-need, 
Speaks to atone you. 


you may when you hear no more words of Pompey return | 
it again: you fhall have time to wrangle in, when you 
have nothing elfe to do. 


Did practife on my ftate, your being in <Leypr | Ant, Thou art a Souldier, only fpeaknomore. j 
; Enob;\ 


Might be my quettion. 

Ant. How intend you, prattis’d > 

Cef. You may be pleas’d to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befalme. Your W rot! 
Made wars upon me, and their cor 
Was Theam for you, you were the word of war. 

Ant. You do miftake your buiinefS, my brother never 
Did urge me ia his Act: i did inquire ir, 
And have my learning from fome true reports 
That drew their Swords with yop. Did he not rather 
Difcredit my Authority with yours, 
And make the wars alike againft my Stomach, 
Having alike your caufe? Of this, my Letters 
Before did fatisfie you.’ If you patch a quarrel: 
As matter whole you have to take it with, 
It mult not be with this. 

Caf. You praife your felf, by laying defeéts of judge- 
ment tome: but you patch up your excufes. - 

cAnt, Not fo, not fo: 
I know you could not lack, I am certain on’t, 
Very neceflity of this thonght, that | 
Your partner in the caufe ’gainft which he fotight, 
Could not with graecful eyes attend thofe Wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, | 
I would yowhad her Spirit, in fuch another, | 
The third ot’h world is yours, which witha Snaffle, | 


You may pace eafie, but not {uch a wife. 
Enob. Would we had all fuch wives, that the men might 
go to wars with the women, 
Ant. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles (Cafur) | 
Made out of her impatience: which not wanted | 
Shrewdnefs of policy too: I grieving grant, 
Did you too much difquiet, for that you muft, 
But fay I could not help it. | 

Cef. I wrote to you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters: and with taunts 
Did beg my Miflive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell upon me, ere admitted, then: 

Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did want 
Of what I wasi’th’morning : but next day ' 
I told him of my felf, which was as much 

As to have askt him pardon, Let this Fellow 

Be nothing of our ftrife: if we contend 

Out of our queftion wipe him, 

Gef. You have broken the Article of your Oath; which 
you fhall never have tongue to charge me with, i 

Lep. Soft, Cefar. 

Ant, No, Lepidus, let him fpeak, 
The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, , 
Suppofing that I lackt it : but on, Cefar, 

The Article of my Qath. 
Cef. To lend me Arms, and aid when I requir’d them, 


The which you both denied. 
e4nt. Neglected rather 
Am then when poyfoned hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge, as nearly as I may, 
lle play the penitent to you. But mine honetty, 
Shall not make poor my greatnefs, nor my powet 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of e4zypt, made Wars here, 
For which my felf, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine Honour 
To ftoop in fach a cafe. 
Lep. ’Tis nobly fpoken. ~ es 
Mece, If it might pleafe you, to enforce no further 


Lep. Worthily fpoken, «Aecenas. j 
End. Or if you borrow one anothers love for the inftant, 


Enobar. 
JOC . 

Axth. You wrong this prefence, therefore fpeak no 
Enob, Gotothen: your Confiderate ftone. 
(efur. 1donot much diflike the matter, but 

The manne of his fpeech: fort cannot be, 

We fhall remain in friendfhip, our conditions 

30 differing in their acts. Yet if I knew, 

Wh.t Hoop thould hold usftaunch from edge to edge 

Ath’ world, 1 would purfue it. 

Agri. Give me leave, Cafar. 

Caf Speak, Agrippa. 

Agri, Thou hait a Sifter by thy Mother’s fide, admir’d 
Ofavia ? Great AZark Anthony isnow a Widower. 

Cof. Say not, fay —4grippa 4 if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proof were well deferved of rafhnefs, 

‘Ant. Lam not married, Cafar: letume hear eAgrippa 
further fpeak. 

A.ri. To hold youn perpetual amitie, 

To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 

With an unflipping knot, take: e4uthoay 

Ostavia to his wife: whofe beauty claims 

No worfe a | usband than the beft of men: 

Whofe vi tue, and whofe general graces fpeak 

That which none elf can utter. By thismarriage, 

All 1 ttle Jealoufies which now feem great, 

And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 

Would then be ngthing. Truths'would be tales, 

Where now half tales be truths : her love to both 

Would eich to other, and all:loves to both 

Draw after her. Pardon what I have fpoke, 

For ’tisa ftudied, not a prefent thoughr, 

By duty suninated. 

Anth. Will Cafar {peak ? 

Cof, Not’till he hearshow: Anthony is toucht 
With what is fpoken already. 

Anth. What poweris in Agrippa, 

If 1 would fay Agrippa, be it fo, 

To make this good’? 

Caf, The power of Céfar, 

And his. power unto Octavia. 

Anth. May I never ‘ , 
(To this good purpofe, that. fo fairly fhews ) 
Dream of impediment :- let me have thy hand 
Further this at of grace’ and from this hour, 
The heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And fway our great Defigns. 

Caf. Toere’s my hand: 

A Sifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 

Did ever love fodearly. Lether live 

To join our Kingdoms, and our hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again. : 

Lep. Happily, Amen. 

Ant. 1 did not think to draw my Sword againft Pompey, 
For he hath ftrange courtefies, and great 

Of late upon me. 1 muft thank him only, 

Left my remembrance  fuffer ill report : ; 

At heel of that defie him. 

Lepi. Time calls upon’s, — 

OF us mutt Pompey prefently be fought, 

Or elie he feeks out us. 

Aath. Where lies he ? ; 

Caf. About the Mount-Mefena. ° 

Anth. What is his ftrength by land ? 

Caf. Great, and increafing : 
But by Sea he is an abfolute Matter. . 

Amb. So is the Frame, ts 

Would we had fpoke together. Hafte we for it, 

Yet e’re we put our felves in Arms, difpatch we 

The bufinefs we have talkt.of. ot Boy 

|. Caf With moftgladnefs.: 
And do invite you to my Sifters view, 
Whither ftraight Plelead you. 


That truth fhould befilent , 1 had almoft for- 


Invited her toSupper: fhe replyed, 


Ant, Let us, Lepidus, not lack your company. 
Lep. Noble Anbony, not ficknefs fhould detain me, 
‘ LExeunt omnes, 


Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecenas, 


Mec, Welcom from egypt, Sir. vt aa 
Eno. Halfthe heart of Cefar, worthy Mecenas. My 
nourable Friend -Ayrippa. ae 
Agri. Good Enobarbus. sa 
Mece. We have caufe to be glad,that matters are fo well ; 
digefted : you ftay’d well by’tin eAigypt.  ~ chile 
Enob. 1 Sir, we did fleep'day out of countenance, and |” 
made the night light with drinking. | ae 
Mece. Eight wild-Boars roatted whole’ ata breakfatt: 
and but twelve perfons there, Isthis true? 9° joy) 
Enob, This wasbut as a Fly by an Eagle : 


noting. . 
Mecanas, She’s a moft triumphant Lady, if report be: 
fquare to her, be in 
Enob. Whien fhe firft met AZark Anthony, the purs’d tp 
his heart upon the river of Cydaus. | bos Hela 
Agrip. There fhe appear’d indeed : ‘or my repo 
vis’d weil for her. i! ey 
Enob. 1 will tell you, ' . 
The Barge fhe fat in, like a burnifht Throne ited 
Burnt onthe water; the Poop was beaten Gold, | a 
Purple the Sails: and fo perfumed,that "°° hing | 
The Wirids ‘were: Love-tick. ‘aT ae 
With them the Oars were Silver, 
Which.to the tune of Flutes kept ftroke, and made” 
The water which they beat, to followfafter: © « 
As amorous of her ftrokes. Forherown perfon, ~~ 
It beggar’d all defeription, : fhe did lye oY 
In her Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiffue, ©" 
O’re-picturing that Venus, where we fee 
The fancie out-work nature: Omeachfideher =| 
Stood pretty Dimpled Boyes, like finiling Cu ig, Oe: 
With divers-colour’d Fans, whofe wind did etm. \ 
To glove the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid did. Yi otei sae 
Agrip. Oh rare for Anthony. ° sf ‘ 
Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Wereidesji | 
So many Mere-maids tended her i’th’eyes,"" Se Las 
And made their bends adornings) ‘At the Helm, pes 
A feeming Mere-maid fteers : the Silken Tackle ee 
Swell with the touches of thofe Flower-foft hands) | 
That yearly frame the office. From the Barge? 7 
A ftrange invifible perfume hits the fenfe: or} 11 yl 
Of the adjacent Wharfs, The Citycaft 9) 9 | 
Her people out upon her : and. Anthony! 9 
Enthron’d i’th’ Market place, did fit‘alone, | 7” 
Whiftling to th’air : which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 0 | 
And made a gap in Nature. oq! tt ae 
Agrip. Rare eAigyptian. ohjo wer 


Eno. Upon her landing, Anthony fent toher,) . ") | 
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It fhould be better, he became her gueft:: ye 
Which fhe entreated ; our Courteous Anthony, — Ae 
Whom nere the word of no woman heard fpeak, soir 
Being barber’d ten timeso’re, goes tothe Fealts © 


| And for his ordinary, payes his heart, 


For what his eyes eat only.» 
tAgrip, Royal wench: » art g 


| She made great Cefar lay his Sword to bed, st a 
: it Ww nor 


He ploughed her, and fhe cropt. ae 
Eno. 1 faw her once vylos | yor ONT ae 
Hop forty Paces through the publick ftreet,) | 
And having loft her breath, the poke, and panted, | 
That the did makedefect, perfection, OUP ke 
And breathlefé ‘power breathe forth. aos oe 
Mece. Now Anthony: muftleave her utterly | pe 


id hes 
we had much | 


more mont{trous matter of Feaft, which worthily deferved ° 


eee ie 


‘ a4 
ce | Oe 
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| The appetitesthey feed, but fhe makes hungry, 
| Where moft fhe fatisfies, For vileft things 


gueft, whil’ft you abide here, 


Anthony 


and Cleopatra. | 145 


Exo, Never, he will not: 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuftom fteal 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 


Lep. *Till I fhall fee you in your Souldier’s drefs, 
Which will become you both, Farewel. 

Mece, We fhall, as 1 conceive the Journey, be at the 
| Mount before you Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is fhorter, my purpofes do draw me 
much about, youll win two dayes upon me. 

Both. Sir, good fuccefs. : 

Lep. Farewel, } { Exeunt. 


Become themfelves in her, that the holy Priefts 
Blefs her, when the is Riggith. 

Meca. 1f Beauty, Wifdom, Modefty, can fettle 
The heart of Anthony: Offavia’s ) 
A bleffed Lottery to him. Enter Cleopatra, -Charmian, Iras azd Alexas, 
Agrip. Let us go. Good Enobarbus, make your felf my Reh 

Cleo. Give me fome Mufick : Mufick, moody food of 
us that trade in love. 

Omnes. The Mufick, hoa. 


Eno. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Anthony, Cefar, Octavia between them. 
Enter Mardian the Exunnch, 
Ant, The-world, and my great office, will 
Sometimes divide me from your bofom. 
Offa. All which time,before the gods my knee fhall bow 
my prayersto them for you. 
Anth. Good night Sir, My Ofavia, 
Read not my blemifhes in the world’s report : 
lhave not keptmy fquare, but that to come 
Shall all be done by th’ Rule: good night, dear Lady. 
Oéta.-Good night, Sir. 
Cefar. Good-night. LExit. 


Cleo. Let it alone, Jet’s to Billiards: come (harmian. 
(bar. My arovis fore, beft play with eWardian. 
Cleo, As well a woman with ap Enunch play’d, as with 
a woman. Come, you'll play withme, Sir ? 
Mardi, Aswell as 1 can, Madam. 
| Cleo. And when gooa willis fhewed, . 
Fhough’t come too short, 
The Actor may plead pardon, Tle none now, 
Give me mine Angle, we’ll to the’River,there 
My Mofick playing far off, I will.betray 
Tawny-fine fithes, my bended:hook fall pierce 
Their flimie jaws: and, as ldraw them up, 
{| Vle think them every one an Axthony, 
And fay,ah, ha ;,y’are caught. 
Char, > Twasmerry when you wager’d on your Angling, 
when your diver did hang a falt fith on his hook, which he 
with fervencie drew up. 
Cleo: Thatitime? Oh times : 
[ laught him out of patience, and that night — 
IJaught him into patience, and next morn, 
E’re the ninth hour I drunk him to hisbed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whilft 
I wore his Sword Philippan, Oh from Ialie. 


Enter Soothfayer. 


Ant. Now firrah : do you wifh your felf in <Zgypt ? 

Sooth. Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
thither. ‘isk 

Ant, \f you can, your reafon ? 

Sooth. 1 fee itin my motion: have it not in my tongue, 
But get hie you to eAigype again. 

Antho. Say to me, whofe Fortune fhall rife ‘higher, 
Cafar’s or mine? : 

Sooth.Cafar’s. Therefore (oh Anthony) {tay not by his fide. 
Thy Demon (that’s thy Spirit which keeps thee) is 
Noble, Couragious, high, unmatchable, 
Where Cafar’s isnot. But near himthy Angel \ 


Becomes a feat: as being o’re-powr’d, and therefore Enter a Meflenger. 
Make fpace enough between you. “ft ove Jon tts 
Anth, Speak this no more. Ramm thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
Sooth, Tonone but thee no more, but when to thee, That long time have been barren. 
If thou doft play with him at any game, Mef. Madam, Madam. 
Thouart furetolofe: And ofthat Natural luck Cleo. Anthony’s dead, 
He beats thee’gainftthe odds. Thy Lutter thickens, If thou fay fo, Villain, thou kil’ft thy Miftrefs : 
When he fhines by : I fay again, thy Spirit But well and free, if thou fo yield him. 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him : There is Gold,and. here 
But he alway is noble. My bleweft veins to kifs : a hand that Kings 
| Anth, Get thee gone: Have lipt, and trembled kiffing. 
| Say to Ventidius | would fpeak with him. [éxit.|  Mef. Firft, Madam, he is well. 
| He fhall to Parthia, be it art or hap, : Cleo, Why there’s more Gold. 
He hath fpoken true, The very Dice obey him, | But, Sirrah, mark, we ufe 
And in our fports my better cunning faints, To fay, the dead are well: bring me to that, 
Under his chance, if we draw lots, he fpeeds, ‘| The Gold I give, will I melt and pour 
His Cocks do win the Battel, ftill of mine, Down thy ill-uttering throat, 
VVhen it is alkto naught: and hig Quailes ever Mef. Good Madam, hear me, 
Beat mine (in hoopt) at odd’s, I willto -Zgypt : Cleo. Well, go to, I will: : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, But there’s no goodnefs in thy face, if Anthony 
[’th’Eaft my pleafure lies. Ohcome, Ventidius. Be free and healthful , fo tart a favour 
To trumpet fuch good tidings. If not well, ; 
Enter Ventidius. Thou fhould’ft come like a Fury crown’d with Snakes, 
Not like a formal man. 
You muft to Parthia, your Commiflion’s ready : Mef. Wilt pleafe you hear me? 
Follow me and receiv’t. [Exeunt.| Cleo. | haveamind to ftrike thee.e’re thou fpeak’ft ; 
Yet if thou fay, Anthony lives, ’tis well, 
Enter- Lepidus, Mecenas, and Agrippa. Or friends with Céfar,or not Captain to him, 


le fee thee ina fhowre of Gold, and hail 
Lepidus. Trouble your felf nofarther: pray you haften | Rich Pearls upon thee. 
your Generals after. eMef. Madam, he’s well. 
Agre Sit, Mark Anthony will e’en but kifs Offavia,and | Cleo. Well faid. 


we'll follow. | eMef. AndFriends with (4far. 


Non . Cleo, 


146 
Cleo, Thart aw Honeft many °°! * ask 
Mef. Cafar, and hey are greater Briends than ever. 1/7 | 
Cleo, Mark thee a-Fortune frome. . 
Mef. But yet, Madam, “qs. 
Cleo: 1d not likebuteyet, it docsiallay 
| The good precedence, fie upon but yet, 
But yet is as aJaylor to bring forth 
Some nion{trous Malefactor. Prithee, Friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together: she’s friends with Cefar, 
In ftate of health thou fay’ft, and thou fayelt, free. 
Mef> Free} Madani! no: Lawademd fuch fport, 
He’s bound unto Ottavia, vol mi ob 
Cleo. For what good turni¢ uMLon 4 
Mef. For the beft turn i’ th’ bed. 
Cleo. 1 am pale, Charmian' ; 
Mef, Madam, he’s married to Offavia. 
Cleo. The moft infectious Peftiléncewpon thee. 
| [Strikes him down, 
Ae. Good Madam, patience: dR . 
Cleo, What fay. you? [Strikes him,”! 
Hence horrible Villain, or Ple fpurn thineeyes 
Like balls before me: [le unhair thy head : 
[She bales him up and down. | 
Thou thalt be whipt with Wyer, and {tew’d in brine, | 
Smarting in lingring “pickle. i an 
Mef. Gracious: Madam, « “0 'e oy ) 
I, that do bring the news; made not the match. 
Cleo, Say cis notifo, a’Provinee Iwillgive thee, 
And make thy Fortunes:proud: the blowthou had’ft'< | | 
Shall make thy peace, for moving metorage, 
And Iwill boot thee withwhat gift befide-~ 
Thy modefty can! bep..« 2 8) & 0! 
Mef. He’s married, Madam, “j) W°" * ; 
Cleo, Rogue, thou haftiiv’d too Tong? LDraw wkarfe. 
Mef. Nay then Pleruns . jing tO INO rab: IIR 
What mean you, Madam} I have madeno‘fault. ). Ext. 
Char. Good Madam; keep'your felf-within your felf, — 
The man is innocent. bn qa 
Cleo. Some Innocents fcape not'the thunderbolt ++ 
Meit -Zeype into Nile, and kindled creatures 
Turn all to Serpents. Call the flaveagain, 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him : Call. 
‘Char. He is afeard'to! comes § his :diyri 
Cleo, 1 will not hurt him, 
Thefe hands do lack Nobility, that they ftrike 
A meaner than my felf: fince i my felf 
Have given my felf the caufe. Come hither, Sir. 


Enter the Meflenger again. 


Though it be honeff, it is never good 
To bring bad news: give'toa’gracious Meflage 
An hoft of tongues, but let ill tidings tell 
Themfelves when they be felt. 
Mef. 1 have done my duty. 
Cleo. Is he married’? ra ity 
I cannot hate thee worfer than 1 do, 
If thou again fay yes, .-\ 
Mef. He’s married, Madam. © 
Cleo. The gods confound thee, 
Dott thou hold there ftill? » 
Me. Should I lye: Madam? 
Cleo, Oh, would thow did't: | 
So half my c4zypt were fubmerg’d-and made 
A Ciftern for {cai’d Snakes, Go get thee hence, 
Had’ft thou Narciffia inthy face, tome : 
Thou would’ft appear moft ugly : He is.married ? 
Mef. Ucrave your highnefs pardon, 
Cleo. He-is married ? 
Mef. Take no offence, that I would not offend you 5) 
To punifh me for what you make me do, 
Seems much unequal: he’s married to. Offavia. o 
Cleo Oh that his fault fhould make a knave of thee, 


'! | fainc, oh Zras, Charman s 


OCA eae 
| Enter Pompy, at one door with Drum and Trumpet : at ane\ 


The Tragedy of” 


That art noc what chou art fure,of.; Get thee hence, | 
The Merchandifes which-thou halt brought from ong) 
oy 


'} Are all too dear for mes 


Lie they uponthy hand, and be undone by’em, | 
Char. Good your Highnefs patience, }. 9 5 
Cleo. In,praifing Anthony, I have difprais’d. Cefar, 
Char. Many times, Madam. Fi oi) wader. aaa 
Cleo: Lamepaid for’t now» lead me fromhence, 

’cis no matter.) Aaa 

Go to the fellow, good Alesxas, bidhim a 

Keport the feature of Oftavia, ber years, . ae 

{er inclination, let him not leave out. 95,4), 55 | 

Cie cofour of her hair. Bring me word quicklyy: "| 

Let him for ever go, let him not, Charman, a 

Cnouga be be painted one way like a Gorgon, 

The other way’sa Adars. Bid you Alexas 


| Bring me word,how tall fhe is: pity me, Charmiian, | 
| But donot fpeak tome. Lead meto my Chamber, | 


LE xennt,) 


other Cxtar\epidus, Anthonys Enobarbus, Mecenas, (| — 


Agrippa, Menas muth Souldiers marching | 


Pom. Your HoftagesI have, fo have you mine: 
And we fhail talk before we fight. 1 hope} oslaty 
Cef, Moft meet that firft we come to words, 


| And therefore have we) jo0° » 

| Our written purpofes before us fent, 

| Whichif thou haft confidered,Jet us know, 

‘| [£ie-will ciewp thy difcontented. Sword | 5 ro 

)| And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 

\| That elfe muft perifh herezo\ so 2109) 


Pom Toryou. all: three, : ; 
The Senators alone of this.gteat world, 
Chief Factors for the gods, Ido notknow, ) — . 
Wherefore my Father fhould revengers want, = 


Having a Son and Friends, fince Fulius Cafary. 


Who at Philipps the good Brut ghofted, 
There faw you labouring forme. What wast. 


‘| That mov'd pale Caffins to confpire ? And what 


Made the all: honour’d, honeft-Roman Brut, 
With the arm’d reft,Courtiers of beauteous freedom, )/ 
To drench-theCapitol, but that they would. 9 
Have one man but a man, and:that isit ee 
Hath made me rigge my Navie.. At whofe burthen, 

The anger’d Ocean foams, with which I meant 

To fcourge th’ingratitude, that defpightful Rome » 

Caft on my Noble» Father. . ions 
Cefar. Take your time.ss. ot bisiigliie 
Ant, Thou canft not fear us, Pompey, withthy fails, | 

We'll fpeak with thee at Sea, Atland thou know'ft 

How much we do o’re-count thee. tS 
Pom. At Land indeed 3 tied aie 

Thou doft o’re-count me of my father’s houfe, 

But fince the Cuckoo builds not for himfelf, 

Remain in’t as thou may’ft. 

Lepi. Be pleas’d.to tell us, H On e2 
(For this is frome the prefent now you talk ) — 
The offers we have fent yon. | yi) 98 

Cefar. There’s the point. n bagi 

Ant. Which do not be intreated to, 

But weigh what it is worth embrac’d. ‘ 
Gef. And what may follow to trya larger Fortune. 
Pom. You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia : and 1 mutt 

Rid all the Sea of Pirats; then, to fend 

Meafures of Wheat to Rome : this "greed upon, 

To part with unhackt edges, and bear back. . 

Our targets undinted, 

‘Omnes. That’s our offer, : woah 

Pom. Know then I came before you heres). 

A man’ prepar’d’ 5 He 


} 


| To take this offer. But, Mark, Anthony, 


Se 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Put metofome impatience: though f lofe 

The praife ofit by telling, You muit know 

When Cefar and your Brother were at blowes, 

Your Mothef came to Ssci/y, and did find 

Her welcom friendly. 
Ant. Lhave heard it, Pompey, 

And am well {tudied for a liberal thanks, 

Which 1 do owe you. 
Pom, Let me have your hand : 

I did not think, Sir, to have met you here. 
Ant. The beds i’th’Eaft are foft, and thanks to you, 

That call’d me timelier than my purpofe hither : ; 

For I have gaind by’c. 
(J. Since I faw you laft, there’s a change upon you. 
Pom, Well, | know not, ° 

What counts hard Fortune cafts upon my face, 

But in my bofom the fhall never come, 

4To make my heart a vaflal. 

Lepi. Well met here. 

Pom. hope fo, Lepidus, thus we are agreed z 
I crave our compofition my be written 
And feal’d between us, 

Cef. That’s the next todo, 

Pom. We'll feaft each other, e’re we part, and let’s 
Draw lots who shall begin. 

Anth. That will [, Pompey. 

Pompey. No, Anthony, take the lot : but firft or laft, your 
fine egyptian cookery fhall have the fame, 1 have heard 
that Fulius Cafar grew fat with feafting there. 

Ant. You have heard much, 

Pom, | have fair meaning, Sir. 

Ant. And fair words tothem. 

Pom. Then fo much have I heard. 

And I have heard Apollodorus carried -—— 

Eno. No more of that; he did fo. 

- Pom, What, I pray you? 

Eno. Acertain Queen to Czar in a Materice. 

Pom, 1 know thee now, how far’ft thou,Souldier ? 

Eno, Well, and well am like to do, for I perceive 
Four Feafts are toward. 

Pom, Let me fhake thy hand, 

I never hated thee: 1 have feen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. ; 

Eno. Sir, I never lov’d you much, but I ha’prais’d ye, 
When you have well deferv’d ten times as much, 

As I have faid you did. 

Pom. \njoy thy plainnefs, 

Ir nothing ill becomes thee : 
A-board my Gally, I invite youall. 
Will you lead, Lords ? 

All, Shew’s the way, Sir, 

Pom. Come. ©  [&xeunt. Manent Enob. c Menas. 

Men. Thy Father, Pompey, would ne’re have made 
Treaty, You, and I have known, Sir. 

Eno, At Sea, I think. 

Men, We have, Sir. 

Eno, Youhavedone well by Water. 

Men. And you by Land. 21 : 

Eno. | will praifé any man that will praife me, though 
it cannot be denied what | have done by Land. 

Men, Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, fomething youcan deny for your own fafety : 
you have been a good Thief by Sea. 

Men. And you by Land. ' 

Eno, There I deny my Land fervice: but give me yqur 
hand, e/enas, if your eyes had authority,here they might 
have two Thieves kifling. 

eMen. All mens faces are true, 


ee en ree 


whatfoe?re their hands 
are. : ; : 
Enob, But there is ne’re a faic VVoman, ha’s a true. 
Face. 

Men. No flander, they fteal hearts. 

Eno. We came hitherto fight with you. 


Men. For my part, Tam forry it is turn’d toa drinking. | 


j Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Eno, If he do, fare be cannot weep’t back again. | 

Men, Y’have faid, Sir, we look’d not for Mark, Anthony 
here, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 

Eno, Cafar’s Sifter is call’d Oftavia, 

Aen, True, Sir, fhe was the wife of Cains Marcellus, 

Eno, But now fhe is the wife of «Marcus Anthomus. 

Men. Pray ye, Sir. 

Eno. "Tis true, 

Men, Thenis Cefar and he for ever knit together. 

Eno, If 1 were bound to Divine of this unity, I would 
not Prophefie fo. 

Men. | think the policy of that purpofe, made more in 
the Marriage than the Love of the parties, 

Fro, | think fotoo, But you thall find the band that 
feems to tie their feiendfhip together, will be the very 
{tranger of their Amitie; Ofavia is of a holy, cold, and 
{till converfation. 

Men, Who would not have his wife fo ? 

Eno. Not he that himfelf is not fo: which is e7ark 
Anthony: he willtohis «4gyptian difh again: then fhall 
the fighs of Oéavia_blow the fireupin Ca/ar, and (asl 
faid before) that which is the ftrength of their Amity, 
thall prove the immediate Author of their variance. . An- 
thony will ufe his affection where itis. He married but his 
occafion here. 

Men. And thus it may be, Come, Sir,will you a-board ? 
[ have a health for you. 

Eno. | fhall take it, Sir: we have us’d our Throats 
in egypt. 

Men. Come, let’s away. LExeunt. 
Mufick playes. 


Enter two or three Servants with a Banquet. 


1, Here they’llbe, man: fome o'their Plants are ill 
tooted already , the leaft wind i’th’world will blow them 
down. 

2. Lepidus is high-colour’d. 

1, They have made him drink Alms drink, 

2, As they pinch one another by the difpofition he cries 
out, no more , reconciles them to his entreaty, and him- 
felf to th’drink. 

1, But it raifes the greater war between him and his 
difcretion. 

2. Why this it is to have a name in great men’s Fellow- 
thip: 1 had as lieve have a Reed that will do meno fer- 
vice, as a Partizan I could not heave. 

1. To be call’d into a huge Sphere, and not to be feen 
to move in’t, are the holes where eyes fhould be, which 
pitifully difafter the cheeks, 


A Sonnet founded, 
Enter Cefar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, Me- 
cenas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains. 


Ant, Thus do they, Sir: they take the flow o’th’ Nile 
By certain fcale, i’th’Pyramid: they know __, 
By th’height, the lownefs, or the mean : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Ni/us fwells, 
The more it promifes as it ebbs, the Seedfman 
Upon the flime and Ooze fcatters his grain, 
And fhortly comes to Harvett. 
Lep. Y’have ftrange Serpents there ? 
Ant, 1, Lepidus. 
Lep. Your Serpent of egypt, is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of the Sun: fo is your Crocodile, 
Ant. They are fo. 
Pom. Sir, and fome Wine: A health to Lepidus. 
Lep. 1am not fo well as I fhould be : 
But Vile ne’re out. 
Eno, Not ’till you have flept: I fear me you'll be in 
till then.” 
Lep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Prolemie’s Py- 
nn 2 ramifis 
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ramifis are very goddly things: without contradiction I | 


have heard that. 

Men, Pompey, a word. 

Pom, Say in mine eat, what is’t ? 

Men. Forfake thy feat, t do befeech thee, Captain, 
And hear me {peak a word. 

Pom. For me ’tiil anon. 
This Wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What manner o’thing is your Crocodile ? 

Ant. Icis thap’d, fit, like it felf, atid itis as broad as 
ithath breadth; Itisjult fo high asitis, and moves with 
it’s own organs, It lives by that which nourifheth it, and 
the Elements once out of it,. it tranfmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of ! 

Ant. Ofit’s own colour too, 

Lep. ’Tisa ftrange Serpent. 

Ant. Tis fo, andthe tears of it are wet, 

Cef. Will this.defcription fatisfie him ? 

Ant, Withthe Health that Pompey'gives him, elfe he is 
a very Epicure. 

Pom. Go hang, Sir, Wangs tell rhe of chat ? Away: 
Do as [bid you, Where’s the Cup call’d for ? 

een. \f for the fake of Merit thou wilt hear me, 
rife from the ftool. “eo 

Pom: {think th’art mad: the matter ?~ 

Men, have ever held my cap,off to thy Fortunes. 

Pom. Thou haft fervd me with much faith: what’s 
elfe to fay? Be jolly, Lords. 

cAnh. Thefe Quick-fands, Lepidus. 

Keep offthem, for you fink. 
Aon. Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ? 
Pom. What failt thou ? 
Men, Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? 
That’s twice, 
Pom. How fhould that be ? cae 
Men. But entertain it, and though thou think me poor, 
{ am the man will give thee all the world, « 
Pom, Haft thou drunk well ? TEES 
Men, No, Pompey, Lbaye kept te from the cup, . 
That if thoudarft be, the earthly fove> 
Whate’te the Océan pales, or-skiemclippes, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha’t.) 

_ Pom. Shew me-which way. , | 

Mex. Thefe titee world-frarers, thefe Competitors 

Are in thy veflel. Let me cut the Cable. 
| And when we are put off, fall to their throats - 
All there ts thine: ~~ 
Pom, Ah, this thou Mould’ have done, 
And not have fpoken on’t. In me ’tis villanie, 
In thee, *t had been good fervice + thou muft know, 
’Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour is, Repent that e’re thy tongue, 
Hath fo betrai?d thine aét: Being done unknown, 
| Thonld have foulill it afterwards well done : 
But muft condemn it How: defift, and drink. 
Men, For this le never follow 
Thy pall’d Fortunes more, 
Who feeks and willnot take, when once *tis offer’d, 
Shall never find it more. 
Pom. This health to Lepidus. 
Ant. Bear him a-fhoar, ; 
Vle pledge it for Hitt, Pompey. 

Eno, Here’s to thee, —A7ena. 

Men, Enobarbus, welcom. * 

Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. 

Ero. There's a ftrange Fellow, Afenas. 

Men, Why ? i, : 
Evo. A bears the third part of the world, man: feeft 
not? we 
| Men. The third part, then he is drunk: would it were 
J all, that it might goon wheels, 
| Eno. Drink thou, ertcreafe the Reels. 

Men. Come. a ppt: 

Pom. Thisisnot yet an Alexandrian Fealt. 


[Whisper in’s Ear. 


sete cementite act 
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’ ————— - 
Ant. Icripens towardsit’: ftrike the Veflels Hoan? 
Here’s to Cefar. site 


Cafar. 1 could well forbear’t, it’s monflrous labour why if =: 


{ wath my brain, and it grows fouler, “ 


Ant. Bea Child o’th’time. ae 


Cefar. Poflefs it, le make anfwer : but I had rather 


faft from all, four dayes, than drink fomuchinone, | __ 
Eno, Ha, my brave Emperor, fhall we dance now the| 
Le 


«AZ eyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink? 
Pom. Let’sha’t, good Souldier. 
Ant. Come, let’s all take hands, 

In foft and delicate Lethe. f 
Eno, All take hands : 

Make battery to our ears with thé loud Mufick, 

The while, Pie place you, then the Boy fhall fing,” 

The holding every man fhall beat as loud, 

As his ftrong fides can volly. 


Till that the Conquering Wine hath fteept out fenfe, itt | 


Mufick,Playes. Enobatbus places them handin bai. 


The Song. 
Come thou Monarch of the Vine, 
Pinmpie Bacchus with pink tyne : 
In thy Fattes our cares be-drown'd : 
With thy Grapes our hairs be crown’, 
Cup us "till the world go round, 
Chp us *till the world go rountd. 


Cef. What would you more? 
Pompey, good night. Good Brother 
Let me requeft you of our graver bufinels 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, lét’s part, 
You fee we have burnt ourcheék. Strong Emobarbe 
Is weaker than the wind, and mine own tongue 
Splits what it fpeaks: the wild difguife hathalmoft = = =| 
Antickt usall. What needs more words ? godd night. | 
Good Anthony, yout hand. 
Pom. le try you on the fhoar. 
Ant. And fhall, Sir, give’s your Hand. = 
Pom. Oh, Anthony, you have my Father’s houfe. 
But what, we-are Friends? 
Come down into the Boat, ety 
Eno. Take heed you fall not, A/eias ; Pe not on fhoar, et 
No, to my Cabin: thefe Drumms, frie 
Thefe Trumpets, Flutes : what, 


! 


| Let Neptune hear, we bidaloud farewel A 
| Tothele great Fellows. Sound and be hang'd, found out. 


[Sound a Flonrifh with Drumms. 
Eno. Hoo faies a, there’s my Cap. “i 
Men. Hoa, Noble Captain, come. [Exewnt. 
Enter Ventidius as it were in a trinimph, the dead boty 
of Pacorus born before him. 


Ven. Now darting Parthia art thou ftruck, and now 
Pleas’d Fortune does of Marcus Crafus death 
Make merevenger. Bear the King’s Son’s body, 

Before our Army, thy Pacorus Orades, 
Payes this for —*/arcus Craffis. 

Roman. Noble Ventidius, ee 
Whiilt yet with Parthian bloud thy Sword is warm, 
The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurn through Medias 
Mefapot amia, and the fhelters, whither 
Fhe routed flie. So thy grand Captain Anthony 
Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy head, 

Ven. Oh ‘Silins, Silins, ; 

I have done enough. A lower place, note well 

May make toogreatanact. For learn this, Sita, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ferve’s away: 
Cafar and Anthony have ever won 


| More in their officer,than perfon. Soffins, 


— —— 


a ee 


Anthony and ‘Cleopatra. 


One of my place in Syriz, his Lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which atchiev'd by th’minute, loft his favour. 
Who does i’th’ Wars more than his Captain can, 
Becomes his Captain’s Captain: and Ambition 

( The Souldier’s virtue ) rather makes choice of lofs 
Than gain, which darkens him, 

I could do more to do Anthonius good, 


| But ’twould offend him. And in his offence, 


Should my performance perifh. 

Rom. Tiuou halt, Ventidims, that, without the which a 
Souldier and his Sword grants {carce diftinétion: thou 
wilt write to Anthony. 

Ven. Vie humbly fignifie what in his name, 

That magical word of War we have effected, 
How with his Banners, aad his well pai’d ranks; 
The ne’re-yet beaten Horfe of Parthia, 

We have jaded out o’ch’Field. 

Rom, Where is he now ? 

Ven. He purpofeth to Athens, whither with what haft 
The weight we muft convey with’s, will permit : 

We.fhall appear before him. On there, pafs along. 
(Exeunt. 


Enter Agrippa at one door, Enobarbus at another. 


Agri. What are the Brothcrs parted 2 
Exo. They have difpatcht with Pompey, he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome: Cefar is fad, and Lepidus 
Since Pompey’s fealt, as Atenas fayes, is troubled 
With the Green-ficknefs. 
Agri, °Tis a Noble Lepidus, 
Eno. A very fine one : oh, how he loves Cefar; 
Agri. Nay but how dearly he adores A4ark Anthony. 
Eno. Cefar ? why he’s the Jupiter of men. 
Ant; VVhat’s Anthony, the god of Fupirer ? 
Exo. Speak you of Cofer ? Oh? the non-pareil ? 
Agri. Ob Anthony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! 
Eno. VVould you praife (far, fay Cesar, go no further. 
Agri. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praifes. 
Eno. But he loves Cefar belt, yet he loves Anthony : 
Ho, Hearts, Tongues, Figure, 
Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Think, tpeak, caft, write, fing, number : ho, 
His love to Anthony, Butas for Cefar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 
Agri. Both he loves. 
Eno.. They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, fo: 
This is to Horfe: Adieu, Noble Agrippa. 
Agri, Good Fortune worthy Souldier, and farewel. 


Enter Cefar, Anthony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 


Antho. No farther, Sir. 

Cafar. You take from mea great part of my felf : 
Ufe me wellin’t. Sifter, prove fucha wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and.as my fartheft Band 
Shall pafs on thy approof: moft noble Axthony, 

Let not the piece of Virtue which is fet 
Betwixt us, as the Cement of our love 

To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 

The Fortune of it: for better might we 

Have lov’d without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherifht. =n 

Ant. Make me not offended in your diftrult, 

Caf. I have faid. 

Ant. You fhall not find, 

Though you be therein curious, . the leaft caufe 
For what you feem to fear, fo the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans ferve your ends : 
VVe will here part. 

Caf. Farewel, my deareft Sifter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 


Thy Spirits all of comfort : fare thee well. 
Otta. My Noble Brother. 
c4Ant. The e4pril’sin her eyes, it is loves fpring, 
And thefe the fhowers to bring iton: be chearful. 
Offa. Sir, look well to my Husband’s Honfe: and——. 
Cafar. VVbat Ofavia. 
Oéta. Ple teil you in your ear. 
An. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue. 
The Swan’s doun feather 
That ftands upon the’Swell at fall of tide : 
And neither way inclines. 
Eno. VVill Cafar weep? 
Agri. He ha’s a cloud tn’s face. 
Eno. He were'the worfe for that were he a Horfe, fois 
he being a man, 
Agri. VVhy Enobarbus : 
VVhen Anthony found Fulius Cefar dead, 
He cryed almolt to roaring: And he wept, 
VVhen at Philippi he found Brutus flain. 


Eno. That year indeed, he was troubled with a rheum, 


VVhat willingly he did confound, he wail’d, 
Believ’t ’till 1 weep too. 
Caf. No, {weet Oétavia, . 
You fhall hear from me ftill: the time fhall not 
Qut-go my thinking on you, 
Ant, Come Sir, come, 
Dle wreftle with youin my ftrength of love : 
Look here Ihave you; thusI let you go, 
And give youto the gods. 
Cef. Adieu, be happy. 
Lep. Let all the number of the Stars give Light 
To thy fair way. 
Caf. Facewel, Farewel. [ Kiffes Octavia. 
Ant. Farewel. Trumpets found. LExeunt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 


Cleo. VVhere isthe Fellow ? 
Alex. Half afeard to come. 
Cleo. Goto, goto: Come hither, Sir. 


Enter the Meflenger as before. 


Alex, Good Majeltie, Herod of Fewry dare not look up- 
on you, but when youare well pleas’d. 

Cleo, That Herod’s head, le have: but how? VVhen 
Anthony is gone, through whom I might command it: 
Come thou fear. 

Mef: Molt gracious Majefty. 

Cleo. Did’ft thou behold Offavid? . 

Mef. 1, dread Queen, 

Cleo. V Vhere? 

Mef. Madam, in Rome, {lookt her ia the face: andfaw 
her led between her Brother, and AZark, Anthony. 

Cleo. Is fhe astallas me? 

Mef. She is not, Madam. 

Cleo. Did’ft hear her fpeak ? 

Is fhe fhrill tongu’d or low ? 

Mef. Madam, I heard her fpeak, the is low voic’d. 

Cleo, That’s not fo good: he cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her? Oh /fs: ’tis impoflible, 

Cleo. I think {0,Charmian : dull of tongue,and dwarfifh. 
VVhat Majefty is in her gate, remember 
If e’re thou look’ft on Majetty. 

J4ef. She creeps; her motionand her ftation are as one : 
She fhews a body, rather thana life; 

A Statue, than a Breather. 

Mef: \s this certain ? 

Cleo. ‘Or I have no obfervance. 

Cha: Three in «Zigypt cannot make better note: 

Cleo. Hes very knowing, I do perceiv’t, 

There’s nothing in her yet. 
The Fellow has good judgement. 
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Cleo. Guefs at her Yeafs, I prythee. 

AMef. Madam, fhe wasa Widow. 

Clo. Widow? Charmian, hark, 

Adef. Aud | do think the’s thirty. 

Cleo. Bear’ft thou her face in mind ? is’t long or round ? 
Mef. Round even to faultinefs. 


Cleo, For the moft part too, they are foolifh that are fo. |- 


Her hair what colour ? 

Aéef. Brown, Madam : .and her Forehead. 
As low as fhe would with it. 

(leo. There’s Gold for thee, 

Thou muft not take my former fharpnefs. ill, 
[ will employ thee back again: *I find thee 
Mott fit for bufinefs. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar’d. 

(har. A proper man. 

Cleo, Indeed he is fo: I repent me much 
That fo | harried him. Why methinks by him, 
This Creature’s no fuch thing. 

Char. Nothing, Madam. 

Cleo. The man hath feen fome Majefty, and fhould 
know. 
| Cbar. Hath he feen Majefty ? Js elfe defend: and fer- 

ving you fo long. 

Cleo, | have one thing more to ask him yet, good Char- 
mian: but tis no matter, thou fhalt bring him to me 
where I will write; all may be well enough. 

Char. | warrant you, Madam. 


(Exeunt. 


Enter Anthony and O€tavia. 


Ant. Nay, nay Ofavia, not only that;» 
That were excufable, that and thoufands more 
| Of femblable import, buthe hath wag’d 

New Wars ’gainit Pompey, Made his Will, and read it, 
To publick Ear, fpoke fcantly of me, 
VVhen perforce he could rot ; 
But pay me terms of Honour: cold and fickly 
He vented then molt narrow meafure : lent me, 
VVhen the beft hint was given him: he had lookt, 
Or did it from his teeth. 
Ota. Oh, my good Lord, 
Believe not all, or if you muft believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
if this divifion chance, ne’re ftood between 
Praying for both parts: 
The good gods will mock me prefently, 
When I fhall pray: oh blets my Lord and Husband, 
Undo that Prayer: by crying out as loud, 
Oh blefs my Brother. Husband win, win Brother, 
Prayes, and deftroys the Prayer, no midway 
’Twixt thefe extreams at all. 
Ant. Gentle Offavia, 
Let your beft love draw to that point which feeks 
Bef to preferveit: if I lofe mine Honour, 
Ilofe my felf: better I were not yours 
Than yours fo branchlefS. Butas you requefted, 
Your felf fhall go between’s; the mean time, Lady, 
Pil raife the preparation of a War 
Shall {tain your Brother, make your fooneft hafte 
So your defires are yours. 
Oa. Thanks to my Lord, 
| The Jove of Power make me moft weak, molt weak, 

Your reconciler: Wars *twixt you twain would be, 
As if the World fhould cleave, and that flain men 
Should fodder up the Rift. 

Anh. VVhen it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your difpleafure that way, for our faults 
Can never be {0 equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going, 
Choofe your own Company, and command what coft 
Your heart has mind to. 


LExeunt. 


Enter Enobarbus, and Eros, 


Enob, How now, Friend Eros? 
Eros. There’s ftrange News come, Sir. 
Eno. yobs nie ai Ga) 
Eros, Cefar and Lepidus have made VVar upon Pompey | 
Eno. tre is old, What is the fuccefs? , mre. al 
Eros, Cafar having made ufe of him in the Vyare! 
*gainft Pompey : prefently denied him rivality, would nor} 
let him partake of the glory of the action, and not refting | 
here, accufes him of Letters he had formerly wrote te} 
Pompey. Upon his own appeal feizes him,’ fo the poor | 
third is up, “till death enlarge his Confine, , ae 
Eno. Then would thou hadft a pair of Chaps no more.) 
and throw between them all the food thou haft, they'll| 
grind the other. Where’s Anthony ? oy 
Eros. He’s watking.in the Garden thus, and fpurns | 
The rufh that lies before him. Cries, Fool Lepidus, 
And threats the throat of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 
Eno, Our great Navy’s rige”d. 
Eros, For Italy and Cefar, more Domitius, 
My Lord defires you prefently : my News . 
I might have told hereafter. 
Eno.’ Twill be naught, but let it be: bring me to Anthony, | 
Eros. Come, Sir. CEveunt,| 


Enter Agrippa, Mecenas, and Cefar, 


Cef. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and mort 

In Alexandria: here’s the matter of it: 

I’ th’ Market-place on a Tribunal filver’d, 

Cleopatra and himfelf in Chairs of Gold 

Were publickly enthron’d : at the feet fat 

Cafarion whom they call my Father’s Son, 

And all the unlawful Iffae, that their luft : 

Since then hath made between them, Untoher, 

He gave the ftablifhment of -Zigypt, made her 

Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, abfolute Queen, ~ 
Mec, This is the publick Eye? alia 
Caf. th’ common fhew place where they exereife, 

His Sons hither proclaim’d the King of Kings, 

Great eVedia, Parthia, and eA4rmenia 

He gave to Alexander. To Prolemy he aflign’d, 

Syria, Sicilia, and Phenicia: fhe 

In th’ abiliments of the Goddefs J/is 

That day appear?d, and oft before gave audience, 

As ’tis reported, fo. gis 
Mec. Let Rome be thus inform’d. 
Agrip. Who queafy with his infolence already; 

Will their good thoughts call from him. 

Cef. The peopleknowit, >  . 

And have now receiv’d his accufations. 
Agri. Whom do’s he accufe ? 

Caf: Cefar, and that having in Sicily i 

Sextus Pompeius fpoil’d, we had not ratedhim 

His part 0’ th’ Ifle. Then does he fay, he lent me 

Some fhipping unreftored, Laftly he frets : 

That Lepidus of the Triumvirate, fhould be depos’d, 

And being that we detain all his Revenue. 
Agri. Sir, this fhould be anfwered. 

Cef. ’Tis done already, and his Meflenger gone : 

I have told him Lepidws was grown too cruel, 

That his high Authority abus’d, wilh 

And did deferve his chance for what I have conquet’d, 


1 grant him part : but then in his Armenia, 


And other of his conquer’d Kingdoms, I demand the lik. | 
Mec, He'll never yield to that. nam 
Cef. Nor muft not then be yielded to in this, 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Enter Octavia with her Train. 


O&. Hail Cefar, and my Lord; hail, moft deat Cefar. 

Caf. That ever I fhould call thee Caft-away. 

Oé. You have not call’d me fo, nor have you caufe. 

Cef. Why hatt thou ftoln upon me thus? you came not 
Like Cefar’s Sifter ; the Wife-of Anthony 
Should have an Army for an Ufher, and 
The neighs of Horfe to tell’ of her approach, 

Long e’re fhe did appear. The Trees by th? way 
Should have horn men, and expectation fainted 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duft 

Should have afcended to the Roof of Heaven, 

Rais’d by your populous Troops: But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and have prevented 

The oftentation of our love ; which left unfiewn, 

Is often Jeft unloy’d : we fhowld have met you 

By Sea, and Land, fupplying every ftage 

With an augmented greeting. 

O&. Good, my Lord, 
To come thus wasI not conftrain’d, but did it 
On my free-will, My Lord, «Atark Anthony, 
Hearing that you prepar’d for War, acquainted 
My grieving Ear withal : whereon I begg’d 
His pardon for return. 

Caf. Which foon he granted, 
Being an abftra¢t tween his Luft, and him 

Oé&. Do not fay fo, my Lord. 

Cef. | have Eyes upon him. 

And his affairs come to me on the wind : where is he now ? 

o&. MyLord, in Athens. 

Cef. No, my moft wronged Sifter, Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him toher. He hath given his Empire 
Up to a Whore, who now are levying 
The Kings o” th’ Earth for War. He hath diflembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaus 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
OF Paphlagonia: the Thracian King e4dullas, 

King A¢auchus of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Herod of Fewry, Mithridates King 

Of Comageat, Polemenand Amintas. 
TheKing of Adede, and Lycaonia, 
Witha more larger Lift of Scepters. 

O&. Aye me moft wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That do afflict each other. 
Cef. Welcome hither, 
Your Letters did with-hold our breaking forth 
>Till we perceiv’d both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger: cheer your heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time which drives, 
O’re your content, thefe ftrong neceflities, 
But let determin’d things todeftiny — 
Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome : 
Nothing more dear tome. Youare abus’d 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods 
To do you Juftice, make his Minifters 
Of us, and thofe that love you. Beft of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us. . 
Agrip. Welcome Lady. , 
Mec. Welcome, Dear Madam, 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you, 
Only th’ adulterous Anthony, moft large 
In his abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent Regiment to a Trull 
That noifes it againft us. 
O:t. Isit fo, Sir? 
Cef. Moft certain: Sifter, welcome; pray you 


Be ever known to patience. My dear’ft Sifter. [E-xewnt. | 


Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus. 


Cleo, ¥ will be even with thee: doubt it not. 

Enob. But why, why, why ? 

Cleo. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe Wars ; 
And fay’ft it is not fit. 

Enobs Well: is it, is it ? 

Cleo. If not, denounc’d againft us, why fhould not we 
be there in perfon ? 

Exob. Well, I could-reply : if we fhould ferve with | 
Horfe and Mares together, the Horfe were merely loft : 
the Mares would bear a Souldier and ‘his Horfe. : 

Cleo. What is’t you fay ? 

Enob. Your prefence needs muft puzzle Anthony, 

Take from his heart,take from his brain,take from’s time, 
What fhould not then be f{par’d. He is already 
Traduc’d for Levity, ‘and ’tis faid in Rome, 

That Photinws an Eunuch, and your Maids 

Mannage this War. 

Cleo, Sink Rame, and their tongues tot 
That fpeak againft us. A Charge we bear i’ th’ War, 
And as the prefident of my Kingdom will 
Appear there foraman. Speak not againft it, 

I will not ftay behind. 


Enter Anthony and Camidius. 


Enob. Nay Ihave done, here comes the Emperour. 
Ant, \s it not ftrange, Camidius, 

That from Tarentum, and Brundufium, 

He could fo quickly cut the Jona Sea, 

And take in Toryze? You have heard on’t (Sweet ?) 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admir’d 
Than by the negligent, 

Ant, A good rebuke, 

Which might have well becom’d the beft of men 
To taunt at flacknefs. Camidins, we, 
Will fight with him by Sea. 

Cleo. By Sea, what elfe? 

Cam, Why will my Lord do fo? 

Ant, For that he dares us to’e. 

Enob. So hath my Lord dar’d him to fingle fight. 

Cam. I, and to wage his Battel at Pharfalia, 
Where Cafar fought with Pompey. But thefe offers 
VVhich ferves not for his vantage, he fhakes off, 
And fo fhould you. 

Enob. Your Ships are not well mann’d, 

Your Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People, 
Ingroft by fwift Imprefs.. In Cefar’s Fleet 

Are thofe, that often have ’gainft Pompey fought, 
Their Ships are yare, yours heavy: no difgrace 
Shall fall you for refufing him at Sea, 

Being prepar’d for Land. 

Ant. By Sea, by Sea. 

Enob. Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfolute Souldierfhip you have by Land, 
Diftraét your Army, which doth moft confift 
Of War-markt.Footmen, leave unexecuted 
Your own renowed knowledge, quite forgo 
The way which promifes affurance, and 
Give up your felf merely to chance and hazard, 
From firm Security. 

Ant, Vil fight at Sea. 

Cleo, I have fixty Sails, Cefar none better. 

Ant. Our over-plus of fhipping will we burn, 
And with the reft full-mann’d, from.th’ heart of Aétium 
Beat th’ approaching Cefar. But if we fail, 

We then can do’t at Land. 


Entcr a Meflenger. 


Thy bufinefs ? 
Mef. The news is true, my Lord, he is defcried, 


Cafar has taken Toryne. 


Ant.\ 


i152 _.. [he Tragedy of 


‘Ant, Can he be therein perfon? ’Tis impoffible 
Strange, that his, power fhould be fo, Cammdiws, 
Our nineteen Legions thou fhalt hold by Land, 
| And our twelve thoufand Horfe.. VVe"ll.co our Ship, 
Away my Thetis, 


Enter a Souldier. 


How now, worthy Souldier?. , 
Sonld. Oh Noble Emperour, do not fight by Sea, 
Truft not to rotten planks: Do you, mifdoubt 
This Sword, and thefeany Wounds.;, let th’ Egyptians 
| And the Phaictans go a Ducking, : we 
| Have us’d to conquer ftanding on, the Earth, 
| And fighting foot to foot. 
| Ant. Well,well, away... LExeunt Ant. Cleo. and Enob, 
| Sould, By Hercules think { am V th’ right. 
Cum, Souldier thouart: but the whole action grows 
Not in the power on’t: fo our Leaders lead, 
And we are Womens men. 
Sonld. You keep, by.Land the Legions and the Horfe 
whole, do you not)? 
Vex. Marcus Otkavis, e Marcus Fuflivs, 
/ \ Publicola, and Celia, ace for Sea : 
| But we keep whole by Land. This fpeed of Cfar’s 
Carries beyond belief. 
Sould. While he; was.yet in Rome 
His power went out in fuch diftractions, 
| As beguil’d all Spies, 
| Cim, Who's his Lieutenant, hear you ? 
|. Sould. They fay, one Towrss: 
Cam. Well, I know-the man. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Me, The Emperour calls Camidius, 

Cam. With News the time’s with Labour, 
And throws forth each minute, fome. LExeunt. 
Enter Cefar with his Army,.marching. 


Caf. Towrus ? 

Tow. My Lord. 

Caf. Strike not by Land. 
Keep whole, provoke not Battel 
Till we have doneat Sea. Do not exceed 
Tie Preftript of this Scroul: Our Fortune lyes 
Upon this jump. LExit. 
Enter Anthony, aud Enobarbus. 


Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o’ th’ Hill, 
In Eye of Cefar’s Battel, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And fo proceed accordingly. [Exit. 
‘Camidius marching with his Land Army one way over the 

Stace, and Yowrus the Lieutenant of Cxfar the other 

way: after their going in, is beard the noife of a Sea-fight. 

Alarum. Enter Enobarbus amd Scarus. 


Enob. Naught,naught,all naught,! can behold no longer : 
Thantoniad, the e#gyptian Admiral, 
With all their fixty fie, and turn the Rudder : 
To fee’t, mine Eyes are blafted. 


Enter Scarus. 


Scar. Gods,and Goddeffes,all the whole Synod of them! 
Enob, What’s thy paffion ? - 
Scar. The greater Cantle of the World is loft 
.| With very ignorance, we have kift away 
Kingdoms, and Provinces. cans 
Enob. How appearsthe fight? 


Scar. On our fide like the Token’d Peftilence, 
Where Death is fure. Your ribauldred Nag of gy, | 
(VVhom Leprofie o’re) th’ mid’ft 0” th’fight, ~~? | 
VVhen vantage like a pair of Twinns appeard 
Both of the fame, or rather ours the Elder; 9 ie 
(The Breeze upon her) likea Cow in June, | 
Hoifts Sails, and flies. = uO 

Enob. That I beheld : ew 
Mine Eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not} 
Indure a further view. + Vale IU 

Scar. She once being looft, He 
The Noble ruine of her Magick, Anthony, 


Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doating Mallard) Pi eae 
Leaving the Fight in heighth, flies after her: 
I never faw an action of fuch fhame ; 
Experience, Man-hood, Honour ne’re before, 
Did violate fo it felf. 


Enob, ‘Alack, alack. 
Enter Camidius, 


Cam, Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
And finks moft lamentably. Hadour General 
Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well : 

Oh he has given example for our flight ; 
Moft grofly by his own. “i 

Enob. 1, are you thereabouts? Why then goodnight} 
indeed, 

Cam, Toward Peloponnefus are they fled. 

Scar. ’Tis eafie to’t. 

And there I will attend what further comes. 

Cam. To Cefar will I render 
My Legions and my Horfe, fix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 

Enob. Vl yet follow 
The wounded chance of Anthony, though my reafon | 
Sits in the Wind againft me. be 


Enter Anthony with eAttendants. 


Ant, Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upon’t, | 
It is afham’d to bear me. Friends, come hither, — 
I am fo lated in the World, that I 
Have loft my way forever. IhaveaShip 
Laden with Gold, take that, divide it: flie, 
And make your peace with Cefar, 
Omnes. Fly ? Not we. : e 
«Ant, Thave fled my felf, and have inftrnéted Cowards 
Torun, and fhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, _ 
I have my felf refolv'd upon a courfe, 
Which has no need of you. Be gone, 
My Treafure’s in the Harbour. Take it: Oh, 
I follow’d that I blufh to look upon, 
My very Hairs do mutiny: for the white 
Reprove the brown for rafhnefs, and they them 
For fear, and doating. Friends be gone, you fhall 
Have Letters from me to fome Friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray youlook not fad: 
Nor make replies of lothnefS, take the hint 
Which my defpair proclaims, Let them be left 
Which leaves it felf, to Sea-fide ftraightway 5 
I will poffefs you of that Ship and Treafure. 
Leave me, I pray, alittle: pray you now, 
Nay, do fo: for indeed I have loft command, 
Therefore, I pray you, I'll fee you by and by. 


[sits down, 


Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Eros. 


Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, tohim, comfort him. ; 
Tras. Do, moft dear Queen. ci 
Char. Do, why, what elfe? 

Cleo, Let me fit down: Oh Funo. 

ent. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros, See you here, Sir ? 
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Ant, Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Jras. Madattt, Ob good Emiprefs. 

Eros, Sit, Sit. 

Ant, Yes, my Lord, yes; he at Philipps kept 
His Sword e’en like a Danicet, while | itrook 
The lean and wrinkled (affivs, and ’twas | 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on Lientenantry, and no practice had 
In the btave fquares of War: yet now: no matter. 

Cleo, Ah ftand by. 

Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen. 

Iras. Goto him, Madam, fpeak to bim, 

He is unqualited with very fhame, 

Cle, Well then, fuftain me: Oh. 

Eros. Moft Noble Sit, arife, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head’s declit’d, and Death will teize her, but 
Your comfort miakés che refcue, 

Ant. 1 have offended Reputation 5 
A moft unnoble fwerving. 

Eros. Sir, the Queen. 

Ant. O whither naft thou led me, egypt, fee 
How I convey my fhame, out of thine Eyes, 

By looking back what I have left behind 
Stroy’d in difhonour. 

Cleo. Oh, my Lotd, my Lord 5 
Forgive my fearful Sails, I little thought 
You would have followed. 

Ant, -#gypt, thou knew’it too well, 

My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by th’ ftrings, 
And thou fhould’ft ftowe me after. O’re my fpirit 
The full fapremacy thou knew’ft, and that 

Thy beck, might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cléo.. Oh, my pardon. 

Ant. Now I mutt / ' 
To che young man fend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the fhifts of lownefs, who, 

With half the bulk oth’ World play’d as I pleas’d, 
Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conquerour, and that 

My Sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all caufe. 

Cleo, Patdon, pardon. 

Ant, Fall not atear, [fay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loft: Give mea Kifs, 

Even this repays. 

We fent our Schoolmafter, is he come back ? 
Love I am full of Lead: fome Wine 

VVithin there, and out Viands : Fortune knows, 


Enter Cxfar, Agrippa, Dolabella, with others. 


(ef. Let him appeat that’s come for Anthony. 
Know you him? 

Dol. Cafar, "tis his Schoolmafter, 
An argument that he is pluckt, When hither 
He fends fo poor a Pinnion of his VVing, 
vVhich had fuperfltious Kings for Metlengers, 
Not many Moons gone by. 


Enter Ambafladot from Anthony. 


Caf. Approach, and {peak. 
-imb, Suchaslam, Lcome from Anthony : 
| was of laté as petty to his ends, 
As is the Morn dew on the Myrtle Leaf 
To his grand Sea. ‘ 
Caf. Be’t fo, declare thine Office. 
‘Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he falutes thee, and 
Requires to live in egypt, which not granted 
He Leflens his requefts, and to thee fues 
To let him breathe between the Heavens and Earth 


; Anthony and Cleopatra. 


VVe fcorn her ttioft, when moft fhe offers blows. [E-cenar. 


A private manin Athens : this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confefs thy greatnefs: 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Prolomies for her Heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Caf. For Anthony, 

I have no Ears to his requeft. The Queen, 
Of Audience, nor defire fhall fail, fo fhe 
From Agypt drive her all-difgraced Friend, 
Or take his lifethere. This if fhe perform, 
She fhall not fue unheard. So to them both. 

Amb. Fortune purfie thee. 

Cef Bring him through the Bands: 

To try thy Eloquence, now ’tis time, difpatch, 
From Anthony win Cleopatra, promife 

And in our Name, when fhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are not 
{n their beft Fortunes {trong but want will perjure 
The ne’re touch’d Veftal. Try.thy cunning, Thidias, 
Make thine own Edict for thy pains, which we 
Will anfwer as a Law, 

Thid. Cafar, 1 go. 

Caf. Obferve how Anthony becomes his flaw, 
And what thou thinkeft his very Action fpeaks 
In every power that moves, 

Thid. Cefar, 1 fhall. 


LEweunt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, avd Iras. 


Cleo. What fhall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Enob, Think, and dye. 

Clea. Is Anthony, or we in fault for this? 

Enob. Anthony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his Reafon. What though you fled, 
From that great face of War, whofe feveral ranges 
Frighted each other? Why fhould he follow ? 
The itch of his Affection fhould not then 
} Have nickt his Captain-fhip, at fuch a point, 
When haif to half the World oppos’d, he being 
The meered queftion ? ’Tis a fhame no Iefs 
Than was his lofs, tocourfe your flying Flags, 
And leave his Navy gazing. 

Cleo, Prythee peace. 


Enter the Ambaflador, with Anthony. 


Ant. Is this his Anfwer ? 

Amb, 1, my Lord. 

Ant. The Queen fhall then have courtefie, 

So fhe will yield us up. 

Amb. He fays fo. 

Ant. Let her know’t. To the Boy (2far fend this 
grizled Head, and he will fill thy wifhes to the brim, 
With Prinicipalities. 

Cleo. That Head, my Lord? | 

Ant. Tohim again, tell him he wears the Rofe 
Of youth upon him ; from which, the World fhould note 
Something particular : His Coyn, Ships, Legions, 
May bea Cowards, whofe Minifters would prevail 
Under the fervice of a Child, as foon 
As i? th’ Command of Cefar. I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay comparifons apart, 

And anfwer me declin’d, Sword againft Sword, 
Our felves alone; Vll write it, Follow me. 

Enob. Yes, like enough: hye-battel’d Cafar will 
Unftate his happinefs, and be Stag’d to th’ fhew 
Againft a Sworder. { fee mens judgments are 
A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them 
To fuffer all alike, that he fhould:dream, 

Knowing all meafures, the full Cafar will 
Anfwer his emptinefs ; Cafr thou haft fubdu’d 
His judgment too. 

Enter 


+ 
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Enter a Servant. 


Ser. A Meflenger from Cefar, 

(leo, What, no more Ceremony? See my Women, 
Againtt the blown Rofe may they ftop their Nofe, 
That kneel’d untothe Buds. Admit him, Sir. 

Enob. Mine honefty, and 1, begin to fquare, 

The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly: yet he that can endure 
To follow with Allegiance a faln Lord, 

Do’s conquer him that did his Mafter conquer, 
And earns a place i’ th’ Story. 


Enter Thidias. 


Cleo, Cafar’s Will. 

Thid. Here it apart. 

Cleo. None but Friends: fay boldly. 

Thid. So haply are they Friends to Anthony. 

Enob. He needs as many (Sir) as Cafar has. 
Or needs not us. If Cafar pleafe, our Mafter 
Will leap to be his Friend: For as you know, 
Whofe he is, we are, and that is Cefars. : 

Tid, So. Thus then thou moft renown’d, Cefar intreats 
Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand’ft 
Further chan he is Cefar. 

Cleo. .Go on, right Royal. 

Thid. He knows that you embrace not Anthony 
As you did love, but as you feared him. 

Cleo. Oh, 

Thid. The fcars upon your hononr, therefore he 
Do’s pitty, as conftrained blemifhes, 

Not as deferved. 
Cleo. He isa god, 
Aad knows what is moft right. Mine honour 
| Was not yielded, but conquer’d meerly. 
Exob. To be fure of that, I will ask Azthony. 
Sir, Sir, thou art fo leaky 
That we mult leave thee thy finking,: for ) - 
Thy deareft quit thee. 

Thid. Shall I fay to (far, 

What you require of him: for he partly begs. 
To be defir’dto give. It much would pleafe him, 

That of his fortunes you fhould make a ftaff 

To lean upon. But it would warm his fpirits 

To hear from me you had left Avthony, 

And put your felf under hisfhrowd,the univerfal Landlord 

(leo, What’s your name ? 

Thid. My name is Thidias. 

Cleo, Moft kind Meffenger, 
Say to great Cefar this in difputation, 
L kifs his conqu’ring hand: Tell him, 1am prompt 
To lay my Crown at’s feet, and there to kneel. 
Tell him from his all-obeying breath, I hear 
The doom of cZigypr. 

Thid. ’Tis your nobleft courfe : 

Wifdom and Fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
Nochance may fhake it. Give me grace to-lay 
My duty on your hand. 

Cleo, Your Cafars Father oft ; 
(When he hath mus’d of taking Kingdoms in ) 
Beftow’d his lips on that unworthy place, 

As it rain’d kiffes. 


[Exit Enob 


¥ 


Enter Anthony, and Enobarbus. 


Ant. Favours? By Jove that thunders. 
What art thou Fellow ? 
Thid, One that but performs ; 
The bidding of the fulleftman, and worthielt 
-| To have command obey’d. 
Enob. You will be whipt. 


° 
° 
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Ant, Approach there: ah you Kite, 

Now gods and devils, 

Authority melts from me of late. When I cry’d hoa, 
Like Boyes unto a mufs, Kings would ftart forth, 
And cry your will. Have youno Ears? £ 
I am Anthony yet. Take hence this Jack and whip him, i 


Enter a Servant. “hal 

Enob, Tis better playing with aLyons Whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 1 

Ant, Moon and Stars, Bites 
Whip him: were twenty of the greateft Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cafar, fhouldI findthem =| 
So fawcy with the hand of fhe here, what’shername | 
Since fhe was Cleopatra? Whip him, Fellows, = | 
Tiil like a Boy you fee him crindge his Face, 

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence, 

Thid. Mark, Anthony, 

Ant. Tug him away: being whipt, o 
Bring him again, the Jack of Cefars fhall oa 
Bear us anerrand to him. [Exeunt with Thidias,| 
You were half blafted ere | knew you: Ha? at 3) 
Have I my Pillow left unpreft in Rome, 
Forborn the getting of a lawful Race, 
And by a Jem of Women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks on Feeders? 

Cleo. Good, my Lord. 

Ant. You have been a Boggeler ever, 
But when we in our vicioufnefs grew hard 
(Ob mifery on’t) the wife gods feal our Eyes ‘ 
In our own filth, drop our clear judgments, makeus | 
Adore our errours, laugh at’s while we ftrut 
To our confufion. 

Cleo. Oh, ist come tothis? 

Ant. 1 found you as a Morfel, cold upon p90 
Dead Cafar’s Trencher: Nay, you werea Fragment | 
Of Cneius Pompey’s, befides what hotter hours ; 
Unregiftred in vulgar Fame, you have 
Luxurioufly pickt out. For lam fure, 

Though you can guefs what Temperance fhould 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this ? , 

eAnt. To let a Fellow that will take rewards, 
And fay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My Play-Fellow, your hand; this Kingly Seal, 
And plighter of high hearts, ‘O that I were 
Upon the Hill of Bafan, to out-roar 
The horned Herd, for I have Savage caufe, 

And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter’d neck, which do’s the Hangman thank, 
For being yare about him, Is he whipt ? 


» 


be, 


Enter a Servant with Thidias. 


Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 

c4nt. Cryed he? and begg’da pardon? 

Ser. He did ask favour. 

ent. If that thy Father live, let him repent 
Thou waft not made his Daughter, and be thou forty 
To follow Cefar in his triumph, fince 
Thou haft been whipt. For following him, 
The white hand of a Lady Fever thee, 
Shake to look on’t. Get thee back to Cefar, 
Tell him thy entertainment: look thou fay 
He makes me angry with him, For he feems 
Proud and difdainful, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was, He makes me angry, ~ 
And at this time moft eafie’tistodo’t: : 
VVhen my good ftars, that were my former guides 
Have empty left their Orbes, and fhut their Fires 
Into the Abif of Hell. If he miflike, 
My fpeech, and what is done, tell him he has 
Hiparchm, my enfranched Bondman, whom 


henceforth 


He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 
Ashe fhail like co quit me. Urge it thou: 
Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. 

Cleo, Have you.done yet ? 

Ant; Alack,»our Terrene Moon is now Eclipf, 
And it portends alone the fall of Anthony. 

Cleo. | mutt ftay his time. 

Ant. To flattér Cefar, would-you mingle Eyes 
With one that tiés his points. 

Cleo. Not know me yet? 

ent. Cold-hearted toward me? 

Cleo, Al (Dear) if 1 be fo, 


_|From my cold heart, let Heaven ingender Hail; 


And poyfonitin the fource, and the firft ftone 
Drop in my neck: as it determines fo 

Diflolve my life, the next Cefarian fmile, 

Till by degrees the memory of my Womb, 


{Together with my brave «£eyptians all, 


By the difcandering of this pelletted f{torm, 
Lye giavelefss till the Flies and Gnats of Wyle 


‘| Have buried them for prey. 


Ant, | am fatisfied : 
Cafar fets down in eAlexandria, where 
I will oppofé his Fate. Our force by Land, 
Hath nobly held, and fever’d Navy too 
Have knit again, and Fleet, threatning moft Sea-like. 
Where haft thou been my heart? Dott thou hear, Lady ? 
if fron: the Field 1 fhail return once more 
To kifs thefeduips, I willappearin blood, 
I, and my Sword, will earn my.Chronicle, 
There’s hope in’t yet. 
Cleo. That’s my brave Lord. 
Ant. \ willbe treble-finewed, hearted, breath’d, 
And fight malicioufly : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome lives 
Of me forjefts: but now, Pil fet my teeth, 
And fend to darknefs all that: ftop me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night Call tome 
All my fad Captains, fill our Bowls once more : 
Let’s mock themidnight Bell. 
Glee. It is my Birth-day, 
[had thought t? have held it poor. But fince my Lord 
Is Anthovy agaiiy,: 1 willbe Cleopatra. 
Ant, We will yet do well. 
Cleo, Call all his noble Captains to my Lord, 
Ant. Do fo, we'll {peak to them, 
And to night i'll force 
The Wine peep through their fcars. 
Come on (my Queen) “ 
There’s fap in’t yet.» The next,time I do fight 
L'il make death Jove.me: for twill contend 
Even with his peftilent Scythe. [Exennt. 
Enob. Now he’ll out-ftare the Lightning, to be furious 
Is to be frighted out of fear, and in that mood 
The Dove will peck the Eftridge , and I fee ftill 
A diminution in our Captains brain, 
Reftorcs his heart; when valour prays in reafon, 
iTe eats the Sword it fights with : I will feck 
;Some way to leave him. [Exeunt. 
Enter Cxfar, Agrippa, azd.Mecenas’ with bys Army, 
Cxlar reading a Letter. 


— 


Caf, He calls me Boy, and chides as he had power 
To beat me onit of eLgypt.. My Meflenger 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to perfonal Combat. 
Cafar to Anthony: let the old Ruffian know, 
| have many other ways todie: meantime 
Laugh at this Challenge. 

Mec. Cafar mutt think, 
When one fo great begins to rage} he’s hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diftraction : Never anger’ 
Made good guatd for it felf. 


Anthony and: Cleopatra. 


|| Cef. Let our beft Heads know, 


That to morrow, the laft of many Battels 


Léxite Thid. | We mean to fight, Within our Files there are, 


Of thofe that ferv’d eAfark, Anthony but late, 

Enough to fetch:himin. See it done, 

And feaft the Army, we have {tore to do’t, 
And they have earh’d the waite, Poor Anthony. [Exéunt. 


| Enter Anthony and Cleopatra, Enobarbusy Charnzian, 


Iras, Alexas, with» others, 
Ant, He will not fight withme; Domitian. 
Exob No? 
Ant, Why fhould he not ? 
Enob, He thinks, being twenty times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty men to one, 
cnt. Tomorrow, Souldier, 
By Sea and Land Dil fight: or I will live; 
Or bathe my dying.bonour in the blood, 
Shall make it live again, VVoo’t thou fight wells 
Enob, Vl ftrike, and cry, take all: 
. Ant. VVellfaid, come on: 
Call forth my Houthold Servants, let’s to night? 


Enter three or four Servitors, 


Be bounteous at our Meal. Give methy hand; 
Thou haft been rightly honeft, fo ‘aftthou, 
Thou, and thou, and thou: you have ferv’d me well, 
And Kings have been your Fellows. , 

Cleo. VVhat means this? 

Exob, ’Tis one of thofe odd tricks which forrow fhoots 
Out of the mind, 

Ant, And thouw art honeft too: 
[ wifh I could be made fo many men, 
And all of you clapt up together, in. 
An Anthony: that] might do you fervice; 
So good as you have done. 

Omnes. The gods forbid. 

Ant. VVell, my good Fellows, wait on me to night: 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And fuffered my command. 

Cleo. VVhat does he mean? 

Enob. Yo make his.Followers weep, 

Ant, Tend meto night; 
May beit is the period of your duty, 
Haply you fhall not fee me more, or if, 
A mangled fhadow. Perchance to morrow, 
Yow ll:ferve another Mafter. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeft Friends} . 
I turn you not away, but like a Mafter 
Married to your good fervice, ftay till death ; 
Tend me to night two hours, I ask no more, 
And the gods yield you for’t, \ 

Enob. VVhat mean you (Sir) 
To give them this difcomfart ? Look, you weep, 
AndI, an Afs, am Onion-ey’d; for fhame, 
Transform us not to Women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho: 
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus, 
Grace grow where tliofe drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take mea too dolorous a fence ; 
For I fpake to you for your comfort, did defire you 
To burn this night with Torches: know (my hearts) 
I hope well of to morrow, and will lead-you, 
Where rather I’ll expect victorious Life, 
Than'Death; and Honour: Let’s toSupper;come, | 
And drown confiderations [Exeunt. | 


Enter a Company of Souldiers, 
1 Soul, Brother, good night: to morrow is the day, 


2. ‘Sonl, It will determine one way: Fare you well. | 
Heard} 
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Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets. 
* a. Nothing: what news? 
2. Belike ’tis but a Rumour, good night to you. 
1. Well, Sir, good night, 
[ They meet with other Souldiers. 
2. Souldiers, have careful Watch, 
. And you: Good night, good night. 
[ They place themfelves in every corner of the Stage. 
2. Here we, and if to morrow 
Our Navy thrive, I-have an abfolute hope 
Our Landmen will ftand up. ‘ 
1, ’Tis a brave Army, and full of purpofe. 
CeMufick of the Hoboyes is under the Stage. 
.. Peace, what noife ? 
. Lift, litt. 
. Hark. 
1. Mufick ith’ Air. 
3. Under the Earth. 
It fings well, do’s it not? 
3. No. 
1, Peace I fay: whatfhould this mean ? 
2. ’Tis the god Hercules, whom Anthony loved, 
Now leaves him. 
1. Walk, let’s feeif other Watchmen 
Do hear what we do? 
1, How now, Matters ? [ Speak together. 
Omnes. How now? how now? do you hear this? 
1. Is’t not ftrange? 
3. Doyou hear, Mafters? Do youhear? 
1. Follow the noife fo far as we have quarter. 
Let’s fee how it will give off. 
Omnes. Content : ’Tis firange. LExeunt. 
Enter Anthony, and Cleopatra, with others. 


e4nt. Eros, mine Armour, Eros, 
Cleo. Sleep a little. . 
Ant. No, my Chuck: Eros, come, mine Armour, Eros. 


Enter Eros. 


Come good fellow, put thine Iron.on, 
If Fortune be not ours today, it is 
Becaufe we brave her. Come. 
Cleo. Nay, V’'le help too, Anthony. 
| What’s this for? Ah, let be, letbe,thouaré 
The Armourer of my heart: Falfe, falfe: This, this, 
Sooth-law Vle help: Thus it muft be. 
| Ant. Well, well, we fhail thrive now. 
Seeft thou my good fellow. Go put on thy defences. 
Eno. Briefly , Sir. 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 
| nt. Rarely, rarely : 
‘He that unbuckles this, till we do pleafe 
To doft for our repofe, fhall hear a ftorm. 
Thou fumbleft ros, and my Queen’s a Squire 
More tight at this: Difpatch. O Love, 
That thou could’ft fee my wars to day, and knew’ft 
The Royal Occupation, thou fhould’ft fee 
A workman in’t, 


Enter an armed Souldier. 


Good morrow to thee, welcom, ; 
Thoulook’ft like him that knows a warlike charge: 
To bufinefsthat welove, we rife betime, 
And go to’t with delight, - 
Soul. A thoufand, Sir, early though’t be, have on their 
Rivetted trim, and at the Port expect you. Shout . 
[ Trumpets flourifh. 


Enter Captains and Souldiers. 


Alix: The Morn is fair : Good morrow, General. 


The Frage of 


- 
— ie ht, 


All. Good morrow, General. 
Ant. ’Tis well blown, Lad. 
This morning like the Spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes, 
So, fo: Come give me that, what ere becomes of 
Fare thee well, Dame, what ere becomes of me, | 


This is a Souldiers kifs: rebukeable, 
And worthy fhameful check it were, to ftand 


me, | 
, i 
ry 


On more Mechanick Complement, I’le leave thee, al k 


Now like a man of Steel, you that will fight, 

Follow me clofe, I’le bring you to’t : Adieu, 
Char. Pleafe you retire to your Chamber ? 
Cleo, Lead me: 


j 


He goes forth gallantly : that he and (‘far might a 


Determine this great War in fingle fight; 
Then Anthony ; but now. Wellon, 

t ek 
Mia! | 


Eros. Hadft thou done fo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Souldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have till. 
Followed thy heels. 

Ant. Who’s gone this morning ? rly 

Eros, Who? one ever near thee, call for Enobarbus, — 
He fhall not hear thee, or from Cafar’s Camp, ff 
Say I am none of thine. 

Ant. What fayeft thou? 

Sold. Sir, he is with Cafar. 


Eros, Sit, his Cheftsand Treafare he hasnotwith him, | 


Ant. Is he gone? 

Sold, Mott certain, : 

Ant, Ge, Eros, fend his Treafure after, do it, 
Detain no jot, I charge thee ; writeto him, 


(I will fubferibe ) gentle adieus, and greetings: — alll 


Say, that I with he never find more caufe 
To change a Mafter. Oh my Fortunes have 
Corrupted honeft men, Difpatch, Eras. 


Enter Agrippa, Czfar, with Enobarbus, 
and Dolabella. 


Cef. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight: 
Our will is Anthony be took alive : : 
Make it fo known. 

efgri, Cefar, 1 fhall. 

Cefar. The time of univerfal peace ismeat, 
Provethis a profp’rousday, thethree-nook’d world = 
Shall bear the Olive freely. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef. Anthony is come into the field, 

Caf. Go charge egrippa, | 
Plant thofe that have revolted in the Van, 
That Anthony may feem to fpend his Fury 
Upon himfelf. 

Enob. Alexas did revolt, and went to Fewry on 
Affairs of Anthony ; there did diffwade 
Great Herod to incline himfelf to (far, _ 
And leave his Mafter Anthony. For this pains 
Cafar hath hang’d him : Camidins and the reft 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honovrable truft: I have done ill, 

Of which I doaccufe my felf {0 forely, 
That I will joy no more. 


Enter a Souldier of Czfars. 


Soul. Enobarbus, Anthon 
Hath after thee fent all thy Treafure, with — 


ne! 
oof 
i Te 


on ono. 
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His bounty over-plus. The Meflenger 


| Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 


Unloading of his Mules, 

Enob. \ give it you. 

’ Soul. Mock not, Exebarbus, 

Itell youtrue : Beft you faf’t the bringer 
Out of the hoaft, I muft attend mine Office, 
Or would have done’t my felf. Your Emperour 
Continues {till a Jove. 

Enob. 1 am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And feel I am fo moft. Oh Anthony, 
Thou Mine of bounty, how wouldft thou have payed 
My better fervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doft fo Crown with Gold. This blows my heart 
If fwift thought break it not: a fwifted mean 
Shall out-ftrike thought, but thought will do’t. | feel 
I fight againft chee: No, I will go feek 
Some Ditch, where to die: the foui?{t beft fits 
My latter part of life. 


Exit. 


LExit. 


Alarum, Drums and Trumpets. 
Enter Agrippa, 


Agrip. Retire, we have engag’d our felves too far : 
Cefar himfelf has work, and our oppreflion . 
Exceeds what we expected. CExit. 

Alarums, 
Enter Anthony, and Scarus wounded, 


Scar. O my brave Emperour, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done fo at firft, we had droven them home 
With Clouts about their Head, [Far off. 

An. Thou bleed’t apace. 

Scar. \had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now "tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar. We'll beat *em into Bench-holes, I have yet 
Room for fix fcotches more. 


Enter Eros. 


Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our advantage ferves 
For a fair Victory. 

Scar. Let us fcore their backs, 
And fnatch ’em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis a fport to maul a Runner. 

Ant. \ will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour, Come thee on. 

Scar. Vil hale after. { Exenat, 
Alarum. Enter Anthony again in a march, 

Scarus, with others, 


Ant. We have beat him to hisCamp : Run one 
Before, and letthe Queen know of our Guetts ; to morrow 
Before the Sun fhall fee’s, we'll {pill the blood 
That has to day efcap’d. Ithank you all, 

For doughty handed are you, and have fought 

Not as you ferv’d the Caufe, but as’t had been 

Each mans like mine : you have fhewn all Heéfors, 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 

Tell them your feats, whil’ft they with joyful tears 
Wahh the congealment from your Wounds, -and kifs 
The honour’d gafhes whole. 


Enter Cleopatra, 


Give me thy hand, 

To this great Faiery, 1’ll commend thy acts, 
Make her thanks blefs thee. O thou day o’ th’ World; 
Chain mine arm’d neck, leapthou, Attire and alt 
Through proof of Harnefs to my part, and there 


Anthony and Clebpatia. 


Ride on the paints triumphing, \ 
Cleo. Lord of Lords, \ 
Oh infinite Virtue, com’{t thou fmiling from 
The Worlds great fhare uncaight. 
Ant, My Nightingale, | 
We have beat them to their Beds. 
What, Gitl, though gray . % 
Do fomething mingle with our younger brown, yet ha’ we 
A brain that nourifhes our Nerves, and can 
Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy favouring hand, 
Kifs it my Warriour: He hath fought to day, 
As if a god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deftroyed in fuch a fhape. 
Cleo. Pil give thee, Friend, 
An Armour all of Gold: it was a Kings. 
Ant. He has deferv’d it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phabus Car. Give me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Bear our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them. 
Had our great Palace the capacity 
To Camp this hoaft, we all would fup together, 
And drink Carowfes to the next dayes Fate 
Which promifes Royal peril. Trumpeters 
With brazen din blaft you the Cities Ear, 
Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 
That Heaven and Earth may {trike their founds together, 
Applauding our reproach, Léxeunt. 


Enter a Century, and bis Company, Enobarbus follows. 


Cent. If we be not reliev’d within this hour, 
We mutt return to th’ Court of Guard: the night 
Is fhiny, and they fay, we fhall embattle 
By th’ fecond hour i? th’ Morn. 

1 Watch. This laft day was a fhrewd one to’s. 

Enob. Oh bear me witnefs night. 

2. What man is this ? 

1, Stand clofe, and lift him. 

Enob, Be witnefsto me (O thou blefled Moon) 
When men revolted fhall upon Record 
Bear hateful memory : poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent. 

Cent. Enobarbus ? 

3. Peace: hark further, 

Enob, Oh Sovereign Miftrifs of true Melancholy, 
The poyfonous damp of night difpunge upon me, 
That life, a very Rebel to my will, 

May hang no Jonger on me. Throw miy heart 
Againft the flint and hardnefs of my fault, ' 

Which being dried with grief, will break to Powder, 
And finith all foul thoughts: Oh? Anthony, 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular, 

But let the World rank me in Regifter 

A Mafter-leaver, anid a fugitive: 

Oh Anthony! Oh’ Anthony ! 

1, Let’s fpeak to him. 

Cent. Let’s hear him, for the things he {peaks 
May concern Cefar. 

2. Let’sdo fo, but he fleeps. 

Cent. Swoonds rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for flcep. 

1. Go we to him. 

2. Awake; Sir, awake, {peak to'us. 

i. Hear you, Sir ? 

(ent. The hand-of death hath caught him. 

LDrums afar off. 
Hark how the Drums demurely wake the fleepers : 
Let us bear him to th’ Court of Guard: he is of note: 
Our hour is fully out. 
2/ Come onthen, he may recover yet. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Anthony, avd Scarus, with their Army. 


Ant. Their preparation is today by Sea, 
We pleafe them not by Land, 

Scar, For both, my Lord. 

Ans, \ would they’ld fight ith’ Fire, or ith’ Air, 
We'ld fight there too, But this it is, our Foot 
Upon the hills adjoyning, to the City 
Shall ftay with ws. Order for Seais given, 
They have put forth the Haven: 
Where their appointment we may belt difcover, 
And look on their endeavour, [Exeunt. 
Enter Calar, and his Army. 


Cef. But being charg’d, we will be {till by Land, 
Which as [ tak’t we fhall, for, his beft force 
Is forth to Man his Galliess. To. the Vales, 
And hold our beft advantage. [Exeunt. 
Ledlarum afar off, as ata Sea fight. 


Enter Anthony, and Scarus. 


e4nt. Yet they are not joyn’d : 
Where yond Pine does ftand, | fhall difcover all. 
P’le bring thee word ftraight, how ’tis like to go. 
| Scar. Swallows have built seq. 
| In (leopatra’s Sailes their nefts, The Auguries 
| Say, they know not, they cannot tell, look grimly, 
And dare not {peak their knowledge. Anthony 
is valiant, and dejected, and by {tarts 
His fretted Fortunes give him hope and fear, 
Of what he has, and has not. vty 


Enter Anthony... 


LExit. 


 e4at. All is loft: > sha yel Tete 

This foul «£gyptian hath betrayed'me)>;; .., 

My Fleet hath yieldedtothe Foe, and yonder, 

They caft their Capsup,,and Carowfe together » 
Like friends long Joft, Triplestura’d Whore, ’tis thou 
Hatt fold me to this Novice, and'my heart. 

Makes only Wars on thee. Bid them alkflye ;. 

For when | amreveng’d upon my Charm,,; | 

I have done all. Bid them .all flye, be gone,, 

Oh Sun, thy uprife fhall,lfee.no more, =. 

Fortune and Anthony part here, even here 
Do we fhake-hands?,, All,come to, this ?, The hearts, 
That pannelled me at heels,,towhom Iigave 

Their withes, do.dis-Candy, melt their.fweets 

On blofloming Cefar and this.Rine. isbarkt, 

That over-topt them all... Begray?d apy. ; | 

On this falfe Soul of «Agype)5) this grave, Charm, 
Whofe eye beck’d forthmy warssand callid them-home ; 


Whofe Bofom was my Crownetjmy chief ends...) /| | 


Like aright Gypfie, hath at fafbanddoefer ., 
Beguil’d me, tothe very heart of lofg,j| «i>.» 
What &rog3sBrogd egnidd oii ivi misdhined #1 
eA 
Enter Gleopatra.s./ 
Ah, thou Spell! Avant. goa ici 
Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag’d againfhis Love; > |, 
Ant. Vanifh, or | -fhall give thee thy: deferving,, » 
| And blemifh Cefars Triumph. Let himtakethee, ' 
And hoift theeup to:th’ fhouting Plebeians,, Wes 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateft {pot 
Of all thy Sex. Moft Monfter like be fhewa 
For poor’ft Diminutives, for Dolts, and let 
Patient Ottavia plough thy vifageup soo 
With-her prepared nails... | .cLExie Cleopatra. 
Tis well th’ art gone, | 
If it bewell to live. But better”twere 


The Tragedy of 


Thou fell’ft into my fury, for one death 

Might have prevented many, | Eros, hoa ? 

The fhirt of Neffs is upon me, teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine Anceltor, thy rage, 

Let me lodge Licas onthe horns oth’ Moon, = 
And with thofe hands that grafpt the heavieftClub, af 
Subdue my worthielt felf: the Witch fhall dye:') = ‘thy e 
Tothe young Reman Boy fhe hath fold me, and fall i 
Under his plot: the dyes for’t, Eros, hoa? res 


“ 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, m 


pe 
Was never fo:imboft. 7 
Char. Toth? Monument, there lock 
And fend him word youare dead : 
The Soul and body rive not more in parting, 
Than greatnefs going off. ia 
Cleo. Toth’ Monument: 
¢Mardian, go, tell him I have flain'my felf?. 
Say, that the laft I fpoke was e4mthony, 
And word it (prethee) pitioufly. Hence, Mardin, 
And bring me how he takes my death toth’ Monument, | 
Bt 


Enter Anthony and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’ft me? 
Eros. 1, Noble Lord. 
Ant. Sometime we fee a cloud that’s Dragonifh, | 
vapour fometime, like a Bear,or Lyon, ty 
A toward Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountain, or blew Promontory i 
With Treesupon’t, that nodd unto the work, .° 
And mock our eyes with Air, i 
Thou haft feen thefe figns, 
They are black ‘Vefper’s Pageants. 
Eros, 1, my Lord. a 
Ant. That which is now a Horfe, even witha thought ) 
The Rack diflimes, and makes indiftinct bd 
As water is in water. 
Eros, It do’s, my Lord. 2a aie 
Ant. My good Knave, Eros, now thy Captailiss © 
Even fachabody: herelam e4nthony, | 
Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape (my K 


I made thefe wars for -Zigypr, and the Queen, ne 


Whofe heart I thought I had, for fhe had mine + irs hel 


Which whil’t it wasmine,had annextuntot = 
A Million moe (now.loft:) fhe, Eros,has 
Packt Cards with Cefars, and falfe plaid my Glory 
Unto an Enemy’s triumph. 


.| Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is leftus -” 
| Our felves to end our felves. © 


Enter Mardian. 


Oh the vile Lady, fhe hasrobb’d me of my Sword 
eMar. No, Anthony, 9 | 1 ae 

My Miftris lov’d thee, and her Fortunes mingled 

With thine intirely. Ot 


Ant, Hence,fawcy Eunuch,peace,the hath betraid me | 


And fhall dye the death, ©: oe 
Mar; Death of one perfon can be paid but net a 


Is done unto thy hand: thelaft fhefpake 
Was Anthony, moft Noble Anthony : 

Then in the midft a tearingigroan did break 

The name of Anthony : it was divided _ 
Between her heart and lips: fhe tendred life 
Thy name foburied in her; 

| Aut. Dead then? > > 

' Mar. Dead: 


P 
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| Ot 0 aah 
Ant. Unawine, Exess the long dayes task is done, | 


—— 
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| And that thehas difcharg’d: What thou would’itdo IF 


And we muftfleep: that thou depart’ft hence fafe 

Does pay thy labour richly; go. (Exit Mardian. 
Oh, pluck off, 

The feven-fold fhield of Ajax cannot keep 

The battery from my heart. Ohcleave my fides. 

Heart, once be ftronger than thy Continent, 

Crack thy frail Cafe, Apace, Eros, apace: 

No more a Souldier : braifed pieces go, 

You have been nobly born. From mea while: [Exit Eros. 
I will o’re-take thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it muit be, for now 

All length is Torture: fince the Torch is out, 

Lye down and {tray no farther. Now all labour 

Marrs, what it does: yea, very force entangles 

It (elf with ftrength: Sealthen and all is done. 

Eros? I come, my Queen. €ros? Say for me, 

Where Souls do. couch on Flowers, we’l] hand in hand, 
And with our fprightly Port make the Ghofts gaze : 
Dido, and her «4neas fhall want Troops, 

And all the haunt be ours. Come, &ros, Eros. 


Enter Eros. 


Eros. What would my Lord ? 

ent. Since Cleopatra died, 
I have liv’d in fuch difhonour, that the gods 
Deteft my bafenefs. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter’d the World, and o’re green Neptunes back 
With Ships, made Cities, condemn my felf, to lack 
The Courage of a Woman, lefs Noble mind 
Than fhe which by her death, our (‘far tells 
| am Conqueror of my felf. Thou art fworn Eros, 
That when the exigent fhould come, which now 
Iscome indeed: when I fhould fee behind me 
Th’ inevitable profecution of difgrace and horrour, 
That on my command, thou then would’ ft kill me. 
Do’t, the time is come: thou ftrik’ft not me, 
Till Cefar thou defeat’ft. Put colour in my cheek. 

Eros. The gods with-hold me, 
Shall I dothat which all the Parthian Darts, 


| (Though Enemy ) loft aim, and could not. 


Anthony. Eros. 
Would’ ft thou be window’d in great Rome, and fee 
The Mafter thus with pleacht Armes, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face fubdu’d 
To penetrative fhame ; whil’{t the wheel’d feat 
Of fortunate Cefar drawn before him, branded 
His bafenefs that enfued. 

Eros. | would not fee’t. 

Ant. Come then: for witha wound I muft be cur’d. 
Draw that thy honeft Sword which thou haft worn 
Moft ufeful for thy Country. 

Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. ’ 
Ant. When I did make thee free, fwor’ft thou not then 
To do this when I bad thee? Do it at'once, 
Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos’d, Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
Wherein the worhhip of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lo thee. 

Eros. My Sword is drawn. 

Ant, Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawn it. 

Eros. My dear Matter, 


: My Captain, andmy Emperour. Let me fay 
| Before I {trike this bloody ftroke, farewel. 


Ant, Tis faid, man, and farewel. 
Eros. Farwel, great Chief. Shalbiftrikenow? 
Ant. Now , | Eros. LKills bimfelf. 
Eros. Why there then: 

Thus I do efcape the forrow of Anthony’s death. 
Ant, Thrice nobler than my felf, 

Thou teacheft me: Oh valiant ros, what 

I fhould, and could’ft not, my Queen and Eros 


| Anthony and Cleopatra. 


| As that which makes it, 


Have by their brave inftruction got upon me 
ANoblenefs in Record, But I will be 

A Bride-groom in my death, and ron into’t 
As toa Lovers bed. Come then, and £ros, 
Thy Matter dies thy Scholar : to do thus 

I learnt of thee. How, not dead? not dead? 
The Guard, how? oh difpatch me, 


Enter a Guard. 


1. Guard, What’s the noife? _ 
Ant. | have done my work, ill Friends: 
O make an end of what I have begun. 
2. The Star is faln. 
1. And time is at his Period. 
All, Alas, and woe. 
Ant, Let him that loves me, ftrike me dead. 
1. Not I. 
2. Not I. 
3. Nor any one. [Exeunt. 
Decre, Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flye. 
This Sword but fhewn to C «far with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 


Enter Diomedes. 


Dio. Where’s Anthony ? 
Decre. There, Diomed, there. 
Diom. Lives he ? wiltthou notanfwer, man? 
Ant, Art thouthere, Diomed ? 
Draw thy Sword, and give me 
Sufficing ftrokes for death. 
Dio. Moft abfolute Lord, 
My Miftris Cleopatra fent me to thee. 
Ant, When did the fend thee ? 
Diom. Now, my Lord. 
4m, Where is fhe? ¢ fear } 
Diom. Locktin her Monument : ‘fhe had a Prophetying 
Of what hath come to pafs: for when fhe faw 
(Which never fhallbe found) you did fufpect 
She had difpos’d with Cefar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg’d, fhe fent you word fhe was dead - 
But fearing fince how it might work, hath fent 
Me to proclaim the truth, and I am come 
I dread, too late. 
Ant. Too late, good Diomed : callmy Guard I prethee, 
Dio. What hoo: the Emperours Guard. 
The Guard, what hoa? Come, your Lord calls, 


Enter four or five of the Guard of Anthony. 


Ant. Beat me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 
’Tis the laft fervice that { fhall command you. 

1, Woe, woe are we, Sir, you may not live to wear 
All your true Followers~ out. 

cll. Moft heavy day. 

Ant, Nay, good my fellows, do not pleafe tharp fate 
To grace it with your forrows. Bid that welcom 
Which comes to punifh us, and we punifh it 
Seming to bear it lightly. Take me up, 

I have led you oft, carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks forall, — [Exenut bearing Anthony. 


Enter Cleopatra, and her eUaids aloft, with 
Charmian, avd Iras. 


Cleo. Oh Charmian, (will neverfgo from hence, 
Char. Be comforted, dear Madam. 
(leo. No, 1 will not: 
All ftrange and terrible events are welcom, 
But comforts we defpife: our fize of forrow 
Proportion’d to our canfe, muft be as great 


O00 2 Enter | 


Enter. Diomed, 


How now? Is he dead 2 iomio.) . 

Diomed. His Death’s upon him,.but,not dead. 
Look out o’th’ other fide your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him hither, - 


Enter Anthony, andthe Guard. 


Cko. O Sun, 
Burn the great Sphere thou mov’ft in, darkling ftand 
The varying Shore o’th’ world, O Antony, Antony, Antony, 
Help, Charmian, help, Iras, help: help, friends, 
Below, let’s draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace, = 
Not Cefar’s Valour hath o’er-thrown eAathony, 
But Anthony hath triumpht on it felf, 

Cleo. So it fhould be, 

That none but Anthony fhould conquer Anthony, 
But woe ’tis fo. 

ent, Lamdying, -Fzypt, dying; Only 
[ here importune Death awhile, until 
Of many thoufand kifles the poor laft 
{lay upon thy lips. _ 5 

Cleo, I dare not, Dear, 

Dear my Lord, pardon: I dare not... » 

Left | be taken: Not th’ imperious fhew 

Of the dull-fortun’d Cefar, ever, fhall 

Be broach’d with me, If. Knife, Deugs, Serpents have, 
Edge, Sting, or Operation, .am fafe: 

Your Wife Ofavia, with her modetft Eyes, 

And ftill conclufion, fhall acquire honour, 
Demuring upon me :. But, come, come, 
Help me, my Women, 


Antonysis », 
we moft drayy thee up = 


Here’s fportindeed ; 
How heavy weighs my Lord?. ... . 
Our ftrength is all gone into heavinels, 7 
That makes the weight, Had 1 Brest sare power... 
The ftrong wing’d Adercury fhould, feteh thee up, 
And fet thee by Fove’s fide. Yet come.a little, 
Withers were ever Féols.. Oh come, come, come. _, 
ae hey beave Antony aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome, Dye when thou haft liv’d, 
‘Quicken with kiffing ; Had my lips that power, 
Thus would] wear themout,.., «,.,)-.— 
All, Aheavy fight. ~*~ 
Ant, lam dying, Agypt,, dying... ... 
Give mefome Wine, and let me fpeak a little. . 
Cleo. No, let.mefpeak, and let me rail fo high, 
That the Rie Ehsan, Fortane break her wheel, . 
Provok’d by my offence. oie Gow ois 
Ant. One word (fweet Qheen) mofo yy uoy 
Of Cafar feck your honour, with your fafety. Oh.” 
Cleo. They donot go.together,, - 
cAnt. Gentle, hear me,, 
None about Ce/an truft, bat Prog 
(leo. My Refolution, and my 
None about, Cafes one won fi ViibO«! 
‘| Ant, The miferable char g> now, at.my end, 
| Lament nor forrow at : But pleafe your thoughts ~ 
In feeding them with thofe my former fortunes, 
Wherein I liv’ds: The preateft Prince o’th’world, © 
The Nobleft : and donot bafely die; ’~ 
‘| Not Cowardly,’ put off my Helmet to 
My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 
| Valiantly vanquifh’d. Now my fpiritis going, 
| I can no more. + a00- Hw 4 
| Cleo. Nobleftof men, woo’rdie, ~ 
‘| Haft thou nocaréof: me } fhall labide 
| la this dull world, ‘which in thy.abfence is ° 
.| No better than a Stye? O fee, my Women:  - 


ylesus.. 
sithadil 


] wands, Pil truft, 


creb The 


deed of” 


The Crown o’th’ Earth doth melt. My Lord?) i 


Qh wither’d:is the Garland of: the War, 
The Souldiers Pole is faln: Young Boys andGinls . 
Are level now with men’ The odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable; 
Beneath the vifiting moon. 
Char. Oh quietnefs,: ‘Lady. 
Iras. She’s dead too, our Sovereign, 
Char. Lady. 
Ira. Madam. 
Char, Oh Madam,. Madam, Madam. 
Iras, Royal -4gype: Emprefs. 
Char, Peace, peace, Tras. et 
Cleo. Nomore but ina Woman, andcommanded 
By fuch poor paflion, as the Maid thatmilks, » a 
And does the meaneit chares. It were for me 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this world did equal theits, 
Till they had ftoln our Jewel. All’s but nought: 
Patience is fottifh, and Impatience does 
Become a Dog that’s mad: Then is it fin, 
To ruth into the fecret houfe of death, 
Ere death dare come to us? How do you, women? 


What, what good cheer ? why how now, Charmian? \ | 


My Noble Girls? Ah, women, women / Look, 
Our Lamp is fpent, it’s out, Good Sirs, take heart, ~ 


W¢?il bury him’: And then what’s brave, what’sNoble, | 


Let’s do’t after the high Romar fathion, . 


And make Death proud to take us. Come, away, 9” d 


This cafe of that-huge Spirit now is cold. 


Ah, women, women’ ‘Come, ‘weave nofriend, 


But Refolution, and the briefeft end, ent} ee 


LExeunt, ‘bearing of Aanthony’s Bu) 


Enter Cxfar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Menas, with | 
AGO q 


his Counfel' of Ware 


Caf. Gotohim, Dolabella, bid him yield; 
Being fo fruftrate, tell himj’ ~ aOR Sites 
He mocks the pawfes that he.makes. 
Dol, Cefar, 1 fhall. & {Nis \ YO 
, tO. BP t 
Enter Decretas with the Sword of Anthony. i eS 
Cef. VVherefore is that ? and what art thou that dar’ft 

Appear thusto us? » hi suis 
Dec. Lamealled Decretas,-< | A Oe eae 

Mark, Anthony | ferv’d, who beft was worthy ©" 

Beft to be ferv’d : whil’ft he ftood up, and fpoke, ~~ 

He wasmy Mafter, andI'woremylife © 9 

To {pend upon his haters. If thou pleafe - 

To take me to thee, as] wasitohim, © 

Vil be to Cefar: lf thou pleafeft not, 

1 yield thee'up my life. 
Cef. VVhatis’t thou fayeft? 
Dec, | fay (Oh Cefar) Anthony is dead. 
Cef. The breaking of fo great a thing, 

A greater crack. The round world 

Should have fhook Lyons into civil ftreets, 

And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of 

Is not a fingle Doom, in thename lay 


if 


A moiety of the world, tale a 


Dec. He is dead Cafar, 


ot 


i 


. Oy 
fhould make * | 


Anthony) 


Not by a publick minifter of Juftice, . ze a & 


Nor by a hired Knife, but that felf-hand 
Which writ his: honour in the Acts it did, ee 
Hath with the Courage which the-heart did lend it, 4 
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, 
I robb’d his wound of it: Behold it ftain’d. 
With his moft noble Blood. a 

Caf. Look you, fad friends, 
The gods rebuke me, but itis a Tidings 
To wath the eyés of: Kings... = Ol 

Dol. Andftrange itis, 


Te. 3% 
et” 


ie ws 6 


That Nature muft compel usto lament 
Our moft perfifted deeds. . ES 
Men. His taints and honours thay equal with him. 
Dol, A Rarer Spirit never 
Did fteer humanity : but you gods will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Cafar istouch’d. . 
Men. When fuch a fpacious Mirror’s fet before him, 
He needs muft fee himfelf. 
Cefar. Oh eAfnthony, 
Ihave followed thée to this, but we do launch 
Difeafes in our Bodies. 1 muft perforce 
Have fhewn to thee fuch a declining day, 
Or look on thine: we could not ftall together, 


‘+Inthe whole world, But yet let me lament 


With tears as Soveragin asthe blood of hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 

In top of all defign , my Mate in Empire, 

Friend and Companion in the front of War, 

The Arm ofmineown Body, andtheheart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle, that our Stars 
Unreconcileable, fhould divide our equalnefs to this. 
Hear me, good Friends, 

But I will tell you at fome meeter Seafon, 

The bufinefs of this man looks out of him, 

We'll hear him what he fayes. 


Enter an /Egyptian. 


Whence are you? 
cAgyp. A poor -Aigyptian vet, the Queen my Miltris 

Confin’d in all, fhe has her Monument 

Of thy intents, defires, inftruction, 

That fhe preparedly may frame her felf 

Toth? way fhe’s fore’d to. 

Ce{. Bid her have good heart, 

She foon fhall know of us, by fome of ours, 

How honourable, and how kindly we 

Determine for her. For (far cannot leave to be ungentle 

cAEgyp. Sothe gods preferve thee. (Exit. 

C fe Come hither Proculeins, £0 andfay | 

We purpofe her no fhame : give her what comforts 

The quality of her paflion fhall require 5 

Left in her greatnefs, by fome mortal ftroke 

She do defeat us. For her life in Rgme 

Would be eternal in our triumph : go, 

And with your fpeedieft bring us what fhe fayes, 

And how you find of her. f 
Pro. Cafar, 1 hall. (Exit Proculeius. 
Caf. Gallus, go you along : where’s Dolabella, tofecond 

Proculeius ¢ 
eAll. Dolabella, 

Cef. Let him alone: for I remember now 
How he’s employ’d: he fhall in time be ready. 
Go with meto my Tent, where you fhall fee 
' How hardly I was drawn intothis War, 

How calm and gentle I proceeded ftill 

‘In all my Writings. Go with me, and fee 

What I can fhew in this. 


LExeunt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Ivas, and Mardian. 


Cleo. My defolation does begin to make 
A better life: ’Tis paltry to be Cefar: 
Not being fortune, he’s but fortunes knave, 
A minifter of her will: and itis great, 
To dothat thing that ends all other deeds, 
Which fhackles accidents, and bolts up change y 
Which fleeps, and never pallats more the dung, 
The Beggat’s Nurfe, and Cafars. 


Enter Proculeius. 


Pro, Cefar fends greeting to the Queen of cAigypt; 
And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands 


Anthony amd Cleopatra. 


Thou mean’ft to have him grant thee. 
Cleo. What’s, the name ? 
Pro, My name is Proculeius. 
Cleo, eAnthony 

Did tell me of you, bad me truft you, b 

I do not.greatly careto be deceiv’d 

That have no ufe for crufting. If your Mafter | 

Would have a Queen his Beggar, you mutt tell him, 

That Majefty, to keep decorum, muft 

No lef beg than a Kingdom : if he pleafe 

To give me conquer’d «4igypt for my Son, 

He gives me fo much of mine own, as 

Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro, Be of good cheer: ' 

Y’are faln intoa Princely hand, fear nothing, 

Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 

Whois full of Grace, that it flows over 

On all that need, Let me reportto him. 

Your {weet dependency,. and you fhallfind 

A Conquerour that will pray in aid for kindnefs, 

Where he for Grace is kneel’d to, 
_ Cleo. Pray you tell him, : 

I am his Fortunes Vaflal, and I fend him 

The greatnefs hehas got. Lhourly learn 

A Doétrine of Obedience, and would gladly 

Look him 7 th’ Face, , 

Pto. This le report (dear Lady) 
Have comfort, for { know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it., 

Char. You fee how eafily fhe may be furpris’d : 
Guard her till Cefar come. 

ras. Royal Queen. 

Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou att taken Queen. 

Cleo, Quick, quick, good hands. 

Pro. Hold, worthy Lady, hold: 

Do not your felf fuch wrong, whoare in this” 
Reliev’d, but not betraid. 

(leo. What of death too that rids our dogs of languifh ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, do not abufe my Mafters bounty, by 
Th’ undoing of your felf: Let the world fee 
His Noblenefs well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo, Where art thou, Death ? 

Come hither, come : Come, and take a Queen 
Worth many Babes and Beggars. 

Pro, Oh temperance, Lady. 

Cleo, Sir, 1 will eat no meat, Ie not drink, Sir : 
\f idle talk will once be neceflary, 

le not fleep neither. This mortal houfe Pie ruine; 
Do Cefar what he can, Know, Sir, that 1 
Will not wait pinnion’d at your Mafter’s Court, 
Not once to be chaftis’d with the fober eye 
Of dull Uétavia, Shall they hoift me up, 
And fhew me to the fhouting Varlotry 
Of cenfuring Rome ? rather a ditch in eZgypr. 
Be gentle, grave, unto me: rather on 7 /us mnd 
Lay me ftark nak’d, and let the water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring : rather make 
My Countreys high Pyramids my Gibbet, 
And hang me up in Chains. 
Pro. You do extend 
Thefe thoughts of horrour further than you fhall 
Find caufe in Ceéfar. 


Enter Dolabella; 


Dolabellas Proculeiw, : 
What thou haft done, my Mafter Cafar knows, 
And he hath fent for thee: as for the Queen, 
Ile take her to my Guard. 

Proculeius. So, Dolabella, 
It fhall content me beft: be gentle to her: 
To Cafar I will {peak what you fhallpleafe, 
If you'll employ me to him. (Exit Proculeius. | 

O00 3 Cleo. t 
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Cleo, Say. I would: die, 
Dol. Moft Noble Emprefs, you 
Cleo, 1 cannot teil. 
Dol. Affaredly you know me. 
Cleo. No matter, Sir, what I have heard or known’: 
You laugh when Boyes of Women tell their Dreams, 
Is’t not your trick ? 

Dol. \underftand not, Madam. 

Cleo. I dreamt there was an Empetour Anthony. 
Oh fuch another fleep, that I might fee 
But fuch another man. 

Dol. If it might pleafe ‘ye. 

(leo, His face was.as the Heavens, and therein {tuck 


have heard of me. 


The Tragedy of 


4 A benefit in this change, butif you feek 


A Sun and Moon, which kepé theit courfe, and lighted | 


The little oth’ Earth. 
Dol. Moft Soveteigh Creature. 
(leo. His Legs béftrid the Ocean, his rear’d Arm 
Crefted the World? his Voice was propertied 
As all the tuned Splieres, and that to Friends : 
/ But when he meant ¢6 quail, and fhake the Orb, 
He was as ratling Thunder. For his bounty, 
There was no Winter in’t. An’ Anthony it was, 
That grew the moré by feaping: -his delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they fhew’d his back above 
The Element they liv’d'im ; In his Livery 
Walk’d Crowns and Crownets: Realms and Iflands 
As plates dropt from his pocket. | 
Dol,’ (Cleopatra, ' 
Cleo, Think you there was, or 
As this I dreamt of ? 
Dol, Gentle Madam, no. ' 
Cleo. You Lye up to the hearing of thé gods: 
But if there be, ot-evér Were one fuch, » 
Its paft the {ize of dreaming : Natute wants fluff 
To vy ftrange forms with fancy, yet imagine 
An Anthony with Natures piece, "gainft Fancy, 
Condemning fhadows quite, oo 30" 
Dol; Hear me; good Madam: ‘ 
Your lofs is as your ‘felf, gréat; and yowbear it .°: 
As anfwering to the weight, would I might never 
O’re-take purfu’d ’fucéefs ‘ but I do feel -” 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that fuits 
My very heart at root. p43 
Cleo. Ithank you, Sit: 
Know you what Cefar meats to do with me ? 
Dol. 1 am Joth to tell you what, Fwould you knew 
Cleo, Nay, pray you, Sir. 
Dol. Though he be honourable. 
Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph.” 
Dol, Madam, he will, 1 know’t. 


might be fuch a man 


wo 


Enter Proculeius, Czfar, Gallus, Mecznas, 
and others of bis Train. 
All. Make way there, Cafar. 
Cf. Which is the Queen of Zgypr. 
Dol, It is the Emperout, Madam, 
Cef. Arife, you hall not kneel: 
I pray you rile, rife, eAgypt. 
Cleo. Sir, the gods will have it this, 
My Matter and my Lord I much obey. 
Caf. Take to you fo hard thoughts, 
The Record of what injuries you did us,’ 
Though written in our ficfh, we fhall remember 
As things but done by chance. - 
Cleo. Sole Sir oth’ World, 
I cannot project mine own caufe fo.well 
To make it clear, but do confefs T have‘ 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often fham’d our Sex. ict Sede 


[Cleo. kaveels. 


| Caf: Cleopatra, know, e 
We will extenuate rather than inforce* 

If you apply your felf to owr’intents; = = 

Which towards you are moft gentle, you fhall ‘find © 


sas 


: 
t 


_ » | And we are for the dark. 


To lay on mea Cruelty, by taking 

Amhony’s courte, you fhall bereave your felf 

Of my good purpofes, and put your Children 

To that deftruétion which I'll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. I’ll take my leave, 


Cleo, And may through all the Worlds?tis yours and we! A 


Your Scutcheons, and your figns of Conqueft thall 
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here,my good 


Cleo. This is the brief: of Money, 
Tam pofleft of, "tis exactly valued, , 
Not petty things admitted. Whereas Selewcus?, 

Sel. Here, Madam. 

Cleo. Thisiis nity Treafurer, 
Upon his peril, that l have refery’d ip 
To my felf nothing. » Speak the truth, Seleweas, 

Sel. Madam, I hadrather feal my Lips, 
Than to my peril fpeak that which is not., 

Cleo, What: have kept back ? 


i 


Sel. Enough to purchate what you have made known Le 


Caf. Nay, blufh not, Cleopatra, Lapptove. - 
Your wifdom in the deed. sare Sd Thay 

Cleo. See Cafar's Oh behold, i} 308) 
How pomp is followed: mine will now be yours, . 
And fhould we shift Eftates, yours would be mine, 
The ingratitude of this Selencus, do’s 
Even make me wild. Oh Slave, of no more truft 
Than love that’s hir’d ?, What, goeft thou back, thonfhalt| 
Go back I warrant thee: but W’llcatch thine Byes | 
Thoughthey had Wings.. Slave, Soul-lefs, Villain; Dog, 
O rarely bafe ! ak ; 

Caf. Good Queen, let us entreat you. 


id 


Cleo, O Cafar, what a wounding fhame is this, ‘i af ae 


That thou vouchfafing here to vifie me, ) 
Doing the honour of thy Lordlinefs 4... |) 


fi not oe eae 
Toone fo meek, that mine own Servant-fhould. | 


Parcel the famm of my difgraces, by 9.0. © 5 
Addition of his Envy! Say (good Cefar). 2. 

That I fome Lady-trifles: have referw’dy 6) go) 9) 
Immoment toyes, things of fuch Dignity.) 0 
As we grect modern Friends withal, and &y, 
Some Nobler Token I have kept apart Hd 
For Livia and Oftavia, to induce 

Their meditation, muftI be unfolded 
With one that I have bred: the gods! it {mites me 
Beneath the fall { have. Prethee go hence, i 
Or I fhall fhew the Cynders of my fpirits 


| 

. : La ’ # 

Caf. You hall advife me in allfor Cleopatra, a a 
Plateyand Jewels} 

Jet him Speak (ay Lard} 


bay 
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ft \hoblp oe 


ran 
ud Sat 


Live j 
WV Ss s 


} 
ret 
i r 


Through: th’ afhes of my chance: Wer’t thou aman, } i ; : 


Thou would’ft have mercy on me. 
Cef. Forbear, Selencus. 


Cleo. Be it known, that we the greateft are mif.thought | f “i 


For things that others do - and when we fall, 
We anfwer others merits, in our name 
Are therefore to be pittied. 

Caf. Cleopatra, i 
Not what you have referv’d, nor what acknowledg’d 
Put we i’ th’ Roll of Conqueft : ftill be’t yours, 
Beftow it at your pleafure, and believe : 
Cafar’s no Merchant to make prize with you - 

Of things that Merchants fold. Therefore be cheer’d, 
Make not your thoughts your Prifons: No, dear Queel, 
For we intend fo to difpofe you, as 

Your felf fhall give us counfel : Feed, and fleep 
Our care and pitty is fo much upon you, 

That we remain your Friend, and foadieu.. 

Cleo, My Matter, and my Lord. 

Cef. Not fo: Adieu. 


Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me, 
That I fhould not be noble to my felf. 
But hark thee, Charmian, 

Tras.. Finith, good Lady, the 


bright day is done, 


i I 
me Ee 
we 
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[Exeunt Cefar, and his traits) — 


Cleo, Hye thee again. 
I have fpoke’already, andit is provided; 
Go put it to the hafte. 

Char, Madam, | will, 


Enter Dolabella. 


Dol, Where’s the Queen? 

Char. Behold, Sir. 

Cleo. DolabeHa. ; 

Dol. Madam, as thereto fworn, by yout command 
(Which my love makes Religion’ to obey) 
[tell you this : Cefar through Syria 
Intends his Journey, and within three dayes, 
You with your Childrenwill he fend before’, 
Make your beit ufe of this. | have perform’d 
Your pleafure, and my promifé. 

(leo. Dolabella, | fhall remain your Debtor, 

Dol. 1 your Servant : 


Cleo. Farewel, and thanks. 
Now, Ira, what think’ft thou ? 
Thou, an -4£gyptian Puppet, fhalt be fhewn 
In Rome as wellasI: Mechanick Slaves 
With greafie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers hall 
Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths, 
Rank of grofs Diet, fhall we’be enclouded;, 
And forc’d to drink their vapour. 

tras, The gods forbid. 

Cleo, Nay, ’tismoftcertain, Jras: fawcy Lictors 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and fcalPd Rhimers 
Ballad us ott atune. Thequick Comedians 
Extemporally will ftage us, and’prefent . 

Our Alexandria Revels: Anthony — 

Shall be brought drunken’ forch, and 1 fhall fee 
Some {peaking Cleopatra=Boy my greatnefs 

ith? pofture of a Whore. . 

Ira. O the good gods! 

Cleo. Nay that’s certain. 

Tras. Pil never fee’t ; for lam fure my Nails 
Are ftronger than mine Eyes. 

Clea. Why that’s the way to fool their preparation, 
And conquer their moft abfurd intents, 


Enter Charmian. 


Now Charmian. 
Shew me my Women like a Queen: Go fetch 
My beft Attires. ] am again for (idrus : 
To meet Mark Anthony.  Sirrah Tras, go, 
(Now, noble Charmian, we'll difpatch indeed,) 
And when thou haft done this chare. I'll give thee leave 
To play till Doomf-day: bring our Crown, and all. 
Let noife within, 
Wherefore this noife ? 


Enter a Guardfman. 


Guardf. Here is arural Fellow, 

That will not be deny’d your Highnefs prefence, 
He brings you Figs. 

(Cleo. Leg him come in. [Exit Guardfman. 
How poggan Inftrument 
May do a noble deed: he brings me liberty : ; 
My refolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing 
Of Woman in me : Now from head to foot 
Iam Marble conftant : now the fleeting Moon 
No Planet is of mine.. 


Enter Guard{man and Clown. 
Guard. This is the Man. 


Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [Exit Guard{man. 
Haft thou the pretty Worm of 7(s/ws there, 


Adieu, good Queen, I muft attend on Cefar. [Exir, 


, That kills and'painsnot ? oC RIAN 
Clown, Truly I have him » but I wouldnot be the party 
that fhould detire-you to touch him, for his biting, 19) im- 
mortal : thofe that do-die- of:it, do feldom ogonevet 
recover. 

Cleo, Remembet’ft thou any that have di’d.on’t? 

Clown. Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than yefterday,» awety honeft Wo- 
man, but fomething given ta lyey asa!\Woman fhould not 
do, but in the way of honefty, how.fhe died of the biting 
of it, what pain fhe felc: “Tpuly} thé makesa very. good 
report oth’ Wornt:,but hethagiwillbélieve all that they 
fay, fhall never be faved by half that theyidas »but, this is 
moft fallible, the Worm’s awodd Worm, 

Cleo. Get thee-hence, fare wel} » 

Ciown. | with you‘all joy ofthe Worm, 

Cleo. Farewel, 

Clown. You mutt think this (look yob)!that the Worm 
will do his kind, 

Cleo, T, 1, fatewel, 

Ciowr, Look you, the Worm is not to be trufted, but 
in the keeping of wife»people s for, indeed, there is nc 
goodnefs in the Worm. 

Cleo. Take no care, it fhall be heeded; 

Clown. Very good : give it nothings] 'pray you, for it is 
not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Williteatinte ? pails. slo 

Clown, Youxtufbnovthink I am-fofimple, but 4 know 
the Devil himfelf will not eat a Woman’;' l kmow,that.a 
Woman is a difh for the gods, if the Devil drefs her not. 
But truly, thefefame whorfon Devils do the gods great 
harm in their Women: for in every ten that they make, 
the Devils mar five. 

Cleo. Welly\gatithe gone, farewell. 


Clown. Yes forfoovh, Lwifh-you joyoth? Woriti Exit, oy 


Cleo, Giveme my Robe, put on my Crown, I have 
Immortal longingsin me. Now:nomore 
The juice of eAzypts Grape fhall moift his Lip. 
Yare, yare, good Jras, quick : me thinks I hear 
Anthony call: I fee him rowfe himfelf 
To praife my Noble Act. | hear him mock 
The luck of Cefar, which the gods give men 
To excufe their after wrath, Husband, I come: 
Now to that name, my courage prove my Title, 
Iam Fire, and Air; my other Elements 
I give no bafer life. So, have you done ? 
Come then, and take the laft warmth of my Lips. 
Farewel kind (barmian, Iras, long farewel. 
Have I the Afpick in my Lips? Doft fall ? 
If thou and Nattré'tan 6 gently part; aes 
The ftroke of death is as a Lovers pinch, 
Which hurts, and is defir’d. Doft thou lie ftill ? 
If thus thou vanifheft, thou tell’ft the World 
It is not worth leave taking. 
Char. Diflolve thick Cloud and Rain, that I may fay, 
The gods themfelves do weep. 
Cleo. This proves me bafe : 
If the proves the curfed Anthony, 
He'll make demand of her, and fpend that kifs 
Which is my Heaven tohave. Come thou mortal wretch, 
With thy fharp teeth this knot intrinficate, 
Of life at once uaty: Poor venemous Foo], 
Be angry and difpatch. Oh could’ft thou fpeak, 
That I might hear thee call great Cefar Afs, unpolicied, 
Char. Oh Eaftern ftar. 
Cleo. Peace, peace : 
Doft thou not fee my Baby at my Breaft, 
That fucks the Nurfe afleep. 
Char, O break! O break ! 
(leo. As fweetasBalm, as foft as Air, as gentle. 
O Anthony ! Nay! will take thee too. 
What fhould I ftay —— : LDies, 
Char. inthis wild World ? So fare thee well : 
Now boaft thee Deati, in thy pofleffion lies 
A Lafs 
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A Lafs unparallel’d. Downy Windows clofe, 
And golden Phazbus never be beheld 

Of Eyesagain fo Royal: your Crowns away, 
Vi mend it, and then play —— 


Enter the Guard ruffling in, and Dolabella. 


1 Guard, Where’s the Queen? 
Char. Speak foftly, wake her not. 
1. Cafar hath fent. 
Char. Too flow a Meflenger. 
Oh come apace, difpatch, 1 partly feel thee. 
1, Approach ho, 
All’s not well : Cefar’s beguil’d. 
2. There’s Dolabella fent from Cefar : 
1. What work is here, Charman ? 
Is this well done ? 
Char. Its well done, and fitting for a Princefs 
Defcended of fo many Royal Kings. 
Ah Souldier ! 


call him. 


Enter Dolabella. 


Dol. How goes it here ? 
2. Guard, All dead. 
Dol. Cafar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effects in this: thy felf art coming 
To fee perform’d the dreaded Act which thou 
, So fought’ft to hinder. 


Sater Cxlat and all his Train, marching. 


t 


All. Make way there, make way for (Jar. 

Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too fure an Augurer : 
That you did fear, is done. 

Cafar, Braveft at the laft, 


{Charmian dyes. 


The Tragedy of Anthony and Cleopatra. 


She levell’d at our purpofes, and being Royal 
Took her own way: the manner of her Deaths? 
I do not fee them bleed. . 
Dol. Who was laft with them ? iby ae 
1.Guard. A fimple Countryman,that brough to 
This was his Basket. . She her igs) 
Caf. Poyfon’d then. . 
1 Guard, Oh Cafar : a, 
This Charmian liv’d but now, fhe ftood and fpake : . 
I found her trimming up the Diadem, a 
On her dead Miftrifs, tremblingly the ftood, = 
And onthe fadden dropt. ‘ , 
Cefar. Oh noble weaknefs : , i: 
If they had fwallowed poyfon, ’twould appear. ! 
By external fwelling : but fhe looks like fleep, 
As fhe would catch another Anthony . 
In her ftrong toil of Grace, 
Dol, Here on her Breatt, 
There isa vent of blood, and fomething blown 
The like is on her Arm. A 
1 Guard. This an Afpects trail . 
And thefe Fig-leaves have flime upon them fuch 
As th’ Afpick leaves upon the Caves of Nile, 
Caf. Moft probable 
That fo fhe died: for her Phyfician tells me 
She hath purfu’d Conclufions infinite 
Of eafie ways to dye. Take up her Bed, 
And bear her Women from the Monument, 
She fhall be buried by her Anthony. 
No Grave upon the Earth fhall clip in it 
A pair fo famous: high events as thefe 
Strike thofe that make them : and their ftory is 
No lef in pitty, than his glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army fhall, 
In folemn fhew, attend this Funeral, : 
And then to ‘Rome. Come, Dolabella, fee 
High Order in this great Solemnity. 


And therefore-banifh’d)risia‘Creature, fuch, 
As to feek through the Regionsiof the Earth 
For one, “he likess, there»would be fomeching failing 
In him, that should compare. : ldo not think; 
1 So fair an Outward, anddued tut within 
} Endows aman, but hese y 19.0} 08 
2. You fpeak him fair. 
1. Ido extend him (Sir)siwinch thimfelf, 
Crufh him together, rather than unfold 
His meafure dully. « 1 ino 
2, What’s his name and Bicth? 
| 1. [cannot deive him 2okhe root: his Bathe? 
Was call’d Sicilliws, who did joimhis honour 
Againft the Romans, with Ce/fibelan,\ 
Buthad bis Titles by Texantine, whom 
He ferv’d with Glory and admir’d Succefs : 
So gain’d the Sur- addition, Leonatus. 
And had (befides this: Gentleman in-queftion) 
Two other Sons, who in the Wars o’ th’ time 


Dy’d with their Swords -in hand. For which their Father 


Then old, and fond of iffue, took fuch forrow 
That he quit Being; and his gentle Lady 
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‘n eAus Primus. Scena Prima. 
es . 
i, ‘ As he was born. The King he takes the Babe 
nr Enter two Gentlemen. To his protection, calls him Posthumus Leonatus, 
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed-Chamber, 
r 1 Gent. O U do not meet a man but frowns.’ “| Puts to him all the Learnings that his time 
" Our blouds no more obey the Heavens '|;\Could make him'the receiver of, which he took 
nn Chan our Courtiers: ‘As we doair, faft-as twas miniftred, 
i ' Still feem as do’s the Kings. ‘And in’s Spring, became a Harveft : Liv’d in Court 
en 2 Gent. But what’s the matter ? (Which rare it is todo) moft prais’d, moft lov’d, 
cho! 1. His Daughter, and the Heir of’s Kingdom * (whom } A fample to the youngeft : to th’ more Mature, 
i He purpos’d to his Wives fole Son, a Widow ‘A glafs that feated them: and to the graver, 
it | That late he married) hath refere’d her felf A Child that guided Dotards, To his Miltrifs, 
yj I Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She’s wedded. (For whom he now is banifh’d) her own price 
Her Husband banifh’d ; fhe imprifon’d, all Proclaims how fhe efteem’d him: and his Vertue 
Is outward forrow, though I think theKing: ” 3) By her Election may be truly read, what kind of man heis, |) 
Be touch’d at very heart. 2. | honour-himj even out of your report. 
2, None but the King? | But pray you tell’ me, is fhe fole Child to th’ King? 
1. He that hath loft her too: -fois the Queen, | 1. His only Child? 
' That moft defir’d the Match. But not a Courtier, | ‘eehad two Sons (if this be worth your’ hearing; 
Although they wear their faces) to the bent” | Mark it) the eldeft of them, at three years old 
Of the Kings looks, -batly a beart that is not ic’ fwathing Cloaths, the other‘from. their Nurfery 
Glad at the thing they fcoul at. Were ftoln, and to this hour, no guefsin knowledge 
2, And why fo? : y Which way they went, 
12 He that hath mifs’d the Princefs, ‘is athing 2. How long is this ago? 
Too bad, for bad report svand he chat hath her, 1. Some twenty years. 
oa (I mean, that. married: ber,’ alack good man, 2. That a Kings Children thould ‘be fo Convey?d: 


So flackly guarded, and the fearch fo flow 
That could not trace them. 
1. Howfoere ’tis {trange, 
Or that the negligence may well be langh’d at: 
Yet is ittrue, Str. 
2. 1 do well believe you. 
1. We, mutt forbear. » Here comes the Gentleman, 
The Queen, and Princefs. [Exeunt, 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter the Queen, Pofthumus,-and Imogen. | 


Qu. No, be aflur’d you hall not:findsme (Daughter) 
After the flander of moft Step-Mothers, 
Evil-ey’d unto you. -You’resmy Prifoner,. but 
Your Gaoler fhall deliver you the Keys 
That lock up your reftraint. Foryou, Pofthumus, 
So foon as I can winth’ offended King, HO 
| will be known your Advocate: marry yet 
The fire of Rage isin him, and’twere good 
You lean’d unto his Sentence, with what patience 


Bigyof this;Gentleman (our Theam. deceaft) 
Your |, 
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Your wifdom-may inform you. 
Poft, Pleafe your Highnefs, 
I will from hence to day. 
Que. You know the peril : 
Ple ietch a turn about the Garden, pitying 
The bangs of bars’d affections, though the King 
Hath charg’d you fhould not fpeak together. CExit. 
Imo. O diflembling Curtefie | How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where fhe wounds? My deareft Husband, 
I fomething fear my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
( Always referv’d my holy duty ) what 
His rage can do on me. You muft be gone, 
And I fhall here abide the hourly fhot 
Of angry eyes: not comforted to live, 
But that there is this Jewel in the.world, 
That I may fee again. 
Poft.-My Queen, my Miltris ; 
O.Lady, weep no more, left I give caufe 
To be fufpected of more tendernefs 
Than doth become a man. I willremain 
Fhe loyall’ft husband, that did ere plight troth. 
My refidence in Rome, at one Florio’s, 
Who to my Father was a friend, to me 
Known but by Letter, thither write (my Queen) 
And with mine eyes, Ple drink the words you fend, 
Though Ink be made of Gall. 


Enter Queen, 


Que. Be brief, | pray you : 
If the King come, I fhallincur, I know not 
How much of his difpleafure : , yet Pile move him 
To walk this way ; I never do him wrong, 
But he do’s buy my injuries, to be friends. 
Payes dear for my offences. 
} Poff. Should we be taking leave . 

As long a term as yet we have tolive, 
The lochnels to. depart, would grow: Adieu. 
| Imo, Nay, ftay a’ litele - 
Were you bur riding forth to.air your felf, 
Such parting were too,petty, Look here, (Love) 
This Diamond was my Mothers: take it (Heart) 
But keep it till you wooe another Wife, 
When J/mogen is dead. 

Poft. How, how? Another ? 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And fear up, my embracements from a next, 
With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here, 
While fenfé can keepit on: And fweeteft, faireft, 
As I (my poor felf) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite lofs: fo in our trifles 
I {till win of you, For my fake wear this, 
It is a Manacle of Love, I’le place it 
Upon this faireft Prifoner. - 
Imo. O the gods!) . 

‘When fhall we fee again? 


Enter Cymbeline, and.Lords. 


Post. Alack, the King. 

Cym, Thou bafeft thing, avoid hence, from my fight : 
If after this command thow fraught the Court 
With thy unwoithinefs, thoudyeft. Away, 
Thow’rt ‘poifon to my bloud. 

Poft. The gods protect you, 

And blefs the good'Remainders of the Court : 
I am gone, 

Imo. There cannot bea pinchin death 

|More fharp than this is. 

- Cym, QO difloyal thing, « 
That fhould’ft repair my youth, thou heap’ft 
Ayeais age on me, ; 

Imo. 1 befeech you, Sir, 

Harm not. your felf with your vexation, 


The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


I am fenfelefs of your wrath; atouch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Cym. Palt Grace? Obedience ? 
Imo, Paft hope, and in difpair, that way paft Grace, 
Cym, That might’{t have had 
The fole Son of my Queen. can ‘ 
Imo. O bieffed that i might not : I chofean Eagle, 
And did avoid a Puttock. 
Cym. Thou took’ft a Beggar, 
Throne, a Seat for bafenefs, 
‘ Imo. No, I rather added a luftre to it. 
Cym. O thou vile onc! 
Imo, Sit, 
It is your fault that I have lov’d Pofthumus : 
You bred himas my Play-fellow, andheisy 
A man, worth any woman: over-buysme 7 
Almoft the fumm he payes. 
Gym, What? art thou mad ? er 
Imo. Almolt, Sir: Heaven reftore me : wouldI were — 
A Neat-herds Daughter, and. my Lecnatus Gas 
Our Neighbour-Shepherds Son. 


would’ft have made my 7 
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Exter Queen. 
Cym. Thou foolifh thing ; 
They were again together : you have done & 
Not after our command. Away with her, | 
And pen her up. 
Que. Befeech your patience: Peace, 
Dear Lady Daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraign, 


ea 


)| Leave usto our felves, and make your felf fome comfort | 


Out of your beft advice. 

Cym, Nay let her languifh 
A drop of bloud aday, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. 


Enter Pifanio. 


Que. Fie, youmnft give away : bifedeptt 
Here is your Servant. How now, Sit? What news? — 
Pif. My Lord your Son, drew onmy Mafter, 
Que. Hah! bit 
No harm I truft is done ? 
Pia, There might have been, 
But that my Matter rather plaid, than fought, 
And had no help of Anger: they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 
Que, 1 am very glad on’t. ease 
Jmo. Your Son's my Fathers Friend, he takeshis part | 
To draw upon an Exile, O brave Sir, 
I would they were in frick, both together, 
My felf by with a Needle, that I might prick 
The goer back. Why came you from your Mafter? 
Pifa. On his command : he would not fuffer me 
To bring him tothe haven: left thefe notes 
Of what commands I fhould be fubject to, 
When’t pleafe you to employ me. 
Que. This hath been 
Your faithful Servant :1 dare lay mine honour 
He will remain fo. 
Pifa. Tbumbly thank your Highnefs. 
Que. Pray walk a while. 
Imo. About fome half hour hence, 
Pray you fpeak with me; 
You fhall (at leaft) go fee my Lord aboard. 
For this time leave me. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Clotten, and two Lords, 


1. Sir, I would advifé you to fhift a fhirt; 


we] 
lence of Action hath: made you reek as a Sacrifice : 4 


where | 
ait} 
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~\ { 
ey air comes out, air comes in: there’s none abroad fo whol- | At the fixth hour of Morn, at Noon, at Midnight, | 

fome as that you vent, T’encounter me with Orifons, for then 4 
y | Clot, \f my Shirt were bloudy, then to hhift it, fam in Heaven for him: Or ere I could, 
In Have | burt ’him ? Give him that parting kifS, which I had fet 

2, No faith: not fo much as his patience. Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father, 
" 1. Hurt him ? His bodie’s a paflable Carkafs if he be not |. And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
mt hurt. Itis a through-fare for Steel if it be not hurt. Shakes all our buds from growing. 
’ 2. His Steel was in debt, it went oth’ Back-fide the 
i | Town. Enter a Lady. 
Clot, The Villain would not ftand me, 
: 2. No, but he fled forward ftill, towafd your face, Lady, The Queen ( Madam ) 
1. Stand you ? you have Land enough of your own: Defires your highnefs Company, js 

But he added to your having, gave you fome ground. Imo. Thofe things | bid you do, get them difpatch’d, 
mi 2. As many Inches, as you have Oceans (Puppies ) [ will attend the Queen, 
i, Clot, 1 would they had not come between us, Pifa. Madam, 1 thall. [ Exennt. 
tk 2. So would J, till you had meafur’d how long a fool 

ou were upon the ground, . 

i Clot. And that the fhould love this fellow, and refufe me. Scena Quinta. 

tt ay 2. Ifit be a fin to make a true election, fhe is damn’d. 


Enter Philario, lachimo, Frenchman, Dutch- 
man, and a Spaniard, 


hy 1. Sir, as 1 told youalways: her Beauty and her Brain 
80 not together. She’s a good fign, but I have feen {mall 


be, 


ft, 
i 
rfel ie 


reflection of her wit. 
2. She fhines not upon Fools, left the reflection 
Should hurt her, 


Clot. Come, Mle to my Chamber : would there had been 


fome hurt done, 


2. I with not fo, unlefs it had been the fall of an Afs, 


which is no great burt. 
Cor, Yow il go with us? 
1. Ple attend your Lordfhip. 
Clot. Nay come, let’s go together. 
2. Well, my Lord. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Imogen, and Pifanio. 


mo, 1 would thou grew’ft unto the fhores oth’ haven, 
And queftioned’ft every Sail: if he fhould write, 
And I not have it, ’twere 4 Paper loft 
As offer’d mercy is: what was the laft 
That he fpake. to-thee ? 

Pifa. It was his Queen, his Queen. 

Imo. Then wav’d his Handkerchief? 

Pifa, And kift it, Madam. : 

Jmo. Senfelefs Linnen, happier therein than I: 
And that was all? 

Pifa, No, Madam: for fo long 
As he could make.me. with his eyes, or ear, - 
Diftinguifh him from others, he didkeep ......... 
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and ftirrs of ’s mind 
Could beft exprefs how flow his Soul fail’d on, 
How’ fwift his Ship. 

Ino. Thoa fhould’ft have made him 
As little as a Crow, or lefs, ere left 
To after-eye, him, ade 

Pifa. Madam, fo. ¥ did. tes 

Imo. 1 would have broke mineeye-ffrings;. 
Crack’d them, but to look upon hint, till the diminution 
Of fpace, had pointed him Mharp as my Needle : 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The fmallnefs ofa Gnat, to air: and then pan 
Have turn’d mine eye, and wept. But, good Pifanio, 
When fhall we bear from him. 

Pifa. Be affur’d, Madam, 
With his next vantage. : 

Imo. 1 did not take a leave of him, but had 
-Moft pretty things to fay: Ere I could tell him 
How { would think on him at certain hours, . 
Such thoughts. and fuch; Or J could make him fwear, 
The She’s of Italy fhould not betray Sa. 
Minelntereft, and his Honour: or have charg’d him 


_ eee 


Jach. Believe it, Sir, [have feen him in Britain ; -he was 
then of a Crefcent, none expected to prove fo worthy, as 
fince he hath been allowed the name of. But I could then 
have look’d on him, without the help of Admiration, 
though the Catalogue of his endowments had been tabled 
by his fide, and I to perufe him by /tem:. 

Phil, You {peak of him when he was lefs furnifh’d,than 
now he is, with that which makes him both without and 
within, 

French. 1 have {een himin France ; we had very many 


‘there, could behold the Sun, with as firm eyes as he, 


Tach. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter , 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her value, than his 
own,words him (I doubt not) a great deal from the matter. 

French. And then his banifhment, 

Jach, 1, and the approbation of thofe that weep this 
Jamentable divorce under her colours, are wonderfully to 


-; extend him, be it but to fortifie her judgement, which 


elfe'an eafie battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 
without lefs quality. But how comes it, he is to fojourn 


| with you ? how creeps acquaintance ? 
Phil, His father and | were Souldiers together,to whom. 


Thave been often bound for no lefsthan my life. 
Enter Pofthumus, 


Here comes the Britain. Let him be fo entertaimed a- 
mongft you, as fuits with Gentlemen of your knowing, to a 
ftranger of his quality. I befeech you all.be better known to 
this Gentleman,whom | commend to you,asa Noble friend 
of mine. How worthy he is, I will leave to appear here- 
after, rather than ftory him in his own hearing. 

Fren. Sir, we have known together in Orleances 
_. Poff. Since when | have been debter to you for ¢ourte- 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ftill, 


} 
| 
/ 


} 
} 


} 


| 


Fren, Sir, you ore-rate my poor kindnefs, I was glad 1 | 


did atone my Countryman and you; it had beempitty you 
fhould have been, put together, with fo mortal a purpofe, 
as then each bore, upon importance of fo flight and trivial 
a-Nature., ; 

Pojt. By your pardon, Sir, 1 was then a young Traveller, 
rather, fhun’d to go even with what I heard, than in my 
very action to be guided by others experiences: but upon 
my mended judgement (if. offend to fay it is mended) my 
Quarrel was not altogether flight. 

French, Faith yes,to be put tothe arbitrement of fwords, 


_and by fuch two, that would by all likelihood have con- 


founded one the other, or have faln both. 
Zach. Can we with manners, ask what was the difle- 


rence? 


Fren. Safely, 1 think, twas a contention in publick, 


‘which may (without contradiction) fafler the report, It 


Was| 
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was much alike an agrument that fell out laft night, 
where each of us fell in praife of our Country-Mittrefles, 
This Gentleman, at that time vouching (and upon warrant 
of blaudy affirmation) his to be more Fair, Vertuous, Wife, 
Chafi, Conftant, Qualified, and lefs attemptible than any, 
the rareft of our Ladies in France. 

Jach, That Lady is not now living : this Gentleman’s 
opinion by this worn out. 

Poft, She holds ber Vertue ftill, and I my mind. 

Jach. You mutt not fo far preferr her, "fore ours of 
Italy. 

Poff, Being fo far provok’d as I was in France: I would 
abate her nothing , though I profefs my felf her Adorer, 
not her Friend. 

Jach. As fair, and as good: a kind of hand in hand 
comparifon, had been fomething too fair, and too good for 
any Lady in Britany: if fhe went before others, I have feen, 
as that Diamond of yours out-lufters many I have beheld. 
I could not believe fhe excelled many: but! have not feen 
the moft precious Diamond that is, nor you the Lady. 

Poff, | prais’d her, as I rated her: fo do I my ftone. 

Tach, What do you efteem it at ? 

Poft, More than the world enjoys. 

Tach. Either your unparagon’d Miftris is dead, or fhe’s 
out-priz’d by a triffe. 

Poft. Youare miftaken: the one may be fold or given, 
or if there were wealth enough for the purchaces, or merit 
for the gift. The other is not a thing for fale, and only the 
gift of the gods. 

Tach. Which the gods have given you? 

Poft. Which by their Graces | will keep. 

Tach. You may wear her in title yours: but you know 

: ftrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds. Your Ring 
| may be ftoln too, fo your brace of unprizeable Eftimations, 
i the one is but frail, and the other Cafual. A cunning Thief, 

oc a (that way) accomplifh’d Courtier, would hazzard 
| the winning both of firft and laft. 

Poft, Your Jtaly contains none fo accomplifh’d a Cour- 
tier to convince the honour of my Miftris : if in the hol 
ding or lofsof that, you term her frail, Ido nothing doubt 
you have ftore of Thieves, notwithftanding | fear not my 
Ring. 

Phil, Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 

Poft. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior | 
“eg him, makesno ftranger ofme, weare familiar at 

rft. 

Jach. With five times fo much converfation, I fhould 
get ground of your fair Miftris,; make her go back, even 
to the yielding, had I admittance , and opportunity to 
Friend. 

Poft. No, no. 

Tach. 1 dare thereupon pawn the moyety of my Eftate, 
to your Ring,which in my opinion or-evalues it fomething : 
but I make my wager rather againft your Confidence, than 
her Reputation. Andto bar your offence herein too, durft 
attempt it againft any Lady inthe world. 

Poff. You are a great deal abus’din toobold a per- 
fwafion, and I doubt not you fuftain what y’are worthy of, 
by your Attempt. 

Jach. What’s that ? : 

Poff, ARepulle, though your Attempt (as you call it ) 
deferves more ; a punifhment too, 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too fud- 
denly, let it dye as it was born, and I pray you be better 
acquainted. ‘ 

Tach. Would 1 bad put my Eftate, and my Neighbours 
on th’ approbation of what | havefpoke. 

Poff, What Lady would you choofe to affail ? 

Jach. Yours, whom in conftancy you think ftands fo 
fafe. 1 will lay you ten thoufand Duckets to your Ring, 
‘that commend me tothe Court where your Lady is, with 
nomore advantage than the opportunity of a fecond con- 
ference, and J will bring from thence, that honour of hers, 
which you imagine fo refery’d. 


t 


( 
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Poft. I will wage againtt your Gold, Goldto it ; My iF 
Ring | hold dear as my finger, ’tis part of it. 

ach. Youare a friend, and therein the wifer; jf 
buy Ladies flefh at,a Million aDram, you cannot preferye 
it from tainting; but I fee you have fome Religion in you 
that you fear. : a 

Poff. Thisis but a cuftom in your tongue: you bear a 
graver purpofe I hope. 

Tach. 1 am the Mafter of my fpeeches,and would under. 
go what’s fpoken, I fwear. ’ 

Poft. Will you? I fhall but lend my Diamond till you 
return: letrhere be Covenants drawn between’s, jy 
Mittris exceeds in goodne(fs,the hugenefs of yourunwor 
things, Idare youtothis match: here’s my Ring. 

Phil. 1 will have it no lay. 

lach. By the godsit is one ; if 1 bring youno fafficient| 
Teftimony that 1 have enjoy’d the deareft bodily part of} 
your: Miftris: my ten thoufand Duckets are yours, fois} 
your Diamond too: if 1 come off, and leave herin fach| 
honour as you have truft in: She your Jewel, this you) 
Jewel, and my Gold are yours : provided | have yourcom. 
mendation, for my more entertainment. ‘ 

Poft. 1 embrace thefe Conditions, let us have Artich 
betwixt us: only thus far you fhall anfwer, if you make 
your voyage upon her, and give me dire¢tly to etal 
you have prevail’d, am no further your Enemy, fhe isnot 
worth our debate. If fhe remain unfeduc’d, you not 


making it appear otherwife: for your ill opinion, andj 


th’ aflault you have made to her chaftity, you hall anfwer 
me with your Sword. 
Jach, Your hand,a Covenant : we will have thefe things 
fet down by lawful Counfel, and ftraight away for Britain, 
left the Bargain fhould catch cold, and ftarve: | will fetch 
my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded, 
Poff. Agreed. 
French. Will this hold, think you. 
Phil. Signior Jachimo will not from it. 
Pray let us follow ’em. 


CExeun, 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. : 


Que. Whiles yet the dew’s on ground 
Gather thofe Flowers, 
Make haft. |Who has the note of them ? 
Lad. 1 Madam. ; 
Que. Difpatch. - Léxeunt Ladies 
Now Mafter Doctor, have you brought thofe drugs: 
Cor. Pleafeth your hignefs, 1: here they are, Madam: 
But { befeech your Grace, without offence 
(My Confcience bids me ask.) wherefore you have 
emt of me thefé moft poifonous Compounds, 
Which aré the movers of a languifhing death : 
But though flow, deadly. 
Que. 1 wonder, Doctor, 
Thou ask’ft me fuch a Queftion; have I not been 
Thy Pupill long? haft thou not learn’d me how 
To make Perfumes? Diftil? Preferve? Yea fo, 
That our great King himfelf doth wooe me oft 
For my Confections ? having thus far proceeded, 
(Unlef§ thou think’ft me devilifh ) is it not meet 
That I did amplifie my judgement in 
Other Conclufions ? I will try the forces 
Of thefe thy Compounds,on fuch Creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their Aét, and by them gather 
Their feverat vertues, and effects. 
Corn. Your highnefS - 
Shall from this practice, but make hard your heart: 
Befides, the fecing thete effects will be 
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‘The cafe ftands with her: do’t, as from thy felf: 


Both noyfome arid infectious, 


Qu, O content thee. - 
Enter Pifanio, 


Here comesa flattering Raftal, upon him 
Will I firft work: He’s for his Mafter, 
And Enemy to my Son. How now, Pifanio? 
Doctor, your fervice for this time is ended, 
Take your own way, 

Cor. I do fufpect you, Madam, 


But you fhall do no harm. 


Qu. Hark thee a word, ~ 

Cor. 1 donot like her. She doth think the has 
Strange ling’ring poifons: I do know her fpirit, 
And will not truft one of her malice, with 
A drug of fuch damn’d Nature. Thofe fhe has, 
Will ftupefie and dull the Senfe a while, 


Which firft (perchance) fhe’ll prove on Cats and Dogs, 


Then afterward up higher: but there is 
No danger in what fhew of death it makes, 
More than the locking upthe Spirits a time, 
To be more frefh, reviving. She is fool’d 
With a moft falfe effect: and! the truer, 
So to be falfe with her. 

Qu, No further fervice, Doctor, 
Until I fend for thee. 

Cor. | humbly take my leave. 

Qu. Weeps the ftill (faift thou ?) 
Do'it thou thiak in time 
She will not quench, and let inftrudctions enter 


‘Where folly now poflefles? do thou work : 


When thou fhalt bring me word fhe loves my Son, 
Pil tell thee on the inftant, thou art then ‘yt 
As great as is thy Mafter: Greater, for 

His Fortunes ail lie fpeechlefs, and his name 

Is at laft gafp. Retnrn he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is : to fhift his being, 

Is to exchange one mifery with another, 

And every day that comes, comes to decay 

A dayes work in him. What fhalt thou expect 

To be depender of a thing thatleans? 

Who eannot be new built, nor has no wie ‘ 

So much, asbut to prop him ? Thou tak’f up 

Thou know’ft not what: But take it for thy labour, 
Itisa thing 1 make, which hath the King 

Five times redeem’d from death. I do not know 
What is more Cordial, Nay I prethee.take it, 

It is an earneft of a farther good = 

That I mean tothee, Tell thy Miftrifs h 


Think what a chance thou changeft on, but think 
Thou haft thy Miftrifs. ftill, to boot, my Son, 
Who fhall take notice of thee. I'll move the King 
To any fhape of thy Preferment, fuch 

As thou'lt defire; and then my felf, 1 chiefly, 
That fet thee on to this defert, am bound 


To load thy merit richly. Call my Women, [Exit Pifanio. 


Think on my words, A flye, and conftant Knave, 
Not to be fhak’d: the Agent for his Matter, 

And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 

The hand faft to her Lord. I have given him that, 
Which if he take, fhall quite unpeople her 

Of Leidgers for her Sweet: and which fhe after, 
Except fhe bend her humour, fhall be aflur’d 
To talte of too, 


Enter Pifanio, and Ladies. 


So, fo: welldone, welldone: 
The Violets, Cowflips, and the Prime-Rofes 


‘Bear to my Cloffet: Fare thee well, Pifanio, 


Think on my. words. [Exit Queen, and Ladies. 


Pifa, And fhall do: 
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| But when to my good Lord, I prové ‘intrue, 


Vil choak my felf: there’s all ’ll do for you, LExit. 


Scena Septima. 
Enter Imogen alone. 


Imo, A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falfe, 
A Foolith Suiter to 4’ Wedded Lady, 
That hath her Husband banifh’d : O, that Husband 
My fupream Crown of grief, and thofe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I been Thief-ftoln, 
As my two Brothers; happy: but moft miferable 
Is the defire that’s glorious Blefled be thofe 
How mean fo ere, that have their honelt wills, 
Which feafons comfort, Who may this be? Fie: 


Enter Pifanio; and Jachimo. 


Pifa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters, 

Fach, Change you, Madam! 
The Worthy Leonards is in fafery, 
And greets your Highnefg dearly, 

Imo, Thanks, good Sir, 
You’re kindly welcome, 

Fach, Allof her, that is out of door, moft rich: 
If fhe be furnith’d with a mind fo rare, 
She is alone th’ Arabian-Bird ; and | 
Have loft the wager. Boldnefs be my Friend : 
Arm me Audacity from head to foot, 
‘Or like the Parthian | fhall flying fight, 


| Rather diredtly flye 


: Imogen reads. 

He ts one of the Nobleft note, 10 whofe kindneffes 1 am most 
tufinitely tyed. Reflect upon him accordingly, as you value 
our traf. . Leonatus, 


So far read aloud. — 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm’d by th’ reft, and take it thankfully, 
You are as welcome (worthy Sir) as I 
H ve words to bid you, and fhallfind it fo 
In el! that I can do, 
Fach. Thanks, faireft Lady: 
What are men mad ? hath Nature given them Eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea, and Land, which can diftinguith ’twixt 
The fiery Orbes above, and the twinn’d Stones 
Upon the number’d Beach, and can we not 
ition make with Spectacles fo pretious 
wixt fair, and foul ? 
mgeeV hat makes your admiration? 
Fach. bh day be i? th’ Eye: for Apes, and Monkeys 
’Twixt two Tuch She’s, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other. Nor i? th’ judgment : 
For Ideotsin this cafe of faveur, would 
Be wifely definit: Nor in EM Appetite. 
Sluttery to fuch neat Excellenttey oppos’d 
Should make defire vomit emptinefs, 
Not fo allur’d to feed. 
Imo, What is the matter trow ? 
Fach. The Cloyed will, 
That fatiate yet unfatisfi'd defire, that Tub 
Both filPd and running: Ravening firft the Lamb, 
Longs after for the Garbage. 
Imo. What, dear Sir, 
Thus rap’s you? Are you well? . 

Fach. Thanks, Madam, well; Befeech you, Sir, 
Defire my Man’s abode, where I did leave him : 
He’s ftrange and peevihh. 

Pifa. | was going, Sir, 


wey 


~The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


To give him weleome,. 
Imo, Continuss-well,my Lord? 
His health,befeech you? 
Fach. VVell, Madam. P 
Imo. Is he dispos’@to mirth 21 hOpe he is. 
Fach. Exceeding pleafant : none a ftranger there, 
So merry, and fo gaméfome: ‘he is'call’d 
The Britaiz Reveller. 
Imo. When he swas here 
He did incline to fadnefs, and oft times 
Not knawing why. 
Fach. Inever fawchim fad. 
There is a Frenchman his COmpanion, one 
An eminent Monfieur,:that it feems much loves 
A Gallian-Gitlathome, ‘HeiFurnaces 
The thick fidesfromuhim ; whiles the jolly Britai, 
(Your Lord I mean) Jaughs from’s freeLungs: cries oh, 
Can my fides hold, to think that man who knows 
By Hiftory, Report, or his.own proof 
What Woman is, yea what fhe cannot choofe 
But mutt be: will’s free hours languifh, 
For aflured Bondage? . 
Imo. Will my Lord fay fo? 


Fach. | Madam, with.his Eyes in flood with laughter, 


It is a Recreation to be by 

And hear him mock the Frenchman : 

But Heavens know fome men are much too blame, 
Imo. Not he, Thope- | 
Fach, Not he. ; 

But yet Heavens bounty towards him, might 

Be us’d more thankfully. In himfelf ’ris much , 

In you which I account his beyand all Talents, 

Whilft | am bound to wonder, 1 am bound 

To pitty too. 

Imo. What. do you pitty, Sir? 
Fach. Two Creatures heantily. « 
mos Tone, Sit? how 3 3 

You look.on me: what wrack difeern you 1n me 

Defgrves:your pitty ? 
Fach. Lamentable: what 

To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace 

I? th? Dungeon by a Sanfi? 

Imo. 1 pray you, Sir;) 

Deliver with more opennefs your Anfwers 

To my demands. Why.do you pitty me? 
Fach. That others do 

(I was about to fay) enjoy your ——— but 

It is an office of the gods to vengeit, 

Not mine to fpeak on’. 

Imo. You do.feem to know: 

Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you 

Since doubting things govill, often hurts more 

Than to be fure they.do, For Cestainties: 

Fither are paft remedies; or timely knowing, 

The remedy then born. Difcoverto me a“ 

What both you fpur and ftop. - 
Fach, Wad bthis. Cheek 

To bath my Lips upon: this Hand, whofe touch, 

(Whofe very touch) would force the feelers Soul 

To th? Oath of Loyalty. ‘This‘objec, which 

Takes Prifoner, tha wild motion of mine Eye, 

Fixing it only here, hould 1 (damn’d then) 

Slaver with-Lips.as common as the fairs 

That mount the Capitol: join.geipes, withhands 

Made hard with hourly (falfhood' as / i 

With labour :;) than-by peeping in an Eye * 

Bafe and illuftrious as the fmoaky light 

That’s fed with ftinking Tallow,: it were fit 

That all the Plagues of Hell fhould at: one time 

Encounter fuch revolt. 

Imo. My.Lord, 1 fear : 
Has forgot Britains | 
Fach. And himfelf, not I 
Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce 


The Beggery of his change : but’tis your Graces. 
That froma my muteft Confcience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. | 
Imo. Let me hear no more. f 
Fach. O deareft Soul: your Caufe doth ftrike my heart} 
With pitty, chat dothmake me fick: ALady = 0 f 
So fair, and faftned to an Empery very 
Would make the great’ft King double, to be partner’ | — 
With Tomboys hir’d, withthat felf exhibition | 
Which your own Coffers yield: withdifeas’dventures | 
That play with all infirmities for Gold, (he 
Which rottennefs can lend Nature, Such boyPdftuff | 
As well might poifon Poifon. Be reveng’d, eee 
Or fhe that bore you, was po Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great Stock, 
Imo. Reveng’d : 
How fhould I be reveng’d ? if this be true, 
(As I have fuch a heart, that both mine Ears 
Mutt not in -hafte abufe) if it be true, 
How fhall I be reveng’d ? 
Fach. Should he make me i 
Live like Diana’s Prieft, betwixt cold fheets; « 
Whiles he is vaulting variable Ramps 
In your defpight, upon your Purfe: revenge it. 
I dedicate my felf to your fweet pleafure, 
More Noble than that rupnagate to your Bed, 
‘And will continue faft to your Affection, 
Still clofe, as fure. 
Imo. What ho, Pifanio? 
Fach. Let my fervice tender on your Lips. 
Imo. Away, 1 do condemn mine Ears, that have 
So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable 
Thou wouldft have told this tale for Vertue, not 
For fuch an end thon feek’ft, as bafe, as ftrange:: 


~ 


Thou. rong ft a Gentleman, who is as far 


y report, as thou from honour : and 


Solici "ft here a Lady, that difdains 
Thee, and the Devilalike. What ho, Pifamo? - 


The King my Father fhall be made acquainted 

Of thy Affault ; if he fhall chink it fit, 

A fawcy Stranger in his Court, to,Mart 

As is aRomifh Stew, and to expound 

His beaftly mind tous, be hath a Court: 

He little cares for, and Daughter, whom 

He not refpects at all. What ho, Pifanio? 
Fach. O happy Leouatus, I may fay, 

The credit that thy Lady hathof thee \ 

Deferves thy truft, and thy moft perfect goodnels 

Her aflur’d credit, bleffed live you long, 

A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that ever 

Country call’d his : and you his Miftrifs, only 

For the moft worthieft fit. Give me your pardon. 


L have fpoke this to know if your Affiance 


Were deeply rooted, and fhall make your Lord, 


| That which he is, new ore ; and he is one 


The trueft manner’d: fich a holy Witch, 
That he inchants Societies into him: 
Half all mens hearts are his. 
‘Imo. You make amends. ee 
Fach. He fits among(t men, likea defcended god? | 
He hath a kind of honour fets him off, 
More than a mortal feeming. Be not angry 
(Moft mighty Princefs), that. I have adventur’d 
To try your taking of a-falfe report, which hath 
Honour’d with confirmation your great judgment, 
In the Election of a Sir, fo rare, Le 
Which you know, cannoterre. The Love I beat him, 
Made me to fan you thins, but the godsmade you 
(Unlike all others ) chafflefs, Pray your Pardon 
Imo, All’s well, Sir : » aa A 
Take my power i? th’ Court for yours. sity 
Fach, My bumble thanks: Lhad almoft forgot 
T’ intreat your Grace, but ina {mall requefl, 


Aud yet of moment too, for it concerns: Your | 
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Your Lord, my felf, and other Noble Friends 
Are Partners in the bufinefs, 

Imo. Pray what is’t ? 

Fach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord 
(The beft Feather of our Wing) have mingled fumms 
‘fo buy a Prefent for the Emperour + i 
Which | (che Factor forthe reft) have done 
In France: ’tis Plate of rare device, and Jewels 
Of rich and exquifite form, their valuesigreat, 

And I am fomething curious, being ftrange; 
To have them in fafe ftowage: May it pleaie you 
To take them in protection, 

Imo. Willingly : 

And pawn mine honour for their fafety, fince 
My Lord hath‘intereft in them, I will keep them 
In my Bed-Chamber. i 

Jach. They are ina Trunk 
Attended by my men: 1 will make bold 
To fend them to you, only for this night : 

i mult aboard to morrow. 

Imo. O no, no. 

Fach. Yes, 1 befeech you: or I fhall fhort my word 
By length’ning my return. From Gallia, 

I croft the Seas on purpofe, and on promife 
To fee your Grace. 

Imo. Uthank you for your pains : 
But not away to morrow. 

Fach. O, i muft Madam. 

Therefore I fhall befeech you, if you pleafe 
‘To grect your Lord with writing, do’t to night, 
| have out-ftood my time, which is material 
To th’ tender of our Prefent. 

Imo. 1 will write : 

Send your Trunk to me, it fhall be fafe kept, 
And truly yielded you: you’re very welcome. LExeunt. 


Adus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Eater Clotten, and the two Lords. 


As there ever man had fuch luck? when 1 kift 
the Jack upon anup-caft, tobe hit away ? | 
had an hundred pound on’t ; and then a whorfon Jack-an- 
Apes, muft take me up for fwearing, as iff borrowed mine 
Oaths of him, and might not fpend them at my pleafure. 
1, What got he by that? you have broke his pate with 
your Bowl. Bie 

2. If his wit had been like him that broke it’: it would 
have runall out. be: 

Clot. When a Gentleman is difpofed to fwear: it isnot 
for any ftanders by to curtail hisOaths. Ha? 

2. No, my Lord; nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot.’ Whorfor Dog): I give him fatisfaction? would 
he had been one of my Rank.. ~ 

2. To have fmelt like’a Fool. 

Clot. | amnot yext more: at any thing in the Earth: a 
Pox on’t. I had rather not be fo Noble:as Iam: they dare 
not fight with me,becaufe of the Queensmy' Mother :every 
Jack-flave hath his belly-full of fighting, and I muft\go 
‘up and down like a Cock, thatno body can match. 

2. You are aCock and a Capon foo, and you crow 
Cock, with {your combon, =.) ' sf omer 

Clot. Sayettthou?: .¢°.2 yf 

2. It is not fit your -Lordfhip fhould undertake every 
Companion, that you give offence to. 

Cior, (No, 1 know ‘that : but itis fit f fhould commit 
offence to my inferiours. : 

2. 1, it’is fit for your Lordfhip only, 

Clot. Why fo I fay. 


Clot. 


Night ? 
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Leonatus Friends. 


wherefoever he be, Who told you of this Stranger ? 


rogation in’t? 


Foolifh, do not derogate. 
today at Bowls, PH winco nightof him, Come: go. 


That fuch a crafty Devil as is his Mother, 

Should yield the World this Afs: a Woman, that 
Bears all down with her Brain, and this her Son, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteen. Alas poor Princefs, 

Thou divine /mogen, what thou endur’ft, 

Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern’d, 

A Mother hourly coining Plots: A Wooer, 

More hateful than the foul expulfion is’ 

Of thy dear Husband, than that horrid’ Act 

Of the divorce, he’Ild make the Heavens hold firm 
The Walls of thy dear honour. Keep unfhak’d 
That Temple thy fair mind, that thou maift ftand 
T’ enjoy thy banifh’d Lord: and this great Land. [Exennr, 


Mine Eyes are weak, 
Fold ‘down the Leaf where [ have left : to Bed 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning : 
And if thou canft awake by four o’ th’ Clock, 


To your protection fb commend mie, gods, 
From Fairies, and the Tempters:of the nighty 


t, Did you hear of a Stranger that’s come to Court to 


Clot. A Stranger, andI not know’ on’t? 
2. He’sa ftrange Fellow himfelf}: and knows it not. 
1, Thete’s an Jralian come, ahd ’tis thought one of 


Clot. Leonatw ? “A banifh’d Ralcal ; and he’s another, 


1. One of your Lordfhips: Pages. 
Clot. It is fit L went to look upon him? Is there no de- 


2. You cannot derogate, my Lord. 
Clot. Noteafily [ think. 
2, Youarea Fool granted, therefore your Iffues being 


Clot. Come, VH go fee this. /talian : what I have loft 


2, Vi) attend your Lordfhip. [Exit | 


Scena Secunda. 
Ester Imogen, #2 ber Bed, and a Lady. 


Imo. Who’s there? my VVoman Helen ? 
Lady. Pleafe you, Madam. 

Imo, VVhat hour is*it ? 

Lady. Almoft midnight, Madam. 

Imo; 1 have read-three hours then: 


I prithee call me : Sleep harhfeiz’d me wholly. 


Guard me, befeech ye. coon ESleeps. 

[Jachimo fromthe Trunk, 
Fach, The Crickets fing; and mans ore-labour’difenfe, 

Repairs itfelf: by teft: Our Targainthus \. 

Did foftly prefs the Rufhes,:ere-he-waken’d 

The Chaftity he wounded. Cytherea, 

How bravelythou becom’ft thy Bed ; frefh Lilly; 

And whiter thamthe Sheets. shat I might touch, 

But‘kifs; one kifs: Rubies.unparagon’d, . 

How dearly they-do’ts Tis her breathing that 

Perfumes the Chamber thus: the flame o” th’ Taper 

Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids. 

To fee th’ inclofed Lights, now Canopied 

Under the VVindows, VVhiteand! Azure lac’d 

VVith BlueofiHeavens own tinct, but my defign’s 

To note the Chamber, I will write all down, 

Such, and fuch Pictures: there the VVindow,, fuch 

Th’ adornment of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures, 

Why fuch;:and ‘fuch: and the Contents o’ th’ Story. 

Ah, but fome natural notes about her Body, 

Above ten thoufand meaner Moveables 

VVould teftifie, t? enrich mine Inventory. _| 

O fleep, thou Ape of Deathalye dull upon her; 

And be her fenfe but as a Monument, » 

Thus in a Chappel lying. Come off, come-off ; 

As flippery as the Gordian-Knot was hard, 


Ppp2 


| 
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Qu, You are most bound to th? King,» 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter: frame:your Ralf» 
To orderly folicits, and be friended ; 
With aptacls of the feafon: make denials’, 
Encreafe your fervices: fo feem, -asif | 1548 6a 
You were infpir’d to do thofe duties which » 4 iil 
You tender toher: that you inall obey her, ~ . 
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Tis mine, and*tiisswitnefs eutwardly, 

As ftrong!y asthe Confcience do’s within : 

To th’ maiiding of therdaord. On her-Jeft:breft 

A mole Cinque-fpotted: Like the Crimfon drops 
Vth’ bottom ofia Cowflip. Heres a Voucher, 
Stronger chan ever Law could make: this Secret 

Will force him think Ihave pick’d the lock, and t’ane 


The treafare of her'honour. No more ; to what end ? 
Why fhould I write this down, that’s rivetted, Save when command to.your difmiffion es 


Screw’d to my memony».! She hath been reading late, And therein youare fenfelefs. ‘6h 

The Tale of Terws, here the leaf’s turn’d down Clot. Senfelefs2?- Not fo, : iy 
Where Philomele gave up.’ I have enough, eM. So like you (Sir) Ambafladors ftom Rome ff 7 
To th’ Trunk again, and fhut the fpring of it. The one is Cains Luciws. ae 
Swift, fwift, you Dragons of the night, that dawning Cym. A worthy Fellow, : OW os 
May hear-the Ravens ‘Bye: 1 lodge in fear, Albzit hecomes.on angry purpofe now; 


Fhough this a Heavenly Angel: Hell ishere. (Clack ffrikes. | But that’s no fault of his: we muft receivehim 
nough this y Ange According to the honour of his Sender, 


And towards himfelf, his goodnefs fore: fpent ons 


One, CWO, threes time, time. LExit. 


é We muft extend our notice :Opr dear Son, . 
Scena Tertia. When you have given good Morning to your Mii, 
The Attend the Queen, and us, we have need . 
Enter Clotten, and Lords. T’ employ you towards this Roman. 
§ Come,our Queen, 
Your Lordhhip is the mof patient manin lofs, the} Cor. If fhe be up, Pil fpeak with her: if not, 
oat coldeft that turn’d up Ace. Let her lye ftill, and dream: by your leave ho, 
Clot. \t would makeany man cald to loofe. I know her Women are about her : what 
1. But not everyman patient, after the noble temper | If [ doline one of their hands: "tis gold ah 4 
of your Legtciirip y You are moft hot, and furious when | Which buys admittance (oft it doth) yeaand ra 
you wilns! Diana’s Rangers falfe themfelves, yield up | 
Gior: Winning will put ‘any: man into Courage: if 1] Their Deer to? th’ ftand o’ th’ Stealer: and tis gold ‘ 
could get this foolifh Imogen, | fhould have Gold enough: | Which makes the Frue-man kill’d, and faves the Thies | ae 
it’s almoft Morning, is’t not ? Nay, fometime hangs both Thief, and True-man: — 
‘1. Day, my Lord’: Can it not do, and undo: I will make ; 
Clot. 1 would this Mufick would ¢ come: Iam advifed | One of her Women Lawyer to me, for 
to give her’ Mulick a Mornings; theyfayit will penetrate. | I yet not underftand the cafe my felf, 
| By your leave, 
Exten Muli igians, aft 2c 
Enter a Lady. 
Gshie on, tune: if you can penetrate here with your ssa. | ‘ 
gering, fo: we'll try with tdngue toot if.nene will'do,}| Lady. Who's there that a 
let her remain: but Pil mever give: o’ne;: Firl, a very.ex- |) Clot. A Gentleman. 
‘cellent good conceited thing , after a wonderful fweet | Lady. No more. 
air, with admirable Tich» wortls to it 5 and: then let her: |! } Clot. Yes, anda Gentlewomans Son. 
Confider, tai y i¥s Lady. That’s mose | F 
! 236i ‘i “omotyd stam fines uc ‘Than fome whofe Taylors are as dear as yours, 
; ‘Song: ' || Can juftly boatt of: what’s your Lordfhips pleafure 
| Hark, ban. ‘is Larkyat Heavens Gate pass | Clot, Your Ladies perfon, is the ready ? 
| and Phebus ‘¢insiarsfe, ya{ Lady. 1, to keep her Chamber, 
His Steeds to water at thofe Springs « tlaosiod ool! Glee: Bhere-is gold: for you, 
owobalic’d Flowers that lies : Sell me your good report. 
And winking Mary buds begin to ope their Golden Eyes | Lady. How, my good:name ? or torepott of 70h 
With every ving that prettyissy my Lady fireat sinc What I hall think is good. The Princefs. vod He ane 
wAerife;’ argfeXeA ot 2: i ae 
eS babe | Eater Lia 
So, get you gone if this vaniixateys 1 wilbcan ides your | 
Muflick the better’; if: itico: not, id ‘isa voice inher Ears| | Ct. Good:morrow faireft, Sitenyae feabot ida’ 
which Horfe-hairs, and:Galves-Guts'} nor! the yoice of Jmo. Good morrow, Sir, you lay out too much pails 
unpaved ae to boot; schni fiéver aniend. For 3 sc ng but trouble: thethanks Ingive; =~ 
BD ot + eel 1d@edD ons elling you that lam poor of thanks; 
Ente Queen anbGymabeline. > fF ay70 And fcarce. can {pare them. 
18 VION «2! gid batofoni *; © los. Still fwear llove you. © . 
2. Hed cashes Himgziidl wobaiy Uma. 1f you'd but faid fo, *twere’ sededp witli mere 
| Clot. Vamigladel wes fp Satan; for that’s: the sean ‘If you fwear ftill, yourrecompenceis ftill : 
| I was up fo eatly :'he cannot ichoafe butetake this Service | That kregard:it nat, + ohne -2 gt 
I have« + Fatherly. Raph Same we eae abo Clot. This isnoanfwer; 
gracious Mother... Zmo. But that you fhall not fay, yield being ile, 
Cym. “Attend you here the door of out ftern Daughter. yrevick not fpeak.! I. pray: pekinese Faith: = 
wit the not forth? (00: I thall unfold equal:difcourtefie. 
| . Clot. 1 have affail’d: her’ with Mul cks, but fhe vouch- | Toyour beft kitidnefs: oneof your great knowing 
fafes no notice, >» Should learn ( being taught) forbearance. , 
(ym, The Exile Sher Minion i is too new. ty Clot, To leave -yowin: your madnefs, "twere MY fin, 
She hati not yet forgot him, fome more time: Ai! eet not. 
Mutt wear the print of chis a » Imo. Fools:are nobmad Folks, 
And then fhe’s yours. w INF nelfoey at 2a yey fi cA Clot. Do you call me Foo! ? 


i 


Imo. 


Imo. As Yam mad If do: < 
If you’ll be patient, Vl nomore be mad, 
That cures us both. Lam much forry (Sir) 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
By being fo verbal: and leara now, for all, 
That | which know my heart, do here pronounce 
By th’ very truth ofit, | carenot for you, 
And am fo near the lack of Charity 
To accufe my felf, I hate you: which I 
You felt, than make’t my boatt. 
Clot. You fin -againtt 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
The Contract you pretend with that-bafe Wretch, 
One, bred of Alms, and fofter’d with cold Difhes 
With fcraps oth’ Court: It isno Contract, none; 
And though it be allowed 'in meaner: parties 
(Yet who than he more mean) to knit their Souls 
Qn whom thete isno.more dependancy =~ 
ut Bratsand Beggery) in felf figue’d knot, 
Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement, by 
} The confequence o” th’ Crown, and muft not foil 
The precious note of it ; with a bafe Slave, 
AHilding for aLivory, a Squires Cloth, 
A Pantler ; not fo eminent. 
Imo. Prophane Fellow ; 
Wert thou the Son of Fupiter, and no more, 
But what thou art befides : thou wer’t too bale, 
To be his Groom: thou wer’t dignified enough 
Even to the point of Envy, if twere made 
Comparative for your Vertues, to be ftil’d 
The under Hangman of his Kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferr’d fo well, 
Clot. The South Fog rot him. ; 
Imo. He never can meet more milchance, than come 
To be but nam’d of thee,’ His meaneft Garment _ 
That ever hath but clipt his body, is dearer 
In my refpect, than all the hairsabove thee, 
VVere they all made fuch men: How now, Pifanio ? 


had'rather 


Enter Pifanio. 


Clot. His Garment? Now the Devil. ; 
Imo, To Dorothy, my Woman, hye thee prefently. 
Clot. His Garment ? 

Imo. 1am fprighted witha Fool, — i 
Frighted, and angred worfe: Go bid my Woman 
Search for a Jewel, that too-cafually Oo. 
Hath left mine Arm: it was thy Mafters. Shrew me 
If ¥ would lofe it for a Revenue i sodaet 
Of any Kings in Europe. I do think, a3iu 
I faw’t this Morning: Confident Iam, 

Laft night "twas on my Arm: I kifs’d it, 
| hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I kifs ought but him. 
~ Pifa. ?Twill not be loft. 
Imo. L hope fo: go and fearch. 
Clot. You have abus’d me : 
His meaneft Garment ? 

Imo. 1, 1 faid fo, Sir, a3 : 
If you will mak’t an Action, cail witnefs to’t. 

Clot. 1 will enform your Father. 

Imo. Your Mother too: 
She’s my good Lady; and 
But the worft of me. So Lleave you, 
To th’ worft of difcontent. 

Clot. Vil be reveng’d = 

His meaneft Garment? VVell. 


will conceive, Lhope 
Sir; 


Exit. 


LExit. 


_ Scena Quarta. 
Enter Pofthumus, and Philario. 


Post, Fear it moty Sit: 1 would were fo fure 


/To win the-Kingjoas:l am boldy her honour 


VVill remain-hersiss. ; 
Phil. VV hat means do you make to him? 
Poft, Not any: but abide the change of Time, 
‘Quake in the prefent VVinters {tate, and wihh 
Tnat warmer dayes would come:.In thefe fear’d hopes 
I barely gratify yourtove; they failing 
{ muft die much your Debtor. 
Phil. Your very goodnefs, and your Company, 
O’re payes all cando, By this your King 
Hath heard of Great Auguftus: Caius Lucins, 
V Vill do’s Commiflion throughly, » And [ think 
He'll grant the Tribute: fend th’ Arrearages, 
Or look upon-our Romans, whofe remembrance 
Is yet fre(h in their grief. : 
Poff. 1 do believe 
(Statift though Iam none, nor like to be) 
That this will prove a.War and you fhall hear 
The Legion now in Gallia, fooner landed 
In our not-fearing-Brirain, than have tidings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
{Are men more order’d than when Fulius Cafar 
Smil’d at. their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their Difcipline, 
‘(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their Approvers, they are People, fuch 
That mend upon the World. 


Enter Jachimo, 


Phil. See Fachimo. 

Poft. The fwifteft hearts have pofted you by land ; 
And Winds of all the:Corners kifs’d your Sails. 
To make your Veffel nimble. 

Phil, Welcome, Sir. 

Poft. 1 hope the briefnefs of your anfwer, made 
The fpeedinefs of your retur#. 

Fach, Your Lady, 
Is one of the faireft that I have look’d upon. 

Poft. And therewithal the beft, or let her beauty 
Look thorough a Cafement toallure falfe hearts, 
And be falfe with them. 

Fach. Here are Letters for you. 

Post. Their tenure good I truft. 

Fach, ’Tis very like. 

Post. Was Caius Lncius inthe Britain Court, 
VVhen you were there ? 

Fach. He was expected then, 
But not approach’d,  — 

Post. All is well yet; 
Sparkles this Stone.asit was wont, or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

Fach. lf Lhaveloft it, 
I fhould have loft the worth of itin Gold, 
il make a Journey twice as far, t’ enjoy 
A fecond night of fach fweet: fhortnefs, which 
VVas mine in Britain, for the Ring is won. 

. Poft. The Stonestoo hard tocome by. 

Fach. Not a whit, 
Your Lady being fo eafie. 

Post, Make not, Sir, 
Your lofs, your Sport: | hope you Know that we | 
Mutt..not continue Friends. 

Fach. Good Sir, we mutt 
If you keep Covenant: had I not brought _ , 
The Knowledge of your Miftrifs home, 1 grant 
|VVe-were to queftion farther 5, but Inow - 


Ppp3 Profefs 
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Profefs my felf the winner of her honour, 
Together ‘with your Ring; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 

By both your wills, 

Poft. if you Can mak’ apparent 
That you have tafted her in Bed ; my hand, 

And Ring is\yOurse 4 finot the foul opinion 
You had of herpobr:honour , gains, or lofes 
Your Sword or mine, or Malterlefs leave both 
To who fhall find them: iV 

Fach. Sir; My-Crcumftances 
Being fo near the truth;*as 1 will make them, 
Mott firft induce you to-believe : whofe ftrength 
I will confirm with Oath; which I doubt not 
You'll give me leave to fpare, when you fhall find 
You need it not. 

Poff. Proceed, 

Fach, Firtt, her Bed.Chamber 
(Where | confefs I flept not, but profefs 
Had that was well worth watching) it was bang’d 
With Tapiftry of Silk; and Silver; the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when fhe met her Roman, 

And Cidnus fwell’d above the Banks, or for 
The prefs of Boats, or Pride: A piece of Work 

So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ftrive 
In Workmanfhip, and Value, which Fweonder’d 

Could be fo rarely, and exactly wrought 
| Since the true life on’t was\——— 

Poft, This is true} % 

And this you might have wae of here; by me, 
Or by fome other. C13 

Fach. Mare particulars 
Mott juftity my knowledge. 

Poff, So they muft, 

Or do your Honour injury. 

Fach, The Chimneyor 
Is South the Chamber, and the Pe a 
Chaft Dian, bathing: never faw I figures 
So likely to report themfelves , thei Cutter 
Was as another Nature diintb, Out. went her, 
Motion, and Breath left out.. / 

Poff. "This is a thing 
Which you might from Relation fikewife read, 
Being, as it is, much fpokeof. 

Fach, The Roof o’ th’ Chamber, 

With golden Cherubins is fretted. “Her Aaditons 
(Thad forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
OF Silver, each on one foot ftanding, an 
Depending on their Brands, 

Poff. This is her honour ; 

Let it be granted you havevfeen allthis: (and praife 
Be given to your remembrance) the-defcription. 
Of what is in her'Chamber, oe faves 
The Wager you have laid. : 

Fach. Then if you can 9°) | 
Be pale, I beg but leave to air this Jewel: See, 
And now’tis up again : it muft be moot n 
Tothat your Diamond, I'll ie thems. 

— Poft, Jove — ¢7 
Once more let me behold it : Is oe that 
Which I left with her? 3 1 

Fach. Sic (I thank her) ‘that yor 
She ftript it‘from her Arm : I fee her yet: 

Her pretty Adtion, did out.fell ther gift, 

And yet enrich’d it too :°fhe gave dime, 

And faid fhe priz’d it once. ; 
Poff. May be, fhe pluck’d it off 

To fend it me, au 
Fach. She writes fo toyou?: ‘doth ei ; 
Poft. O no, no, no, ’tis true, Here take this to} 

It isa Bafilisk unto mine Eye, 

Kills me to look on't: Letthere beno donaney 32 Go 


= 


VVhere there is beauty: Truth, where femblance.: Love, 


VVhere there’ $ moter sha, The Vows of V Vomen, \ 


SS eee nme 


The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Of no more bondage be, to where they. are emade, : 
Than they are to their Veytues, which is nothing ;) 
O, above meafure falfe, ya 
Phil, Have patience, Su, o Suk aaa 
And take your Ring again, cis not. yet ton $7 01 Heat | 
It may be probable the loftit: or. ., 46} ita : 4 
VVho knows if one of her hes bsg 4, 
Hath ftoln it from her, ; 13 8941 i wns bn 
Poft. Wenyteues. 33) vena “ ti 


}) And fo I hope he came by’t: ‘backsany. Rings "4 


‘Render to me fome corporrl fi ign abn etait 140 
More evident;than, this :, for this was ftole,,, 
zach, By; Jupiter, 1 bad it from her Arm, wit} 7 
Poft. Harkyyou,, be {wears : by rea ay : 
’Tis trues snay keep the Ring 5 "tis true): Lam, fore | ah 
She fhould notdofe it: her.Attendantsare 


Phil, Sir, be catiel: 


| This is not {trong enough to be beliey de 


Of one perfwaded well of. 
Poff, Never talkyon’t'tys 
She hath been,¢olted, by him,» 
Fach. If you feek i 
For further fatisfying ; vader; her Breaft 
(Worthy her preffing) lies a-Mole, right pon 
Of that moft delicate Lodging. By my life..; : 
[ kift it, and it gave me prefent hunger, : 
To feed again, though fulk.; ign do remember Pal 2 
This ftain nponher ? ) 789 
Poft: y:andit dotheonfirm... i. ines wy - a 
‘Another ftain, ‘as big as Hell, can hold, « ; id ¢ 
‘Were there no, mere but it.’ a 
Fach. Will you hear more oy 
Poff, Spare your Arithmetick, | 


rrt if ys \y 
jin G12 {4 aYNV VE 


p ever count the Turns:)Qnee, and a ba 


Fach. Vil be fworn. : 

Post, No fweariugcy = | Oa als heme 
‘If you will. fwear you have not a t, alae oT am | 
“And Twill kill thee if thou Sede cs) ea a wee 
Thou’ ft made me Cuckold, ; ; 

Fach: Vil. deny nothing, - sha 

Poft, O that I had se ae to tear her Lon | od 
[ will go there-and do’e i’ th? Court, before.» igi 
Her Father. Pil do fomething,. _ Soh bi fps 

Phil. Quite befides, iJ] i 
The Government of Patience, You. have won: 
Let’s follow him, and pervert the pris wrath 5 
He hath againft himfelf: . |. u odgesdig 

Fach, With all my heart. 10 i iz 


Enter Pofthumus. . il oa 


Poff. Is there no way for Men tobe, but won 
Mutt be half-workers? We are all Baftards, | 
And that moft venerable man, which! - 
Did call my Father, was, 1 know not sone 
When I was ftampt, Some Coyner with his 


_| Made mea ‘counterfeit: yet my Mother feem o 
/ | The Dian of thartime: i 
| The Non pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Ven 


doth my Wife »: 


Me of my lawful pleafure fhe reftrain’d, ~ 
And pray’d me oft forbearance :/did it with» | 
A pudency fo Rofie, the {weet view on’t 
Might well have warm’d old Saturn: 

That I thought her 

As Chafte, as un-Sunn’d Snow. Oh, all the Devils: 
This yellow Fachimo in an hour, was’t not? 
Or lefs; at firft? Perchance fpoke not, but 
Like a full Acorn’d Boar, a Jarmen on, 


cry’d 


pre IT call 


Rn aT 


| That tends,to vice in man, but Lafhirm 45 oor 
| It is thé Womans part ; be it Lying, note it, ae 
|| The Wotnans: Flattering, hers : ‘deceiving, shers-: 


| Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides; Difdain,.... ° | Our Anceftor was: that. e0/ulinutivs SET ins 


They are nor conitant, but are changing {till 5. .; Though Rane be therefore angry: Afulmatinemade ourlaws 
4 One Vice, but ofa minute old, for one : i Who was.the fin{t of Britting which didsput. “2172 ? 
Not half fo old asthat. 1’le write againft them, , ,.. His brows within agolden Gide tyverid cathe . 
| Deteft them, cucfe them : yet ’tis greater Skill,:.... | Himfelf a-Kingy; : sy 0! ecm 
In a true Hate, ta pray they. have their will; . ... grates. oa abies a 
| The very Devils cannot plague them beter, LAwt. || Thac Tam to.prenannce Aupustcs (i ber gists sin 
130 | (Cafar that hath more Kings | his-Sepvants, ithan’l © s 
ta Ae teks eT MISE E Osis Dev tr srt. Ff ie elf Ramettict Officers) thide Eaemys oy ¢\ei 
‘ po tly i; eCcelve it from methen, War, and Confufi 
Aitws Tertins. Scena Prima. {a Cafars name proaduncel ‘gainiiithée : ys! aot 
For fury, not to ve refitted... Tinsidefi7d, , 
Euter in State, Gymbeline, Queen, Clotten, and Lordsue’ | 1 thank. thee, fog amywfelf. 
oe doar, and at another, Caius, Lucius, i] yer: Thow are-weldom Catan sD oi en Laden | 
add Attendants. | dehy. Cafar Knightedme ; my-youthMfpentivr seok wr | 


| cai a ig fay, what would Auguftus Cefar with us? 


Lives in mens eyes, and will to Bars and Tongues 


_| (Famous in Cefar’s praifes, no: whit lefs 
4 Than in his Feats defervingpit) for. him, 


| Yearly three thoufand pounds; which (by thee): lately | usa day, 108 two, or Jenger: «if youfeek us afterwards in 


| We have again ; Remember, Sir, my Liege, 


| As Neptune’sParkribb'djandpal’d in 

‘| With Oaks unskaleable, and roaring Waters, 

‘| With Sand that wilbnot:beaf your enemies Boats, 

| But fuck them up to’ bh’ Top-maft.: A-kind of Conqueft 


'| From off our Coaft, twice’ beaten’s.and his thipping 
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Cry’d oh, and mounted, found no opposition... . 
But what he look’d for,{hould oppofe, and fhe .. i 
Should from encounter guard, Could I findout , 
The Womans pait in me, forthere’s no motion... 


__Cym. You mutt know, 

Till the injurious Romans did extort 

| This Tribute from us, we were free. Cefar’s Ambition 

Af Which {well’d fommpgh,that.indid almolt ftretcho 2! t 
The fides 0’ ch’ world, againftallcolourherey: o!) 

Did put the yoak upon’s: which todhake off 20! 

Becoines.a warlike people; whom weireckon.\"! 

Our {elves to be,.we-dos Say then to Gafars) 6 


Luft, and rank thoughts, hers, hers.: Rewenges her: 


Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability « (wot «isi 4 Ordain’d our Laws, whofeufe chef 

mal aDIIE Qi WOU wtf a word of ‘ 

All faults that may-be named, nay, that Hell knows, ; Hath too much mangled : whofe aes smiry wa ; 

Why hers, in part, or all: butxcather ail. For evetl.to. Vice} Shall (by the power we hold); beour good ébdod yin 
ete ’ > ‘ 


| Much underhim : of bim, I gather’d:Honotr, jan god be. | 
| Which he, tofeeisof me again, perforce, | 
LuciWhen Fulins (afar whoferemembrance yet'y Behooves me keep at utterance. {am perfect 
( || That the Pannonians arid Dalmatians, ‘for 
Their Liberties ase now in-Armes+::a\Precedent . 
Which not to read} «would thew.thie Britains colds 
So Cefar fhall not ifind them, ate 
Luc, Let proeffpeak, veh Botti | 
And his fucceflion, granted Rome a Tribute, Clot. Fis Majefty-bids you welcom,..Make pafbirhe with 


? 


Be Theam, and hearing ever) wasin this Britasm, 
And Conquer’d it, Caffibelan thine’ Uncle 


; 
ob 


Is left untender’d, other terms, you fhajtfind:ns in our Salt-water-Girdle:: if 
Que. And to kill the marvail, 
Shall be fo ever. 
Clot. There-be many Cefars, 
Ere fuch another fulmus : Britain's a world 
By it felf, and we will nothing pay: 
For wearing ouc own Nofes. 
Queen. That opportunity 
Which then they had to take from’s, to refume 


.| you beat as out-of ity it isyours: if you fall inthe'adven- 
|| ture, our Crowsshallfare the better for you: and there’s 
‘| an end. pity ii 
Luc, So, Sir; i 4 
Cym. | know your-Malters pleafire, andthe mine: 
All the Remain, is welcoms LE wean. 


Scena Secunda. 


The Kings your Anceftors,: together with 10} od 2 

The Natural'braveny of your Ifle, which ftands Enter Pifanio reading of a Letters; 
Pif. How? of Adultery? Wherefote write you not ' 

What Monfters her accufe ? Leonatus + 4 

Oh Matter, what a flrange infection 

Is faln into thy ear.?, What falfe Jealian, 

(As poifonous tongu’d, as handed) hath prevail’d 

On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyal 2» No. 

She’s punifh’d for her truth ; andundergoes 

More Goddefs-like, than Wife-tike; fuch Aflaults 

As would take infome Virtue. Oh my Mafter, 

Thy mind to her, isnow as low, as.were 

Thy Fortunes. How? that i fhould murther her, 

Upon the Love, and truth, and vows: which I 

Have made tothy ¢onimand? I her? Her blood ? 

If it be fo, todo goodfervice, never. 

Let me be counted ferviceable. How: look I, 

That I fhould feem to: lack humanity, 

So much as this Fact comes to’? _Do’t: the Letter? 

That I have fent her, by her own command, 

Shall give the opportunity. Oh damn}d paper, 

Black as the Ink that’s on thee  “fenfelets bauble, 

Art thoua Foedarie for this aét ; thow look’ ft 

So Virgin-like without ? Lo here fhe comes, 


Cefar madéhére, but made not here‘his brag 
Of, came, and Saw, atid Overcame: with fhame 
(The firft that evertouch’d:him ): he was carried 


(Poor ignorant Baubles) on auriferrible Seas ; 
Like Egg-theels, mow’d npon their Surges crack’d 
As ealily *gainft-ouc Rocks: For joy whereof, 
The fam’d Caffibelan , who was once at point 

( Oh giglet Fortune ) to mafter (efars fword, 
Made Lua’s-Town with rejoycing-Fires bright, 
And Britains ftrut with Courage. — 

Clot. Come, there’s nomore Tribute to be paid. Our 
Kingdom: is ftronger than it was at.that time,and (as I 
faid) there isno more fuch Cefars,other of them may have 
crook’d Nofes, but to owe fuch ftrait Acms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your Mother end. ‘ 

Clot, We have'yet' many among us, can gripe as bard as 
Caffibelan, donot fayt anv one: but I have a hand. Why 
Tribute? Why fhould wepay Tribute? If Cefar can hide 
the Sun from us with’a Blanket, or put the Moon in his 


packer: .weowillpay hinr Tribute for Light. elfe, Sir, no 
more Tribute, pray you now. 
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“Evitery Imogen, 


Iam ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo. How now 4 ‘Pifanio? 

Pif. Madath,here.is@ Letter from my Lord. 

Imo, Who! thy Lord? that ismy Lord Leonatus ? 
Oh, learn’d indeed were that Aftronomer 
That knew the Stars, :as-1 his Characters, 
He’ld lay the Futureopen. You good gods, 
Let whas.is here contain’d, relifh of Love, 
Of my Lord’s health: of his content: yet not 
That we two are a-funder, let that grieve him ; 
Some griefs are medicinable, that is one of them, 
For it doth phyfick Love, of his content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave: bleft be 
You Beesthat make thefe Locks of counfél. Lovers, 
And men in dangerous Bonds pray not alike. 
Though Forfeitours you caft in prifon, yet 
You clafp young Cxpid’s tables: good News, gods. 


Uftice, and your Father's wrath ( foonld: he take mein his 
J Dominion) could not be fo crnelte me, as you, (ob the dea- 
reft of Creatures) would even renew wie with your eyes. Take 
notice that I am in Cambria et Milford-Haven : what your 
own Love, will out of this advife you, follow. So be wifhes you 
all happinefs, that remains loyal to his Vow, and your increafing 
in Love, , Leonatus Pofthumus. 


Oh for a Horfe with.wings: Hear’ft thou, Pifanio ? 

-| Heis at e#7filford-Haven > Read, and tell me 

How far ’tis thither.’ If one of mean-aflairs 

May plod it ina week, why may notl*— 

Glide thither inaday? then,true Pifanio, 
Who long’ftlike me, to fee thy Lord’; who long’ft 

}( OhJet me bate ) but not like me: ‘yet long’it 
But ina fainter kind. Oh notlike mez)" >” 
For miné’s beyond, beyond : fay,'and fpeak thick 
( Love’s Counfellor fhould fill the bores of hearing 
To th’ fmothering of the Senfe ) how far it is 
Tothis fame blefled eilford. And by th’ way 
Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as 

| T’ inherit fuch a Haven. But firft ofall, 
How may we fteal from hence« and for the gap 
That we thall make in time,, frona our hence-going, 

-| And our seturn, to excufe:’ but firft, how get hence. 

Why fhould excufe be born or e’re begot ? 

We'll talk of that hereafter. Prythee {peak, 

How many {core of Miles may we well ride 

’Twixt. hour and hour? 

Pif. One fcore ’twixt Sun, and Sun, 

Madem’s enough for you: and too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to’s Execution, Man, 
Could never go fo flow: I have heard of Riding wagers, 
Where Horfes have been nimbler than the Sands 
That run i’ th’ Clocks behalf. But this is Foolrie, 
Go, bid. my Woman feigna ficknefs, fay 
She’ll home to her Father, and provide me prefently 
A Riding Suit: No coftlier than would fit 
A Franklins Houfwife. 

Pif. Madam, you're beft confider. 

Imo. Lee before me (Man) nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enfues but havea Fog inthem, 

That I cannot lookithrough. Away, | prithee, 
Doas I bid thee: there’s:no more to fay : 


Acceflible is none but. -7ilford way. LExennt, 


| Scena Tertia. 


Enter Belartus, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


. Bil. A goodly day, not to keep houfe with fuch, 
Whofe Roof’s as low'as ours : Sleep, Boys, this gate 


VVhere I have liv’d at honeft freedom, payed 


The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Inftruéts you how’t adore the Heavens ; and bows you 
Toa mornings holy office. “The Gates of Monarchs 
Are Arch’dfo high, that Giants may jet through 
And keep their impious Tur bands on,, without 
Good morrow to the Sun, Hail, thou fair Heayep, ' 
We houfe i? th’ Rock, yet ufe thee not fo hardly, 
As proudeér divers do. 

Guid, Hail, Heaven. 

Arvir. Hail, Heaven. ©. 


Belae Now for our Mountain fport, up to-yond hill, ” 


Your legs are young: I’le tread thefe Flats. “Conifid 
When you'above perceive me like a Crow, | 
That it is Place, which leffens and fets off,“ ©" *) 
And you may then revolve what tales I have told yoy, | 
Of Courts of Princes : LIC OPT old 
This ferviee, isnot Service, fo being done, 
But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus, *~ 

Draws us profit from all things wefee: ~~ °° 

And often to our comfort, fhall we find 

The fharded Beetle,in a fafer hold 
| Than is the full-wing’d Eagle. Oh this life, 

Is Nobler than attending for a check : 

Richer, than doing nothing for a Babe: 

Prouder,than ruftling in un-paid-for Silk < 

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes him fine, 

Yet keeps his Book uncrofs’d, ‘nolife to ours. 

Gai. Out of your proof you {peak: we poor unfledg’d, 

Have never. widg’d from view o’ th’ neft ; nor knownot 


,| What Air’s from home.) Hap’ly this life is beft, 


( If quict lifebe beft ) fweeter te you me 
‘That have adharper known; Well correfponding | 
With your {tiff Age; but unteus, itis ba 

A Cell of Ignorance: travniling a bed, 
A Prifon, or a Debtor, that not dares 
To ftride a limic. 

eArvi,. What fhould we fpeak of 
When we are old as you? when we fhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December ? How 
In this our pinching Cave, fhall we difcourfe 
The freezing hours away? We have feen nothing: 

We are beaftly,;. fubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolf, for what weeat: 
Our Valour is to chafe what flies: our Cage 
We makea Quire, as doth the prifon’d Bird, | 
And ting owr Bondage freely. 

Bel. How you {peak ? 

Did you but know the Citie’s Ufuries, 

And felt them knowingly: theart 0’ th’ Court 

As hard to leave, as keep: whofe top to climb: 
Iscertain falling: or fo flipp’ry, that 
The feac’s as bad as falling. The toil o” th’ VVat 

A pain that only feems tofeek our danger 
P’th?’name of Fame,aud Honour,which dyes ’eh’fearch, 
And hath as oft a fland’rots Epitaph, 

As Record of fair act, Nay, many times - 

Doth ill deferve, by doing well: what's worle 
Mutt curt?fie at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes, this Stori¢ 

The world may read in me: My bodie’s mark’d 

With Roman Swords, and my report was once 

Firft with the beft of Note. Cymbeline lov'd mse, 

And when a Souldier was the Theme, my name 

Was not far off: then was asa Tree tah 
Whofe boughs did bend with fruit. But in one night, 

A Storm, or Robbery (call it what you will) 

Shook down my mellow bangings: nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gui. Uncertain favour. 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you. oft). 
But that two Villains, whofe falfe Oaths prevail 
Before my perfect Honour, {wore to Cymbeline, 

I was Confederate with the Romans: {0 
Followed my Banifhment, and thistwenty years - 
This Rock, aud thefe Demefnes, have been my VVatld 


~ More 


pe UAE 


of the tricks in‘ War,* ©’ i 


— =— = 


—_ >< 


‘ t ‘ ie 
| The Tragedy of Cyeabeline 199] 

th | More pious debts to Heaven, than inall for the purpofe;, where, if thou fear to forike, and to make me 

we | The fore-end of my time, But, uptoth’ Mountains, certain st 1s doe, thow art the Pander to her difhonour, and 

| This is not Hunter’s Language 5 he that {trikes equally to me difloyal. 

ty’ | The Venifon firft, thall be the Lord o%ch’ Feaft, 

t To him the other two {hall minifter, Pif. What hall Lneed to draw my Sword; the Papet 

lt, | And we will fear no poifon, which attends 


Hath cut her throat already. No, *tis flander, 

Whole edge is harper than the Sword, whofe tongue 
Out-venomsail the Worms of Wile, whofe breath 
Rides onthe pofting winds, and doth belye 

All corners of the Y Vorid. Kings, Queens, and States, 
Maids, Matrons, nay the fecrets of the Grave 

This viperous flander enters. What chear, Madam ? 


In place of greater State : 

Ple meet you in the Valleys. 

How hard it is to hide the fparks of Nature ? 
Thefe Boyes know little they are Sons to th? King, 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 

They think they are mine, 


LExeunt, 


f And though train’d up thus meanly ; Inno. Falfe to hisBed ?) VVhat is it to be falfe ? 

tay | Pth’ Cave, whereon the Bow their thoughts do hit To lyein watch there, and to think on him ? 

i, | The Roofs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them To weep’twixt clock and clock? If fleep charge Nature, 
iy | In fimple and low things, to Prince it, much To break it witha fearful dream of him, 

nt Beyond the trick ofothers. This Paladour, And cry my felfawake ? that’s falfe to’s bed ? is it ? 


he heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The King his Father call’d Guiderins. Jove, 
| When.on my three-foot ftool I fit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his Spirits fly out 
Into my ftory: fay thus mine Enemy fell, 
And thus I fet my foot on’s neck, even then 
The Princely bload flows in his Cheek, he fweats, 
Strains his young Nerves, and puts himfelf in pofture 
That acts my words. The younger Brother Cadwall, 
Once e4rviragus, imas like a figure 
Strikes life into my {peech, and fhews much more 
His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz’d, 
Oh Cymbeline. Heaven and my Conftience knows 
Thou did’ft unjuftly banifh me: whereon — 
At three, and two years ald, I ftole thefe Babes, 
Thinking to bar thee of Succeflion, as 
Thou refts me of my Lands. Euriphile, : 
Thou waft their Narfe, they took thee for their Mother ! 
And every day do honour to her Grave : Wilt lay the leven toiall proper men; 
My felf Belarins, thatam. Morgan call’d, i _ | Goodly, and gallant, firall be falfe and perjur’d 
They, take for Natural Father. TheGameisup,  [Exit.'| From thy great fail: Come, Fellow, bethou honeft, 


Do thou thy Mafters bidding, When thou feeft him; 


Pifa, Alas, good Lady. 

imo, | falfe? thy Confcience witness : Fachimo, 
Thou did’ft accufe him of | ncontinency, 
Thou then look’dft like a Villain : now, methinks, 
Thy favours good enough. Same Jay of Jraly 
(whofe Mother was her paintiog) hath betraid him: 
Poor I am ftale, a Garment out of fathion, 
And for lam richer than to hang by th’ walls, 
Imuftheript: To pieces with me: Ob ! 
Mens Vows are womens Traitors, All good feeming 
By thy revolt (oh Husband) fhall be thought 
Put on for Villany: not born wher’t grows, 
But worn a bait for Ladies, 

Pifa, Good Madam, hear me. 

4mo. True honeft men being heard, like falfe Enea, *. 
Were in his time thought falfe: and Synons weeping 
Did fcandal many a holy tear: took pitt 
From moft true wretchednefs. So thou Pofthumus, 


| 
| 


A little witnefs my obedience. Look; 

Scena Quarta. I draw the Sword my felf, take it, and hit 
fa The innocent Manfion of my Love (my Heart :) 
i Enter Pifanio and Imogen. Fear not, ’tis empty of all things, but Grief: 
bid Thy Mafteris:not there, who was indeed 
Me Imo. Thou told’ft me when we came froin horfe,the place | The riches of it.. Do his bidding, ftrike, 
ath Was near at hand: Ne’re long’d my Mother fo Thou may’ ft be valiant in'a better caufe : 

To feem firft, as Phave' now: Pifanic, Man ; But now thou feem’ft a Coward, 
| Whereis Pofthumuys ? What is.in'thy mind Pifa, Hence, vile Inftrument, 

‘| That makes thee ftare thus? Wherefore breaks that fig’ | Thou hale not damn my hand: 
i) | From ch’ inward of thee ? One; One, bur painted thus’ Imo. Why, | muft dye , : 
pi | Would be interpreted'athing perplex’d And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
| | Beyond felf-explication: Put thy felf No Servant of thy Mafters. Againt Self-flaughter, 
|! } Into a haviour of lefs fear, e’re wildnefs There isa prohibition fo Divine 
if, Vanquith my ftaieder Senfes. What’sthe matter? That cravens my weak hafid: Come, here’s my heaft: 
si Why tender’ ft thou'ttat Paper tome, with Something’s afoot’: Soft, foft, well no defence, 


A look untender’? If’t*be Summer News, 


Obedient as the Seabbard: What is here, 
pi | Smile to’t:before - if Winterly, tliow need’ft 


The Scriptures of thie Loyal’ Leonatus, 


di | But keep that count’nance fill, My Husband’s hand? All turn’d to Herefie ? Away, away, 

s | That Drug-damn’d Jtaly, hath oueveraftied’him, Corrupters of my Faith, youfhallno more — 

is | And he’s at fome hard point. Speak, man,thy tongue _ Be Stomacherstomy heart’: thus may poor Fools : 
its? | May take off fome extremity, which to read’ Believe falfe Teachers: Though thofethat att betraid 


Would be even mortal to me. Do feel the Treafon tharply, yet'the Traitor 


¥| Pif. Pleafe you read, Stands in worfe cafe of woe. And thou Pofthumus, 

; And you fhall find‘me’ (wretched man) a thing That did’ft fet up my difobedience *gainft the ag 
ff ifdain’d of Fortune. My Father, and makes me put into contempt the fuits 

- dy pee oe wis Of Princely Fellows, fhalt hereafter find , 

i Imogen reads, It is no act of common paflage, but 

| 


HY Miftrefs (Pilanio) bath play’d the Strumpet: it my 
54 Bsd: the Teftimonies whereof, lyes bleeding in'me, I 
ili Ipeak, not out of weak Surmifes, but from proof as ftrong asmy, 
fi srief, and ascertain as I expect myRevenge. Tloat part, thou 
; | (Pilanio ) muft att for mes if thy Faith be not tainted withthe 
breach of hers, let thine own hands take away her life :- I fhall 
tve thee epporsurty at Milford Haven, She hath my Letter 


A ftrain of Rarenefs: and I grieve my felf, 

To think, when thoy fhalt be difedg’d by her, 

That now thou titeft on, how thy memory 

Will then be pang’d by me. Prethee difpatch, 

The Lambentreats the Butcher. Where’s the Knife ? 
Thou art too flow to do thy Matters bidding, 

When I defire it: too. 


Sp Pifa| 
a a aN 


The Tragedy of Cymbeline: 


Pifa. Oh gracious Lady : 
Since L receiv’ command to do this bufinefs, 
{ have not flept one wink. 
Ino. Do’t, and to bed then. 
Pifa. Vie wake mine eye-balls firft. 
Imo. Wherefore then 
Did’ft undertake it? Why haft thou abus’d 
So many Miles, witha pretence? This place ? 
Mine action? and thine own? Our Horfes labour? 
The time inviting thee? the perturb’d Court 
For my being abfent, whereunto I never 
Purpofe return, Why haft thou gone fo far 
To beun.bent ? when thou haft tane thy ftand, 
Th’ elected Deer before thee ? 
Pifa. But to win time 
To lofe fo bad employment, inthe which 
I have confider’d of a courfe: good Lady, 
Hear me with patience. 
Imo. Talk thy tongue weary, {peak : 
I have heard | ama Strumpet, and mine ear 
Therein falfe ftrook, can take no greater wound, 
Nertent, to bottom that, But fpeak. 
Pifa. Then, Madam, 
| thought you would not back again. 
Imo, Mott like, 
Bringing me here to kill me. 
Pifa. Not fo neither: 
Bur if { were as wife,as honeft, then 
My purpofe would prove well: it cannot be, 
But that my Matter is abus?J, Some Villain, 
{, and fingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curfed injury. 
Imo, Some Rowan Curtezan ? 
Pifa. No, on my life: 
le give him notice youare dead, and fend him 
Some bloody fign of it, For tis commanded 
I fhould do fo: you fhall be mift,at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. 
Imo. Why, good Fellow, 
What fhall Ido the while? Where bide? How live? 
Orin my life, what comfort, when! am f 
Dead to my Husband? 
Pifa. \f you'll back to th’ Court, 
Imo. No Court, no Father ; nor no more adoe 
With that harfh, noble, fimple nothing ? 
That Clotten, whofe Love-fuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a Siege. Pifa. \f not at Court, 
Then notin Britain muft youbide, — Luc, Where then? 
Hath Britain all the Sun that fhines? Day? Night? 
-Arethey not butin Britain? Ith’ worlds Volum 
Our Britain feems as of it, but notin’t : 
In a great Pool a Swans neft, prethee think 
There’s livers out of Britain. 
Pfz. 1 am moft glad 
You think of other Place: Th’ Ambaflador 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford- Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your Fortune is, and but difguife 
That which vappear it felf, mult not yet be, 
But by felf-danger, you-fhould.tread a courfe 
Pretty, and full of view: yea, happily, near 
The refidence of Pofthumus; fonigh (at laft). 
That though his Actions were not vilible, yet 
Report.fhould render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 
Imo. Oh for fuch means, 
Though peril to my modefty,not death on’t, 
I would adventure. 
Pifz. Well then, there’s the point : 
You mutt forget to be a Woman ; change 
Command into Obedience. Fear and Nicenefs 
(The Handmaids ofall Women, or more truly 
‘VVoman it prety felf) into a waggih courage, 
Ready in gybes, quick-anfwer’d, fawcy, and 


As quarrellous as the VVeazel : Nay, you muft 
Forget that'rareft treafure of your Cheek, 
Expofing it ( but oh the harder heart, 
Alack no remedy) to the greedy touch 
Ofcommon-kifling Titan: and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty trimms, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. Imo, Nay,be brief 
| fee into thy end, and am almoft re 
A man already. The 

Pifa. Firft, make your felf but like one, 
Fore.thinking this. I have already fit [hat 
(Tis in my Cloak-bagg) Doublet, Hat, Hofe, all ~ 
That anfwer to them: 


md 


From youth of fuch a feafon ) "fore Noble Lucius 
Prefent your felf, defire his fervice :\ tell him 

VVherein you’re happy, which will make him know, | 
If that his head have ear in Mufick, doubtlefs my 


VVith joy he will embrace you: for he’s Honourable, | 


And doubling that, moft holy. Your means abroad: | 
You have merich, and I will never fail. tT 
Beginning, nor fupplyment. 
Imo. Thouartall the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Prethee away, 
There’s more to be confider’d: but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. Thisattempt, 
1 am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prethee, — aa) 
Pifa. VVell, Madam, we mult take fhort farewel, ¢ 
Left being mifi, I be fafpected of if) 
Your carriage from the Court. 
Hereis a box, I had it from the Queen, 
VVhat?s in’t is precious : If you are fick at Sea, 
Or Stomach-qualm’d at Land, a Dram of this 
VVill drive away diftemper. Fo fome thade, 
And fit you to your Manhood ; may the Gods 
Direct you. to the beft. 
. dmg, Amen : 1 thank thee. 


Scena Quinta, 
Exter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords. 


(ym. Thus far, and fo farewel. 

Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir: 
My Emperour hath wrote, I muft from hence, 
And am right forry, that I muft report ye 
My Mafters Enemy. 

Cym. Our Subjects (Sit ) 
VVill not endure his yoak ; and for our felf 
To fhew lefs Soveraignty than they, muft needs 
Appear un-King like. 

Luce So, Sir: I defire of you 
A Condutt over Land, to Aéilford-Haven. 


Madam, all joy befal your Grace, and you. 


Gym. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office + | | 


The due of Honour in no point omit : fl 
So farewel, Noble Lucins. 4 
Lac. Your hand, my Lord. i atl ie 
Clot. Receive it friendly ; but from this time forth | 
I wear it as your Enemy. “7a 
Luc. Sir, the Event | 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. ‘onlbe | 
Cym. Leave not the worthy Laciis, B00) ny oo ol 
Till he have croft Severn. Happinefs.  LEx# Lucius, 
Qu. He goes hence frowning : but it honours Us, 
That we have given him caufe. AeA AS 
(lot. ’Tis all the better, iM: ? 
Your valiant Britains have their withes init. ‘ 
Cym. Lucius hath wrote already tothe Emperouty 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely> 
Our Chariots, and our Horfemen be in readinels: 
The Powersthat he already hathinGalka yy 
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VVould you in their ferving, ; 
(And with what imitation youcanborrow = | — 


My Noble Miftris, | 
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|| Hath made us forward. ‘Butjmy gentle Queen, 

| Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear’d 
‘| Before the Roman, nor tous hath tender’d 

| The Duty ofthe day. She looks as like 
\Acthiing moreamade of malice, chan of Duty, 


| Since the exile of Pafthumus, mot retir’d 


“The Triged) of Cymbdine. 


Will foon be drawn to head, from whence he moves | 
His war for Britain. 
Que, ’Tis not-fleepy bufinefs, 
Buc muft be look’d to fpeedily, and ftrongly. 
Cym, Our expectation that it fhould be thus 


We: havenotediit. ‘Call her before us, for 


‘| We have beentoa light in fufferance. 


Que. Royal Sir, 


Hath her life been: the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
’Tistime muft do. Befeech your Majetty, 


| Fofbear‘fharp fpeechestovher. She’s.a Lady 


So tender of rebukes, that words are ftrokes, 


‘| And ftrokes death to her. 


Enter a Mellenger. 
Cym, Where is fhe, Sir? How 


Can her contempt be anfwer’d ? 


eMUef. Pleafe you, Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock’d, and there’s noanfwer 
That will be given to th’ loud of noife we make. 
ue, My Lord, when Jatt I went to vifit her, 


| She pray’d me to excufe her keeping clofe, 
| Whereto conftrain’d by her infirmity, 

| She fhould that duty leave unpaid to you 

| Which daily the was bound to proffer: this 


She wifh’d me to make known : 
Made me to blame in memory. 
Cym. Her doors lock’d? 
Not teen of Jate? Grant Heavens, that which I 
Feac , prove falfe, 

Que. Son, | fay, follow the King. 

(sot. That man of hers, Pifanio, her old Servant 
[ have not feen thefe two days. 

Que. Go, look after : 
Pifanio, thou that ftand’it fo for Pofthunm, 
He hath a Drugg of mine: I pray, his abfence 
Proceed by fwallowing that. For he believes 
It is athing moft precious. But for her, 
Where is fhe gone? Haply defpair hath feiz’d her : 
Or wing’d with fetvour of her love, fhe’s flown 
To her defired Pofthumus: gone fhe is, 
To death, or to difhonour, and my end , 
Can make good ufe of either, She being down, 
I have the placing of the Brittifh Crown. - 


but our great Court 


LExit. 


LExn. 


Enter Cloten. 


How now, my Son? 
Cort. ’Tis certain fhe is fled. 
Go in and cheer the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
Que. All the better: may n3 
This night fore-ftall him of the cotningday. = [Exit Qu. 
Clot. I love and hate her : for fhe’s fair and Royal, 
And that fhe hathall courtly parts more exquifite 
Than Lady, Ladies Womaty, from every one 
The belt fhe hath, and fhe of all compounded 
Out-fells them.all. I love her therefore, but 
Difdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Pofthumus, flanders fo her judgement, 
That what’selfe rare, is choak’d: and in that point 
| will conclude to hate her, nay indeed, 
To be reveng’d upon her. For, when Fools—— 


Enter Pifanio. 


Whois here? What, are you packing, Sirrah ? 
Comé hither: Ah you precious Pander, Villain, 


Where is thy Lady? In a word, or elfe 
Thou art ftraight way'with the Fiends. 

Pifa. Oh, good my Lord. 

Clot. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Fupiter, 
I will not ask again. Clofe Villain, 


{| Ple have this feeret from thy heart, or rip 

| Thy heart to find it. Is fhe with Pofthumus ? 

|| From whofe fo many weights of bafenefs, cannot 
| A dram of worth be'drawn. 


Pifa, Alas, my Lord, 
How can fhe’be with him? When was fhe mifs’d:? 
He is in Rome. 

(it. Where isthe, Sir ? Come nearer: 


| No farther halting: fatisfie me home, 


What is become of ‘her: 
Pifa. Oh, ‘may all-worthy Lord, 
Clot, All-worthy Villain, 
Difcover where thy Mifiris is, at once, 
At the next word: ‘no more of worthy Lord ; 
Speak, or thy filence on the inftant, is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Pifa. Then, Sir; 

This Paper is the hiftory of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 

Got, Let’s fee’t ; I will purfue her 
Even to e4uguftus Throne. 

Pifa. Or this, or perifh. 

She’s far’enough, and what he learns by this, 
May prove his travel, not her danger. ; 

Clot. Humbh. 

Pifa. I'le write to my Lord fhe is dead : Oh, Imogen, 
Safe may’ft thou wander, fafe return agen. 

Clot. Sirrah, is this Letter true ? 

- Pifa. Sir , as I think, 

Clot. It is. Pofthamu’s hand, 1 know’t. Sirrah, if thou 
wonld’ft not bea Villain, but do me true fervice : undergo 
thofe employments wherein I fhould have caufe to ufe thee 
with a ferious induftry, that is, what villainy foe’re I bid 
thee do to perform it, directly and truly, I would think 
theean honeft man: thou fhould’ft neither want my means 
for thy relief, nor my voyce for thy preferment, 

Pifa. Well, my good Lord. 

(lot. Wilt thou ferve me ? For fince patiently and ¢on- 
ftantly thou haft ftuck to the bare Fortune of that Beggar 
Pofthumus,thou cant not in the courfe of gratitude, but be a 
diligent follower of mine, Wilt thou ferve me? 

Pifa. Sir y V will. : 

Clot. Give me thy hand, here’s my Purfe. Haft any of 
thy late Mafters Garments in thy pofleflion? : 

Pifa, Lhave (my Lord) at che Lodging, the fame Suit he 
wore, when he took leave of my Lady and Miftrefs. 

Clot. The firft fervice thou do’ft me; fetch that Suit hi- 
ther ; let it be thy firft fervice,go. 

Pifa. 1 fhall, my, Lord. LExeunt, 

Clot. Meet thee at AG/ford Haven: (1 forgot to ask him}, 
one thing, I’le remember’t anon :) even there,thou villain, 
Pofthunias, will } kill thee. I would thefe Garments were 
come. She faid upon a time (the bitternefs-of it, I now | 
belch froti my heart ) that fie held the very Garment of 
Pofthumus, in more refpeét, than my Noble and natural 
perfon ; together with the adornment of my Qaalities, 
With that Suit upon my back will | ravith her: firft kill | - 
him, and in her eyes : there fhall fhe fee my valour, which 
will then be a torment to her contempt. He onthe ground, 
my fpeech of infultment ended on his dead body, and when | 
my luft hath dined (which as I fay, to vex her, 1 will ex. 
ecute in the Cloaths that fhe fo prais’d:) to the Court 
I’le knoc’k her back, foot her home again. She hath defpis’d | 
me fejoycingly, and le be merry inmy Revenge, 
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Enter Pifanio. 


Be thofe the Garments ? 

Pi: 1, my Noble Lord. 

(10. How long is’t fince fhe went to Adilford-Haven ? 

Pif. She can fcarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this Apparcl to my Chamber, that is the 
fecond thing that | have commanded thee. The third is, 
that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my defign. Be bui 
dutious, and true preferment fhall tender it felf to thee. 
My Revenge is now at Adi/ford, would I had Wings to 
follow it. Come and be true. Léxit. 

Pif, Thou bidd’ft me to my lofs: for true to thee, 
VVere to prove falfe, which 1 will never be 
To him that is moft true, To e#élford go, 

And find not her, whom thou purfueft. Flow, flow, 
You Heavenly Bleflings on her: This Fool’s fpeed 


Be croft with flownefs, Labour be his meed. (Exit. 


Scena Sexta. 
Enter Imogen alone, 


Imo. (fee a man’s life is a tedious one, 
I have tired my felf: and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my Bed. I fhould be fick, 
But that my refolution helps me: Adiford, 
When from the Mountain top Psfanto fhew’d thee, 
Thou was’t within aken, Oh, Jove, I think 
Foundations fliethe wretched, fuch I mean, © 
VVhere they fhould be reliev’d. Two Beggars told me, 
Icould not mifs my way. VVill poor Folks lye 
‘| That have afflictions on them, knowing ’tis 
A punifhment, or trial ? Yes; no wonder, 
VVhen Rich-ones fcarce tell true, To lapfe in Fulnefs 
Is forer, than to lie for Need: and Falfhood 
Is worfe in Kings, than Beggars. My dear Lord, 
Thou art one o’ th’ falfe Ones : now] think onthee, - 
My hunger’s gone; but even before, I was 
At point to fink for Food. But what is this ? 
Here is a path to’t: ’tis fome favage hold : 
[ were beft not call, I dare not call: yet Famine 
Ere it clean o’re throw Nature, make it valiant. 
Plenty and peace breeds Cowards, Hardnefs ever 
Of Hardinefs is Mother. Ho? who’s here? 
If any that’s civil, fpeak, if favage, 
Take, orlend. Ho? no anfwer ? thenTll enter, 
Beft draw my Sword; and if mine Enemy 
But fear the Sword like me, he’ll f{carcely look on’t. 
Such a Foe, good Heavens. Lexie, 


Scena Septima. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus, 


Bel. You Polidore have prov’d beft Woodman, and 

Are Matter of the Feaft: Cadwall and | 

Will play the Cook, and Servant, "tis our match : 

The fweat of induftry would dry, and die 

But for the end it works to. Come, our ftomachs 

Will make what’s homely, favoury ; Wearinefs 

Can fnore upon the Flint, when refty Sloth 

Finds the Downe-Pillow hard. No peace be here, 

Poor Honfe, that keep’ft thy felf, 

+ Gui, | am throughly weary. P 
c“7rv. 1am weak with toil, yet ftrong in appetite. 
Gui. There is cold meat i’ th’ Cave,we’ll brouze on that 

Whil’ft what we have kill’d be Cook’d. 

Bel. Stay, come not in: 
But that it eats our Victuals, I fhould think 
Here were a Faiery. 


The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


| That did attend themfelves, and had the virtue 


Gui. What’s the matter, Sir ? 

Bel, By Fupiter an Angel: or if not, 
An Earthly Paragon. Behold Divinenels 
No elder than a Boy. 


Enter Imogen, 


Imo. Good Matter, harm me not: 4 
Before I enter’d here, I call’d, and thought, 
To have begg’d, or bought, what I have took: good 
| have ftoln nought, nor would not, though I had found. | 
Gold ftrew’d i” th’ Floor. Here’s money formy Meat.” | 
| would have left it on the Board fo foon : ea 
AsI had made my Meal: and.parted 
With Prayers for.the Provider. 

Gui. Money ? Youth. : i ia 

e4rv. All Gold and Silver rather turn do durt, 

As’tis no better reckon’d, but of thofe 

Who worfhip durty gods. 

Imo. | fee you’re angry : 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I fhould 

Have died, had I not made it. 

Bel, Whither bound ? 

Imo. To Milford Haven. 

Bel. What’s your name? 

Imo, Fidele, Sir ; | have a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for Jtaly : he embark’d at Afford, ras, 
To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger, fj 
I am faln in this offence. re 

Bel. Prethee (fair youth) 109 30a 
Think us no Churls: nor meafure our good minds | 
By this rude place we livein. Well encounter‘, 

’Tis almoft night, you fhall have better cheer — 

Ere you depart, and thanks to ftay and eat it: 

Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gui Were youa Woman, youth, isola 
I fhould woe hard, but be your Groom in honefly,; 

I bid for you, asI do buy. 2 lh 
Arv, Vil make’t my comfort 

He is aman, I'll love him as my Brother: 

And fucha welcomeasI’ld give'tohim, = = 

(After long abfence) fuch is yours. Moft welcome: | 

Be fprightly, for you fall ’mongft Friends, < Nee 
Imo, ’Mongft Friends. a 

If Brothers: would it had been fo, that they = 

Had been my Father’s Sons, then iad my prize 

Been lefs, and fo more equal ballafting 

Tothee, Posthumus, ¢ 
Bel. He wrings at fome diftrefs, 

Gui, Would | could free’t, 

4rv. Or I, what ere it be, 

What pain it coft, what danger: gods! 
Bel. Hark, Boyes. 4 
Imo. Great men ae 

That had a Court no bigger than this Cave, _ va | 

Which their own Confcience feal’d them : laying by 1 

That nothing-gift of differing Multitudes i 

Could not out. piece thefe twain, Pardon me gods, 

(P?'d change my Sex to be Companion with them, 

Since Leonatus falfe, 

Bel. It thall be fo: : 
Boyes, we'll go drefs our Hunt. Fair, you come In} 
Difcourfe is heavy, fafting : when we have fupp’d 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 

So far as thou wilt fpeak it, 

Gui. Pray draw near. 

4rv. The night to th’ Owl, 

And Morn to th’ Lark lefs welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, Sir. 


Arv. | pray draw near. 
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‘That fince the common men are now in Action 
*Gainft the Panzonians, and Dalmatians, 

‘And thatthe Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weak to undertake our Wars againft 


Scena Offava. 


The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Imo, Sofick Iam not, yet I am not well: 
But not fo Citizen a wanton, as 
To feem to die, ere fick : So pleafe-you, leave me,. 
Stick to your Journal courfe: the breach of Cuftom, 
Is breach of all. Lamill, but your being by me 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 


1 Sen. This is the tenour of the Emperours Writ 5 


The faln-off Britains, that we do incite 


The Gentry.to this bufinefs. He creates 


Lucite Pro-Conful: and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 


Tri. Is Lucius General of the Forces ? 


2 Sen. i. 


Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? 

1 Sen. .With thofe Legions 
Which I have fpoke of, whereunto your Levy 
Mutt be fuppliant : the words of your Commiflion 
Will tye you to the Numbers and the time 


Of their difpatch 


Clot. 


by him, 


yond him in the 


Poftbumus, 


ther (faving reverence oft 


Birth, alike converfant in genera es, 
markable in fingle oppofitions: yet this imperfeverant 
‘| Thing loves him in my defpight. What Mortality is? 
thy Head (which now is growing upon thy 
s hour be off, thy: Miftrifs in- | 
to pieces before thy Face: and 
Father, who may 


fhoulders ) fhall within thi 
forced, thy Garments cut 
all this done; ‘fpurn ‘her home to her 
(happily) bea little angry for my forou 
Mother having power of his’ teftinefs, 
my commendations. M 
and to a fore purpofe: t 
This is the very defcription of their meeting place, 
| the Fellow dares not deceive me. 


: | Scena Secunda. 


Enter Bellarins, Guiderius, Arviragus, and _ 5 


Tri. We will difcharge our duty. 


Eater Cloten alone, 


His abfolute Commiffion, Long live (far. 


LExeunt. 


Aétus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Am near to th’ place where they fhould meet, 
if Pifanio have map’d it truly. How fit his Gar- 
ments ferve me? Why fhould his Miftrifs, who was made 
that made the Taylor not be firtoo? The ra- 
he Word) for.’tis faid a Wo. 
mans fitnefs comes by fits: therein I muft play, the Work- 
man, | dare fpeak it to my felf, for it is Agt¥ain-glory 
for a man and his Glafs, to confer in his own-Chamber ; | 
‘mean, the Lines of my Body areas well drawn as his; no | 
lefs young, more ftrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 


advantage of the time , above him in 


Imogen from the Cave 


lfervices, and more re 


gh ufage: but my 
fhall turn all into 


y Horfe is tyed up fafe, out Sword, 
Fortune put them into my hand: 


and 
Exit. 


oe wing 


Bel. You are not well: Remain here in the Cave, 
We'll come to you after Hunting: 

e4rv, Brother, ftay here: 
Are we not Brothers ? 

Imo. So man and man fhould be, 
But Clay and Clay differs in dignity, 
Whofe duft is both alike, Lam’very fick, ~~ 
Gui. Go you to Hunting, I’lbabide with him. 


Gui. love theé: 


Bel. Oty noble ftrain! 


Imo. 1 with ye fport. 


eArv. Youhealth, —— So pleafe'yo 
Imo, Thefe are kind Creatures, * 7 
Gods, .what lies Ihave heard? »: 
Our Courtiers fay, all’s favage;-but at Court: 
Experience, oh thou difprov’ft Report. 
Th’ imperi@lis Seas breed Monfters , for the Difh, 
Poor Tributary Rivers, as fweet Fifh:: 
I am fick ftill, heart-fick.: Pifanio, 
Pil now taft of thy Drugg. 
Gui. I could not ftir him: 
He faid he was gentle, but unfortunate 5 
Difhoneftly afflicted, but yet honeft. 
rv. Thus did he anfwer mei:*yet faid hereafter, 
I might know more. 
Bel, Toth’ Field; to th’ Field: 
We'll leave you for this time, go inj and reft. 
Arv. We'll not be long away, 


Bel. Pray be not fick, 


For you muft be our Hufwife. 


Imo. Well or ill, 
J am bopnd to you. 


Bek: And fhalt be ever. 
This‘youth, howe’rediftreft, appears he hath 


Good Anceltors. 


‘ 


I have {poke it; 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my Father. 
Bel. What? how? bow?) . 
Ary. If itbe fin to fay fo (Sir). lyoak me 
In my good Brothers fault : | know not why 
I love this youth, afd I have heard you fay, 
Love’s reafons without reafon. The Beer at Door, 
And ademand whois’t fhall die, I'd fay 
My Father. not this Youth. 


rv. How Angel-like he fings? 


Gui, But his neat Cookery ? 


Cannot amend me.; Society is no comfort: 
To one not féciable: [am not very fick, 
Since I can reafon of it: pray youtruft me here; 
Pilrob none but my felf, and let me die 

Stealing fo poorly. 


O worthinefs of Nature, breed of greatnefs ! 
“¢ Cowards, Father, Cowards, and bafe things, Sire, bafe’: 
“ Nature hath Meal and Bran ; Contempt and Grace, 
I’m not their Father, yet who this fhould’be, 
Doth miracle it felf, lov’d before me. 
’Tis the ninth hour o’ th’ Morn. 

Arv. Brother, farewel. 


u; Sir. 


> 


Ary. He cut our'Roots in Characters, 


And fawe’t otir Bréths} as Fu70 had been fick, 


And he her Dieter. 


Arv. Nobly he yoaks 
A fmiling withafigh: as if the figh 
Was that it was, for not being fuch a fmile: 
The fmile mocking the figh, that it would fly 
From fo divine a Temple, to commix 
With Winds that Sailors rail at. 


Gui. 1 do note, 


That grief and patiénce rooted in them both, 
Mingle their fpurs together, 
e4rv. Grow patient, 
And let the ftinking Elder (Grief) untwine 
His perifhing root, with the encreafing Vine. 
Bel.. Itis great Morni 
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ng. Come away: who’s there ? 


i E . i ie = ‘ _ ue neve aan 
The Tragedy of Cyralyctine: 
si mean to man ; he had not apprehenfion " 
Of roaring terrors: For defect of judgment 
Enter Cloten. Is oft the caufe of Fear. 


aud Enter- Guiderius, 
Clo. I cannot: find thofe Runagates, that Villain 
Hath mock’d me. Lanafaint, 


Bel. Thofe! Runagates? But fee thy Brother. 


Means he not us? Lpaxtly know him, ’tis Gniv This Cloten was 2 Fool, an, entpty Purle, + 
Lpactly, know him, There was no money in’t: Not Hercules * 


cl th th’ ‘ Ambuh:: ‘ ) 
eens Ape ae A oe Sansrh.. Kicat VO Could have knock’d outhis.Brains, for heh 


I faw him not thefe many-years,. and yet sits 
I know tis hes. we-areheld-as Outlaws; hence. Yet I not doing this, the Fool. had bora 
; My Head, as I do.his. 


Gui. Heis but : d my. Brother fearch 
: pe oe ee Bel. What haft thou-doge ? 


What Companies are near : pray you. awa ‘ 
Let me er i with: bim. tai | ¥ Gui, Lam perfect what cut off one Cloten’s Head, 
Son to the Queen (after his own report) hey 


Clot. Soft, whatareyou ; , mei 
That flie me thus? Some Villain Mountainers? Who call d me Traytor, Mountaineer, and{wore ft 
With his own hand he’d take us in, if 


I have heard’of fuch, What Slave antthou? : : a 
Gui. A thing, | Difplace our heads, where (thanks to th’ gods) they grow} 
More flavifh did I ne’re, than, anfwering; And fet them on Luds-Town, isi: oe 
A Slave without a knock, Bel. We are all undone. - 
| Clr. Thou arta Robber, Gni. Why, worthy Father, what have we ta lof, — 
| AcLaw-Breaker, a Villain: yield. thee, Thief. But that he {wore to, take our Lives? the L iv 
 Gui- To whom? to thee? what,art thou? Have, not I Protects not us, then. why fhould we be tender, 
An Armas big.as thine? aHeartas big ? To let an arrogaut piece of flefh threat DSi a 
Thy words | grant are bigger; for I wear not Play Judge, and Executioner, all himfelf? 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thon art, For we do fear no Law. What Company 
| Why I fhould yield to thee ? Difcover you abroad ? 
Clo. Thou Villain bafe, ) | “Bel: No fingteSoul ; 
iKnow’ft me.sot by my Cloths? ‘Can we fet Eye on: but in all fafe reafon 
} Gui. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcal, /He muft have fome Attendants, Though his Honour 
Who is thy Grandfather: He made thofe Cloaths, V Vas nothing but mutation ; I, and that a 
| Which (as it feems): make-thee. From one bad thing to. worfe: Not Frenzy, Ht 
Clo, Thou precious: Varlet, Not abfolute madnefs could fo far have rav’d =f. 
My Taylor otade them, not, ; To bring him here alone, although perhaps he 
| Gui. Hence then, .and! thank. Itmay be heard at Court, that fuchaswe | 
The man that gave themthge.. Thowart fome Kool, Cave here, hauat here, are Outlaws, and intume =f 
| am loth to beat thee. “geet! vik May make fome ftronger head, the which he heating, | 
Clo. Thou injurious Thief, : (0. 3.) (As itis likehim) might breakout, and fwear | 
Hear but my name; -and:tremble. He’d fetch usin, yet is’t.not probable ; 
Gui, What’s thy Name? ‘To. come alone, either fo undertaking, P| 
| Co Glaten,, thon! Villain. Or they fo fuffering: then on good ground we. fear, i eee 
| Gui. (loten, thou double Villain be thy;name, If we do fear this body, hath a tail . 
‘I cannot tremble atit, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider; | More perilous than the head, 
|’ Twould move foonery «‘ Arv. Let Ordnance 
| lot. To thy further fear, ‘Come, as the gods fore-fay it, howfoe'te. 
‘Nay, tothy meer Confufion, thou fhalt know. | My Brother hath done well. 
Tam Son to th’ Queen, | Bel, [had no mind 
Gui. Lam forry for’t : not feeming Tohunt this day: The Boy Fidele’s ficknefs 
‘Soworthy as thy Birth. | | Did make my way long forth, 
| Clo. Art not afeard ? | Gui. VVith his own Sword, ' 4 euligil a 
Gui. Thofe that reverence, thofe I fear, the Wife: | Which he did wave againft my thepek MATE ap 
At Fools I laugh, not fear them. , His Head from him : Pll ehrow’t into thi Creek. 


| ~ Clo. Die the Death: | Behind our Rock, and let it tothe Sea, ) e 
| When I havé flain thee with my proper. band, And tell the Fifhes, he’s the Queens Son, Clatem | 
| ll follow thofe that-even now fled hence,: That’s alll reak. a 
And on the Gates: of Luds-Fown fet. your heads: | Bel. \fear "twill be reveng?d + ty xalonk ae 
Yield Ruftick Mountaineer. LFight and Exeunt.| Woul (Polidore) thou hadi. net done’t : though 8 
Becomes thee well enough. . er 
ree 4rv, Would I had done’t, . 
Exper Bellarius, and Arviragus. So the Revenge alone purfu’d me: Polidore, 
We ti 3 _ | Llove thee Brotherly, but envy 1 7 
cits Thou haft robb’d me of this deed : I would Revengss |) 
Bel. No Company’s abroad? : That poffible ftrength might meet, would feek us throug! ; : 
e4rv. None inthe World: you did miftake him fure. | And put us to our anfwer. ee! 
Bel. {cannotitell:: long isiit-fince | faw him, Bel. Well, *tis done : ‘.7 
But Time hath nothing blurr’d thofe,lines of Favour We'll hunt no, more.to.day, nor feek for aor =) oe 
Which then he wore : the fnatches,in his Voice, Where there’s no profit. I prethee to our Rosh, vi 
And burft of fpeaking were as his; 1am abfolute | You and Fidele play the Cooks ; Pll ftay | 6; 
> Twas very Cloten. 96 | Till hafty Pofidore return, and bring him _ te 
Ary. tnrthis place we left them ; | To Dinner prefently. : 
Be m — make good time with him, A = as fick Fidele, 
You fay he is fo fell. : willingly to him, to gain his co 
Bel. *peing fearce made up, - Vd let a Parifhof (Ove alan Oa 


td 


el 


And-praife my felf ‘for Charity, 

Bel. O thou Goddefs, , 
Thou divine Nature; thy felf thou blazon’ft 
In thefe two Princely, Boyes: they areas gentle 
AsZephyres blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his {weet Head, and yet, as rough 
(Their Royal blood enchaf’d) as therud’ft wind 
That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, 
And make him f{toop to th’ Vail. | Tis wonder 
That an invifible inftinét fhould frame them 
To Royalty unlearn’d, Honour untaughr, 
Civility not feen from other: Valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
Asif it had been fow’d: yer ftillit’s ftrange 
What Clorens being here to us portends, 
Or what his death will bring us. 


Enter Guiderius. 


Gui. Where’s my Brother ? 
have fent Clotens Clot-pole down the ftream ; 
In Embaflie to his Mother; his bodies hoftage 
For his return, 

Bel. My ingenuous Inftrument, 
(Hark Polidore ) it founds : but what occafion 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion? Hark. 

Gui. is heat home? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Gui, What does he mean ? 

Since death of my dear’ft Mother 

It did not fpeak before. All folemn things 
Should an{fwer folemn Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toyes, 
Is jollity for Apes, and grief for Boyes. 

Is Cadwall mad ? 


her in bis Arms. 


Bel. Look, here he comes, 

And brings the dire occafion in his Arms, 
Of what we blame him for. 

4Arv. The Bird is dead 
That we have made fo much on. I had rather 
Have skipt from fixteen years of Age, to lixty: 
To have turn’d) my leaping time.intoaCrutch, 
Than have feen this. 

Gui. Ohfweeteft, faireft Lilly : 

My Brother wears thee not the one half fo well, 
As when thou grew’lt thy felf. 

Bel. Oh Melancholly, 5 
Who ever yet could found thy bottom ? Find 
The Ooze, to fhew that Coaft thy fluggith care 
| Might eafilieft harbour in, Thou blefled thing. 
Fove knows what man thou might’ft have made 
Thou dyed’ft a more rare Boy, of Melancholly. 
How found you him ? 

Arv. Stark, as you fee : 

Thus {miling as fome Fly had tickled flamber, 


Repofing on a Cufhion. 
Gui. Where ?. 
Arv, O’ th’ Floor : 
His Arms thus leagu’d, I thought he flept, and 
My.clouted Brogues from off my 
Anfwer’d my fteps too loud. 
Gui. Why, he but fleeps : 
If he be gone he’ll make his Grave a Bed: 


And Worms will not come. to thee. 

‘Arv. With faireft Flowers 
Whil’ft Summer lafts, and Llive here, Fidele, 
Pll fweeten thy fad Grave : thou fhalt not lack 


The Elower that’s like thy Face.  Pale»Primrofe, nor 


Lexi, 


3 


[Solemn eMufick, 


Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing 


: but I, 


Not as deaths dart being laugh’d at: his right Cheek 


put 


Feet, whofe rudenefs 


With Female Faieries will his Tomb be haunted, 


orem 


me Trosid Saar ae = EER. 


The azur’d Hare-Bell, like thy Veins: no nor 
The Leaf-of Eglantine;’ whom not to flander, 
Out-fweetned not thy breath: the Raddock would 
With Charitable bill (Oh billfore fhaming . 
Thofe rich-left-Heirs, that let their Fathers lie 
Without:a’Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furr’d Mofs befides. When Flowers are none 
To winter ground thy Coarfe—— 
Gui. Prethee have done, 
And do not play in Wetich like words with that 
Which is fo ferious, Let'us bury him, 
And not protraét with admiration, what 
Isnow due Debt. Toth’ Grave. 
Arv. Say, where fhall’s lay him?) |. 
Gui. By good Euriphile, our Mother. 
Ard. ‘Be’t fo: 
And let us (Polidore) though now our Voices 
Have got the mannifh crack, fing him to th’ ground 
As once'to our Mother:: ufe like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile muft be Fidele, 
Gui. Cadwall, 
I cannot fing: 1’ll weep, and word it with thee, 
For Notes of forrow, out of tune, aré worfe 
Than Priefts, and Vanes that lie, 
Ary, We'll {peak it then. ‘ 
Bel. Great griéfs I fee Med’cine thé lefs. For Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He'was a Queens Son, Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: thou mean, and mighty rotting 
Together have‘one duft, yet Reverence 
(That Angel -of the World) doth make diftinction 
Of place’twixt high and low, ‘Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you'took his life, ‘as being our Foe, 
Yet bury him, as a‘Prince. 
Gui Peay thee fetch him hither, 
Therfites Body isas good as Ajax, 
When neither.are alive, 
Arv, If you'll go fetch'him, 
We'll fay our Song ‘the whil’ft: Brother begin. 
Gui. NayCadwall, we'tdutt lay his Head to th’ Eaft, 
My Father hath a reafonfor’e. - 
Ary, ’Tis true, 
Gui. Come on then, and remove him 


| 
| Ary. So, begin: 
tT] 


SONG. 


Guid. Fear no'moreé' the heat 0 th Sup, 
Nor the furious Winters rages, 
Thou thy Worldly task’ baft done ~* 
Home art gone, and take thy wages.’ 
Gélden Lads and Girls all mujt,’*°~ 
As Chimney-Swoeepers tone to ‘dufP?° 
Arv. Fear no more the frown @ th” Great; 
Thou art paft the Tyrants ftroke,’* 
Care no more to'cloath and eat, 
To thee the Reed is as the Oak: 
The Scepter, Learning, Phyfick: muff, 
All follow this andcome to duft. 
Gui. Fear no more the Lightning flafh. 
Atv. Nor th? all dréaded'Thiinder-ftone. 
Gui. Fear no lander, (enfire rafh. 
Arv. Thou haft finifl’d Foy and Moan. 
Both. All Lovers young, all Lovers'nmft., 
Confisn to thee, and'come to dnft. 
Gui. No Exorcifer harm thee, 
Atv. Nor no Witcheraft charm thee: 
Gui. Ghoft unlaid forbear thee. 
Arv. Dothine ill come near thee. 
Both. Quiet confummation have, 
And renowned be thy Grave. 


Qaq 2 
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Enter Bellarius with the Body of Gloten. 


Gui, We haye done our obfequies : 
‘Come lay him down, 

Bel. Here’s few Flowers, but about midnight more : 
The berbs that have on them cold dew oth’ night 
Are ftrewings fitt’{t for Graves: «pon their Faces, 
You were as Flowers, now witherd; even fo 
Thefe Herbeletsthall, which we-upon you ftrew. 
Come on away, apart npan our Knees : 
The ground that gaye them firft,has them again : 
Their pleafures here are paft, fo are their pain. [Eweurt. 

Cim agen awakes. 

Yes, Sir, to e Milford. Heaven, which isthe way 
[ thank you: by yond Bufh? pray how far thither ? 
"Ods pittikins : can i¢ be fix mile yet ? 
[have gone all night; "faith, Pie lye downand fleep, 
But foft: no Bedfellow? Oh Gods, and Goddefles! 
Thefe Flowers are like the pleafures ofthe World ; 
This bloody manthe care on’t. I hope I dream: 
For fo I thought I wasa Cave-keeper, 
And Cook to honeft Creatures. But ’tis not fo; 
"Twas but a bolt of nothing, fhot at nothing, 
Which the Brain makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, 
Are fometimes like our Judgments, blind. Good Faith 
I tremble {till with fear: but.if chere be 
Yet left in Heaven, as {mall a drop of pitty 
As a Wrens Eye; fear’d Gods, a part of it. 
The Dream’s here fill: even when | wake it is 
Without me, as withiame; notimagin’d, felt, 
A headlefsman? , The Garments of Pofthumus ?: 
I know the fhape of 75 Leg: thisishis Hand: 4 
His Foot Mercurial: his Martial Thigh,» ir 
The Brawns of Hercules: but-his Jovial Facesp— . 
Murther in Heaven? How? ’tis.gone. Pifanioy 
All curfesmadded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
Acd mine to boot, be darted ‘anithee : thou 
Confpir’d with thatirregulons evil Gloten, 
Hath here cyt off.my Lard. To write, and reads 
Be henceforth treacherous. Damin’d Pifasia <> 
Hath with his forg’d Letters (damn’d Pifanio) 
From this moft brayelt Veflel of the World 
Struck the main top! Oh Pofthumus, alas, pe 
Where is thy head ? where’s that ? Aye me, I,where’s that? 
Pifanio might have kill’d thee at the heart, 
And left his head on, How fhould this be, Pifanio? 
Tishe and Cloteg. Malice and.Lucre.inthem 
Have laid this woe here. Qh ’tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drugg he gave me, which he-faid was precious 
And Cordial to me,..haye.t, nof.found it 
Murdr’ous to th’ Senfes ? that.confirms it home: 
This is Pifanio’s deed, ‘and Cleten-».Qh! 
Give colour to my pale.cheek. with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may feem, to.thofe 
Which chace to find us, Oh, may-Luord:! my-Lord |: 


Enter Lucius, Captains, and 4 Soothfayer, 


Cap To them, the Legions garrifon’d.in Gakia 
After your will, hayecrott thoSea,.attending 
You here at «Wilford: Haven, with your Ships : 
They are in readinefs, ee 

Luc, But what from. Rome 2 

Cap. The Senate hath ftirs2d ypthe Confiners, . 
And Gentlemenof /raly, moft willing Spirits, 
That promife Noble Servci¢; and they come 
Under the Conduct of bold Frghimas 
Syenna’s Brother, NE 

Luc. When expect youthem?, 

Cap. With the next benefit oth’ wind, 

Luc. This forwardnefs ° 
Make our hopes fair. Command our prefent numbers, 
Be muftered, bid the Captains look to’t. Now, Sir, 
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| What, have you dream’d of late of this Wargipyraan a 
purple,” | 


Sooth, Laft night the very gods fhew’d mea 
(I fealt, and pray’d for their Intelligence) thys. 
I faw Foves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing’d if 
From the Spungy South, tothis partof the Wet 
There vanifh’d in the Sunsbeams, which portends or 
(Unlefs my Sins abule my Divination) ve 
Succefs to th’ Roman holt, ; 

Luc. Dream often fo, hil Sony 
And never falfe. Softiho, what Trunkishere? Poe 1) 
Without his top ? the ruine fpeaks, that fom vi (| 
It was a worthy building.. How? a Page? 
Or dead, or fleeping on him ? but deadr 
For Nature doth abhor to make his bed: 

With the defunct, orfleep upon the dead, © 
Let’s fee the Boys face. 

Cap. He’s alive, my Lord. 

Luc, He" |i then inftraé as of his body, Young on 
Inform us of the Fortunes, for it feems 
They crave to be demanded: whois this ae 
Thou mak’ft thy bloody Pillow? Or whowashe || 
That ( otherwife the noble Nature did ) 


| 

Hath alter’d that good Picture? What’s thy ineref “on 

In this fad wrack ? How came’t? Whoist?) ae 

What art thow? . it 
Jmo. 1am nothing : or if not, ‘i 

Nothing to be were better : This was my Mafter, =| 

A very valiant Britain, and a good, Be es 

That here by Mountainers lies lain: Alas, 

There are no more fuch Mafters: I may wander 

From Eaft to Occident, cry out for Service, 

Try many, all good: ferve truly: never 


Find fuch another Mafter. 


Luc. *Lack, good youth: 
Thou mov’ft no lefs with thy complaining, than 


| The Mafter in bleeding: fay his name, good Friend, | 


Imo. Richard du (amp: \f1 do lye and do, 
No harm by it,though the Gods hear,I hope 
They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir ? 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Imo, Fidele, Sir. 

Luc. Thou do’ft approve thy felf the very fame: 

Thy name well fits thy Faith, thy Faith, thy Name: | 
Wilt take thy change with me? Iwill notfay =| 
Thou fhalt be fo well mafter’d, but be fare feat ofl 
No lefs belov’d. The Roman Emperours Letters | 
Sent by aConful to me, fhould no fooner fae 
Than thine own worth prefer thee: Gowithme. — oe 

Imo, Vie follow, Sir. But firftan’t pleafe the gods, | 
l’le hide my Matter from the Flyes as deep ee 
As thefe poor Pickaxes can dig: andwhen ==] 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha’ftrew’d his gravt, | 
And on it faida Century of Prayers, nat a 
(Such as I can) twice o’re, ’le weep, and figh, 
And leaving fo his fervice, follow you, 

So pleafe you entertain me. soft 
Luc. 1, good youth, ee 
And rather Father thee, than Mafter thee: My Friends, 7 
The Boy hath taught us manly duties: Let us ‘ 

Find out the prettieft Dazied-Plot we can, allt 
And make him with our Pikes and Partizans — ‘ é, 
A Grave : Come, Arme him : Boy, he is preferr’d it 
By thee, tous, and he fhall be interr’d <sitt 

As Souldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine Eyes, 

Some falls are means the happier to arife. [Exeut lt 


¥ Css 


Tok 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Pifanio. 

Cym, A ain: and bring we word how ’is with her, ie 4 
A Feaver ith the abfence of her Son; yi 
Amadnefs, of which her life’s in danger: Heavens, ee 


Es o8-8, ow > wens “. r 


i rere = 


How deeply you at once do touch me. Jmogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone: My Queen 
Upon a defperate bed, and in.a time 

When fearful Wars point at me ; Her Son gone, 
So needful for nis prefent ? It {trikesine, me, paft 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 


} Who needs mutt know of her departure, and 


Dolt feem fo ignorant, we'll inforce it from thee 
By a fhatp torture, 

Pifa. Sir, my life is yours, , 
I humbly fee itact your wills But-for my Miftrefs, 
I nothing know where fhe remains: why gone, 
Nor when the pur pofes return, Befeech your Highnefs, 
Hold me your Loyal. Servant. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
The day that fhe was milling, the was here ; 
I dare be bound he’s true, and fhall perform 
All parts of his fubjection loyally. For Cloten, 
There wants no diligence in feeking him, 
And will no, doubt be found. 

Cym. The time is troublefome : 
We’li flip you for a feafon, but with jealoufie 
Do’s yet depend, 

Lord. So pleafe your Majelty, 
The Roman Legions all from Gallia drawn, 
Aie janded on your coaft, with fupply 
Of Roman Gentlemen, by the Senate fent. 

Cym. Now for the Counfel of my Son and Queen. 
I am amazd with matter, 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can affront no lefs 
Thau what you hear of. 
Come more, for more you’re ready : 
The want is, but to put thefe powers in motion, 
That ‘long to move. 

Gym. (thank you: let’s withdraw 
And meet the time, as. it feeks us, We fear not 
What can fiom J¢aly annoy us, but 
We grieve at chances here. Away. 

Pifa, Uheard no Letter from my Mafter, fince 
I wrote him Jmogen was flain, ’Tis ftrange: 
Nor hear, 1 from my Miftrefs, who did promife 
To yield me often tidings. Neither know I 
What is betide to Clotex, but remain 
Perplext inall. The Heavens {till muft work : 
Wherein [ am falfe, I am honeft: not true, to be true, 
Thefe prefent wars fhall find I love my Country, 
Even tothe note o’ th’ King, or I’le fallin them: 


-| All other doubts, by time let them be cleer’d, 
Fortune brings in fome Boats, that are not fteer’d. Lé-xit. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Gui, The noife istound about us. 
Bel. Let us from it. a : 
Arvi. What pleafure, Sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From Action, and Adventure ? 
Gui. Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Mult, or for. Britains flay us, .or.receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts 
During their ufe, and flay us after. 
Bel, Sons , gist sy 
We’ll higher to the Mountains, there fecure us. 
To the King’s party there’s nogoing: newnels. 
YF Cloten’s death (we being not known,not mufter d 
Aniong the Bands). may drive ustoa render 
VVhere we have liv’d; and fo extartfrom’s that. .... 
VVhich we have done, whofe anfwer would be death 
Drawn on his torture... ., 
Gui. Thisis (Sic) adoubt 
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To have the courtefie yout Cradle promis’d, 


LExeunt, 


In fuch atime; nothing becoming you, 
Nor fatisfying us 

e“frvi, It is not likely, GOW Marl 
That when they hear their Roman horfes neigh; . : 
Behold their quarter’d Fires, have both their eyes 
And ears fo Cloyd importantly as,now, . 
That they will wait their time ppon our note; 
To know from whence we ares , 

Bel. Oh, lam known 
Of many inthe Army: Many years BY 38 
Though Cloren then but young) you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrance, And befides, the King 
Hath not deferv’d my fervice, nor your loves 
Who find in my Exile, the want of Breeding ; 
lhe certainty of this hard life, aye hopelefs | 


But to be ftill hot Summer’s tanlings, and 
The jhrinking Slaves of Winter. 

Gui. Than be. fo, wen 
Better to ceafe to. be- .Pray, Sir, to th’ Army; 
I, and my Brother arenot known; your felf 
So out of thought,and thereto fo o’re-grown, 
Cannot be queftion’d. 

e4rvi. By this Sun that fhines 
V’le hither: whatthingis it; that I never 
Did fee man dye, fcarce ever look’d on blood, * 2 v 
But that of Goward Hares, hot Goats, and Venifon ? 
Never beftrid a Horfe fave one, that had 
A Rider like my felf, who ne’re wore Rowel, 
Nor Iron on his heel ?: L am afham’d 
To look upon the holy Sun, to: have 
The'benefit of his bleft Beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Gui; By heavens T’le. go, 

If you will, blefsme, Sir, and give me leave, 
Ple take the better care.; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The, hands of Romans. 

4Arvi. So fay I, Amen. 

Bel. Noreafon | (fince of your lives you fet 
So flight a valuation) fhould referve he 
My crack’d oneto more care. Have with you, Boys: 
If in your Country. wars.you chance.to dyes: : 
That is my Bed too (Lads). and there Fle lye, 
Lead, lead ; the time feems long, their blood thinks fcorn 
Till it flie out, and fhew.them,Princes:borm, Exeunt.* 


Adus Quintus. Scena Prime: 


Enter Pofthumus alone. 


ee Ea bloody cloth, Vle keep thee : for 1 am wifht 

Thou fhould’ft ‘be cofour’d thus. You married 

Ifeach of you would take this courfe, how many 

Mult murther Wives much better thai themfelves 

For wrying but alittle? Oh Pifanjo, 

Every good Servants does not all Commands :. 

No Bond, but to do juftones. Gods, if you 

Should have ta’ne vetigeance on my faults, I never 

Had liv’d to put on this: fo had you faved 

The noble Imogen to tepent, and ftrook 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. Butalack 

You {natch from hence for little faults; that’s love 

To have them fall no more : -you fome permit 

To fecond ills with ills, each Elder worfe, 

And make them dread.it,. to the doers thrift, 

But Imogen is your own, do your beft wills, 

And make me bleft to obey. Iam broughe hither 

Amongth’ Jtalian Gentry, and to fight 

Againftmy Ladies Kingdom : ’tis.enongh 

That ( Britain) 1 have kil’. thy Miftrefse:: Beace, 
2499 3 Pl}? 


(ones, } 
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I’le give no wound tothee:: therefore,good Heavens, 
Hear patiently my purpofe. Ile difrobe me 
Of thefe Jralsan weeds, and fuit my felf 
As do’s a Britain Peazant: fol'le ghe 
Againft the part lcome:with ; fo I’le die 
Forthee (O Jmogen.) even for whom my life 
Is every breath, a death: and thus unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 
My felf ’le dedicate. Let me make men know 
‘More valour in me, than my habits fhow, 
\Gods, put the ftrengtho’ th’ Leenaté in me: 
| To fhame the guife o’ th’ world, I will begin, 
The fafhion lefs without, and more within. 


Lor. Where was this Lane? ni: 
Poft. Clofe by the battel,ditch’d, and wall’d with turf 
Which gave advantage to an ancient Souldier ut 
( An honeft one I warrant ) who defery’d : 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came 
in doing this for’s Country. Athwartthe Lane, — 
He, with two ftriplings ( Lads more like torng 
The Country bafe, than tocommit fuch flaughter, 
With faces fit for Masks, or rather fairer pe 4 
Than thofe for prefervation cas’d, or fhame 
Made good the paflage, cryed to thofe that: d, 
Our Britasn’s hearts die flying, not our men, 
To darknefs fleet Souls that fly backward ; ftand, 
Or we are Romans, and will give youthat ~ 
Like beafts, which you fhun beaftly, and may fave i 
But to look back infrown: Stand, ftand. Thefethree. 
Three thoufand confident, in aét as many : Mie 
For three performers are the File, when all 


Scena Secunda. 


| Enter Lucius, Jachimo, andthe Roman eArmy at one door : 


and the Britain Army at another: Leonatus Pofthumus 
following like a poor Souldser. They march over, and fe 
out.. Then enter again in Skirmifh Jachimo and Polt- 
humus: he vanquifheth and difarmeth Jachimo, and then 


The reft do nothing. With this word ftand, ftan 
Accommodated by the Place, more Charmin 
With their own Noblenefs, which could have turn'’d 
A Diftaffto a Lance, gilded pale looks; 


Rakes: iain, Part fhame, part {pirit renew’d, that fome turn’d coward 
But by example ( Oha finin War, 

Damn’d in the firft beginners ) *gan to look 

The way that they did, and to grin like Lyons 

Upon the Pikes o’ th’ Hunters. Then began 

A ftop i? th’ Chafer; a Retire: Anon 

A Rout, confufion thick: forthwith they flie 
Chickens, the way which they ftopt Eagles: Slaves 
The ftrides the Vicvors made: and now our cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o’ th’ need: having found the backdoor open 
Of the ungarded hearts: heavens, how they wound, 
Some flain before, fome dying ; fome their Friends 
O’re-born i’ th’ former wave, ten chac’d byone, 


Fac. The heavinefs and guilt within my bofom, 

Takes off my manhood : I have belyed a Lady, 

The Princefs of this Country , and the air on’t 

Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 

A very drudge of Natures, have fubdu’d me 

In my profeflion? Knighthoods, and Honours bern 

( As I wear mine ) are titles but of fcorn. 

If that thy Gentry (Britain) go before 

This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the odds 

Is, that we fcarce are men, and you are gods. Exit. 
The Battel continuesthe Britains fye, Cymbeline ss taken : 

then enter to bis réfene, Bellarius, Guiderius, and 


Arviragus. 


Bel. Sand, ftand, we have the advantage of the ground, 


The Lane is garded: Nothing routs us, but 
The villany of our fears, 
Gui. Arvi. Stand, ftand and fight. 


Enter Pofthumus, and feconds the Britains. They refene 
- . Cymbeline, and exeunt. 


- Then enter Lucius, Jachimo, and Imogen. 


Euc, Away, boy, fromthe troops, and fave thy felf: 
For Friends kill Friends, and the diforder’s fuch 
As War. were hood-wink’d. ...\..: 

Fac. ’Tis their freth fupplies. 

Duc. It isa day turn’d ftrangely: or betimes 
Let’s re-inforce, or fly. § 995 


Scena. Tertia. 
Enter Pottluimus, and a Britain Lord, 


Lor, Cam’ ft thou from where they made the ftand? 
Poft. 1 did. ; ). esta Fay 
Though you it feems:came from the Fliers, 
Lor. | bid. 
Paoft. No blame to you, Sir, for all:was loft, 
But that the Heavens fought: the King himfelf 
Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken, 
And but the backs of ‘Britains feen; all flying 
Througha ftrait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with flaught’ring: having work 
{ More plentiful, than-tools todo’t : ftrook down 
Some mortally, fome flightly touch’d, fome falling 
Merely through fear, that the ftrait pafs was damm’d 
With dead-men, hurt behind, and Cowards living 
To dye with length’ned thame. 


LExennt, 


Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty: 

Thofe that would dye, ore’re refift, are grown 

The mortal bugs o’ th’ Field. 

Lord. This wasa ftrange chance: 

A narrow Lane, an old man, and two Boyes? 

Poft. Nay, do not wonder at it: you are made 

Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 

Than to work any. Will you Rime upont. 

And vent it for a Mock’ry ? Here is one: 

“© Two Boyes, an Old.man ( twice a Boy) a Lanes 

“© Preferu’dthe Britains, was the Romans bane. 

Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
Poft. Lack, to what ait ? 

Who dares not ftand his Foe, I’le be his Friend: 

For if he’ll do, ashe is made todo, 

I know he’ll quickly flye my friendfhip too. 

You have put me into Rime. | 4 
Lord, Farewel, you're angry. s (Exit. 
Poft. Still going: this is aLord: Oh noble mifery 

To bei’ th’ field, and ask what news of me: 

To day, how many would have given their Honours 

To have fav’d their Carkaffes? took heeltodo’t, 

And yet dyed too. I, in mine own woe charm’d, | 

Could not find death, where did hear him groan, 

Nor feel him where he ftrook. Being anugly Montter, 

’Tis ftrange he-hides him in frefh Cups, foft Beds, 


| Sweet words ; or hath more minifters than we 


That draw his knives ith’ war. Well Iwill find him: 
For being now a Favourer to the Britain,: 
No morea Britain, I haye refym’d again 


| The part lcamein, Fight I willno more, 


But yield me tothe verieft Hind, that fhall _ 
Once touch my fhoulder. Great the flaughter is 
Here made by th’ Roman 5 great the anfwer be, 


stat ore ny Rah 
either fide } come th ; 
Which neither here keen ae wea 


; lle keep, not bear aged, 
But end it by fome means it Imogen, © aa 


{’Tis thought the old man, and his Sons, were Angels: 
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attending Natures Law. 
Whofé Father then (as men report, 
thou Orphans Father art) 
Thou fhould’{t have been, and fhielded him 
from this Earthsvexing fmart, 
eMoth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
but took me in my throes, 
That from me was Poffhumusript, 
came crying *mongft his Foes. 
Athing of pity. 
Sici. Great Nature like his Anceftry, 
moulded the ftuff fo fair: 
That he deferv’d the praife o” th’ World; 
as great Sscslive Heir. ; 
1, Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
in Britain where was he we 
That could ftand up his parallel > 
or fruitful object be ? 
In Eye of /mogen, that beft 
could deem his dignity, 
e Moth, With Marriage therefore was he mockt 
to be exil’d, and thrown 
From Leonaté Seat, and caft 
from her his deareft one : 
Sweet Imogen ! 
Sici. Why did you fuffer Fachimo, 
flight thing of Italy, 
To taint his nobler heart and brain, 
with needlefs jealoufie, 
And to become the geek and {corn 
o’ th’ others villany ? 
2. Bro. For this, from ftiller feats we came, 
our Parents, and us twain, 
That ftriking in our Countries caufe, 
fell bravely, and were flain, 
Our Fealty, and Tenantims right, 
with hononr to maintain. 
1, Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath 
to Cymbeline perform’d : 
Then Jupiter, thou King of gods, 
why haft thou thus adjourn’d, 
The Graces for her Merits due, 
being all to dolours turn’d ? 
Sics. Thy Cryftal Window ope; look out 
no longer exercife 
Upon a valiant Race, thy harfh, 
and potent injuries : 
Moth, Since (Fupiter) our Son is good, 
take off his miferies. 
Sicit, Peep through thy Marble Manfion, help, 
or we poor Ghofts will cry : 
To th’ fhining Synod of the reft, 


Enter two Captains, and Souldiers. 


1. Great Fupiter be prais’d, Lucius is taken, 


2. There was a fourth man, ina filly habit, 
That gave th’ Affront with them, 
| 1. So’tis reported: 
But none of em canbe found. Stand, who’s there? 
Poft. A Roman, 
Who had not now been drooping here, if feconds 
Had anfwer’d him. 
2. Lay hands on him: a Dog, 
A Leg of Rome fhall not return to tell 
What Crows have peckt them here ; he brags his fervice 
As if he were of note: bring him to th’ King. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pifa- 
nio, and Roman Captives. The Captains prefent Pofthu- 
mus to Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a Gaoler. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Pofthumus, and Gaoler. 


Gao. You fhall not now be ftoln, 
You have Locks upon you: 
So graze, as you find Pafture. 
2. Gao. 1, or a ftomach. 
Poft. Moft welcome Bondage: for thou arta way 
(I think) to liberty: yet am I better 
Than one that’s fick o’ th’ Gout, fince he had rather 
Groan fo in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By th? fure Phyfician, Death 5 who isthe Key 
T’ unbar thefe Locks. My Confcience, thou art fetter’d 
More than my fhanks, and wrifts : you good gods give me 
The penitent Inftrument to pick that Bolt, 
Then free forever. Is’t enough Iam forry ? 
So Children temporal Fathers do appeafe; 
Gods are more full of mercy. Mult | repent, 
I cannot doit betterthanin Gyves, — 
Defir’d, more than conftrain’d, to fatisfie 
If of my freedom "tis the main part, take 
No ftricter render of me, than my All. 
I know you are more clement than vile men, 
Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 
A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; that’s not my defire. 
For Imogen’s dear life, take mine, and though 
Tis not fo dear, yet tis a life, you coud it, 
’Tween man, and man, they weigh not every ftamp : 


Though light, take Pieces for the figure’s fake, againft thy Deity. 
(You rather) mine being yours : and fo great Powers, Bre. Help (Fupiter,) or we appeal, 
Ifyou will take this Audit, take this life, and from thy juftice fie. 


And cancel thofe cold Bonds. Oh Jmogen, 
I'll fpeak to thee in filence, 


knees, 
Fup. No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Offend our hearing: hufh. How dare you Ghofts 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coalts. 
Poor fhadows of Eliziam, hence, and reft 
Upon your never-withering Banks of Flowers. 
Be not with mortal accidents oppreft, 
No care of yoursitis, you know ’tis ours. 
Whom belt I love, I'crofs: to make my gift 
The more delay’d delighted. Be content, 
Your low-laid Son, our Godhead will uplift: 
His comforts thrive, his Tryals well are fpent < 
Our fovial Star reign’d at his Birth, and in 
LOur Temple was he married: Rife, and fade, 
(He fall be Lord of Lady Zmogen, 
‘And happier much by his Affliction made, 


Solemn Mufick, Enter (as in an cApparition) Sicilius 
Leonatus, Father to Pofthumus, an old man, attired lke 
a Warriour, leading in his hand an ancient Matron (his 
Wife, arid —Mother to Potthumus) with MMufick before 
them. Then after other Mufick,, follows the two young 
Leonati (Brothers to Polthumus) with wounds as they 
died in the Wars, They circle Pofthumus ronnd as he lies 


leeping. 


| Sie, No more.thou changer Ne 
fhew thy fpite, on Mortal flyes: : 
With Mars Zait out, with Fumo chide, that thy Adulteries 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poor Boy done ought but well, 
whofe Face I never faw ? ; 
I dy’d whi?ftin the VVomb he ftay’d, 


(Jupiter defcends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting upon an 
Eagle: he throws a Thunder-bolt, The Ghofts fall on their 
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Poft, Yes indeed do I, fellow. a: 
Gao. Your death has eyes in’s head then : I have not feen | 
him fo pitur’d: you mutt either be directed by fome thar] 
Exprefs Impatience, left you {lir up mine: , take upon them to know, or to take upon your felfthat| - 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryftailine. [Alcends. | which 1 ami fure you do not know: or lumptheafteren.} 

Sicil, He came in thunder, his Celeftial breath quiry on your own peril: and how you fhall {peed in your} 
Was fulphurous to fmell: the holy Eagle journies end, I think you'll return never totellone, ~~ 
Stoop’d, as to foot us: his Afcenfion is Poft. 1 tellthee, Fellow, there are none want eyes 
More {weet than our bleft fields: his Royal Bird direét them the way I am going, but fuch as wink 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloyes his Beak, - not ufe.them. = A ow 
As when his god is pleas’d. Gao. What an infinite mock is this, that a man{ 

All, Tianks , Fupiter. have the beft ufe of eyes, to fee the way of blindne 

Sici. The Marble Pavement clofes, he is enter’d am fure fuch hanging’s the way of winking. : 

His radiant Roof: Away, and tobe bleft i 
Let us with care perform his great behett. [Yanifh. 

Poff, Sleep, thou haft been a Grandfire, and begot 
A Father to me : and thou haft created 1 ae 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh fcorn) the King... ee ae \. 
Gone, they went from hence fo foon.as they were born; Poftk. Thou bring’ft good news, 1 am call’d to bemade} 
And fo lam awake. Poor Wretches, that depend free, oe 
On Greatnefs, Favour, Dream as 1 have done, Gao, Vle be hang’d then, ue 
Wake, and find nothing, But (alas) I fwerve: Poft. Thou fhalt bethen freer than aGaoler; no bolts})_ 
Many Dream not to find, neither deferve, for the dead. sant) 3 Exeune We 
And yet are ftcep’d in Favours, foam I Gao. Unlefsa man would marry a Gallows, and beget |) ~ 
That have this Golden chance, and know not why: young Gibbets, I never faw one fo prone: yet onmycon-}) 
What Fairies haunt this ground ? a book ? Ohrare one, {cience, there are verier Knaves defire to live, for all hebe}) 
Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment a Roman: and there be fome of them toothat die agai | 

Nobler than that it covers. Let thy effects ; their wills: fo fhould I, if I were one. Taal tee a 

So follow, to be mott unlike our Courtiers, all of one mind, and one mind good: O there were defo. Line. 

As good, as promife. lation of Gaolers and Gallowfes: Ifpeak againit my pre- | 
fent profit, but my with hatha prefermentin’t, |” 


This tablet lay upon his breaft, wherein 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 
And fo away: no farther with your dina 


Enter a Meflenger. 


ue bak 


Reads. 
Hen as a Lyon’s whelp {hall to bimfelf unknown with. e 
out foeking find; and be embrac’d by a piece of tender ange 
Air : eAnd when from a ftately Cedar {hak be lopt branches, Scena Quinta. 
which being dead many years, {hall after revive, be joynted 
to the old Stock, and freflily grow, then {bak Pofthumus 
and his miferies, Britain be Fortunate, and flourifh ia Peace 
and Plenty. ‘ 


Tis ftill a Dream: or elfe fuch ftuffas Mad-men __ Cym. Stand by my fide you, whom the gods have 
Tongue, and brainnot: either both, or nothing, ‘Prefervers of my Throne: woismyheart, 
Or fenfelefs fpeaking, ora {peaking fuch "|!That the poor Souldier that fo richly fough 

As fenfe cannot untie.. But what it is, #8 

The Action of my life is like it, which Ple keep 

If but for fympathy. . 


Enter Gaoler. Bel. 1 never faw 
Such Noble fury in fo poor a Thing ; 


Gao. Come, Sir, are you ready for death ? | Such precious deeds, in one that promis’d nought © pe 
Poff. Over-roafted rather: ready long agoe. But beggery and poor looks. . ak a ae 


Gao. Hanging is the word, Sir, if you be ready for that, (ym. No tidings of him ? at ere i 
you are well Cook’t. Pif, He bath been fearch’d among the dead,and living, | 
_Poft, Soifl prove a good repaft to the Spectators, the | But no trace of him, ' dag AOL 
difh pays the fhot. Cym. To my grief, lam... re 
_ Gao, A beavy reckoning for you, Sir: but the comfort | The heir of his reward, which I'willadd 

| is, you fhall be called tono more payments, fear no more} To you (the Liver, Heart, Brain of Britain) 
Tavern Bills, which are often the fadnefs of parting, as the | By whom (I grant) fhe lives. | ’Tis now the time 
procuring of mirth: you came. in faint for wantof meat, | To ask of whence you are. Report it. Cnoss 
depart reeling with too much drink: forry that you have || . Bellarius. Sir, an a aes 
payed too much, and forry that you are’ payed too much :| In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen : bes 
Purfe and Brain, both empty: the brainthe heavier, for | Further to boaft, were neither true, not modeft, 
being too light; the Pucfé too light, being drawnof hea- | Unlefs 1 add, we are honeft. . ate 
viaefs. Ob, of this contradiétion you fhall now be quit :} Cym, Bow your knees, 
Oh the charity ofa penny Cord, it fumms up thoufands in | Arifemy Knights oth’ Battle, I create you. 
a trice : you have no true Debtor, and Creditor, but it: of | Companions to our perfon “and will fit you 
what’s patt, is, and to come, the difcharge : your neck (Sir) | With Dignities becoming your eftates. 
is oh Book, and Counters: fothe sonny: follows. | =e eee ee 
Po/t. {am merrier to die, than thou art to live. . Ent, nie aa eluate 
Gao. Indeed, Sir, he that fleeps, feels not the Tooth-| ; er Cornelius sa Ladi s | 

‘Ache: but a man that were to fleep your fleep, and a| There’s bufinefs in thefe faces : why fo fadly 
Hangman to help him to bed, I think be would change | Greet you our Victery? you look like theRomams, | 


ld 


places with his Officer: for look you, Sir, you know not | And not o° th’ Court of Britain. 
which way you fhall go. pg isbie Pe | Corn. Hail, great King, 


To foure your happinefs, 1 muft report 
The Queen is dead. 

Cym, Whom worfe than a Phyfician 
Would this report become; but 1 confider, 

My Med’cine Life may be prolong’d, yet Death 
Will feize the Doctor too. How ended fhe ? 

Cor, With horrour, madly dying, like her felf, 
Which (being crucl to the World) concluded 
Mott cruel to her felf. What the confeft, 

1 will report fo pleafe you, Thefe her Women _ 
Can trip me, if | err, who with wet Cheeks 
Were prefent when fhe finifh’d. 

Cym. Prithee fay. 

Cor. Firft, fhe confeft the never lov'd you : only 
Affected Greatnefs got by you: nor you: 

Married your Royalty, was Wife to your place: 
Abhorr’d your perfon. 
Cy, She alone knew this: 


| And but fhe fpoke it dying, { would not 


Believe her Lips in opening it. Proceed, 

(orn, Your Daughter, whom fhe bore in hand to love 
With fuch integrity, the did confefs . 
Was a Scorpion to her fight, whofe life 
(Bur that her flight prevented it) fhe had 
Tane off by poifon, 

Cym. O mott delicate Fiend! 
Who is’t can read a Woman? is there more ? 

Corn, More, Sir, and worfe. She did confefs fhe had 
For you a mortal Mineral, which being took, 
Should by the minute feed on life, and lJingring, 
By inches waite you. In which time, fhe purpos’d 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kifling, to 
O’recome you with her fhew : yes and in time _ 
(When fhe had fitted you with her craft, to work 


}.Her Son into th’ adoption of the Crown: 


But failing of her end by his ftrange abfence, 
Grew fhamelefs defperate, open’d (in defpight 
Of Heaven,.and men) her purpofes: repented 

he evils fhe hatch’d, were not effected: fo 
Defpairing, died. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ? 

Lady, We did, fo pleafe your Highnefs. 

Cym. Mine Eyes 
Were not in fault, for the was beautiful : 
Mine Ears that heard het flattery, nor my heart, 
That thought her like her feeming. It had been vitious 
To have miftruited her: yet (Oh my Daughter) 
That it was folly in me, thou maift fay, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all. 


Exter Lucius, Jachimo, and other Roman Prifoners, 
Leonatus behind, and Imogen. 


Thou com’ft not Caims now for. Tribute, that 
The Britains have rac’'d out, though with the lofs 
Of many a bold one: whofe Kinfmen have made fuit 
That their good Souls may be appeas’d, with flaughter 
Of you their Captives, which our felf have granted, 
So think of your Eftate. 

Luc. Confider, Sir, the chance of War the day 
Was yours by accident: had it gone with us, 
We fhould not when the bloud was cool, have threatned 
Our Prifoners with the Sword. But fince the gods 
Will have itthus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call’d ranfome, let it come : fufficeth, 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can fuffer : 
Auguftus lives to think on’t: and fo much 
For my peculiar cares This one thing only 
{ willentreat, my Boy (a Britain born) 
Let him be ranfom’d: never Mafter had 
A Page fo kind, fo duteous, diligent, 
So tender over hisoccafions, true, 
So feat, fo Nurfe-like: let his vertue Pe aaa ol 
With my requeft, which P’llmake bold, your Highnefs 
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| Pll be thy Mafter: walk with me: fpeak freely. 


| Creatures may be alike: wer’c he, 1 am fure 


|’ Twixt Sky and ground. VVilt thou hear more, my Lord? 
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Cannot deny =" he hath done no Britain harm, 
Uhough he have ferv’da Roman, Save him (Sir) 
And {pare no blond befide. _ 

Cym. Lbave farely feenhim: 
His favour is familiar to me + Boy, 
Thou hait look"d thy felf into my ‘grace, 
And art mine own. I know niet why, wherefore, 
To fay, tive Boy: nere thank thy Matter, live ; 
And ask of Qymbeliae what Boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ftace, Pll give it; 
Yea, chough thou do demand a Prifoner, 
Che Noblett tane. 

Jmo, (humbly thank your Highnefs. 

Luc. 1 do not bid thee beg my life, good Lad, 
And yet I know thon wilt, 

Imo. No, no, alack, 
There’s other work in hands I fee @ thing 
Bitter to meas Death: your Life, good Mafter, 
Mutt fhuffle for it felf. 

Luc. The Boy diftains me, 
He leaves me, icoras me: briefly die their joyes, 
That place them on the truth of Girls, and Boyes. 
VVhy ftands he fo perplext ? 

Cym. VVhat would’ft thou Boy? 
[ love thee more, and more : think more and more 
VVhat’s belt to ask. Know’lt him thou look’ft on ? {peaks | 
VVilt have him live? Ishe thy Kin? thy Friend ? 

Imo. Fle isa Roman, nomore Kin to me, 
Than [to your Highnefs, who being born your Vaflal 
Am fomething nearer. 

Cym. VVherefore ey ft thou him fo? 

Imo, Vlitell you (Sir) in private, if you pleafe 
To give me hearing. 

Cym, I, with all my heart; 
And lend my beft attention. VVhat’s thy name ? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir, 

Cym. Thou’rt my good Youth, my Page, ” 


Bel. Is not this Boy reviv’d from Death? 
Arv, One fand another 
Not more refemblJes that fweet RofieLad : 
VVho dyed, and was Fidele: what think you? 
Gui. The fame dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace, fee further; he Eyes us not, forbear, 


He would have fpoke to us. 
Gui. But we fee him dead. 
Bel. Be filent: let’s fee further. 
Pifa. It is my Miftrifs : 
Since fhe is living, let the time run on, 
To good, or bad. 
Cym,. Come, ftand thou by our fide. 
Make thy demand aloud, Sir, ftep you forth, 
Give anfwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 
Or by your Greatnefs, and the grace of it 
(VVhich is our honour) bitter torture fhall 
VVinnow the truth from falfhood, On, fpeak to him, 
Imo. My Boon is, that this Gentleman may tender 
Of whom he had this Ring. 
Post, VVhat’s that to him: 
Cym. That Diamond upon your Finger, fay 
How came it yours ? . 
Fach. Thou'lt torture me to leave uufpoken, that 
VVhich to be fpoke wou’d torture thee, 3 
Cym, How? me? 
Fach. 1am glad to be conftrain’d to utter that 
VVhich torments me to conceal. By Villany 
I got this Ring: "twas Leonatus Jewel, ; 
VVhom thou did’ft banifh: and, 
VVhich more may grieve thee, 
As it doth me, a Nobler Sir ne’re liv’d 


Cym. Allthat belongs to this. 
Fach. That Paragon, thy Daughter, 
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For whom my heart drops bloud, and my falfe {pirits 
Quail.to,remember. Give me IEaYS | faint. 
(ym. My Daughter,’ what of her ? Renew thy ftrength, 
I had rather thou fhoul’ft live, while Nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more: ftriye man, and {peak. 
Fach. Upon atime, unhappy was the Glock 
That ftrook-the hour; it was in Rome, accuift 
The Marifion where : twas at aFealt, oh would 
Our Viands had been poifon’d (or.at lealt 
Thofe which. heay’d to head :) , che good Pofthumus, 
(VVhat fhould I fay? he was too good to be 
VVhere ill men‘were, and was the beft of all 
Among’ft the rar’ft of good ones) fitting fadly, 
Hearing us praife our Loves of Italy 
For Beaoty, that made barren the {well’d boatft 
Of him that beft could fpeak: for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Venus, or ftraight-pight «Minerva, 
Poftures, beyond brief Nature. For Condition, 
A fhop of the qualities, that Man 
Loves VVoman for, befides that hook of VViving, 
Fairnefs, which ftrikes the Eye. 
Cym: | ftand on fire. Come to the matter. 
Fach. All too foon! fhall, 
Unlefs thou would’t grieve quickly. This Posthsumus, 
Mott like.a Noble Lord, in love, and one 
That had a Royal Lover, took his hint, 
"And (not difpraifing whom we prais’d, therein 
He was as calm as vertue) he began 
His Miftrifs Picture, which by his tongue, 
And then.a mind put in’t, either our brags 
V Vere crack’d of Kitchin-Trulls, or his Defcription 
Prov’d-us unfpeaking Sots. 
Cym. Nay, nay, toth’ purpofe. 
%ach. Your Daughters Chaftity, (there it begins) 
He fpake of her, as Dian had hot Dreams, 
And fhe alone were cold: VVbereat, I wretch 
Made fcruple of his praife, and wag’d with him 
Pieces of Gold, *gainft this, which then he wore 
Upon his honour’d Finger ; to attain 
In fuit the place of’s Bed, and win this Ring 
| By hers, and mine Adultery: he (true Knight) © 
No leffer of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, ftakes this Ring, 
And would fo, had it been a Carbuncle 
OF Phebus VVheel; and might fo fafely, had it 
Been all the worth of’s Car. Away to Britain 
Poft | in this defign : well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court, where | was taught 
Of your chaft Daughter, the wide difference 
| ?Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench’d 
Of hope, not longing; mine Jralian brain, 
Gan in your duller Britain operate 
| Moft vilely : for my vantage excellent. 
And to be brief, my practice fo prevail’d 
| That I return’d with fimular proof enough, 
To make the Noble Leonatus mad, 
By wounding his belief in her Renown, 
With Tokens thus, and thus , averring notes 
Of Chamber Hanging, Pictures, this her Bracelet 
| (Oh cunning how I got it) nay fome marks 
Of fecret onher perfon, that he could not 
| But think her bond of Chaftity quite crack"d, 
I having tane the forfeit, whereupon, 
Me thinks I fee him now. 
Poff, 1, fo thou do’ft, © 
Italian fiend. Aye me; moft credulous Fool, 
| Egregious Murtherer, Thief, any thing 
That’s due to all the Villains paft, in being 
Tocome, Oh give me Cord, Knife, or Poifon, 
| Some upright Jufticer. Thou King, fend out 
| For tortures ingenious: it is I . 
| Thatall th’ abhorred things o” th’ Earth amend 
By being worfe than they. | am Posthumus, 
That kilPd thy Daughter : Villain-like, I lie, 


being made, 


| 


_ 
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That caus’d a Jefler Villain than my felf, 
A facrilegious Thief to do’t. The Temple 
Of Vertue was fhe: yea, and fhe her felf, sk: 
Spit, and throw ftones, caft myre upon me, fet 
The Dogs 0’ th’ ftreet to bait me: every Villain ~~ 
Be call’d Pofthumus Leonatus, and dani, 
Be Villany lefs than "twas. Oh Jmogen ! f 
My Qacen, my Life, my Wifes, oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen. ! , 

Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear. 

Poff. Shall’s have a Play of this? 
Thou fcornful Page, there lie thy part, 

Pifa. Oh Gentleman, help, Wheel ; 
Mine and your Miftrifs: Oh, my Lord Poftbumus, ie Se 
You ne’re kill’d Jmogen till now: help, help, ae 
Mine honour’d Lady. oe 

Gym. Does the World go round ? 

Poft, How comes thefe ftaggers on me ? 

Pifa, Wake my Miftrifs, ) cafe ey) 

Gym. If this be fo, the gods domean to ftrike me” © - 
To death with mortal joy. ae 

Pifa. How fares my Miftrifs. 

Imo. Oh get thee from my fight, a 
Thou gav’ft me poifon: dangerous Fellow hence, ~~ 
Breath not where Princes are. ay 

Cym. The tune of /mogen, 
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Pifa. Lady, the gods throw ftones of fulphur on me, if i uy, 
ALA 


That Box [gave you, was not thought by me 
A pretious thing, I had it from the Queen. 
Cym, New matter ftill, 
Imo. it poyfon’d me, 
Corn, Oh gods! : fst 
I lefe out one thing which the Queen confeft, 


Which muft approve thee honeft. If Pifanto | 


t 
ee | 


Have (faid fhe) given his Miftrifs that Confection 4 


Which I gave him for Cordial, fheisfervd, | 
As I would ferve a Rat. ‘so ee 
Cym. What’s this, Cornelins ?. 


Corn. The Queen (Sir) very oft importun’d me 1. 


To temper poifons for her, ftill pretending 
The fatisfaction of her, knowledge, only 

In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs» 
Of no efteem, I dreading, that her purpofe . 
Was of more danger, didcompound forter 
Acertain ftuff, which being tane, would feize 


Py My? 


The prefent power of life, but in fhort time, ra 


All Offices of Nature fhould again “fr 

Do their due Funétions. Have youtane ofit? = a 
Imo. Moft like I did, for 1 was dead. eh 
Bel. My Boyes, there wasourerrour. = 
Gui. This is fure Fidele. 


Imo. Why did youthrow your wedded Lady fro you? | : 


Think that you are vpona Rock, and now 
Throw me again, 

Poft. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 
Till the Tree die. 

Cym, How now, my fiefh ? my Child? 


What, mak’ft thou me a dullard in this AG oa eg 


Wilt thou not fpeak to me? 

Imo, Your blefling, Sir. 

Bel. Though you did love this youth, 
You had a motive for’t. 

Cym,. My tears that fall. 
Prove Holy-water on thee ; Zmoger, 


5 


Thy Mother’s dead. ‘rs ke 


of her itwas | 


Imo, 1 am forry for’t, my Lord. 

Cym. Oh, fhe was naught ; and Ion 
That we meet here fo ftrangely : but her Son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 4 

Pifa. My Lord, 04 
Now fear is from me, I'll fpeak truth. Lord Cloten, 
Upon my Ladies mifling, came to me mm 


With his Sword drawn, foam’d atthe mouth, and firote| 


e 


[blame younot, . 
1 ¥ 


pet a 


| ak 
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If I difcover’d not which way fhe wasgone, | 
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It was. my inftant death, By accident 

I had a feigned Letter of my Matters 

Then in my pocket, which directed him 

To feek her on the Mountains. near. to Adilford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Mafters Garments 
(Which he inforc’d from me). away he polts 
VVith unchaft purpofe, and with Oath to violate 
My Ladies honour, what became of, him, 

I further know not, 

Gui. Let me end the Story: Iflew him there, 

Cym. Marry, the gods. forefend, . 

I would not thy good deeds, fhould from, my Lips 
Pluck a hard fentence: prithee valiant youta 
Deny’t again, 

Gui. I have {poke it, and Ldid it, 

Cym, He was a Prince. 

Gui. A moff incivilone, The wrongs he did me 
VVere nothing Prince-like, for.he did provoke me 
VVith Language that would make. me fpurn the Sea, 
If it could fo roar tome. [cut off’s Head, 
And am right gladhe is not ftanding here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym, 1 am forry, for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and muft 
Endure our Law: thou’rt dead. 


Imo. That headlefs. man I thought had been my Lord, 


Cym. Bind, the Offender, 
And take him from our prefence, 

Bel, Stay, Sir King. 
This man is better than the man he flew, 
As well defcended as thy felf, and hath 
More of thee merited, than.a Band of Clotens 
Had ever fcar for. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not born for bondage. 

Cym. Vvhy old Souldier, E 
VVilt thou, undo. the TaN thou art unpaid for 
By tafting of our wrath 2 how of defcent 
As good as we? 

Ary, In that he fpake too far. 

Cym. And thou fhalt die for’s, 

Bel, ViVe will die. all three, 

But I will prove that two on’s are as good 

AsI have given out him. My Sons,! muft 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous Speech, 
| Though baply wel for you. 

Arv. Your danger’s ours. 

Gui. And our good his. 

sie ey at ip Gay _ eis gi ig 
Fhou ha@'ft (great King) a Subject, who 

| VVas ard ae _—s 

Cym, VVhat of him? he is a banifh’d Traytor. 

Bel. He it is that hath 
Affum’d this Age: indeed a banifh’d man, 

I know how, a Traytor. 

m, Take him hence, 

| The whole VVorld fhall not fave him. 
| Bel. Not too hot ; 
}rirft-pay mefor the Nurfing of-thy Sons, 
1 And let it be confifcate all, fo foon 

As I have receiv’d it. 
| Cym, Narfing of my Sons? 

Bel. 1am too blunt, and fawcy: here’s my Knee: 
“Ere { arife, I will prefer my Sons, 
Then fpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
‘| Anditbink they are my Sons, are none of mine, 
They are the Iffue of your Loyns, My Liege, 


| | And bloud of your begetting. 


Cym, How ? my Iflue. 
Bel. So fare as you, your Fathers: I (old Morgan) 
Am that Bellarius, whom you fometime banifh’d : 


, |Your pleafure was my near offence, my punifhment 


It felf, and all my Treafon that I fuffer’d, 


| |VVasallthe harm I did. Thefe gentle Princes 


( (For fuch, and fo they are). thefe twenty years 
Haye! train’d up; thofe Arts they have, as I 
Could put into them, “My breeding was (Sir) 
As your Highnefs knows, their Nurfe Euriphile 
(Whom for the Theft | wedded) {tole thefe Children 
Upon my Banifhment: I mov’d her to’t, 

Having receiv’d the punifhment before __. 
For that which Idid then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treafon, Their dear lofs, 
The more of you twas felc, the more it fhap’d 
Unto my end of ftealing them, But gracious Sir, 
Here are your Sons again; and I muft lofe 
Two of the fweet’{t Companions in the World, 
The benediction of thefe covering Heavens 
Fail on theit Heads like dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay Heavens with Stars. : 
Cym. Thou weep’ft, and {peak’ft: 
The Service that you three have done, .is more 
Unlike, than this thou tell’ft. I loft my Children, 
If thefe be they, I know not how to wifh 
A pair of worthier Sons. 
Bel, Be pieas’d a while : 
This Gentleman, whom I call Polidore, 
Moft worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guiderins : 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus. 
Your younger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 
In a moft curious Mantle, wrought by th’ hand 
Of his Queen Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eafe produce, 
Gym. Guiderius had 
Upon, his Neck a Mole, a fanguine Star, 
It was a, mark of wonder, 
Bel. This is he, 
Who hath upon bim fill that natural ftamp : 
It was wife Natures end, in the donation 
To be his Evidence now, 
(ym. Oh, what am | 
A Mother to the, birth of three ?, Ne’re Mother 
Rejoye’d deliverance more; Bleft, pray you be, 
That after this ftrange ftarting from your Orbs, 


| You may reign inthem now: Qh /mager, 


Thou haft loft by. this a Kingdom, 

Imo, No, my Lord: 
I have got two Worlds by’t. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Haye we thusmet? Oh never fay’hereafter ; 
But L amtrueft Speaker. You call’d me Brother 
When [ was but your Sifter: { you Brother, 
When we were fo indeed. 

Cym, Did youere meet ? 

c4rv, 1, my good Lord. 

Gui, And at firft meeting lov’d, 
Continu’d fo, until we thought he died. 

Corz, By the Queens Dram fhe f{wallow’d. 

Cym. O rare inftinét ! 
When fhall I hear all through ? this fierce abridgment 
Hath to it Circumftantial branches, which 
Diftinétion fhould be rich in, Where? how liv’d you ? 
And when came youto-ferve our Roman Gaptive?+———— 
How parted with your Brother? How firft met them? 
Why fled you from the Court? And whether thefe ? 
And your three motives to the Battle ; with 
I know not how much more fhould be demanded, 
And all the other by-dependances 
From chance tochance ? But not the time, nor place 
Will ferve our long Interrogatories, See, 
Pofthumus Anchors upon Imogen ; 
And fhe (like harmlefs lightning ) throws her Eye 
On him: her Brothers, Me : her Mafter hitting 
Each object with a Joy : the Counter-change 
Is feverally in all. Let’s quit this ground, 
And fmoak the Temple with our Sacrifices. 
Thou art my Brother, fo we7ll hold thee ever. 

Imo. You are my Mother too, and did relieve me : 
To fee this gracious feafon! 


Cym. | 


a 3 The Tragedy of Cyimbeline. 


Cym. All ore-joy’d' humus end bis mferies, Britain be Sortunate , and fla a 
Save.thefe in Bonds, let them*be joyful too, in Peace, and Plenty. Petit A. 
For they fhall raft our Comfort. ' aft desalted 
Imo. My good Matter, 1 will yet do you fervice. Thou, Leonatneart the Lyon’s Whelp, - 
Luc. Happy be you. ; The fit andapt Conftruétion of thy name 
Cym. The forlorn Souldier that fo nobly fought _| Being Leonatws, doth import fo much ; 4: 
He would have well becom’d this place, and grac’d The piece of tender Air, thy virtuous Daughter, 
The thankings ofa King, Which we call e7ollis Aer, and eMollis Aer 
Poff. 1am, Sir, : os We term it eVulier : which eMulier I divine 
The Souldier that did Company thefe three Is this moft conftant Wife, who even now 
In poor befeeming : “twas a fitment fer : Anfwering the Letter of the Oracle, ; 
The purpofe I then follow’d. That I was he, Unknown to you unfought, were clipt about 
Speak, Fachimo, 1 had you downand might With this moft tender Air. — 
Have made your finifh. Cym. This hath fome feeming. 
Fach, Yam down again : Sooth, The lofty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
But now my heavy Confcience finks my knee, Perfonates thee: And thy lopt Branches, point 
As then your force did. Take that Life, befeech you, Thy two Sons forth: who by Bearime ftoln ely 
Which I fo often owe: but your Ring firft, For many years thought dead, are nowreviv’d = 
And here your Bracelet of the trueft Princefs To the Majeftick Cedar join’d , whofe iffue 
That ever fwore her Faith. Promifes Britain, Peace and Plenty. 
Poft. Kneel not to me : Cym. Well, 
The power that I have on you is to fpare you : My Peace we will begin: And Caius Lucius, 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live Although the Victor, we fubmit to Cefar, 
And deal with others better, And to the Roman Empire; promifing 
Cym, Nobly doom’d: . To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We'll learn our Freenefs of a Son in-Law : We were diflwaded by our wicked Queen, 
Pardon’s the word to all. Whom Heavens in juftice borh on her, and hers, 
Ary, You holp us, Sige 5 Have laid moft heavy hand. AD 
| As you did mean inde oir Brother, Sooth, The Fingers of the Powers above, do tune ia 
Joy’d are we, that you are.” The Harmony of this Peace: the Vifion a0r 
Post. Your Servant, Princes,Good my Lord of Rome | Which I made known to Lucius e’re the ftroke 
Call forth your Sooth-fayer: As I flept, me thought Of this yet fearce-cold-Battel, at this inftant =} 
Great Fupiter upon his Eagle back’d Is full accomplifh’d. For the Roman Eagle 
Appear’d to me, with other fprightly fhews From South to Weft, on Wing foaring aloft _ 
Of mine own Kindred. When I wak’d, I found ° Leflen’d her felf, and inthe Beams o’ th’Sun °° 
This Label on my bofome : whofe containing So vanifh’d ; which fore-fhew’d our Princely Eagle 
Is fo from fenfe in hardnefs, that I can. ‘’ Th’ Imperial Cefar, fhould again unite = B 
Make no Collection of it. Let him fhew — > THis favour, with the Radiant Cymbeling, = th 
His skill in the conftruction. ke _» | Which fhines here in the Weft. Lith 
Luc. Philarmonus. a oh (ym. Laud we the gods, Hots DOA ww ge 
Sooth, Here, my good Lord. And let our crooked Smoaks climb to their Nofttils | 
Luc. Read, and declare the meaning.” From our bleft Altars. Publifhwe this peace | 
To all our Subjects. Set we forward: let © 
Reads. A Roman, anda Brittifh Enfign wave. 
W en as a Lyon's Whelp, fall to. bimfelf uakuown, | Friendly together ; fo through Lud’s Town march, 
without Seeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece | Andinthe Temple of great Jupiter 
of tender Air: and w | 
branches, which being dead many years, {hall after revive, be | Set onthere: Never was War did ceale , a 
jointed to the old Stock, and frefhly grow, then {halt Poft- ' (E’re bloudy hands were wafh’d) with fuch a Peace. [Ex 


en from a Stately Cedar (hall be lopt | Our Peace we'll ratifie. Seal it with Feafts. | 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


eAttus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Could never be her mild Companion. . 
Enter Gower. You gods that made me man, and fway in love, 
That have inflam’d defire within my Breft, 
O fing a Song that old was fung, To tafte the fruit of yon celeftial Tree, 
From afhes ancient Gower # come, (Or die in the adventure) be my helps, 
eAffiuming mans infirmities, As I am Son and Servant to your will, 
To ylad your Ear and pleafe your Eyes; To compafs fuch a bondlefs happinefs. 
It hath been fung at Festivals, Ant, Prince Pericles. 
On Ember Eves, and Holy-Dayes, ; Per. That would be Son to great Antiochus, 
And Lords and Ladies in their lives, Ant. Before thee ftands this fair Hejperides, 
Have read it for reftoratives. With golden fruit, but dangerous to be toucht: 
The puropace ts to make men glorions. For Death like Dragons here affright thee hard? 
Et boaum quo Antiguius, co melius. Her Face like Heaven enticeth thee to view + 2 
if you, bornin thefe latter times, Her countlefs glory, which defert muft gain: 
When Wits more ripe, accept my Rhimes 5 And which without defert, becaufe thine Eye 
And that to bear anold man fing, Prefumes to reach, all the whole heap mutt die, 
eWay to your wifhes pleasure bring : Yon fometimes famous Princes like thy felf. 
life would wifh, and that I might Drawn by report, adventurous by defire, Ne 
Wate it for you like Taper- light. Tell thee with fpeechlefs tongues, and femblance pale, | 
This Antioch, then, Antiochus the great, That without covering fave yon field of Stars, ea bt 
Built up this City for his chiefeft feat 5 ~ | Here they ftand Martyrs flain in Cupids Wars: _ . 
The faireft in all Syria. And with dead Cheeks advife thee to defift, 
I tell you what mine Authors fay: For going on Deaths Net, whom none refilt, 
This King unto him took. a Peer, Per, Antiochus { thank thee, who hath taught 
Who died, andleft a Female Hei, My frail mortality to know it felf, Hac 
Sabuckfome, blithe, and full of face, And by thofe fearful objetts to prepare evs i 
As Heaven had Jent her all his grace: This Body, like to them, to what I muft : oi 
With whom the Father liking took, For Death remembred, fhould be like a Mirrour, 
And her to incest did provoke. Who tells us, life’s but breath, to truft in errour: 
Bad Child, worfe Father, to entice lis own. I'll make my will then, and as fick men do, “ee 
To evil fhould be done by none: Who know the World, fee Heaven, but feeling woe, | 
But cuftom, what they did begin, Gripe not at Earthly Joys, as erft they did. ‘} 
Was with long wfe, counted no fin. SoI bequeath a happy peace to you 
The beauty of this finful Dame, And all good men, as every Prince fhoulddo, 
eMade many Princes thither frame, . My riches to the Earth from whence they came: 
To feek ber as a Bed fellow, But my unfpotted fire of Love to you, 
In marriage pleafures, Play fellow : Thus ready for the way of Life or Death, 
Which to prevent, he made a Law, I wait the fharpeft blow (Antiochus) Bet mee 
To keep her ftill, and men in awe, Scorning advice. Read the conclufion then. = 
_ That who fo askt her for his Wife, Ant. Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed | 
His Riddle told not, loft his life: As thefe before thou thy felf fhalt bleed. 
So for her many a wight did aie, Daugh. Of all faid yet, thou prove profperous, 
As yon grim looks do teftifie. : Ofall faid yet, I wifh Thee happinefs. 
What enfues to the judgment of your Eye, Per. Like a bold Champion I affume the Lifts, 
I give my caufe, who best can teftifie. [éxit. | Nor ask advice of any other thought, 
But faithfulnefs and courage. 


The Riddle. ie 
Ant. Young Prince of Tyre, you have at large receiv’d I am-no Viper, yet I feed ee A | 

The danger of the task you undertake. On Mothers i ich did me breed: | 
Per, Ihave (Antiochus) and. with a Soul emboldned 1 fought a Husband, in which labour, Ky 

With the glory of her praife, think deach no hazard, I found that kindnefs in a Father. 

In this enterprize. 


“te 


Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and Followers, 


Ss, oer __ Hes Father, Son, and Husband wild, = = | 
Ant. Molick bring in our Daughter,clothed likea Bride I «Mother, Wife, and yet his Child. oh 
For embracentents, even of fovehimfelf; How they may be, and yet in two, 
| At whofe conception, till Lucina reign’d, As yon will live, refolve it yon. 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her prefence, — . 
‘The Senate Houfe of Planets all did fit, Sharp Phyfick isthe laft? but O-you Powers! d 
To knit in her their beft perfections. That gives Heaven countlefs Eyes to viewmensats} 
Why could they not their fights perpetually? = re! Bn 
Enter Antiochus Daughter. if this be true, which makes me pale to readit, “| 
: : Fair glafs of light, I loved you, and could till, = | 
| per. See where fhe comes,’ apparell’d like the Spring, Were not this glorious Casket ftor’d with ill: | 
Graces her Subjects, and her thoughts the King, But I mufttell you, now my thoughts revolt, i 
Of every vertue givesrenownto men: - oe For he’s no man on whom perfections wait 5 
| Her Face the Book of praifes, where is read. That knowing fin within, will touch the Gate+ 
_- {Nothing but curious pleafures as from thence, You are a fair Viol, and your fenfe the ftrings, 
Sorrow were ever.rackt, and tefty wrath Who finger’d to make man his lawful mufick, 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. ( 


Would draw Heaven down, and:all the gods to hearken, 


But being plaid upon before your time, 
Hell only danceth at fo harfh a chime: 
Good footh I care not for you, 
Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy Life, 
For that’s an Article within our Law, 
As dangerous as the reft: your times expir’d, 
Either expound now, or receive your fentence. ' 
Per, Great King, 
Few love to hear the fins they love to att, 
*T would braid your felf too near for me to tell it : 
Who hath a Book of all that Monarchs do, 
He’s moré fecure to keep it fhut, than fhewn: 
For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind, * 


‘Blows duft in others Eyes, to fpread it felf ; 


And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 
The breath is gone, and the fore Eyes fee clear. 
To ftop the air would hurt them, the blind Mole caft 
Copt Hills toward Heaven, to cell the Barthis throng’d 
By mans oppreflion, and the poor Worm doth die for’t. 
King are Earths Gods: in Vice their Law’s their will, 
And if Fove ftray, who dares fay, Fove doth ill. 
It is enough you know it, and ’tis fit ; 
What being more known, grows worfe to fmother it. 
All love the Womb that there being bred, 
Then give my tongue like leave to love my Head. . 

Ant. Heaven that I had it; he has found the meaning, 
But | will gloze with him. Young Prince of Tyre, 
Though by the tenour of our ftrict Ediét, ; 
Your Expofition mif-interpreting, 
We might proceed to cancel off your days; 
Yet hope, fucceeding from fo fair a Tree, 
As your fair felf, doth tune us otherwife : 
Forty days longer we do refpite you, 
If by which time our fecret be undone, 
This mercy fhews, we'll joy in fuch a Son: 
And untilthen, your entertain fhall be 
As doth befit our honour, and your worth. 

e Manet Pericles folus. ; 

Per. How courtefie would feem to cover fin, 
When what is done is like an Hypocrite, 
The which is good in nothing but in fight, 
If it be true that I interpret falfe, 
‘Then were it certain you were not fo bad, 
As with the foul Inceft to abufe your Soul : 
Where now you're both a Father and a Son, 
By your untimely clafpings with your Child, 
(Which pleafures fits an Husband, not a Father) 
And fhe an eater of her Mothers flefh, 
By the defiling of her Parents Bed, , 
And both like Serpents are, who though they feed 
On fweeteft Flowers, yet they poifon breed. 
Antioch farewel, for wifdom fees, thofe men 
Blufh not in actions blacker than the night, _ 
Will thew no courfe to keep them from the light : 
One fin (I know) another doth provoke ; 
Murder’s as near to luft, as flame to fmoak. 
Poyfon and Treafon are the hands of fin, 
1, and the Targets to put off the fhame ; 
Then leaft my life be cropt to keep you clear, 
By flight I'll fhun the danger which I fear. 


LExit. 


LExir, 
Enter Antiochus. 


Ant. He hath found the meaning, 

or whieh we mean to have his Head, : 

e muft not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 
Nor tell the World Antiochus doth fin 
In fach a Ioathed manner. ; 
And therefore inftantly this Prince mutt die, 
For by his fall my honour muft keep high. 
Whoattends ushere? — 


Enter Thaliard. 


Thaj. Doth your Highnefs call ? 
ent, Thaliard, you are of our Chambet, 
And our mind partakes her private actions 
To your fecrefy ; and for your faithfulnefs 
We will advance you, Thaliard. 
Behold, here’s poifon and here’s gold, . ; 
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou mutt kill him. 
It fits thee not to ask the reafon why : 
Becaufe we bid it: fay, is it done ? 
Thal. My Lord, ’tis done. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


ent. Enough. Let your breath cool your felf, telling 
your hafte. 

eMef. My Lord, Prince Pericles is fled. 

Ant, As thou wilt live, flie after; and as an Arrow, 
 fhot from ‘a well experient Archer, hits the mark his Eye 
doth level at: fodo thou never return, unlefs thou fay, | 
Prince Pericles is dead. : 

Th. My Lord,if 1 can get him within my Piftols length, 
I'll make him fureenough : fo farewel to your Highnefs. 

Ant, Thalardadieu, till Pericles be dead, 
My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. [Exit 
Enter Pericles, Hellicanus, with other Lords. 


Per, Let none difturb us : 
Why fhould this change of thoughts, 
The fad Companion dull-ey’d melancholy, 
By me fo us’d, a gueft as not an hour, 
In the days glorious walk or peaceful night, 
The Tomb where grief fhould fleep, can breed me quiet, 
Here pleafures court mine Eyes,and mine Eyes fhun them, 
And danger which I fear’d, is at Antioch, 
Whofe arm feems far too fhort to hit me here, 
Yet neither pleafures art can joy my fpirits, 
Nor yet the others diftance comfort me: 
Then it is thus, that paflions of the mind, 
That have their firft conception by mif-dread, 
Have after nourifhment and life by care 3 
| And what was firft but fear, what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done, 
| And fo’tis with me, the great Antiochus; 
’Gainft whom I am too little to contend, 
Since he’s fo great, can make his will his act, 
Will think me {peaking, though I fwear to filence, 
Nor boots it me to fay I honour, 
If he fufpect I may difhonour hint. 
And what may make him blufh in being known, 
He'll ftop the courfe by which it might be known, 
With hoftile Forces he'll ore-fpread the Land, 
And with the ftint of War will look fo huge, 
Amazement fhall drive courage from the ftate : 
Our men be vanquifh’d, ere they do refift, 
And fubjects punifht, that never thought offence, 
Which care of them, not pitty of my felf, 
Who once no more but as the tops of Trees, 
Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them, 
Make both my body pine, and Soul to languith, 
And punifh that before that he would punith. 
1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in your facred Breaft, 
2 Lord. And keep your mind till ye return to us peace- 
ful and comfortable. 
Hell. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue : 
They do abufe the King that flatter him, 
For flattery is the Bellows blows up fin, 
The thing the which is flattered, buta fpark,. - 
To which that fpark gives heart and ftronger glowing ; 
Whereas reproof obedient and in order, 
Fits Kings as they are men, for they may err, 
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When Signior Sooth here doth proclaim Peace, 
He flatters you, makes War upon your Life. 
Prince, pardon me, or ftrike me if you pleafe, 
I cannot be much lower than my Kaees. 

Per. All leave uselfe: but let your cares ore-look 
What fhipping, and what ladings in our Haven, 
And then return tous: Hellicanus thon. halt 
Mov’d us: what feeft thou in our looks : 

Hell. An angry brow, dread Lord. 

Per. If there be fuch a Dact in Princes frowns, 
How durft thy tongue moye anger to our Face ? 

Hell, How dares the Planets look up unto Heaven, 
From whence they haye their nourifhment ? 

Per.Thou know’lt I have power totake thy life from thee. 
Hell. 1 have ground the Axe my felf, 
Do you but ftrike the blow. 

Per, Rife, prithee sil, fit down, thou art no flatterer, 
[thank thee for it, and Heaven forbid, 

That Kings fhould let their Ears hear their faults hid. 
Fit Councellor, and fervant for a Prince, 
Who by thy wifdom makes a Prince thy Servant, 
What would’ft thou have me do: 

Hell. To bear with patience fuch griefs, 
As you your felf do lay upoa your felf. 

Per. Thou fpeak’ft like a Phyfician, Hellicanus, 
That minifters a potion unto. me, 

That thou would’ft cremble to receive thy felf. 
Attend me then; I went to c4atioch, 
Whereas thou know'it (againft the Face of Death) 
I fought the purchace of a glorious Beauty, 
From whence an Iflue I might propagate, 
Are Arms to Princes, and bring joys to Subjects. 
Her Face wasto mine Eye beyoud all wonder, 
The reft (hark in thine ar) as black as inceft, 
| Which by my knowledge found, the finful Father, 
Seeim’d not to frike, but {mooth: But thou know’ this, 
Tis time to fear, when Lyrants feem to kifs. *: 
Which fear fo' grew in, Mes { hither. fled, 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
VVho feem’d my good Protector +, and being here, 
Bethought what was pall, what might fucceed ; 
I knew him tyrannous, and'Tyrants fears 
Decreafe not, but grow fafter than the years : 
And fhould he think, as no doubt he doth, 
That I thould open to the liftening Air, 
How many worthy Princes bloud were fhed, 
To keep his Bed of blacknefs ualaid.ope, 
To lop that doubg, he'll fill: this Land with arms, 
And make pretence of wrong that l have done him, 
VVhen all for mines if I'may call offence, 
Muft feel VVars blow, who fears not innocence; 
VVhich love to all, of which thy felf artone, 
VVho now reproved’{t me for it. 
Hell. Alas, Sir, 
Per. Drew fleep out of my Eyes, loud from my Cheeks, 
| Mufings into my mind, with @ thoufand doubts 
How I might ftop their tempelt ere it came, 
And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it Princely Charity to grieve for ther. 

Hell. VVell, my Lord, fince you have given me leave to 
Freely will I fpeak. Antiochus you fear, (Speak, 
And juftly too { think you fear the Tyrant, — 

VVho either by publick V Var or private Treafon, 
VVill take away your life: therefore, my Lord, go travel 
for awhile, till that his rage and anger be forgot s or till 
the Deftinies do cut the thred of hislife: your Rule di- 
reét to any, if unto me, day ferves not light more faith- 
ful than Vil be, ‘ 
Per. 1do not doubt thy Faith, = 
-| But fhould he wrong my liberties in my abfence ? 
~ Hell, VVell mingle our blouds together in the 
From whence we had our being, and our birth. 

‘Per. Tyre, {now look from thee then, and to Tharfus 

Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee; . 


Earth, 


a a 
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And by whofe Letters V’}] difpofe my felf, 

The care I had and have of Subjects good, 
On thee I lay, whofe wifdoms ftrength can bearit, ~ 
Pil take thy word for Faith, not ask thine Oath, 
Who fhuns not to break one, will fure crack both: 
But in our Orbs we live fo round and fafe, 

That time of both chis truth fhail ne’re convince, 


Thou fheweft a Subjects fhine, La true Prince. 
Enter Thaliard folws, 


Thal, So, this is Tyre, and this isthe Court, here mut} 
[ kill King Pericles, and if Ido itnot, | am fuse to be} if 
hang’d at home: it is dangerous. i ler 

Well, I perceive he was a wife Fellow, and had oonaieain 
difcretion, that being bid to ask what he would of the 
King, defired he might know none of his fecrets, Now do} 
I fee he had fome reafon for it: for if a King bid a man ing 
be a Villain, he is bound by the Indenture of his Oath} 
to be one. Ro cal om 

Hufht, here come the Lords of Tyre. Silk 


Enter Hellicanus, Efcanes, with other 
Lords of Tyre. 


Hell. You fhall not need my Fellow-Peers of 7; ye, fare} 
ther’ to queftion me of your Kings departure, His fealed a. 
Commiffion left in truft with me, doth {peak {ufficiently, 
he’s gone to travel. ) 
Thal. How, the King gone? ‘ iy, 
Hell. \f farther yet you will be fatisfied why (ait) 
were unlicens’d of your loves) he would depart? Thies 
give fome light unto you : Being at Antioch. 
Thal. What from Autioch ? 
Hell. Royal Antiochus (on what caufe I know not) took | 
fome difpleafure at him, at leaft he judged fo :and doubt. 
ing that he had erred or finned, to.fhew his forrow, he 
would correét himfelf ; .fo puts himfelf unto thie Shipmans ) 
toyl, with whom each minute threatens Life or Death. } 
Thal, Well, 1 perceive I fhall not be hanged now, al. | 
though I would ; but fince he’s gone, the Kings Seas mult ee 
pleafe: he fcaptthe Land, to erifh at the Sea; I'll pree ee 
fent my felf, Peace to the Lords of Tyre. 7 ee 
Fell. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcomes | 
Thal. From him 1 come with meflage usto Princely} 
Pericles but fince my landing 1 have underftood, your) — 
Lord hath betook himfelfto unknown Travels, my mel) 
fage muft return from whence it came. he 
Hell. We have no reafon to defire it, commended fo) 
our Matter, not to us ; yet ere you {hall depart,this we dee} 
fire as Friends to Antioch, we may Feaft in Zyre. [Exennt, a 


Enter. Cleon the Governour of Tharfus, with 
bis Wife and others. 


i 
i 


Cleon. My Dionyfia, fhall we reft us here, 
And by relating tales of others griefs, ; 
See if ’twillteachustoforgetourown? , = 4. | 

Dion. That were to blowat fire in hope to quench, | 4 
For who digs Hills becaufe they do afpire, mS 
Throws down one Mountain to caft upa higher: ee ee 
O my diftreffed Lord, even fuch our griefs are, Bele 
Here they are but felt, and feen.with mifchiefsEyeSs |) 
But like to groves being topt, they higher rife. ' 

Cleon. O Dionyfia, ~ . 1s a 
Who wanteth food, and will not fay he wants if, 

Or can conceal his hunger till he famifh? 
Our tongues and forrowsdo found deep : 
Our woes into the air, our Eyes to weep, 
Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim 
Them louder, thatif Heaven flumber, while 
Their Creatures want, they may awake 
Their helpers to comfort them. 

Pil then difcourfe our woes felt feveral years, 


ee 


And wanting breath to fpeak, help me with tears, 

Dion. Vill do my beft, Sir, 

Cle, This Tharfus, ore which J have the Government, 
A City, on whom plenty held full hand, 

For riches ftrew’d her felf even in the ftreets, 
Whofe:Towers bore heads fo high, they kift the Clonds, 
And ftrangers ne’re beheld, but wonder’d at, 

Whofe men and dames fo jetted and adorn’d, 

Like one anothers Glafs totrim them by ; 

Their Tables were ftor’d full, to glad the fight, 

And not fo much to feed on, as delight, 

All poverty was fcorn’d,and pride fo great, 

The name of help grew odious to repeat, 

Dion. Oh ’tis true. 

Cleon. But fee what Heaven can do by this our change: 
Thefe mouths, who but of late, Earth, Sea; and Air, 
Were all too little to content-and pleafe, : 
Although they gave their Creatures in abundance : 
As Houles are defil’d for want of ufe, 

They are now ftarv’d for want of exercife; 
Thofe pallats, who, not yet to favers younger, 
Muft have inventions to delight the tafte, 
Would now be glad of Bread, and beg for it : 
Thefe Mothers who to nouzle up their Babes, 
Thought-nought too curious, are ready now 

To eat thofe little darlings whom they loved, 
So fharp are hungers teeth, that Man and Wife, 
Draw Lots who firft fhall die to lengthen Life, 
Here ftands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 
Here many fink, yet thofe which fee them fall, 
Have fcarce ftrength left to give them burial. 
Is not this true ? 

Dion. Our Cheeks and hollow Eyes do witnefs it. 

Cleon. O let thofe Cities that of plenties Cup, 
And her profperities fo largely taft, 

With their fuperfluous Riots hear thefe tears, 
The mifery of Tharfus may be theirs. 


Enter a Lord, 


Lord. VVhere’s the Lord Governour ? DD 
Cleon. Here, fpeak out thy forrows, which thou bring’ ft 
in haft, for comfort is too far for us to expect. 
Lord. VVe have defcried upon our neighbouring fhore, 
A portly fail of Ships make hitherward. 
Cleon, 1 thought as much. ‘ 
One forrow-never comes but brings an Heir, 
That may fucceed as hisinheritour: __ 
And foin ours; fome neighbouring Nation, 
Taking advantage of our mifery, i 
That ftuft the hollow Veflels with their power, 
To beat us down, the which are’ down already, 
And make a conqueft of unhappy me, 
| VVhereas no glory is got to overcome. 
Lord: That’s the leaft fear, aE. ts 
For by the femblance of their Flags difplaid, they bring 


- | us Peace, and come to us as Favourers, not as Foes. 


Cleon. Thou fpeakft like Hymns untutor’d to repeat, 
Who makes the faireft thew, means moft deceit. 
But bring they what they will, and what they can, 
V.-Vhat need we fear, the grounds the lowelt, 
And we are half way there: Go tell their General we at- 
tend him here, to know for what he comes, and whence 
he comes, and what he craves. 

Lord. 1 go, my Lord. ; 

Cleon. Welcome is peace, if he on peace confift ; 
If Wars, we are unable to refift. 


Enter Pericles with Attendants. 


Per. Lord Governour, for fo we hear you are, 
Let not our Shipsand number of our men, 
Be like a Beacon fired, to amaze your Eyes, 
We have heard your. miferies'as far as Tyre, 
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And feen the defolation of your ftreets; 

Nor come we to add forrow to your tears, 

But to releafe them of their heavy Joad, 

And thefe our Ships, you happily may think 

Are like the Trojan Horfe, was ftuft within, 

With bloudy Veins expecting overthrow, 

Are fto.?d with Corn, to make your needy Bread, 

And give them life, whom hunger ftarv’d half dead. 
Omnes. The gods of Greece protect you, 

And we'll pray for you, 
Per. Arife, I pray you, arife , we donot look for reve- 

rence, but for love, and harbourage for our felf, our Ships, 

and men, 
Cleon, The which when any fhall not gratifie, 

Or pay you with unthankfulnefs in thought, 

Be it our VVives, our Children or our elves, 

The Curfe of Heaven and Men fucceed their evils : 

Till when, the which (1 hope) ‘hall ne’re be feen, 

Your Grace is welcome to our Town and us. 
Per, VVhich welcome we'll accept, Feaft here a while, | 


Until our Stars that frown, lend us a fmile. [éxeunt. 


Atlus Secundus. 


Enter Gower. 


Gower. FY Ere have you fen a mighty King, 
His Child, I wis, ta inceft bring : 

A better Prince and benign Lord, 

That will prove’ awful both in deed and word, 

Be quiet then, as men hould be, 

Till he bath paft neceffity : 

Pil foew you thofe in troubles reign, 

Lofing a myte, a «Mountain gain: 

The good in conver[fation, 

To whom'] give my benizon. 

Is ftill at Tharfus, where each'man 

Thinks allis writ he {poken can : 

eAnd to remember what he does, 

Build his Statue to make him glorious: 

But tidings to the contrary, 

Are brought t? your Eyes, what need fpeak I. 


Dumb how. 

Enter at one Door Pericles talking with Cleon, all the Train 
withthem. Enter at another Door, a Gentleman with 
aLetter to Pericles’; Pericles thews the Letter to Cleon, 
Pericles gives the Meflenger a reward,and Knights him. 
Léxit Pericles at one Door, and Cleon at another. 


Good Hellican that ftaid at home, 

Not to eat honey like a Drone, 

From others labours, for though he ftrive 

To killén bad, keep good alive : 

And to fulfil bis Princes defire, 

Sav'd one of all that haps in Tyre: 

How Thaliard came full bent with fin; 

And had intent to murder him ; 

And that in Thatfus was not bef, 

Longer for him to make his reff : 

He doing fo, put forth to Seas, 

Where when men bin, there's feldome eafe, 

For now the Wind begins to blow, 

Thunder above, and deeps below, 

Makes fuch unguiet, that the. {hip 

Should houfe him fafe, is wrackt and [plit, 

And he (good Prince) having all loft, 

By Waves,‘ from (oaft to Coaft is toft : 

All perifhen of man, of pelf. 

Ne ought efcapen'd but himfelf ; 

Toll fortune tired with doing bad, 
RoE 
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Threw him afhore to give bim glad: 
e-ind here he comes 5 what fhall be next, 
Pardon old Gower, thus long’s the 1 ext. 


Enter Pericles wét. 


Per. Yet ceafe your ire, you angry Stars of Heaven, 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder : Remember earthly man 
[s but a fubftance that mutt yield to you: 

And I (as fits my nature) do obey you. 

Alas, the Seas hath caft me on the Rocks, 

Watht me from fhoreto fhore, and left my breath 
Nothing to think on, but enfuing Death : 

Let it fuffice the greatnefs of your powers, 

To have bereft a Prince of all his fortunes, 

And having thrown him from your watry grave, 
Here to have Death in peace, is all he’li crave. 


Enter three Fifhermen. 


, What, to pelch? 

. Ha, come and bring away the Nets, 
. What patch-breech, I fay. 

. What fay you, Matter? 

1. Look how thou ftirreft now. 

Come away, or I’le fetch thee witha wannion. 

3. Faith,Mafter, I am thinking of the poor men 
That were caft away before us, even now. 

1. Alas, poor Souls, it grieved my heart to hear 
What pittiful cries they made to us, to help them, 
When (welladay) we could fearcely help our felves. 

3. Nay, Matter, faid not 1 asmuch, © 
VVhen I faw the Porpas how be boune’d and tumbled ? 
They fay, they are half fifh, half flefhs 
A plague on them,they ne’re come but I look to be wafht. 
Mafter, I marvel how the fithes live in the Sea? ' 

1. VVhy as men doa Land, 

The great ones eat up the little ones: 
I can compare our rich Mifers, to nothing fo fitly 
As toa VVhale; he plaics ahd tumbles, 
Driving the poor Fry before him, 
And at laft devours them all at a mouthful. 
Such VVhales have I heard.on a’th land, 
VVho never leave gaping, till they fwallowed 
The whole Parifh, Church, Steeple, Bells and all, 
Per. Avpretty Moral. 
3. But, Matter, if1 had been the Sexton ; 
I wotild have beef that day in the Belfrey. 

2, VVby, man ? 

3. Becaufe he fiould have fwallowed me too, 
And when I had been in his belly, 

L would have kept fuch ajangling, of the bells, 

That he fhould never have left, 

Till he caft bells, Steeple, Churcti and Parifh up again : 
But if the good King Symonides were of my mind, 

Per. Symonides? 

3. VVewould purge the Land of thefe Drones, 
That rob the Bee of her honney. - 

Per. How from the fenny fubject of the Sea 
Thefe fihers tell the infirmities of men, 

And from their watry Empire recollect, 
Allthat may men approve, ot men detect. 
Peace be at your labour, honeft fifhermen. 

2, Honeft,good fellow, what’s that,if itbe a day fits you, 
Search out of the Kalender, and no body look after it? 

Per. Y’may fee the Sea bath caft me upon your coalt. 

2, VVhata drunken knave wastlie Seay 
To caft thee in our way. : 

Per. Aman whom both the waters and the wind, 
In that vaft Tennis-Court, hath made the Ball 

|For them to play upon, intreats you pitty him : 
He asks of you, that never us’d to beg. . 
1. No, friend, cannot you beg ? 
Here’s them in our Country of Greece, 


Wen we 
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Set more with beggiag, than we can do with working, 
2. Canft thou catch any Fifhes then? ' 
Per. [never practis’d it. 
2. Nay then thou wilt ftarve fure ; for here’s nothing to 
be got now-a daies, unlefs thou can{t fifh for’r, — * 
Per. VVhat | have been, Ihave forgot to know ; 
But what 1am, ‘want teaches me to think on: 
A man throng’d up with cold, my veinsare chill, 
And have no more of life, than may fuffice . 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help; 
VVhich if you fhall refufe, when lam dead, 
For that I ama man, pray fee me buried. Meer 
t. Die ke-tha, now gods forbid, 1 have a gown here, | 
come put it on,keep thee warm ; now afore me a handfome 
fellow : Gome, thou fhalt go home, and we'll have flefh for 
all day, fith for fafting days and more; or Puddings and 
Flap-jacks, and thou {halt be welcom. Ki 
Per, | thank you, Sir. 
2. Hark you, my friend, 
Per, I did but crave, 
2. But crave? then Ple turn craver too, | 
And fo I fhall fcape whipping. 
Per. VVhy, are all your beggers whipt then? | 
3. Ohnotall, my friend, not all : for if all your beggers | 
were whipt, I would wifh no better office,than to be Beadle, | 
But, Mafter, Vie go draw the Net. | 
Per. How well this honeft mirth becomes their labour? . 
1, Hark you, Sir, do you know where ye are? . 
Per. Not well. 
1, [tell you, this is called Pantapolis, 
And our King, the good Symonides, 
Per. The good King Symonides, do youcall him? 
1, 1 Sir, and he deferves fo to be eall’d, 
For his peaceable reign, and good government, 
Per. Heisahappy King; fince he gains from 
His Subjects, the name of good, by his government, 
How far is his Court diftant from this fhore ? 
1. Marry, Sir, halfa daies journey: and Ple tell you, he | 
hatha fair daughter, and to morrow is her birth-day, and 
there are Princes and Knights come from all parts of the } 
world, to Juft and Turney for her love. yas © 
Per. WVere my fortunes equal tomy defires, 
I could wifh to make one there. 
2, Oh Sir, things muft be as they may : and what a man | 
Cannot get, he may lawfully deal for his wives Soul. 


You faid you could nog beg, ee. 


Enter the two Fifher-men, drawing upa Nets 


>. Help,Matter, help, here?s a fifh hangsin the Net, like 
a poor mans right in the law, ’ewill hardly come out. 
bots on’t, ’tiscomeat laft, and *tisturned toarulty Armor, 
Per. An Armor, friends, I pray you let me fee it. 
Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all crofles, 
Thou giveft me fomewhat to repair my felfs 
And though it was mine own, part of mine heritage, 
VVhich my dead father did bequeath to me, 
VVith this ftrid: charge, even as he left his life : 
Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a fhield 
"Twixt me and Death ; and pointed tothis Brayle: 
For that it faved me; keep it in like neceflity : in 
The which the gods proteét thee, Fame may defend thee. | 
It kept where I kept, I fo dearly loved it, 
Till the rough Seas (that fpares not.any man). 
Took icin rage, though calm’d hath given ’é agaiat 
I thank thee for’t, my fhipwrack now’s no ill, 
Since I have here my Fathers gift in’s wille 
1, VVat mean you, Sit? De 
Per. To beg of you (kind friends) this coat of worth, 
For it was fometime Target to a King, 
I know it by this mark : he lov’d me dearly, 
And for this fake, | with the having of it: 
And that you’d guide me to your Soveraigns Court, 
VVhere with it | may appear a Gentleman : 
And if that ever my low fortune’s betters 
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I’le pay your bounties; till chem reft your debter, he is, he hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourifh. - 
| 1. Why, wilt thou turney for the Lady? 1, Lorde He had, need mean better than his outward 
ly Per. Vle thew the vertue | have born in Arms, fhew canany way fpeak in his jult commend : For by his 
h 1. Why, take it, and thegods give thee good on’t. rufty outfide, he appéars to have practifed more the Whip- 
Lip 2, But hark you, my friend, twas we that made up this ftock, than the Lance. 
rt garment through the rough feamsof the waters: there are | 2, Lord, He well may bea ftranger, for he comes to an 
nl certain condolements, certain vails; I hope, Sir, if you | honour’d triumph ftrangely furnifht. 
‘ thrive, you'll remember from whence you liad them. 3. Lord. And on fet purpofe let his armour ruft 
L Per. Believe it [ will: ; Until this day, to fcowre it in the duft. 
" By your furtherance I am cloathed in Steel, King. Opinion’s but a fool,that makes us fcan 

And fpight of all the ruptute of the Sea, The cutward habit by the inward man. 
iy, | This Jewel holds his building on my Arm: But flay, the Knights are coming, 


tity Unto thy value I will mount my felf. 
iy | Upon a Courter, whofe delightful fteps, 
‘th | Shall make the gazer joy to fee him tread : 
"1 Only (my friend) f yet am unprovided of a pair of Bafes, 


We will withdraw into che Gallery. 
Great fhouts, and all ery, The mean Knight, 


2, We'll fare provide, thou fhalt have Enter the King and Knights from Tilting. 
" beft gowntomakethcea pair, = 2 
™ ye Pie bring thee to the Goors my felf. King. Knights,to fay you’re welcom,were fuperfluous. 
hy ‘Per. Then honour be but a Goal to my will, To place upon the volum of your deeds, 
"| This day le rife, or elfe add ill to ill. Asina Title page, your worthin armes, 
Were more than you expect, or more than’s fit, 
and Enter Symonides with Attendants, and Thaifa. Since every worth in thew commendsit felf : 
ny Prepare for mirth, for mirth comes ata featt. 
ia Are the Knights ready to begin the Triumph ? You are Princes, and my guefts. 
| 1. Lord. They are,my Liege,and {tay your coming, Thai. But you, my Knight and gueft. 
iis | To prefent themfelves, To whom this wreath of Victory | give, 
tit | King, Return them we are ready, and oar Daughter | And Crown you King of this days happinefs, 
In honour of whofe birth, thefe triumphs are, (here, | Per. ?Tis more by fortune (Lady) than by merit, 
. Sits here like beauties child, whom Nature gat, King. Callit by what you will, the day is yours, 
For men to fee, and feeing wonder at. And here, I hope, isnone thatenvies it: — 
i Thai. \t pleafeth you (my royal father) to exprefs Io framing an Artif, art hath thus decreed, 
iy My commendations great, whofe merit’s lefs. To make fome good, but others toexceed, ; 
vee King. It’s fit it fhould be fo; for Princes are And you her labour’d Scholar ; come, Queen oth’ Feaft, ~ 
iat =| A model which Heaven makes like it felf: For (Daughter) fo you are; here take your place: 
ise =| As Jewels lofe their glory, if neglected, Martial the reft, as they deferve their grace. De 
si | So Princes their Renowns, if not refpected. . Kmghts. Weare honoured much by good Symonides, 
ii |? Tis now your honour (Daughter) to entertain King. Your prefence glads our days, honour we love, 
ine The labour of each Knight, in his device. For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 
feat Thai, Which to preferve mine honour,Vle perform. Marfh. Sir, yonder is your place; 
The firft Knight paffes by. Per. Some other is more fit. 
fl i King, Whois the dvi that doth prefer himfelf? » _ 1. Knight. Contend not, Sir; for we are Gentlemen, 
nye Thai. A Knight of Sparta (mytenowned Father) That neither in our hearts, nor outward Eyes, 
, And the device he bears upon his fhield, Envy the great, nor do the low defpife, 
Ot JIs a black AEthiop reaching at the Sun 5 Per, You are right courteous Knights. 
ii) The word, Lux tua vita mii, j King. Sit, fit, fit, Bt 
: King. He loves you well, that holds his life of you. By Jove (I wonder) that is King of thoughts, 
anit The fecond Knight. Thefé Cates refift me, he not thought upon. 
_ |Who isthe fecond, that prefents him(felf? Thai; By Funo (that is Queen of Marriage) 
Ly Thai. A Prince of eMacedon (my royal Father) All Viands that Leat do feem unfavoury, | 
wi? =| And the device he bears upon his Shield, Wihhing him my meat : fure he’sa gallant Gentleman. 
Meet te an atmed Kni ght, that’s conquer’d by a Lady. . King. He’s but acountry gentleman : has done no mote 
ok |The Motto thus in Spanith, Pue Per doleerakee per forfae Than other Knights have done, has broken a ftaff, 
rt The third Knight. * | Or fo; let it pafs. oie 
fh : ’sthethird ? Thai, To mehe feemsa Diamond to Glafs. 
} King. And what’s t } . 9 : 2 Hi 
git Thai. The third of e4ntioch , and his device Per, Yon King s to me, like to my Father’s picture, 
wh =| A wreath of Chivalry: the word, ©4e Pompey provexit | Which tellsme in that glory once he was, 
ji The fourth Knight, (apex. | And Princes fat like ftars about his Threne, 
i King. What is the fourth? And he the Sun, for them to reverence ; 
“ "he fii i fide down ; None that beheld him, but like Jefler lights 
wit? Thai. Aburitiig Torch that’s turned upfide down , Did vail thei None vse 
[The word, Qui me alic me extingnit. id vail their Crowns to his fupremacy 5 E 
¢ King. Which fhews that beauty hath his power and | Where now his Son, likea Glo-worm in the Night, 
tht a 4 it can kill. (will, | The which hath fire in darknefs, none in Light : 
di Which canas well enflame, as it ’ rw i 
15 The fifth Knight, . Whereby I fee that Time’s the King of men, 
Hy Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds, For he’s their Parents, and he is their grave. 
a Holding out gold, that’s by the touch-ftone tri’d : And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
OF +1 The Motto thus, Sic fpettandn fides. King. What, are you merry, Knights? 
oe The fixth Knight. Kmghts. Who can be other in this royal prefence ? 
sgl! King. And what’s the fixth and lait, the which the} King. Here,withacup that’s ftirr’d unto the brim, 
ie Knight himfelf with fach a graceful courtefie deliver’d? —_| As you do love, fill to your Miftrefs lips, 
Thai. He feems to be a'ftranger: but his prefent is We drink this health to you. 
i A withered Branch, that’s only green at top 5 Knights. We thank yout Grace, 
io The Motto, Ja hac pe vivo, © King. Yet pawle a while, 
a 


King. A pretty moral ; from the dejected ftate wherein } Yon Knight doth fit too melancholy, 
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Asif the entertainmentin our Court, 
Had not a fhew might counteravil his worth: 
Note’ it not you, Thaifas ; 
Thai. Whatis’t to me, my Father? , 
King. O, attend, my Daugiter, 
Princes inthis, fhould live like gods above, - ; 
Who freely give to every one that come to honour them 
And Prinees not doing fo, are like to Gnats, 
Which make a found, but kill’d are wondred at ¢ 
Therefore to make his entrance now more {weet, 
Here fay we drink this ftanding bow! of Wine to him. 
Thai. Alas, my Father, it befits not me, 
Unto a ftranger Knight to be fo bold, 
He may my proffer take for an offence, 
Since Men take Womens gifts for Impudence. 
King. How ? doas | bid you, or you’ll move me elfe. 


Thai. Now by the Gods, he could not pleafe me better. 


King. And furthermore tell him, 
We defire to know of him, 
Of whence he is, ,his Name and Parentage. 


Thai. The King my Father (Sir) hath drunk to you. 
Per, | thank him. { 


Thai Wihing it fo much bloud unto your life. 


Per, I thank both himand you, and pledge him freely. 


Thai. And further he defires to know of you, 
Of whence you are, your Name and Parentage. 
Per. A Gentleman of Tyre, my name Pericles, 
My education been in Arts and Armes, - 
Who looking for adventures in the world, 
Was by the rough Seas reft of fhipsand men, 
And after thip-ewrackydriven upon this fhore. 
Thai. He than'ss your Grace; names himfelf Pericles, 
A Gentleman of Tyre,who only by misfortune of the feas, 
| Bereft-of hips and men, caft on the fhore. 
King. ‘Now by the gods, I pitty his misfortune, 
And willawake him from his Melancholy. 
Come, Gentlemen, we fit too long on trifles, 
And watte the time, which looks for other revels, - 
Even in your armours as youare addrett, 
Will very well become a Souldiers dance: 
[ will not have excufe, with faying'that 
Loud Mufick is too harfh-for Ladies heads, 
Since they love men in Armes, as well as beds. 


So, this was well.ask’d, ’twas well perform’d, 

Come, Sir, here’s a Lady that wants breathing too: 

And I have heard, you Knights of Tyre, 

Are excellent in'making Ladies trip, . 

And that their meafures are as excellent. 
Per. In thofe that practife them, they are (my Lord.) 
King. Oh that’s as much, as you would be deny’d 

Of your fair courtefie , unclafp, unclafp. 


E They Dance. 


Thanks, Gentlemen, to all; all have done well, 
But you the beft.; Pagesand lights,to conduct 
Thefe Knights unto their feveral Lodgings « 
Yours, Sir, we have givenorder to be next our own. 
Per. Lam at your Graces pleafure. 
King. Princes, it is too late to talk of love, 
And that’s the mark | know you level at : 
Therefore each one betake him to his reft, 
To morrow, all for fpeeding do their beft. 


Enter Hellicanus, and Efcanes. 


Hell, No, Efcanes, know this of me, 
Antiochus from inceft liv’d not free : 
For which, the moft high gods not minding 
Longer to with-hold the vengeance that 
They had in ftore, due to his hainous 
Capital offence, even inthe height and pride 
Of all his glory, when he was feated in 
A Chariot of an ineftimable value, and his Daughter 
Wich him; a fire from Heaven came and fhrivel’d 


EThey Dance. 


‘ 


Pericles Prince of ‘Tyre. 


Up thofe bodies, even to loathing, for theyfoftunk’ © | 
That all thofe eyesador’d them, eretheirfall, © |) 
Scorn now their hand fhould give them burial, — 

Efcanes. It was very flrange. al 

Hell. And yet but juftice; 
For though this King were great, - i mt 
His geeatnefs was no guard to bare Heavens fhaft, ; 
By fin had his reward. 

Efcanes. ’Tis very true. 


yy i 


Enter two or three Lords, 3 
1. Lord. See, not a-man in private conference, | 
Or counfel, hath refpect with him buthe, ‘ua 


2, Lord, \t (hall no longer grieve without reproof, . | 
3. Lord. And curft be he that will not fecondit, » (| 
1. Lord. Follow me then: Lord Hellicane,aword,. | 
Hell, With me ? and-welcom, happy Gay, myLords’} 
1. Lord. Know that our griefsare rifen to the top, 6 3) 

And now at length they over-flow their banks, = | 
Hell, Your griefs, for what ? 

Wrong not your Prince you love. 
1, Lord, Wrong not your felf then, noble Hellican, 

But if the Prince do live, let us falute him, 

Or know what ground’s made happy by his breath: 

If in the world he live, we7ll feek him out: ae 

If in his grave he reft, we’ll find himthere, » > 

And be refolv’d, he lives to govern us: i». wie 

Or dead, give’s caufe to mourn his Funeral, Hah 

And leave.us to our free Election. i eae 
2, Lor. Whofe death indeed,the ftrongeft inourcenfure, 

And knowing this Kingdom is without a head, 

Like goodly buildings left without a Roof, 

Soon fall toruine: your noble felf, 

That beft knows how torule, and howto reiga, 

We thus fubmit unto our Soveraign. 
Omnes. Live, noble Hellican. aay Gel 
Hell, Try honours caufe; forbear your fofirages: | | 

If that you love Prince ‘Pericles, forbear: Lae 

( Take I your with, I leap into the Seas, 

Where’s hourly trouble, for a minutes cafe) 

A twelve month longer, let me entreat you 

To forbear the abfence of your King ; 

If in which time expir’d, he not return, 

I fhall with aged patience bear your yoke, 

But if I cannot win you tothis love, 

Go fearch like Nobles, like noble Subjects, 

And in your fearch, fpend your adventurous worth, 

Whom if you find, and win unto return, 

You fhall like Diamonds fitabouthisCrowM. | 
1.Lord. To wifdom, he’s a fool that will notyield, 

And fince Lord Hellican enjoyneth us, 16k) 

We with our travels will endeavor. earns 
Hell. Then you love us, we you,and we'll clafp hands, | 

When Peers thus knit, a Kingdom ever ftands. 


. 


Enter the King reading of a Letter, at ont door, 
and the Knights meet him. 


1..Knight. Good morrow tothe good Symonidet. Ot 


King. Knights,from my Daughter this Ilet you know, i 
That for this twelve-month, fhe’ll not undertake =} 
A married life: her reafonto her felfis only know} 


poflible : ois 

One twelve Moons more fhe’ wear Diana’slivety* | 

This by the eye of Cynthia hathfhe vowed, ==} 

And on her Virgin honour will not break. whee 
3.King. Loth to bid farewel, we take our leaves: C Ae 
King. So, they are well difpatcht, a 

Nowto my daughters Letter; fhe tells me here, 

She’ll wed the ftranger Knight, 


( 
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Ornhever more to view nor day nor light, 
Tis well, Miftris, your choice agrees with mine, 


j llikechat'well: nay how abfolute fhe’s in’t, 


Not minding whether I diflike or no. 

Well, Ido commend her choice, and will no longer 
Have it be delayed: foft, here he-comes, 

I muft diflemble ir, 


Enter Pericles, 


Per, All fortune to the good Symonides, 


King. Toyouas much; Sir, | am beholding to you, 


For your fweet mufick this lait night : 
Ido proteft, my ears were never better fed 
With fuch delightful pleafing harmony. 

Per. It is your Grace’s pleafure to commend, 
Not my defert. 

King, Sit, you are Muficks matter. 


Per, The worft of all her Scholars (my good Lord) 


King, Let me ask you one thing, 

What do you think of my Daughter, Sir ? 

Per. Amoft virtuons Princets. 

King. And fhe’s fair too, is fhe not ? 

Per. Asa fairday in Summer: wondrons fair. 

King. Sit, my Daughter thinksvery well of you, 
I, fo well, that you muft be her Matter, 

And fhe will be your Scholar; therefore look to it, 
Per, 1am uaworthy tobe her Schoolmatter. 
King. She thinks not fo,pernfé this writing elfe. 
Per. What’s here, a Letter, 

That fhe loves the Knight of Tyre ? 

Tis the King’s fubtilty to have my life : 

Oh feck not to intrap me, gracious Lord, 

A ftranger and diftrefled Gentleman, 

That never aim’d fo high to love your Daughter, 

But bent all offices to honour her, 

King. Thou haft bewitcht my Daughter, 

And thou art a Villain, 

Per, By the gods I have not; never did thought 
Of mine levy offence , nor neyer did. my actions 
Yet commence a deed might gain her love, 

Or your difpleafure. 

King. Traitor, thou lyeft. 

Per, Traitor ! 

King, 1, Traitor, ; 

Per, Even in his throat, unlefs it be a King, 


{That calls me Traitor, I return the lye, 


King. Now by the gods | do applaud his courage. 
‘Per. Myactionsare as noble as my thoughts, 
That neverrelifht of a bafe defcent: 
I came uno the Court for honours caule, : 
And notoe a Rebel to,her ftate: .) 
And hethat otherwile accounts of me, 
This Svord fhall prove, he’s honour’s enemy, 


Kang. No? here comes my Daughter, (he can witnels it. 


Eater Thaifa, 


Per. Then.as you are as vittuous, as fair, 
Xefolve your angry Father, if my tongue 


Did e’re folicite, or my hand {&bfcribe 


To any fyllable chat made love to:you ? | 
Thai, Why, Sir, if you had, who takes offence, 


g? | At that would make me glad? 


King. Yea, miftris, are you fo. peremptory ? 


Lam glad of it withal my heart, LeAfide. 
 |Ple tame you, I’le bring you in fubjection. 
‘| Will you, not haying my confent, . 

| Beftow your love and your affections 
{Upon a ftranger? who, for ought 1 know, [edfide. 


May be (nor can I think the contrary) 


| As great in blood as I my. felf. 
/ | Therefore hear you, Miftrefs, either frame 
Your will to mine; and you, Sir, hear you, 
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Either be rul’d by me, or I’le make you—— 
Man and Wife; nay, come, your hands 
And lips muft feal it too: and being joyn’d, 
Ple thus your hopes deftroy, and for further grief; 
God give you joy ; what, are you'both pleafed ? 
Thai. Yes, if you love me, Sir. 
Per, Even as my life, or blood that folters it. 
King. What, are you both agreed ? 
Amb, Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty. 
King, It pleafeth me fo well, that I will fee you wed, 
And then with what hafte you can, get youto bed, 


Enter Gower, 


Wow yfleep flaked hath the rout, 

No din but faores about the Houfe, 
Made louder by the ore-fee beaft, 

Of this moft pompous marriage feaft : 
The Cat with eyne of burning coal, 
Now couches from the Moufes hole; 
c4nd Cricket Sing at the Ovens mouth, 
Are the blither for thew drouth : 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to bed, 
Where by the lofs of «Ataidenhead, 
ct Babe is moulded, by \attent, 

And time that is fo bricfly pent, 
With your fine fancies quaintly each, 
What's dumb in fhew, I'll plain with fpeech. 


Enter Pericles and Symenides at one door with Attendants,a 
Meflenger meets them, kneels, and gives Pericles a Let- 
ter, Pericles fhews is Symonides, the Lords kneel to him ; 
then enter Thaifa with child, with Lychorida a Nurfe,the 
King fhews her the Letter, the rejoyces : fhe and Pericles 
take leave of her Father, and depart. 


By many a dearn and painful pearch 
Of Pericles, the careful fearch, 

‘By the four oppofing Crignes, 

Which the World together joynes, 

Is made with all due diligence, 

That borfe and fail, and .bigh expence, 
Can fleed the queft at last from Tyre, 
Fame anfwering the moft ftrange enquire, 
To th’ Court of King Symonides, 

cre Letters brought, the tenour thefe: 
Antiochus and his Daughter's dead, 
The men of Tyrus, on the head 

Of Hellicanus would fet on 

The Crown of Tyre, but be wil none: 
The mutiny he there baftes t’opprefs, 
Sayes to them, +f King Pericles 

Come not home.sn twice fix Moons, 

He, obedient to their dooms, 

Will take the Crown: the Jumm of this 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Irony fhed the Regions round, 

And every one with claps cau found, 
Our heir apparent is a King; 

Who dreamt? whe thought of fuch a thing ? 
Brief, he muft hence depart to Tyre, 
His Queen with child, makes ber defires 
Which who fhall crofs along to go, 

Omit we all their dole and woe; 
Lychorida her DNurfe the takes, 

And fo to. Seay then veffel fhakes 

On Neptunes billow, half the flood 
Hath sheir Keel cut: bat fortune mov'd, 
Varies again, the grifly North 

Difgorges fuch a tempest forth, 
That aw a Duck,for life that drives, 
So upand down the poor fhip dives ; 
The Lady fhreeks, and well a-uear, 
Doth fall in travel with her fear: 


_ Aid| 
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And what enfues in this felf ftorm, 
Shall for it felf, at felf perform: 

I wiil relate, Attion may 

Conveniently the reft convey, 

Which maght not.? what by me ts told, 
In your imagination hold: 

This Stage, the Ship, upon whofe Deck 
The Seas toft Pericles appears to {peak 


Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 


Per, The God of this great vaft, rebuke thefe furges 
Which wath both Heaven and Hell, and thou that haft 
Upon the winds command, bind them in Brafs, 
Having call’d them from the deep, O ftill 
Thy dearning dreadful thunders ; daily quench 
Thy nimble fulphurous ftafhes : O how, Lychorida ? 
How does my Queen? then ftorm venomoufly, 

Wilt thou fpit all thy felf? the Seamans whittle 
Is a whifper in the ears of Death, 

Unheard Lychorida? Lucina, oh : 

Divineft Patronefs, and my Wife, gentle . 
Tothofe that cry by night, convey thy Deity 
Aboard our dancing Boat, make fwift the pangs 
Of my Queentravels. Now, Lychorida. 


Enter Lychorida. 


Lychor. Here is a thing too young for fuch a place, 
Whoif it had conceit, would dye, as lamlike todo: 
Take in your arms this piece of your dead Quene. 

Per. How ? how, Lychorida ? 

Lychor. Patience, good Sir, do not aflift the ftorm, 
Here?s-all that is left living of our Queen 5 
A little Daughter, for the fake of it 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per. Oh you gods! 

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts, 
1 And {natch them ftraight away ? 
We here below, recal not what we give, 
And we therein may ufe honour with you. 
Lychor. Patience, good Sir, even for this charge. 
Per. Now mild may be thy life, 
For a more blufterous birth had never Babe : 
Quiet and gentle thy conditions ; 
For thou art the rudelieft welcom to this world, 
That ever was Prince’s Child ; happy that follows, 
Thou haft as chiding a Nativity, 
As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and Heaven can make, 
To harold thee from the womb : 
Even at the firft, thy lofs is more than can. 
Thy portage quit, with all thou canft find here :°\ 
Now the good gods threw their beft eyes upon it. 


Enter two Saylors. 


1. Sayl. What courage, Sit ? God fave you. 
| Per. Courage enough, | donot fear the flaw, 

It hath done to me the worft: yet for the love © 
‘| Of this poor infant, this frefli new Sea-farer, 
|1 would it would be quiet. ; 
| 1.Sayl, Slack the bolins there 5 thou wilt not, wilt thou 
|blow and fplit thy felf. p 
| 2,Sayl. But Sea-room, and the brine and cloudy billow 
kifs the Moon, | care not, 
1.Sayl. Sirs your Queen muft over. board,» 

The Sea works high, the wind isloud, 
And will not lietilithe Ship be cleared of the dead. 

Per. That’s your fuperftition. 

1.Pardon us,fir,with us at Sea it {till hath been obferved, 
And we are {trong in Eaftern, therefore briefly yield her. 

Per. As you think meet, 
For fhe muft o’re-board ftraight, . 
‘| Moft wretched Queen, 4 + 


Peritles\Prince of Tyre: 


Lychorida. Here fhe lies, Sir. 

Per. Aterrible Child-bed haft thon had 
No light, no fire, the unfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee utterly, nor haveltime +o 
To bring thee hallowed to thy grave, but ftraight g 
Mott caft thee fcarcely Coffin’d, inoar, © 
Where for a Monument upon thy bones. 

The air remaining lamps, the belching Whale, 
And humming water muft o’rewhelm thy Corps, 
Lying with fimple fhells: Oh, Lychoridag 
Bid Neftor bring me Spices, Ink and Paper, 
My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Nicander ' 
Bring methe Sattin Coffin: lay the Babe ~ : 
Upon the Pillow; hiethee, whiles I fay a Bia § 
A Prieftly farewelto her: fuddenly, woman, =| 

2. Sayl, Sir; we have a Cheft beneath the hatches, bs f 

| 


(my Dear 


Caulkt and bitumed ready. i Ff 
Per. Ithank thee: Mariner, fay, what Coaftis this?” 4 
2. Sayl. Weare near Thar fus, my 

. Per. Thither, gentle Mariner, ot <a 

Alter chy courfe for Zyre: when canft thou reach it ? 

2. Sayl. By break of day, if the wind ceafe, © 
Per. O make for Tharfus, + a a 

There will I vifit Cleon, for the Babe eS 

Cannot hold out to Tyrus; there le leave it © * 9” 

At careful nurfing: go thy ways, good Mariner, ar | 

lle bring the body prefently. Y 
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Enter Lord Cerymon with a Servant, 


Cer, Phylemon, hoa. 


Enter Philemon. 


Phil: Doth my Lord call? 

(er. Get fire and meat for thefe poor men, | 
It hath been a rurbulent and ftormy night. — ey | 

Ser. | have been inmany : but fucha night asthis, © | 
Till now, I ne’re endured. a Sng per 

Cer. Your Matter will be dead ere you return, i 
There’s nothing can be miniftred to nature, ar 
That can recover him: give this to thePothecary, 
And tell. me how it works, - 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


1. Gent. Good morrow. ; 
2.Gent. Good morrow to your Lordhhip. |, 
Cer. Gentlemen, why do you ftir fo aie le 
1.Gent, Sir, our fodging ftanding bleak u nthe Sea, 
Shook as if the Earth did quake: meer 
The very principles did feem to rend and allto top, HG 
Pure furprize and fear made me to leave the Hout, write 
2. Gent. That is the caufe we trouble youfo early, # é 
’Tis not our Husbandry. ie 
Cer. O you fay well, 4 eee 
1. Gent. ButI much marvel that your Lordfhip | 
Having rich attire about you, thould at thefe eatly bot 
Shake offthe golden flumber of repofe ; *tis moft ital 
Nature fhould be fo converfant with pain, it 
Beingtheretonotcompelled. == 
Ger. I hold it ever Virtue and Cunning. __. 
Were endowments greater, than Noblenels andR ti 


t 


Carelefs heirs may the two latter darken aad xpe 
But immortality attends the former, . 
Making a Man a God: Hore 
Tis known, I ever have ftudied Phyfick, —. 
Through which fecret Actjby turning o’re Authority, 
I have together with my practice made familiar 
Tome.and to my aid, the beft infufions that dwelt 
In vegetives, in Metals, Stones: and can fpeak oF! 
Difturbances that Nature works, and of her cures 5 _ 
Which doth give mea more content ; 
In courfe of true delight 


Paaas Eire kis seers 


inert) 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 
4 aa a mera i Honour, The Diamonds of a moft praifed water doth appear, 
8g Me ye a e up in filken Bags, To make the world twice rich, live, and make us wee P, 
p ool and Death, To hear your fate, fair creature, rare as you feem to be. 
2. Geat. Your hoaour hath through Ephefus, [She moves 
; Poured forth your charity, and hundred cali themfelves | 


Thai. O dear Diana, where am | ? where’s my Lord ? 
Your Creatures ; who by you have been reftored, VVhat VVorld is this? ? 


‘ And not your knowledge, your perfonal pain, 
But even your purfe {till open, hath built Lord Cerimon 
Such ftrong renown, as never {hall decay. 


RAH ae, Monee er ew © 


2. Cent. Is not this {trange ? 

I. Gent. Mott rare. 

Cer. Huth (my gentle neighbour) lend me your hands, 
To the next Chamber bear her, get linnen ; 
— this matter mult be lookt to, for the relapfe 
\ smortal : come, come, and, Efeulapius, guide us. 
: a k ? Momtaea They cart y ber away. P . LExeunt omnes. 
; Ser. Sir,even now did the Sea tofs up upon our fhore 
4 i mg tis of fome wrack, 

’ er. Set it down, let us look upon it. 5 aad 
| | asGene. "Tis likea Coffin, Sir Atus Tertius. 
| Cer, Whate’re it be, ’tis wondrous heavy; 

{Wrench it open ftraight : 
_|I€ the Seas ftomach be o’re.charg’d with gold, 


¥ Tis a good conftraint of Fortune it belches upon us. Pe NACE honoured Cieon, 1 mutt needs be gone, 


“| 2. Gent. ’Tis fo, my Lord. ° £3 My twelve months are expir’d, and Tyre ftands 
}* Cer. How clofe ’tis caulkt and bottom’d, did the Sea | Ina peace: you and your Lady take from my heart 


caft it up? All thankfulnefg. The gods make upthe reft upon you. 
Ser. I never faw fo huge a billow, Sir, as toft it upon | Ce. Your hakes of fortune, though they hate you 


fhore. Mortally,yet glance full wondringly on us, 


7 Enter two or three with a Chef. 


Enter Pericles at Tharfus, with Cleon and Dionyfia. 


Cer, Wrenchit open; it fmells moft fwe Dion, O your fweet Queen ! 
3 fence. a Uhac the ftrict fates bad picafed 
2.Gent, A delicate Odour. You had brought her hither 
Cer. Asever hit my noftril: fo, up with it. lo have bleft mine eyes with her, 
Oh you mott potent gods! what’s here, a Coarfe ? Per. Wecannot but obey the powers above us ; 
1, Gent. Molt ftrange. Could I rage and roar as doth the Sea fhe lies in, 
(er. Shrowded in cloth of ftate, balm’d andentreafured | Yet the end muft be as tis > my gentle Babe Adarina, 
_ | With full bags of Spices, a Pafs port to epollo, Whom (for fhe was bornat Sea) | have named fo, 
| Perfect me in the Characters. Here, I charge your Charity withal ; leaving her 
The infant of your care, befeeching you to give her 
Here I give to underftand, Princely training, that fhe may be manner’d as fhe is born. 
If e’ve this Coffin drive a land; Cleon, Fear not(my Lady) but think your Grace, 
I King Pericles have loft That fed my Country with your Corn ; for which, 
This Queen, worth all our mundane coft : The Peoples prayers daily.fall upon you, muft in your 
Who finds her , give her burying, Child ; . 
She was the Daughter of a King. | Be thought on, if neglect fhould therein make me vile, 
Befides this treafure for a fee, | The common body that’s by you reliev’d, 
The gods requite his Charity. Would force me to my Duty ; but ifto that, 
My nature need a fpur, the gods revenge it 
If thou liveft Pericles, thou haft a heart Upon me and mine, to the end of generation. 
That even cracks for woe: this chanc’d to night, Per. I believe you, your honour and your goodnefs, 
2. Gent. Mott likely, Sir. Teach me toot without your vows, till fhe be married, 
Cer, Nay certainly to night. Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour, 
For look how freth fhe looks, All unfifter’d fhall this heir of mine remain, 
They were too rough, that threw her in the Sea. Though | thew wilkin’t: fo | take my leave : 
Make a fire within, fetch hither all my boxes in my Clofet, Good Madam, make me blefled, in your care 
_ {Death may ufarp on Nature many hours, fs In bringing up my Child. 
_ {And yet the fire of life kindle again the o’re-preft Spirits. Dion, (have one my felf, who fhall not be more dear to 
I heard of an <4pypeian that had core becndead, {my oe “ date! - Sep 
ie d i recovered, er. Madam, my thanks and prayers, 
4 _ a peareeensiianse te Cleon. We'll Bena your Grace to the edge of the fhore, 
* Enter one with Napkins and Fire. then give you upto the masked Neptune, and the gentleft 
ae winds of Heaven. 
| VVellfaid, well faid, the fire and cloaths, Per. | will embrace your offer, come, deareft Madam : 
_ {The rough and woful Mufick that we have, O no tears, Lychorida, no tears ; look to your little Miftris 
~ |Caufe it to found | befeech you: on whofe Grace you may depend hereafter: come, my 


|The Vial once more ; how thou iicpeiiythone block 2 ‘Lord. 
|The Mufick there: I pray you giveher air ; 
|Gentlemen, this Queen will live, : Enter Cerymon, and Thaifa, 
_ | Nature awakes a warm breath out of her 5 : sags . 
~ {She hath not been entrane’d above five hours, Cer. Madam, this Letter, and fome certain Jewels, 
_ |See how the gins to blow into lifes flower again, Lay with you in your Coffer, 
1.Gen, The heavens through you,encreafeour wonder, | Which areat your command: 
And fets up your fame for ever. Know. you the Chara¢ter ? 


| Cer. is alive, behold her eye-lids : Thas. It ismy Lord’s ; that T was fhipt at Sea, I well 

: cafe oy Tl toneahe lowes =a Pericles hath loft, | remember, even on my caning time » byt whether there 
EE Begin to part their fringes of bright gold, delivered , by the holy gods, 1 cannot rightly fay aa 
: . = ince! 


oe 
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fince King Pericles, my wedded Lord, I ne’re fhall fee rick even Asai pe caft off, melt thee, but be a 
i al Li ill I d nevet more | Souldier to thy purpote. r 
a ci eh as ar ama Leon. 1 will do’t, but yet fhe isa goodly Creature. ~~ 
Cer, Madam, if this you purpofe as ye fpeak, Dion, The fitter then the gods fhould have her. 
Diana’s Temple is not diftant far, Here the comes weeping for her only Miftrefs Death: 
Where you may abide till your date expire, Thou art refolv’d ? ; 
Moreover if you pleafé, a Necce of mine, Leon. 1 am refolv’d. 
Shall there attend you. 
Tha. My recompence is thanks, that’s all, 


Enter Marina with a Basket of Flowers. 


Yet my good will is great, though the gift fmall. [Eait. 


Enter Gower. 


Gower. Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyre, 
Welcom’d and fetled to his own defire ; 
His woful Queen we leave at Ephefus, 
Unto Diana, there's 4 Votarefs. 
Now to Marina bend your mind, 
Whom our faft growing foene must find 
At Tharfus, and by Cleon train’d 
In eMuficks Letters, who bath gain’d 
Of education alt the grace, 
Which makes high both the art and place 
Of general wonder: but alack, 
That monfter Envy oft the wrack, 
Of earned praife, Macina’s life 
Seek totake off by Treafon’s Knife, 
Andin thiskind, our Cleon hath 
One Daughter and a ful grown Wench, 
Even-ripe for Marriage fight : this eHaid 
Hight Philoten: and tw w faid 
For certainin our ftory, fhe 
Would ever ivith Marina be, 
Bet when they weav'd the fledded filk, 
With fingers long, fmall, white as milk, 
Or when {he would with fharp Needle wound 
The Cambrick,, which he made more found 
By hurting st, or when tath’ Lute 
She fing, and made the night Bed mute, 
That ftill records within one, or when 
She would with rich and conf ant Pen, 
Vail to her Mistrefs Dion frill, 
This Philoten contends in skill 
With abfolute Marina: fo 
The Dove of Paphos might with the (row 
Vy Feathers white, Marina gers 
All praifes, which are paid as Debts, 
And not as given, this fo darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks, 
That Cleon’s Wife with Envy rare, 
A prefent Murderer do’s prepare 
For good Marina, that her Daughter 
Might ftand Peerlefs by this laughter. 
. The fooner her vile thoughts to fread, 
Lychorida our Nurfe us dead, 
And curfed Dionyfia hath 
The pregnant inftrument of wrath 
Preft for this blow, the unborn event, 
I do commend to your content, 
Only I carried winged Time, 
Po on the lame feet of my rhime, 
Which never could I fo convey, 
Valefs your thoughts went on my Ways 
Dionyfia doth appear, 
With Leonine 4 Murderer. 


Enter Dionyfia, aad Leonine. 


Exit, 


Dion. Thy Oath remember, thou haft fworr to do it, 


Grave with Flowers: the yellows, blews, the purple 
Violets and Marigolds, fhall as a Carpet hang upon thy 
Grave, while Summer dayes doth laft. Aye me , poor 
Maid, born in a tempeft, when my Mother did: this 
World to meis like a lafting ftorm, hurrying me from 
my Friends. 
Dion. How now, A4arina ? why de’ ye weep alone? - 
How chance my Daughter is not with you? 
Do not confume your blood with forrowing, 
You havea Nurfe of me. Lord ? how your favour’s 
Chang’d, with this unprofitable woe : 
Come give me your Flowers, ere the Sea mar it, 
Walk with Leonine, the air is quick there, 
And it pierces and fharpens the (tomach ; 
Come, Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 
Mar. No | pray you, i’ll not bereave you of your 
Servant. 
Dion. Come, come, I love the King your Father, and 
your Self, with more than Foreign heart , we every day 
expect him here, when he fhall come and find our Para- 


have taken no care to your beft courfes. Go I pray you, 
walk and be cheerful once again, referve that excellent 


Care not for me, I can go homealone, 

Mar. Well, 1 will go, but yet I have no defire to it, 

Dion. Come, come, I know ’tis good for you : 

Walk half an hour, Leomine, at the leaf. = * 
Remember what I have faid. 

Leon. | warrant you, Madam. 

Dion. Vil leave you, my {weet Lady, for a while: pray 
walk foftly, donot heat your blood : What, I muft have 
acare of you. 

Mar. My thanks, fweet Madam. Is the Wind Weft- 
erly that blows ? 

Leon, South-Wef. 

Mar. When I was born, the Wind was North, 

Leon, Was’t fo ? 

«Mar. My Father, as Nurfe faith, did never fear, but 


Hands, hailing Ropes, and clafping tothe Maft, endured 
a Sea that almoft burft the Deck. 

Leon, When was this ? 

ear. When] was Born, never was. Waves nor Wind 
more violent , and from the Ladder tackle, wafhes off 
a Canvas Climer, ha, faith one, wilt out? and with a 
dropping induftry they skip from ftern to ftern: the 
Boat-fwain whiltles, and the Mafter calls and trebbles 
their confufion. 

Leon, Come, fay your Prayers. 

Mar, What mean you? 

Leon, If youtequire a little fpace for Prayer, I grant 
it, pray, but be not tedious, for the gods are quick of 
Ear, and I am fworn todo my work with hafte. : 

eMar. Why, will you kill me ? 

Leon, To fatisfie my Lady. 


remember by my troth, I never did hurt her in all my 


Mar. No: 1 will rob Tellus of her Weed, to firew thy | 


gon,to all reports thus blafted.He will repent the breadth | 
ofhis great Voyage, blame both my Lord and me, that we } 


complexion, which did fteal the Eyes of young and old. | 


cryed good Seamen to the Sailers, galling his Kingly | 


Mar, Why would fhe have me kill’d now? as I can 


’tis but a blow, which never fhall be known, thou canft 
not do a thing in the World fo foon, to yield thee fo 
much profit, let not Confcience which is but cold, infla- 
ming thy love bofome, enflame too nicely ; nor let pitty, 


Life, I never fpake bad word, nor did ill turn to any li- 
ving Creature: believe me now, I never kill’d a Moufe, 
nor hurta Fly. J trod upon a Worm once againft my 
will, but 1 wept for it. How have I offended, wherein 

my 


| |my Death might yield her any profit, or my Lifei 
her any danger? cs Sreiglemte: x4 
’ Leon. My Commiflion is not to reafon of the deed, but 
o’t. 
| Mar. You will not do’t for all the world, I hope: you 
 lare well favoured » and your Jooks fore-(hew you have a 
“jyery gentle heart, 1 faw you lately when you caught hurt 
jin parting two that fought: good footh, it fhewed well 
finyou, do fonow, your Lady feeks my life , come you 
| between, and fave poor me the weaker. 
Leon. {am {worn, and will difpatch. 


Enter Pirates. 


. Pirat. 1. Hold, Villain. 

Pirat. 2. A prize, a prize. 

% Pirat, 3. Half part, mates, half part. Come, let’s have 
her aboard fudainly. LExeunt. 


Enter Leonine. 


Leon. Thefe roguing Thieves ferve the great Pirate Val 
des, and they have feized Marina, let her go, there’s no 
hope fhe will return: Pll fwear fhe’s dead, and thrown 
into the Sea, but Pll fee further, pérhaps they will but 
pleafe themfelves upon her, 

Not carry heraboard, if fhe remain, 
Whom they have ravifht, muft by me be flain. 


Enter Pander, Boult and Bawd. 


Pander. Boult. 

Boult. Sir. 

Pander, Search the Market narrowly, eMetalline is full 
of Gallants, we loft too much Money this Mart, by being 
too Wenchlefs. 

Bawd. We were never fo much out of Creatures, we 

_ {have but poor three, and they can do no more than they 
can do, and they with continual action, are even as good 
as rotten. 

Pander. Therefore let’s have frefh ones what e’er we 
pay forthem, if there be not aconfcience to be us’d in 
every trade, we fhall never profper. 

Bawd. Thou fay’tt true, ’tis not our bringing up of 
poor baftards, as I chink, | brought fome eleven. — 

Boult. 1too eleven, and brought them down again, 

But fhall I fearch the Market ? 
| Bawd. What elfe, Man? The ftuff we have, a {trong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are fo pitifully fodden. 
Pander. Thou fay’ft true , there’s two unwholefome in 
confcience , the poor Tranfitvanian is dead that lay with 
the little Baggage. ¢ 
| Boult. 1, {ne quickly poupt him, fhe made him roaft- 
meat for worms, but I’ll go fearch the Market.  LExit. 
Pander. Vinee or four thoufand Chickens were as pret 
ty a proportion to live quietly, and fo give over. 
- Bawd. Why, to give over, {I pray you? Isita fhame 
to get when we are old? 
Pand, Oh our credit comes not in like the commodity, 
nor the Commodity wages not with the danger : There- 
fore, if in our youths we could pick up fome pretty ¢- 
ftate’twere not amifs to keep our door hatch’d ; befides 
the fore terms we ftand upon with the gods, will be 
{trong with us for giving o’se. 
Bawd. Come, other forts offend as well as we. 
Pand. As well as we, I, and better too, we offend worfe 
neither is our profeflion any Trade, it’sno calling: But 
here comes Boult. 


Enter Boult with Pirates, and Marina, 
Boult, Come your ways, my Matters, 


-You fay fhe’sa Virgin? — 
' Sayl, O Sir, we doubt it not. 


al | wie Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


Boult, Matter, Ihave gone through for this piece you 
fee , if youlike her, fo; if not, Ihave loft my earnetft. 

Bawa. Boule, has fhe any qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good Face, fpeaks well, and hath ex- 
cellent good Cloathss There’s no farther neceflity of qua- 
lities can make her be refufed. 

Bawd, What?s her price , Boule ? 

Boult. 1 cannot be bated one doit of a thoufand pieces. 

‘Pand, Well, followme, my Mafters, you fhall have 
your money prefently: Wife, take herin, inftruct her 
what fhe hastodo, that fhe may not be raw in her enter- 
tainment. 

Bawd. Bouit, take youthe marks of her, the colour 
of her hair, complexion, height, age, with warrant of her 
Virginity , and cry : Hethat will give moft fhall have her 
firft. Such a Maiden head were no cheapthing; if Men 
were as they have been ; Get teis done as I command you. 

Boult. Performance fhalli follow. 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was fo flack, fo flow: 

He fhould have ftruck, not fpoke; 
Or that thefe Pirates, not enough barbarous, 
Had not o’re-board thrown me, for to feek my Mother. 

Bawd, Why weep you, pretty one? 

«Mar. Thatlam pretty. 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part in you. 

eMar. Laccufe them not. 

Bawd. You are lightinto my hands, 

Where you are like tolive. 

eMar, Yhe more’s my fault to fcape his hands, 
Where I was like to dye. 

Bawa. |, and you fhall live ia pleafare. 

«Mar. No. 

Bawd, Yes indeed fhall you, and tafte Gentlemen of all 
fafhions. You fhall fare well; you fhall have the difference 
of all complexions: what de’ye ftop your ears? 

«Mar. Are youa Woman? 

Bawd. What would you have meto be, if 1 benota 
Woman ? 

eMar. An honeft Woman, or nota Woman. 

Bawd. Matry.whip thee, Gofling: I think I fhail have 
fomething to do with you. Come, y’are a young foolifh 
Sapling, and muft be bowed as I would have ye. 

«Mar. The gods defend me. ? 

Bovd. If it pleafe the gods to defend you by Men, then 
Men mutt comfort you, Men muft feed you, Men mitt 
ftir youup: Boul’s return’d. 


Enter Boult. 


Now, Sir, haft thoucry’d herthrough the Market? 
Boult,{ have cry’d her almoft to the number of her hairs, 
[ have drawn her picture with my voice, ‘ 
Bawd. And pritheetell me, how doft thou find the in- 
clination of the people, efpecially of the younger fort? 
Boult, Faith they liftned to me, as they would have 
hearkened to their Fathers Teftament, There was a Spant- 
ards mouth fo watered, that he went to bed to her very 
defcription. one 
Bawd. We fhall have him here to morrow with his beft 
Ruff on. 
Boul. Tonight, to night, but, Miftrefs, do you know 
the French Knight that cowres i’th’ Hams ? 
Bawd. Who, Monfieur Verollus? : 
Boult, 1, he offered to.cut a Caper at the proclamation, 
but he made a groan at ic, and {wore he would fee her to 
morrow 


- 


Bawds VVell, well, as for him , he brought his difeafe } 


hither, here he doth but repair it, I know he will come 
in our fhadow, to {catter his Crowns in the Sun, 

Boult. VVell, if we had of every Nation a Traveller, 
we fhould lodge them with this Sign. 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither a while, you have For- 
tunes coming upon you, mark me, yon mult feem to do 
that fearfully, which you coe willingly, defpife pr0. 

s It, 
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fir, where you have moft gain,to weep that you live as you 
do,makes pitty in your lovers feldom, but that pitty begets 
you a good opinion, and that opinion a meer profit. 
«Mar. 1 underftand you. not. 
Boult. Otake her home, miftcis, take her home, thefe 
bluthes of hers mutt be quencht with fome prefent practice. 
Bawd. Thou fayeft true i’faich, fo they muft, for your 

Bride goes to that with fhame,which is her way to go with 

warrant, ee 
Boult. Faith fome do, and fome do not, but Miftris, if 

I have bargain’d for the joynt. 

Bawd. Thou maift cut a morfel offthe fpit. 

Boult. 1 may fo. 

Bawd. Who thould deny it ? 

Come young one, I like the manner of your garments well. 
Boult. 1 by my faith, they fhall not be changed yet. 
Bawd. Boult. Spendthou that in the Town,report what 

a fojourner we have,you'll lofe nothing by cuftome. When 

nature framed this piece, fhe meant thee a good turn,there- 

fore fay what a parragon fhe is, and thow haft the harveft 
out of thine own report. 

Boult. 1 warrant you miftris, thunder fhall not fo awake 
the beds of Eels, as my giving out of her beauty ftirs up the 
lewdly enclined, le bring home fometo night. 

Bawd, Come your ways,follow me, 

Mar. \f firesbe hot, knives fharp, or waters deep, 
Unti’d I ftill my Virgin knot will keep. 

Diana aid my purpofe. 

Bawd. What have we todo with Diana? pray yougo 
with us, LExeunt, 


Enter Cleon and Dionyfia, 


Dion, Why are you foolifh, can it be undone? 

Cleow, QO Dionyfia, fach a piece of flaughter, 
The Sun and Moon ne’re look’d upon. 

Dion. 1 think yow’ll turn a Child again. 

Cleon, Were | chief Lord of all this fpacious world, P’d 
give it to undo the deed, O.Lady, much lefs in blood than 
vertue, yet a Princefs to equal. any fingle Crown: of the 
Earth,in the juftice of compare, O villain, Leonine, whom 
thou halt poifoned too, if thou had’ft drunk to him, it had 
necn a kindnefs becoming well thy face, what canft thou 
fa, when Noble Pericles {hall demand his Child ? 

‘Dion. That‘the isdead. Nurfes are not the fates to fofter 
it,nor ever to preferve,the di’d at night,|’le fay fo,who can 
crofsiit, unlefs you play the Innocent, and for an honeft at- 
tribute, cry out fhe di’d by foul play. 

(leon. O go to, well, well, of all the faults beneath the 
Heaveys, the gods do like this worft. . 

Digs. Be one of thofe thatthinks the pretty wrens of 
Thagfus will fly hence,and open this to Pericles; {do fhame 
toYaink of what a Noble ftrain you are,and of how coward 
a Spirit, 

el Cleon. To fach proceeding, who ever but his approba- 
tion added, ‘though not his whole confent, he did not flow 
from honourable courfes. 13 

Din, Beit fothen, yet none doth know but you how 
fhe came deadjnor none can know, Leonine being gone. She 
did difdain my Child, and ftood between her and her for- 
tunes: none would look on‘her,: but.caft their gazes on 
Marina’s ‘face , whilft ours was blurred at, and held a 
Mawkin,not worth the time of day. It piere’d methorow, 
and though you call my courfe unnatural,you not your child 
well loving, yet I find it greets me as.an enterprize of kind- 
nefs perform’d to your fole Daughter. 

Cleon. Heavens forgive it. 

Dion. Andas for Pericles, what fhould he fay ?. we wept 
after her hearfe,and yet we mourn: her monument almoft 
finifhed, and her Epitaph in glittering golden characters, 
exprefs a general praife to her, and care in us, at whofe 
expence ’tis done. 

Cleon. Thou art like the Harpie, 

Which to betray, doft with thy Angels face, 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 
ee 


{Seize with thine Eagles talents. 7 

Dion. Youare like one, that fuperftitioufly 
Doth fwear to th’ gods, that Winter kills the flies, 
But yet I know, you'll doas I advile, 


(Exit, 


Atus Quartus, 


Enter Gower, 


Thus time we wafte, and longest leagues make fort, 
Sail feas in Cockles, have and wifh but for't 
Making to take our imagination, 

From bourn to bourn, Region to Région. 

By you being Pard’ned, we commit no crime 

To ule one Language, in each feveral clime, 
Where our Jcenes feem tolive. 1 do befeech you 
To learn of me, who {lands in gaps to teach you 
The flages of our frory, Pericles 

Ts now again thwarting the wayward feas ; 

( Attended on by many a Lord and Knight ) 

To fee his Daughter, all bis lives delight. 

Old Hellicanus goes along behind, 

Is left to govern it : you bear in mind 

Old Efcanes, whom. Hellicanus late 
Advanc’d in time to great and bigh eftate. 
Well failing fhips, and bounteous winds have brought 
This King to Vharfas,think this Pilate thought, 
So with his fleerage, {hall your thoughts grone 
To fetch his Daughter bome,who firft is gone s 
Like motes and fhadows Jee them move awhile, 
Your ears unto your Eyes P'le reconcile. 


Enter Pericles at one door with all his train, Cleon and 
Dionyfia atthe other, Cleon thewes Pericles the Tomb, 
whereat Pericles makes lamentation , puts on Sack- 
cloth, and ina mighty paflion departs, 


Gower. See how belief may fuffer by foul fhow, 
Thisborrowed paffion ftands for true old woe : 
e4ind Pericles in forrow all devour'd, 
With fighs {hot through, and bigge(t tears o’re-fhowr'd, 
Leaves Tharfus, and again imbarks, he fivears 
Never to wath bis face, nor cut his hairs, 
He put on Sack cloth and to Sea he bears, 
A tempeft which his mortal Veffel tears. 
And yet he rides it our. Now take we our way 
To the Epitaph for Marina, writ by Dionyfia. 


The faireft, fweeteft, and beft lies here, 

Who withered in her fpring of year: 

She was of Tyrws'the King’s Daughter, 

On whom foul Death hath made this flaughter : 
Marina was fhecall’d, and at her birth, 

Thatis, being proud, fwallow’d fome part of th’earth: 
Therefore the Earth fearing to be o’reflow’d, 

Hath Thets birth-child on the Heavens beftow’d. 
Wherefore fhe does and fwears fhe’ll never ftint, 

Make raging Battry upon fhores of flint. 


No vizor does become black villany, 

So well as foft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his Danghter’s dead, 
And bear his conrfes to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune, while our fear must play 
Hs Daughter woe and heavy well a-day, 

In her unholy fervice : Patience then, 

And think you now are all in Metaline. 


Exter | 
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Enter two Gentlemen, 


1, Gent. Did you ever hear the like? 

z.Gent. No, nor never fhall do in fuch a placeas this, 
fhe being once gone. 

1, Gent, But to have Divinity preacht there, did you 
ever dream of fach a thing ? 

2. Gent. No, no, come, I am for no more Bawdy houfes, 
fhall we go hear the Vettals fing ? 

1,Gent. Vie do any thing now that is virtuous, but J 
am out of the road of rutting for ever. [Exennt. 


Enter the three Bawds, 


Pand. Well, } had rather than twice the worth of her 
fhe had ne’re come here. 

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her, fhe is able to freeze the god Pri- 
apws,and undoe a whole generation, we mutt either get her 
ravilht, or be rid of her,when fhe fhould do for Clyents her 
fitment, and do me the kindnefs of our profeflion, fhe has 
me her quirks, her reafons, her mafter-reafons,her prayers, 
her knecs, that fhe would make a Puritane of the Devil, if 
he fhould cheapena kifs of her. 

Boulr, Faith! muft ravifh her,or fhe’ll disfurnifh us of all 
our Cavaliers, and make all our Swearers Priefts. 

Pand. Now the pox upon her green ficknefs for me. 

Bawd, Faith there’s no way to be rid ofit,but by the way 
tothe pox, Here comes the Lord Lyfimachus difguifed. 

Boul, We fhould have both Lord and Lown, if the peevifh 
Baggage would but give way to Cuftomers. 


Enter Lyfimachus. 


Lyf. How now, how a dozen of virginities ? 

Bawa. Now the gods blefs your Honour. 

Bou!, 1 am giad to fee your Honour in good health. 

Lyf; You may fo, ’tis the better for you, that your re- 
forters ftand upon found Legs, how now? wholfome im- 
punity have you, that a man may deal withal, and defie 
the Surgeon ? 

Bawd, We have one here, Sir, if fhe would — 

But there never came her like in AZetaline. 

Ly. If the’d do the deeds of darknefs , thou would’ft 
fay. 
awd. Your honour knows what’ tis to fay well e- 
nough. 

Lyf, Well, call forth, call forth. 
Boult. For Flefh and Blood, Sir, white and red, you 
fhall fee a Rofe, and fhe were a Rofe indeed, if fhe had 
but 
Lyf. What prethee? 
Boult. OSir, | can be modeft. 
Lyf, That dignifies the renown of a Bawd, nolefs than 
} it gives a good report toa number to be chatte. 


Enter Marina. 


awd. Here comes that which grows to the ftalk, 
Never pluckt yet I can aflure you. 
Is fhe not a fair creature ? 

Lyf. Faith fhe would ferve after a long voyage at Sea, 
Well, there’s for you, leave us. 

Bawd. 1 befeech your honour give me leave a word, 
And le have done prefently. 

Lyf. 1 befeech you do. i 

Bawd. Ficft, 1 would have you note, thisis an honou- 
rable man, ; : 

Mar. \ defire to find him fo, that I may worthily note 
him. ; 

Bawd, Next, he’s the Governor of this Country, and a 
man whom | am bound to. 

Mar. \f he govern the Country, youare bound to him 
indeed, but how honourable he isin that, I know not, 


Bawd. Pray you without any more: virginal fencing 
ork ae ufe him kindly? he will line your Apron with 

old. 

Mar, What he will do gracioufly; 1 will thankfully 
receive, 

Lyf. Have you done ? 

Bawd. My Lord, he’s not pac’t yet, you muft take fome 


pains to work her to your mannage, come, we will leave |. 


his Honour and her together, ) 
[Exit Bawa. 


_ Now, pretty one; how long have you been at this 
trade ¢ 


Mar, What trade, Sir ? 

Lyf; Why, I cannot name’t but I hall offend, 

Mar. (cannot be offended with my trade, pleafe you 
to name it. 

Lyf. How long have you been of this profeffion ? 

Mar, ©’re lince | can remember, 

Lyf, Did you go to’t fo young, were you a gamefter at 
five, or at feven? 

Mar. Earlier too, Sir, if now I be one. 

Lyf. Why the houfe youdwell in, proclaims you tobe 
a creature of fale. 


Mar. Do you know this honfe to be a place of fuch re- |: 


fort, and will come into it? 1 hear fay you are of honou- 
rable parts, and the Governor of this place. 


Lyf. Why ? hath your principal made known unto you, | 


who [ am? 

Mar. Who is my principal ? 

Lyf; Why your herb woman, fhe that fets feeds and 
roots of fhame and iniquity. O you have heard fome thing 
of my power, and fo itand aloft for more f{erious wooing, 
but I proteft to thee, pretty one, my Authority fhall not fee 
thee, or elfé look friendly upon thee ; come bring me to 
fome private place, come, come. 

Mar. \f you were born to honour, fhew it now, if put 
upon you, make the judgement good, that thought you 
worthy of it. 

Lyf. How’s this ? how’s this? fome more, be fage. 

Mar, For me that am a maid, though moft ungentle 
Fortune have plac’d me inthis Stie, where fince I came, 
difeafes have been fold dearer than Phyfick, O that the 
gods would fet me free from this unhallow’d place, though 
they did change me to the meaneft bird that flies i? th’ 
purer air, 


Lyf. 1 did not think thou could’ft have {poke fo well, 1 | 


ne’re'dream’d thou could’ft; had I brought hither a cor- 
rupted mind, thy fpeech had altered it, hold, here’s gold 
for thee, perfevere in that clear way thou goeft, and the 
gods ftrengthen thee. 

Adar. The good gods perferve you. 

Lyf. For my part, | came with no ill intent, for to me the 
very doors and windows favour vilely, fare thee well, thou 
art a piece of vertue, and I doubt not but thy training hath 
been Noble, hold, here’s more gold for thee, a curfe upon 
him, die he like a thief that robs thee of thy goodnefs, if 
thou doft hear from me, it fhall be for thy good, 

Boule. | befeech your honour, one piece for me, 


Lyf. Avant thou damn’d door-keeper, your Houfe but | 
for this Virgin that doth prop it, would fink and over- | 


whelm you, Away. 


Boult. How’sthis? We muft take another courfe with } 
you? If your peevifh chaftity, which is not worth a break. |. 


faft in the cheapeft Country under the coap, fhall.undoa 


whole houfehald , let me be gelded like a {paniel, come 


your ways, 
ear. Whither would you have me? 


Boult. 1 mutt have your maidenhead taken off, or the | 


common hangman fhall execute it, come your way, we’ll 
have no more Gentlemen driven away, come your wayes, 
{ fay. 


Sit 2 Enter | 


Se ee ee ma 


Ener Bawds. 


“Bawd. How now, .what’s the matter? : 

Boult. Worfe and worfe, Miftris, fhe hath here fpoken 
holy words to the Lord Lyfimachus, 

Bawd, O abominable. : 

Boult, He makes our profeflion as it were to ftink before 
the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry hang her up for ever. : 

- Boul. The Nobleman would have dealt with her like.a 
Nobleman, and fhe fent him away as cold as a Snow-ball, 
faying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boule. Take het away ,ufe her at thy pleafure,crack 
the glafs ofher virginity, and make the reft malleable. 

Boult. Andif fhe were a thornier piece of ground than 
the is, the fiiall be ploughed. 

Mar, Hark, hark, you gods. 

Bawd. She conjures, away with her,would fhe had never 
come within my doors, Marry hang you, fhe’s born to undo 
us, will you not gothe way of women-kind ? Marry come 
up my difh of chaiticy, with rofemary and bayfe. 

[Exit. 


Boult. Come, miftris, come your ways with me. 

Mur, Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. Totake from you the Jewel you hold fodear. 

Mar. Prithee tell me one thing firft. 

Bouls. Come now, your one thing ? 

Mar, What can’it thou wifh thine Enemy to be? 

Boult, Why | could wifh him to be my Mafter,or rather 
my Miftris. 

«Mar. Neither of thefe are fo bad as thouart, fince 
they do better thee in their command; thou hold’tt 
a place, for which the painedft fiend in Hell would 
not ia Reputation change: thou art the damned door- 
keeper to every cufherel that comes enquiring for his 
Tib; to the cholerick fifting of every Rogue, thy Ear 
is liable, thy food is fuch as hath been belch’d on by infe- 
ctious lungs. 

Boult, What would you have medo? go to the wars, 
would you, where a man may ferve feven years for the lofs 
of a Leg, and have not money enough ia the end to buy 
him a weoden one ? 

Mar. Doany thing but this thoudoft , empty old re- 
ceptacles, or common-fhores of filth; ferve by Indenture 
to the common hangman , any of thefe ways are yet bet- 
terthan this: for what thou profefleft, a Baboon, could he 
fpeak , would own a name too dear: Oh, thatthe gods 
would fafely deliver me from this place: here, here’s gold 
for thee, if that thy Mafter would gain by me, proclaim 
that I can fing, weave, fow, and dance, with other ver- 
tues, which V’le keep from boaft , and will undertake all 
thefe to teach. I doubt not but this populous City will 
yield many Scholars. 

Boult, But can you teach all this you fpeak of ? 

Mar. Prove that.I cannot, take me home again, and 
poag me to the bafeft groom that doth frequent your 

oufe. 

Boult. Well, I will fee what 1 can do for thee: IfI can 
place thee, | will. 

Mar, But amongft honeft women. 

Boalt. Faith my acquaintance lies-little among them : 
but fince my Mafter and Miftris have bought you, there’s 
no going but by theirconfent : therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your purpofe , and I doubt not but I fhall 
find them tractable enough. Come, I’le do for thee what 
I can, come your ways. LExeunt. 


Enter Gower. 


Marina thus the Brothel fcapes, and chances 
Into an honeft honfe, our flory faies : 

She fings like one immortal, and {he dances 
es goddefs. like to her admired laies : 


Pericles Prince of ‘Tyre. 


ee 


EN 


Deep Clerks fhe dumbs, and with her needle compofes 
Natures own {kape, of bud, bird, branchor berry, 
That even her art, fifters the natural Rofes, 

Her Incle, Silk, Twine, with the rubied Cherry, 
That pupils lacks fhe none of noble race, 

Who pour ther bounty on her, and her gain 

She gives the curfed Bawa. Leave weher place, 
eAnd to her Father turn our thoughts agai, 
Where we left him at Sea, tumbled and toft, 

And driven before the wind, bets arriv’a 

Here where his Daughter dwells,and onthis Coaft, 
Suppofe him now at Anchor: the Gry firiv’a 

God Neptune’s annual fea(t to keep, from whence 
Lyfimachus om Tyrian flip efpies, 

His banners fable, trim’d with rich expence, 

And to him in his Barge with fervour byes, 

In your fuppofing, once more put your fight 
Onkeavy Pericles, think this his Bark, 

Where what is done in attion (more of might 

Shall be difcovered) pleafe you fit and hark. CExit, 
Enter Hellicanus, to bim two Saylors. 


1, Sayl. Where isthe Lord Hellicanus? he can refolve 
you, Ohereheis, Sir, there is a Barge put off from Az. 
taline, and init is Lyfimachus the Governor, who craves to 
come aboard, what is your will? 

Hell. That he bave his, call up fome Gentlemen, 

2. Sayl. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls. 


Enter two or three Gentlemen, 


Hell, Gentlemen, there is fome of worth would come 
aboard, I pray thee greet them fairly. 


Enter Lyfimachus. 


1, Sayl. Sir,this is the man that can in ought you would, 
refolve you. 

Lyfi. Hail, reverent Sir, the gods preferve you. 

Hell. And you to out-live the Age 1 am, and die as I 
would do. - 


Lyfi. You with me well; being on fhore, honouring of | 


Neptune’s triumphs, feeing this goodly veflel ride before us, 
| made toit, to know of whence you are. 
- Hell, Firft, what is your place ? 

Lyf. 1am the Governor of this place you lie before. 

Hell. Sir,our veflel’s of Tyre, in itthe King, a man,who 
for this three months hath not fpoken to any one,nor taken 
fuftenance, but to prolong his grief. 

Lyfi. Upon what ground is his diftemperance ? 

Hell, Yt would be too tedious to repeat , but the main 
ad fprings from the lofs of a beloved Daughter, and a 
wife. 

Lyf. May we not fee him ? 

Hell. You may, but bootlefs is your fight, he will not 
fpeak to any. 

Lyfi. Let me obtain my wih. 

Hell. Behold him, this was a goodly perfon, till the dif 
after that one mortal wight drove him to this. 

Lyf. Sir King, all hail, the gods preferve you, hail, 
Royal Sir. 

Hell. Itisin vain, he will not {peak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Adetaline, 1 durft wager 
would win fome words from him. ; 

Ly/i. "Tis well bethought’, fhe queftionlefs with her 
fweet harmony,and other chofen attractions, would allure 
and make a battery through his defended parts,which now 
are mid way ftopt, the is all happy, as the faireft of all, and 

her fellow maids , now upon the levie fhelter that abutts 
againft the Ifland fide. 

Hell, Sure all effetlefs, yet nothing wee] omit that 
bears recoveries name. But fince your kindnefs we have 
ftretcht thus far, let us befeech you, that for our gold we 

may 
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{may have provifion, wherein we are not defti 

| but weary for the ftalenefs, ee ee 
|. Lyf O, Sir, a courtefie, which if we fhould deny, the moft 
juft God for every gcaff would fend a Caterpillar, and fo 
inflict our Province: yet once more let me entreat to know 
at large the canfe of your Kings forrow, 


Hell. Sir, Sir, 1 will recount it toyou ; but fee, T am 
prevented, 


/ Enter Marina, 


Lyf. O here’s the Lady that I fent for, 
WVelcom, fair one: Is’t not a goodly prefent ? 

Hell. She’s a gallant Lady. 

Lyf. She’s fuch a one, that were I well affur’d, 
Came of a gentle kind and noble ftock, 

I'd wilh no better choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair and all goodnefs that confilts in beauty, 
Expect even here, where isa kingly patient, 
If that thy profperous and artificial fate 

Can draw him but to anfwer thee in ought, 
Thy facred Phyfick fhall receive fuch pay, 
As thy defires can with. 

Mar. Sir, 1 will ufe my uttermoft skill in his recovery, 
ashe that none but | and my companion maid be fuf 
ered to come near him. 

Lyf. Come, let us leave her, and the gods make her 
proiperous. { The Song. 

Lyf. Markt he your Mufick : : 

Mar. No, nor lookt on us. 

Lyf. See, fhe will fpeak to him. 

Mar, Hail, Sir, my Lord, lend ear. 

Per. Hum, ha. 

eMar. lama maid, my Lord, that nere before invited 
eyes, but have been gazed on like aComet: fhe fpeaks, my 
Lord, that may be, hath endured a grief might equal yours, 
if both were juftly weighed, though wayward fortune did 
maligne my ftate, my derivation was from anceftors who 
ftood equivalent with mighty Kings, but time hath rooted 
out my parentage,and tothe world and aukward cafualties, 
bound me in fervitude, I will defift, but there is fome- 
thing glows upon my cheek, and whifpers in mine ear, 
Go not till he Speak. 

Per. My fortunes, parentage, good parentage to equal 
mine: was it not thus, what fay you? 

Mar. \ faid, my Lord, if you did know my parentage, 
you would not do me violence. 

Per. 1dothink fo, pray youturn your Eyes upon me, 
y’are like fome-thing that, what Countrey-women hear of 
thefe fhews ? 

Mar. No, nor of any fhews, yet I was mortally brought 
forth, and am no other than J appear. 

Per, 1 am great with woe, and fhall deliver weeping : 
my deareft wife was like this maid , and fuch a one my 
Daughter might have been: my Queens fquare brows,her 
ftature to an inch, as wand-like ftraight,as Silver voyc d, 
her Eyes as Jewel-like, and caft as richly, in pace another 
Funo. VVho ftarves the ears the feeds , and makes them 
punerys the more fhe gives them fpeech , where do you 
ive? 

Mar. VVhbere 1am but a ftranger , from the deck you 
may difcern the place. : . = 

Pers VVhere were you bred? And how atchiev’d 
you thefe endowments which you make more tich to 
owe? : i ani 

Mar. If I fhould tell my hiftory, it would feem like lies 
difdain’d inthe reporting. 

Pers Prithee fpeak, felfenes cannot come from thee, 
for thou looketft modeft as Fuftice, and thou feem fta Pallas 
for the crowned truth to dwell in, 1 will believe thee, and 
make my fenfes credit thy relation, to points that feem 
impoflible, for thou look’It likeone I loved indeed , what 
were thy Friends? Did’{t thou not ftay when I did puth 
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thee back: which was when I perceived thee that thou 
cam’{t from good deftent, 

Mar. So indeed | did. 

Per, Report thy parentage, I think thou faid’ft thou 
had’ft been toft from wrong to injury, and that thou 
thought’fi thy griefs might equal mine, if both were 
opened. 

eAar. Some fuch thing I faid , and faid no more; bat 
what my thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per, Tell thy ftory, if thine confidered prove the |. 
thoufand part of my endurance, thou art a man, and | 
have fuffered like a girle, yet thou do’ft look like patience, 
gazing on Kings graves, and fmiling extremity out of 
act, what were thy Friends? how loft thou thy namie, 
my moft kind virgin? recotnt I do befeech thee, Come 
fit by me. 

eMar, My name is eAarina. 

Per, Obl am mockt,and thou by fome incenfed Bod fent | 
hither to makethe world to laugh at me. 

‘Mar, Patience, good Sir, or here t’le ceafe. 

Per, Nay Vle be patient, thou little know’lt how thou 
doeft ftartle me to call thy {Elf eAarina. 

Mar, The name was given me by one that had fome 
power, my Father and a King. 

Per, How, a Kings Daughter, and call’d A¢arina ? 

Mar. You faid you would believe me, but not tobe a | 
trouble of your peace, I will end here. 

Per, But are you Flefh and Blood ? 

Have you a working pulfe, and are no Fairy ? 
Motion? well,fpeak on, where were you born ? 


| And wherefore call’d «Farina ? 


Mar, Call’d Marina, for 1 was born at Sea. 

Per, AtSea? who wasthy Mother ? 

Mar. My Mother wasthe Daughter of a King , who 
died the minute I was born, as my good Nurfe Lychorids | 
hath oft delivered weeping. 

Per--O ftop there alittle, this is the rareft Dream 
That ere dull fleep did mock fad Fools withal, 

This cannot be my Daughter 5 buried! well, where were 
you bred ? I’le hear you more to the bottom of your itory 
and never interrupt you. 

Mar, You fcorn, believe me ’twere beft I did give ore. 

Per. 1 will believe you by the fyllable of what you fhall 
deliver, yetgive me leave, how came you in thefe parts ? 
where were you bred ? 

Mar, The King my Father did in Tharfis leave me. 

Till cruel Cleon with his wicked Wife, 

Did feek to murther me: and having wooed a Villain 

To attempt it, who having drawnto do’t, 

Acrew of Pyrats came and refcued me, 

Brought me to « Veraline. 

But,good fir,whither will you have me ? why do you weep? 
It may be you think me an impoftor, no, good faith. I am 
the daughter to King Pericles, if good King Pericles be. 

Per. Hoe, Hellicanus ? 

Hell, Calls my Lord? 

Per. Thou arta grave and noble CounfeHor, 
Moft wife in general, tell meif thoucan’{t, what this 

maid is, 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weep ? 

Hell, 1 know not,but here’s the Regent, Sir,of Aderaline, 
fpeaks nobly of her. 

Lyf. She never would tell her parentage. 

Being demanded that, fhe would fit {till and weep, 

Per. Oh Hellicanw, {trike me, honoured, Sir, give me} 
a gafh, put me to prefent pain, left this great Sea of | 
joyes rufhing upon me , ore-bear the fhores of my mor. 
tality, and drown me with their fweetnefs: Oh come 
hither. 

Thou that beget’ft him that did thee beget, 
Thou that waft born at Sea, buried at Tharfus, 
And found at Sea again: O Aellicanus, 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud 
As Thunder threatens us; This is Adarina. 

S{ff 3 


What 
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| What was thy Mothers name? tel. me but that, 
|For truth can never be confirm’d enough, 
| Though doubts did ever fleep. , ; 

edar. Firft, Sir, I pray what is your-Title? 

Per. Lam Pericles af Tyre,, but tell. me now my 
Drown’d Queens name, as in the reft you, faid, | 
Thou haft been god-like perfect, the Heir of Kingdoms, 
And another like to’ Pericles thy Father. 

Mar. \s it not more to be your Daughter, than to fay, 
my Mothersname'is Thaija’? Lhaifawas my Mother, who 
did end the minute I began. 

Per. Now blefling.on thee,.rife,, thou art.my Child. 
Give me frefh Garments, mine own Hellicanus , fhe is 
not dead at Tharfis, as, fhe fhould have been by. fayage 
Cleon, fhe fhall tell thee all, «when thou halt kneel, and 
juftifie in knowledge, fhe is thy very Princefs who is 


this ? 


ing of your melancholy, did come tofee you. 

Per. | embrace you; give me my Robes’; 
Iam wild inmy beholding. Oh Heaven blefs my Girl, 
But hark, what Muficks this, Hellicanns ? my Adaria, 
Tell him ore point by point, for yet he feems tordoat, 
How fure you are my Daughter ; but where’s this mufick ? 

Helt, My Lord, | hear none. 

Per. None? the mufick of the fphears, lift, my AZ4rma. 

Lyf, It is not good to crofs him, give him waye 

Per. Rareit founds, do ye not;hear ? 

Lyf. Mufick, my Lord, J hear. 

Per. Molt Heavenly Mufick, 

It nips me unto liftning, and thick flumber 
Hangs upon mine Eyes, letmereft, 

Lyf. A Pillow for his Head, fo.leave him all, 

Well my Companion Friends, if this but anfwer to my 
| juft belief, li well remember you. 


/ 


Aéius Quintus. 
Diana. . 


Diana. Y Temple ftands in Ephef, 
M Hie thee thither, amide upon mine Altar 

Sacrifice. There when my Maiden Priefts are met toge- 

ther, before all the people reveal how thou at Sea did’ft 

lofe thy Wife, to mourn thy Crofles with thy Daughters 

call, and give them repetition to the like: or perform my 

bidding, or thou liveftin woe: do’t, and happy by my 

Silver Bow ; awake and tell thy Dream. 

Per, Celeftial Dian, Goddefs Argentine, 

I will obey thee: Helécanns. 

Pers My purpofe was for Tharfus, there to ftrike 
The inhofpitable Cleon, but | am for other fervice firft, 
Toward Ephefus turn our blown Sails, 

Eftfoons V’ll tell why, fhallwe refrefh us, Sir, upon your 
fhore, and give you gold for fuch provifion as our intents 
will need. 

Lyf. Sir, with all my heart, and when you come afhore, 
Ihaye another fleight. ; 

‘Per. You fhall prevail, were it to woe my Daughter, 
for it feems you have been noble towards her. 

Lyf. Sir, lend me your Arm. 

‘Per. Come, my Marina, 


LEwxeunt. 
Enter Gower. 


{ Now our fands are almoft run, 

73 More alittle, andthen dun, ‘ 
. This my last boon give me, 

: For fuch kindunefs muft relieve me: 

; That you aptly will fuppofe, 


What pageantry, what feati, what {hows 


Pericles Prince of Fyre: 


Hell. Sir, ’tis the Governour of Metaline, who hear- |” 


| with thefe very Arms. , 


‘Bofome. 


} 


—— 


What Minfiredfie, what pretty.din, 

The Regent made in Metalin, 

Ta greet the King 5 fo.he: thrived, 

That he.is promifed to be Wived 

To fair Matina,. butt no wife, 

Till he bad done his facrifice, 

e4s Dian bad, whereto; being bound, 

The interim pray, you all confound, 

In fether’d briefnefs fails are fila, 

And wifhes fall out as their will’. 

e4t Ephefis the Temple. fees... 

Our King, and all his Company. 

That he can hither came fo. foox, Aut 

Is by your fancies thank{ul.doom. LExt. 

Enter Pericles, Lyfimachus, Hellicanus, . \.. 
Marinay. and. others. 


Per. Hail Dian, to perform. thy. juft command, . 
There confefs my felf. the. King of Tyre. . 
Who frighted from. my Country, did wed at Pentapolis,, 


the fair Thaifz, atSea-in:Childbed died fhe, but brought | 


forth a Maid Child called Adarina,, who, O Goddeis, 
wears yet thy filver Livery, fhe at Tharfus was nurft with 
Cleon,, who at fourteen years. he fought to murder, but |. 
her better ftars brought her to Adetaline, ’gainft whofe} 
fhore riding, her fortunes brought the Maid aboard tous, } 
where by her own molt clear remembrance, fhe, made 
known her felf my Daughter. 

Tha. Voice and Favour, youare, you are, O, Roya 
Pericles. 

Per, What means the Woman? fhe-dies, help, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Cer. Sir, if you have told Diana’s Altar true, this:is |’ 
your Wife. 

Per, Reverend- appearer, no, 


I threw her over-board 


(er. Upon this Coal, 1 warrant you. 

Per. ’Tis mofkt certain, 

Cer. Look to the Lady ; O fhe’s but. overjoy’d. o4 
Early in blufi’ring morn, this Lady was.throwa upon this} 
fhore. I opened the Coffin, found thefe rich Jewels, re- } 
covered her, and placed her here in Diana’s Temple, 

Per, May we fee them ? 
Cer. Great Sir, they fhall be brought you to my Houfe, | 
whither I invite you, look, Thaifa is recovered, 

Tha. O letme look if he be none of mine, my fanctity 
will to my fence bend no licentious Ear, but curb it {pight 
of feeing: O my Lord, are you not Pericles ? like him 
you fpeak, like him you are: did you not name a Tem- 
pelt, a Birth, and Death? 

Per, The Voice of dead Thasfa. ; 

Tha. That Thaif2am 1, fuppofed dead and drown’d. 

Per, Immortal Dian ! 

Tha. Now I know you better, when we with tears 
peg Pentapolis, the King, my Father, gave you fucha 

ing. 

Por This, this, no more, you gods, your prefent 
kindnefs makes my paft miferies fport, you fhall doj 
well, that on the touching of her Lips | may melt, and 
no more be feen; Ocome, be buried a fecond time with- 
in thefe Arms. 

«Mar. My heart leaps te be gone into my Mothers 


Per. Look who kneels here, fleth of thy fiefh, Thaifa, 
thy burden at the Sea, and call’d Marina, for the was 
yielded there. . 

Tha. Bleft, and mine own. 

Hell, Hail, Madam, and my Queen. 

Tha, 1 know you not. 

Per. You have heard me fay when I did fly from Tyre, 
I left behind an ancient fubftitute ; can you cemember 
what I call’d the man, [have nam’d him oft. 

Tha. ’Twas Hellicanus then. 


2it 
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“ " ; 3 . 3 . ;: 7 - a aeiae paninlnemmamneremeerss 
Per, Still confirmation, embrace him dear Thaifa, this | Kingdom {pend our following dayes ; our Son and Daugh. { 


ishe, now dol long to hear how you were found? how | ter fhall in Tyra reign, 


poflibly preferved ? and whoto thank (befides the gads) |.) 


tor this great miracle ? 


Tha. Lord Cerimon, my Lord, this man through 


whom the gods haye fhewn_their. power, that can. from. 
a” 4 


firft ta lat wefolve yous 


@ler. Reyerend’Sir, the god&camhave nomottal Offi- ? 


cer more likea god'tnan you, will you deliver how this 
dead Queen reelives ? 


~ Cer. will, my Lord, befeech you firft go with me un- | 


to my Houfe, where fhall be fhewn you all was found with 


her; how fhe came plac’d here in the-Femple; no needs | 


ful thing omitted. 
Per, Pure Dian blefs thee for thy Vifion, I will 
offer night.\oblations, to.thee 5) Thaifa, this Prince, the 


fair betrothed ‘of your Daughter, fhall. marry at. Peys|! 


tapolis, and now this Ornament that makes me look 
difmal , will I clipto form, and what this fourteen. 


Years no Razor toucht, to grace thy marriage day, I’ |; 


beautify. ASS N23: 
Tha. Latd :Cermon hath: Letters, of good: ¢redit,. Sir, 
my Father’s dead. 


_. Per, Heavens make a Star of him, yet,here, my. Queen, | 


we'll celebrate their Nuptials, and our felves will in that 


‘ s 4 
_ Tn Antiochus and hy Danghter, yan bave heard? 


Lord Cerimon, we do our longing ftay, 


|° Yo hear the reft untold, Sir, lead’s the way. 


[ Exeunt omnes, 
~~» EntetsGower. — 


Of monftrous luft, the due and juft reward : 

Jn Pericles bis Queen and. Daughter feen, 

Although affail’'d with Fortunes fierce and keen, 
Vertue preferred from fell deftructions blaft, 


4°, Led oncbyHeayen, and crown’d with joy at laff. 
“Tn Relticanus may you well defcry, 


A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 

In reverend Cermon-there.well appears, 

The worth that:learued, charityaye wears. avorkd3 
For wicked Cleow and his, Wife, when Fame swolt 
Had fpr ead their. curfed-deed, and honour'd name. r 


Ts, 


Of Pericles, ‘ta rave the City turn, ~° 

That him and his, they in his Palace burn: 

The. gods: for miuiider: foemed fo- content 

To panifh, although not done, but meant. 
Soom your patiences ever more attending, 


New joy. wale onyou;’ here our Play bath endings, = |! 
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The AGors Names. 


M‘. Flowerdale 54 Merchant trading at Venice. 
Matthew Flowerdale /is Prodigal Son. 

M‘' Flowerdale, Brother to the Merchant. 

Str Lancelot Spurcock, of Lewfome iz Kent. 
Frances 
Luce 
Delia 
Daffidill 
Artichoak 


 uivs to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 


| Servants to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 


Sir Arthur Greenfhood; «Commander, 7 In love with 
Oliver a Cornih Clothier, Luce. 
Weathercock, Parafite 0 Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 
Tom Civet, 22 love with Frances. ... ... 

Dick and Raph, two cheating Gamefters. 

Ruffin « Pander to Miftre/s Apricock 4 Bawd. 
Sheriff and Officers. 

A Citizen and his Wife. 


Drawers. 


The Scene London. 


f Enter old Flowerdale and his Brother. 


Fath, Rother, from Venice, being thus difguis’d, 
— I cometo-prove the humours of my Son : 


How hath he born himfelf fince my depar- 
ture, 
[leaving you his Patron and his Guide? 

Une. I taith, Brother, fo, as you will grieve to hear, 
And | almoft afham’d to report it. 

Fath. Why how is’t, Brother? What doth he fpend 
Beyond the allowance I Ieft him ? 

Une. How ! beyond that? and far more: why, your 
exhibition is nothing, he hath fpent that, and fince hath 
borrowed, protefted with Oaths, alledged Kindred to 
wring money from me, by the love I bore his Father, by 
the Fortunes might fall upon himéfelf, to furnifh his wants : 
that done, I have had fince, his Bond, his Friend and 
Friends Bond, although I know that he {pends is yours ; 
yet it grieves me to fee the unbridled wildnefs that reigns 
over him, 

Fath. Brother, what isthe manner of his life? how 
{is the name of his offences ? if they do not rellifh altoge- 

ther of damnation, his youth may priviledge his wan- 
tonnefs: I my felfran an unbridled courfe till thirty, nay 
almoft till forty, well, you fee how lam: for Vice once 
looked into with the Eyes of diferetion, and well ballan- 
ced with the weights of reafon, the courfe paft, feems fo 
abominable, that the Landlord of himfelf, which is the 
heart of his Body, will rather intomb himfelf in the 
Earth, or feek a new Tenant toremain in him, which 
once fetled , how much better are they that in their 
Youth have known all thefe Vices, and left it, than thofe 
that knew little, and in their Age run into it? Believe 
me, Brother, they that-die moft Vertuous, have in their 
youth lived moft Vicious; and none knows the danger 
of the fire more than he that falls into it: But fay, how 
is the courfé of his Life ? let’s hear his particulars, 

Unc. Why Pil tell you, Brother, he is a continual 
Swearer, and a breaker of his Oaths, which is bad. 

_ Fath. | grantindeed to fwear is bad, but not in keep- 
ing thofe Oaths is better : for who will fet bya bad thing ? 


Nay by my Faith, { hold this rather a Vertue than a Vice. | 


Well, I pray proceed. 

Unc. He is a mighty Brawler, and comes commonly 
by the worft. 

Fath, By my Faith this is none of the worft neither; 
if he brawl and be beaten for it, it will in time make him 
fhun it: For what brings a man or child, more to ver- 
tue than correction ? What reigns over him elfe ? 

Unc. He is a great Drinker, and one that will forget 
himfelf. 

Fath. O beft of all, Vice fhould be forgotten: let him 
drink on, fo he drink not Churches. Nay and this be the 


worft, J hold it rather happinefs in him, than any ini-} 


quity. Hath he any more attendants ? 


Une. Brother, he isone that will borrow of any man. | 


Fath, Why you fee fo doth the Sea, it borrows of all 
the fmall Currents in the World to encreafe himfelf. 

Une. I, but the Sea pays it again, and fo will never 
your Son. 

Fath, No more would the Sea neither, if it were as 
dry as my Son, 

Unc. Then, Brother, I fee you rather like thefe Vices 
in your Son, than any way condemn them. 

Fath. Nay miftake me not, Brother, for though I flur 
them over now, as things flight and nothing, his crimes 
being in the Bud, it would gall my heart, they fhould 
ever reign in him. 

Flow. Ho? who’s within ho? 

[Flowerdale knocks within, 

Une. That’s your Son, he is come to borrow more 
money. 

Fath, For God’s fake give it out 1am dead, 

See how he’ll take it, 
Say I have brought you news from his Father. 


| have here drawna formal Will, as it were from my felf, | 


Which Pll deliver him, 
Unc. Goto, Brother, nomore: I will. 
Flow. Uncle, where are you, Uncle? 
Une. Let my Coufin in there. 


Fatb. 1am a Saylor come from Venice, and my name is 
Chriftopher.- 


Lwithin. 


Enter 


. us 
‘6k, Ae 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Flow. By the Lord, in truth, Uncle. 
he In truth would a ferv’d, Coufia , without the 

Flow. By your leave, Uncle, the Lord is the Lord of 
truth. A couple of Rafcals at the Gate, fet upon me 
for my Purfe. 

Unc, You never.come, but you bring a brawl in your 
mouth. 

Flow. By my truth, Uncle, you muft needs lend me 
ten pound. 
| Vac, Give my Coufin fome {mall Beer here. 

Flow. Nay look you, you. turmit to a jeft now, by this 
flight, 1 fhould ride to Croydon Fair, to meet Sir Lancelot 
~ |Spurcock, \fhould have his Daughter Luce, and for Scarvy 

ten pound, aman fhall lofe nine hundred threefcore and 
odd pounds , and a daily Friend befide, by this hand, 
Uncle, *tis true, 

Unc. Why, any thing is true for ought I know. 

_ Flow. To fee now: why you fhall have my Bond,Uncle, 
or Tom Whites, Fames Brocks : or Nick Halls, as good Ra- 
pier and Dagger men, as any be in England; let’s be 
damn’d if we do not pay you, the worft of us all will not 
{damn our felves for ten pound. A Pox of ten pound. 
Unc. Coufin, this is not the firft time I have believ’d 
j you. 

Flow. Why truft me-now, you know not what may 
fall: if one thing were but true, | would not greatly care, 
I fhould not need ten pound, but when a man cannot be 

believ’d, there’sit. F 
1 Unc. Why whatis it,Coufin? — 

Flow, Marry this, Uncle, can you tell me if the Katern 
Hue be come homeorno? | e 

Une, I marry ist. é 

Flow. By God I thank you for that news. 

What is’t in the Pool can you tell ? 

Une. It is; what of that? ; 

Flow. What? why then I have fix pieces. of Velvet 
fent me, Vil give you apiece, Uncle: for thus faid the 
Letter ; a piece of Afh-colour, a three-pil’d black , a 
colour’d, deroy, a Crimfon, a fad Green, and a Purple: 
yes ifaith. 

Vac, From whom fhould you receive this ? 

Flow, From who? why from my Father? with com- 
mendations to you, Uncle, and thus he writes: I know, 
faith he, thou haft much troubled thy kind Uncle, whom 
God-willing at my return I will fee amply fatisfied ;, Am- 
ply, Iremember was the very word, fo God help me. 

Unc. Have you the Letter here? 

Flow. Yes, 1 have the Letter here, here is the Letter : 
no, yes, no, let me fee, what Breeches wore lon Satur- 
|day: let me fee, a Tuefday, my Calymanka, a Wednefday, 
my Peach-colour Sattin, a Thurfday my Vellure, a Friday 
my Calymanka again, a Saturday, letme fee, a Saturday, 
for in thofe Breeches I wore a Saturday is the Letter: O 
my riding Breeches, Uncle, thofe that you thought had 
been Velvet, in thofe very Breeches isthe Letter. 

Unc, When fhould it be dated? ig 

Flow. Marry Didiffimo terfios Septembris, NO, DO, tridi{- 
fimo tertios OGobris, 1O&obris, fo itis. 

Une. Dieditimo terfios Oftobris : and here receive I a 
Letter that your Father died in june: how fay you, 
Kefter ? 

hes Yes truly, Sir, your Father is dead, thefe hands 
of mine holp to winde him. 

Flow. Dead ? ‘ 

Fath. I, Sir, dead. 

Flow, ’Sbloud, how fhould my Father come dead ? 

Fath. Vfaith Sir, according to the old Proverb, 

The Child was born, and cryed, became man, 


After fell fick, and died. ; } 
Unc. Nay, Coufia, donot take it fo heavily. 
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Flow. Nay | cannot avcep you extempory, marry fome 
two or three days hence, {thall weep without any {tint 
ance. But I hope he died in. good memory. 

Fath, Very well, Sir, and fet down every thing in 
good order, and the Katherine and Hue you talkt of, I 
came over in; and I fawall the Bills of Lading, andthe 
Velvet that youtalkt of, there is no fuch aboard. 

Flow. By God I aflure you, then. there is Knavery 
abroad. 

Fath. Pl be fworr of that: there’s Knavery abroad, 
although there were never a piece of Velvet in Venice, 

Flow, L hope he died in good Eftate, 

Fath..To the report ofthe World hedid, and made his 
Will, of which lam an unworthy bearer, 

Flow. His Will, have you his Will? 

Fath. Yes, Sit, and in the prefence of your Uncle, 1 
was willed to deliver it. 

Unc. | hope, Coufin, now God hath blefled you with 
wealth, you will not be unmindful of me. 

Flow. Vil do reafon, Uncle, yet Pfaith I take the de- 
nial of this ten pound very hardly. ; 

Une. Nay, I deny’d you not. 

Flow, By God you deny’d me directly, 

Une. Vl be judg’d by this good-fellow. 

Fath, Not directly, Sir, 

Flow. Why he {aid he would lend me none, and that 
had wont to be a direét denial, if the old phrafe hold: 
Well, Uncle , come we'll fallto the Legacies, Io the 
name of God, Amen. 

Item, 1 bequeath to my Brother Flowerdale, three hun- 


dred pounds, >to pay fuch trivial Debts as I owe in} — 


London. 


Item, To my Son «Mat. Flowerdale, 1 bequeath two | 
Bail of falfe Dice, Videlicer , high men and low men, | 


fullomes, ftop cater traies, and other bones of function. 

Flow. ’Sbloud what doth he mean by this ? 

Unc, Proceed, Coufin. 

Flow. Thefe Precepts I leave him, let him borrow of 
his Oath, for of his word no body willtruft him. Let 
him by no means marry an honeft Woman, for the other 


will keep her felf. Let him fteal as much as he can, that! 


a guilty Confcience may bring him to his deftinate repen- 
tance, I think he means hanging. Andthis were his lait 
Will and Teftament, the Devil ftood laughing at his beds 


feet while he made it. Sbloud, what doth he think to 


fop of his Pofterity with Paradoxes. 

Fath. This he made, Sir, with his own hands. : 

Flow. 1, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me have this 
ten pound, ’ imagine you have loft it, or rob’d of it, or 
mifteckon’d your felf fomuch: any way to make it come 
eafily off, good Uncle. 

Unc. Not a penny. 

Fath. Pfaith lend it bim, Sir, Imy felf have an Eftate 
in the City worth twenty pound, all that I'll ingage for 
him, he faith it concerns him in a Marriage. 

Flow. I marry doth it, this is a Fellow of fome fenfe, 
this: come, good Uncle. 

Unc. Will you give your word forit, Keffer? 

Fath, Iwill, Sir, willingly. 

Unc, Well, Confin, come to me fome hour hence, you 
fhall.have it ready. 

Flow. Shall 1 not fail? 

Unc. You fhall not, come or fend. 

Flow, Nay I'll come my felf. 

Fath. By my troth, would | were your worfhips map, 

Flow. What ? would’ft thou ferve ? 

Fath, Very willingly, Sir. 

Flow, Why Vl tell thee what thou fhalt do, thou 
faift thou haft twenty pound, go into Burchin- Lane, 


put thy felf into Cloaths, thou fhalt ride with me to, 


(‘oyden Fair. 
Fath. I thank you, Sir, I will attend you. 
Flow, Well, Uncle, you will not fail me an hour hence. 
Une. Iwill not, Covfin. 


Flow, 
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Flow, What’s thy name, Keffer ? 
Fath, I, Sir. * 
Flow, Well, provide thy felf: Uncle, farewel till anon. 
LEait Flowerdale. 
Une. Brother, how do you like your Son ? 
Fath. \’faith Brocher, like a mad unbridled Colt, 
Orasa Hawk, that never ftoop’d to lure : 
The one muft be tamed wigh an Iron bit, 
The other muft be watch’d, or ftill the is wild, 
Such is my Son, a while Jet him be fo; 
For counfel ftill is follies deadly Foe. : 
[ll ferve his youth, for youth muft have his courfe, 
For being reftrain’d, it makes him ten times worfe : 
His pride, hisriot, all chat may be nam’d, 
Time may recal, and ail his madnefs tam’d. 


Enter Str Lancelot, A4aster Weathercock, Daffidill, 
' Artichoak, Luce, aad Frank. 


Lane. Sitrah Artichoak, get you home before, 
And as you proved your felf a Calf in buying, 
Drive home your fellow Calves that you have bought. 
ert. Yes forfooth, fhall not my Fellow Daffidill go 
along with me. 
Lanc. No, Sir, no, I muft have one to wait on me. 
c4rt. Daffidill, farewell, good fellow Daffidill, 
You may fee, Miftrefs, I am fet up by the halves, 
tnftead of waiting on you,! am fent to drive home Calves. 

Lane. faith Frank, | muft turn away this Daffdill, 
He’s growna very foolith fawcy Fellow. 

Fran. Indeed-law, Father, he was fo fince I had him: 
Before he was wife enough fora foolifh Serving man. 

Wea. But what fay youto me, Sir Lancelot ? 

Lane. O, about-my Daughters, well, I will go forward, 
Here’s two of them, God fave them: but the third, 

O fhe’s a ftranger in her courfe of life, 
She hath refufed you, Mafter Weathercock, 

Wea. 1 by the Rood, Sir Lancelot, that fhe hath; but 
had fhe try’d me, fhe fhould have found a man of ‘me in- 
deed. 

Lanc, Nay be not angry, Sir, at her denial, fhe hath 
refus'd feven of the worfhipfull’ft and worthieft Hout- 
Keepers this day in Kent: Indeed fhe will not marry I 
fuppofe. 

Wea. The more Fool fhe. 

Lanc. What is it folly to love Charity ? 

Wea. No, miftake me not, Sir Lancelot, 

But ’tis an old Proverb, and you know it well, 
That Women dying Maids, lead Apes in Hell, 

Lanc. That’s a foolifh Proverb and a falfe. 

Wea. By the Mafs, Ithink it be, and therefore let it go: 
But who fkall marry with Miftrefs Frances ? 

‘ Sap By my troth they are talking of marrying me, 
ifter. 

Luce: Peace, let them talk : 

Fools may have leave to prattle.as they walk, 
Daf. Sentefles till, fweet Miftrefs, 

You have.a Wit, and it were your Alablafter, 
Luce. I’faith and thy tongue trips trench.more, 
Lanc. No of my Knighthood, nota futer yet : 

Alas God /elp her, filly Girl, a Fool, avery Fool : 

But there’s the other black.brows a fhrew’d Girl, 

She hath wit at will, and futers two or three : 

Sir Arthur Greenfheld one, a gallant Knight, 

A valiant Souldier, but his power but poor. 

Then there’s young Oliver, the Devonfhire Lad, 

A waty Fellow, marry full of wit, 

And rich by the Rood, but there’s a third allair, 

Light as a Feather, changing as the wind : 

Young Flowerdale, 

Wea. Q be, Sir, he’s a defperate Dick indeed. 
Bar him your Houfe, 

Lanc. Fie, not fo, he’s of good Parentage. 

Wea. By my fay and fo heis, anda proper man. 


Lanc. 1 proper enough, had he good qualities. 
Wea. | marry, there’s the point, Sir Lancelot : 
For there’s an old faying, 
Be he rich, or be he poor, 
Be hehigh, or be helow: 
Be he born in Barn or Hall, 
’Tis manners makes the manandall. 
Lane. Youare in the right, Matter Weathercock; 


Enter Monfieur Civet. 

Civet. Soul, T think‘ am fure crofled,.or witcht with 
an Owl, I have haunted them, Inn after Inn, Booth after. 
Booth, yet cannot findthem; ha, yonder they are, that’s 
fhe, I hope to God “tis the, nay I know ’tis fhe now, for 
fhe treads her Shoe a little awry. ji 

Lanc Whereis thisInn? we are paft it, Daffidill, «© 

Daff. The good fign is here, Sir, but the black Gate is 
before. 3 

Civer. Save you, Sir, I pray may I borrow a piece of 
a word with you ? 

Daff. No pieces, Sir. 

Civ, Why then the whole. 
I pray, Sir, what may yonder Gentlewomen be? 

Daff. They may be Ladies, Sir, if the deftinies and 
mortality work. 

Civ. What’s her name, Sir; 

Daf. Miltrefs Frances Spurcock, Sir Lancelot Spurcock’s 
Daughter, 

Civ. Is fhea Maid, Sir ? 

Daff. You may ask Pluto, and Dame Proferpine that : 
I would be loth to be rideld, Sir. 

Civ. Is fhe married I mean, Sir ? 

Def. The Fates know pot yet what Shoe-maker fhall 
nike her Wedding Shoes. 

Civ. I pray where Inn yen Sir? I would be very glad 
to beftow the Wite of that Gentlewoman, 

Daf. At the George, Sir, 

Civ. God fave you, Sir. 

Daf. | pray your Name, Sir ? 

Civ, My Name is Mafter Giver, Sir. 

Daff. A fweet Name; God be with you, good Mafter 
Civet. . Léxit Civet. 

Lanc. A, have we fpi’d you ftout St. George ? 
For all your Dragon, you had beft fell’s good Wine : 
That needs no Ivy-bufh: well, we’ll not fit by it, 
As you do on your Horfe, this room fhall ferve : 
Drawer, let me have Sack for us old men: 
For thefe Girls and Knaves {mall VVines are belt. 
A Pint of Sack, no more. 

Draw. A Quart of Sack in the three Tuns, 

Lanc, A Pint, draw but a Pint, Daffidill, 
Call for V Vine to make your felves drink. 


Fran, And a Cup of fmall Beer, and a Cake, good} 


Daffidill. 
Enter young ‘Flowerdale. 


Flow. How now, fie, fitin the open Room, now good 
Sir Lancelot, and my kind Friend, worfhipful Mafter 
Weathercock, VVhat at your Pint, a Quart for fhame. 

Lanc. Nay Royfter, by your leave we will away. 

Flow. Come, give’s fome Mufick, we’ll go Dance, 

Be gone, Sir Lancelot, what, and fair day too? 

Lanc, ’Twere foully done, to dance within the Fair. 

Flow. Nay if you fay fo, faireft of all Fairs, then 1’lJ 
not dance, a Pox upon my Taylor, he hath fpoil’d me a 
Peach-colour Sattin Sute, cut upon Cloth of Silver, but 


if ever the Raftal ferve me fach another trick, Pil give: 


him leave, i’faith, to put me in the Calender of Fools, 
and you, and you, Sir Lancelot , and Matter Weathercock,, 
my Goldfmith too on t’other fide, 1 befpokethee, Luce, 
a Carkenet of gold, and thought thou fhould’ft a had 
it for a Fairing, and the Rogue puts me in. rerages 


for 


a) 


=o) > 


for Orient Pearl: but thou fhalt have it by § 
Night, VVench. ap Spe 


Enter the Drawer. 


Draw. Sir, here is one that hath fent you a Pottle 
Rhenifh Wine, brewed with Rofe-Water. my 

Flow. To me? 

Draw. No, Sir, to the Knight ; and defires his more 
acquaintance. 

Lanc. Tome? what’s he that proves fo kind ? 

Daf. bave a trick to know his name, Sir, he hath 
a months mind here to Miftrefs Frances, his name is Ma- 

{ter Civer. 

Lane. Call him in, Dafidill, 

Flow, O, 1 know him, Sir, he isa Fool, but reafonable 
rich, his Father was one of thefe Leafe-mongers , thefe 
Corn-mongers, thefe Money-mongers, but he never had 
the wit to bea Whore-monger. 


Enter ~Mafter Civet. 


Lanc. 1 promife you, Sir, you are at too much charge. 
Civ. The charge is fmall charge, Sir, I thank God my 
Father left me wherewithal, if it pleafe you, Sir, I have 
ja great mind to this Gentlewoman here, in the way of 
marriage. 

Lanc. | thank you, Sir: pleafe you to come to Lew- 
Some, to my poor Houfe, you hhall be kindly welcome: I 
Knew your Father, he wasa wary Husband : to pay here, 
Drawer. 

Draw, Allis paid, Sir: this Gentleman hath paid all. 

Lan¢. VPfaith you do us wrong, , 

’ But we fhall live to make amends ere long : 
Matter Fiowerdale, is that your Man ? 
Flow, Yes Faith, a good old Knave. 
Laac. Nay then Lk think you willturn wife, 
Now you take fuch a Servant : 
Come, you'll ride with us to Lewfome, let’s away, 
’Tis {carce two hours to the end of day. LExeunt. 


Enter Sir Arthur Greenfhood, Oliver, Lieu- 
tenant and Souldiers. 


rth, Lieutenant, lead your Souldiers tothe Ships, 
There let them have their Coats, at their arrival 
They fhall have pay : farewel, look to your charge. 

— Soule.I, we are now fent away, and cannot fo much as 
fpeak with our Friends. - 

Ol. No man what ere you ufed a zutch a fafhion, thick 
you cannot take your leave of your vreens. 

c4rth, Fellow, no more, Lieutenant lead them off, 
Soul. Well, if I have not my pay and my Cloaths, 
Pll venture a running away, though [hang for’t. 
4rth, Away firrah, charm your tongue. 
; [ Exenst Souldiers. 

Oli. Bin you a prefler, Sir ? 

c4rth, 1am a Commander, Sir, under the King. 

Oli, Sfoot man, and you be nere zutcha Commander, 
Shud. a fpoke with my vreens before, I chid a gone, fo 
fhud. — ; ; 

e4rth, Content your felf man, omy Authority will 
ftretch to, prefs fo good amanas you, 

Oli. Prefs me ? I. devy, prefs Scoundrels, and thy 
Mellels : prefs me, chee fcorns thee i’faith: For feeft thee, 
here’s a worthipful Knight knows, cham not to be prefled 


by thee. 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Weathercock, young Flowerdale, old 
, Elowerdale, Luce, Frank. 


Lane. Sir Arthur, welcome to Lewfome , welcome by 
i my troth, What’s the matter man, why are you vext ? 
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Ol, Why man he would prefs me. 
Lane. O fie, Sir Arthur, prefs him? 
He is a man of reckoning, 
_ Wea. (that he is, Sir e4rthur, he hath the nobles, 
The golden ruddocks he, 
4rth. The fitter for the Wars: 
And were he not in favour 
With your. Worfhips, he fhould fee, 
That I have power to prefs {6 good as he. 

Oli. Chill ftand to.the trial, fo chill. 

Flow. | marry fhallhe, prefs Cloth and Karfy, _ 
White-Pot and drowfen Broth : tut, tut, he cannot. 

Oli, Well, Sir, though you fee viouten Cloth and Karfy, 
chee azeen zutch a Karfy-Coat wear out the Town fick'a 
zilken Jacket, as thick a one you wear. 

Flow. Well fed vlitan viattan. 

Oli, Aand well fed Cocknell, and Boe-Bellhtoo: what 
= think cham aveard of thy Zilken-Coat, no fer vere 
thee. ; 

Lanc, Nay come no more, be all Lovers and Friends. 

Wea. 1’tis belt fo, good Mafter Oliver. 

Flow. Is your name Matter Oliver, | pray you? 

Oli. What tit and betit, and grieve you. 

Flow. No, but I'd gladly know if a man might not have 
a Foolifh Plot out of Mafter Oliver to work upon. 

Ol. Work thy Plots upon me, ftanda fide, work thy 
Foolifh Plots upon me, chill fo ufe thee, thou wert never 
fo.ufed fince thy Dam bound thy Head, work upon me? 

Flow. Let him come, let him come. 

Oli. Zyrrha, Zyrrba, if it were not for fhame, chee 
would a given thee zutch a whifter poop under the Ear, 
chee would have made thee a vanged another at my feet : 
ftand a fide let me loofe,eham all of a viaming Fire-brand; 
ftand afide. : 

Flow. Well I forbear you for your Friends fake, 

Ok. Avig for all my vreens, do’ft thou tell me of my 
vreens ? 

Lanc. No more, good Mafter Oliver, no more, Sir Ar- 
thur, And Maiden, here in the fight of all your Suters, 
every man of worth, I'll tell you whom! faineft would 
prefer to the hard bargain of your Marriage Bed: fhall I 
be plain among you, Gentlemen? 

Arth, I, Sir, "tis beft. 


Lanc. Then, Sir, firft to you, I do confefs you a moft } 


gallant Knight, a worthy Souldier, and honeft man: 
but honefty maintains a French-hood, goes very feldome 
in a Chain of Gold, keeps a {mall train of Servants ; hath 
few Friends: and for this wild Oats here, young Flower-. 
dale, 1 will not judge, God can work Miracles, but he 
were better make a hundred new, than theea thrifty and 
an honeft one. 

Wea. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath touched 
you to the quick, that he hath. 

Flow. Woodcock a my fide; why, Mafter Weathercock, 
you know I am honeft, howfoever trifles. 

Wea Now by my troth, I know nootherwife, 

O, your old Mother was. a Dame indeed : 
Heaven hath her Soul, and my VVives too, I truft: 
And your good Father, honeft Gentleman, 
He is gone a Journey as I hear, far hence, 
Flow. 1 God be praifed, he is far enough, 
He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradife. 
And left'‘me*to cut a Caper againft care, 
Luce look oa me that amas lightair. 

Luce. faith I like not fhadows, bubbles, broth, 
[ hate a light a love, as [ hate death. 

Lanc. Girl, hold thee there: 

Look.on this Devonfhire Lad : 
Fat, fair, and lovely, both in purfe and perfon. 

Oli. VVell, Sir, cham as the Lord hath made me,. 
You know me well ivin, cha have three-fcore pack of 
Karfay, and Blackem Hall, and chief credit befide, and 
my Fortunes may be fo good as an others, ‘zo it may, 

Lance.’Tis you Tlove, whatfocver others fay. 


Arthy\- 


ne 
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Arth, Thanks, faireft. Fini are 
Flow. VVhat, would’{t thou have me quarrel with him ? | 
Fath, Do but fay he fhall hear from you. 


Inthemean time, take heed of cutting Flowerdale. 
Heisadefperate Dick, I warrant you.“ i 
Lance. He is, heis: Fill, Daffidi, fill me fome wine, 


: ; at ath 
Lan, Yet, Gentlemen, howfoever I prefer this Devon- | Ha, what wears he on his arm! 


fhire Suitor , 

her liderty to choofe whom fhe likes beft: In your Love- 

fuit proceed. Notall of you but only one muft fpeed. 
Wea. You have faid well: Indeed right well. 


Enter Artichoak. 


Arti, Miltrefs, here’s one would {peak with you , my 
fellow Daffidi hath him in the Cellar already he knows 
him, he met him at Croydon Fair. 

Lance. O I remember, a little Man. 

Arti, 1, a very little Man. 

Lance. And yet a proper Man, 

Arti, A very proper, very little Man. 

Lance. His name is Monfieur Giver. 

earti, The fame, Sir. 

Lance. Come, Gentlemen , if other Suitors come, 
My foolifh Daughter will be fitted too: 

But Delia my Saint, no Man dare move, : 
[Exeunt all but Young Flowerdale and Oliver, 
and Old Flowerdale. 

Flow. Hark you, Sir, a word. 

Ols. What ha an you fay tome now? 

Flow. Ye hall hear from me, and that very fhortly. 

Oli. Is that all, vare thee well, chee vere thee not a vig. 

i ; [ Exit Oliver. 
Flow. What if he hhould come more ? I am fairly dreft. 
Fath, 1 do not mean that you fhall meet with him, 

But prefently well go and drawa Will: 
Where we'll fet down Land, that we never faw, 
And we will have it ef fo large aSum, 

Sir Lancelot (hall intreat you take his Daughter : 
This being formed, give it Malter Weathercock, 
And make Sir Lanecelot’s Daughter Heir of all: 
And make him fwear never to fhew the Will 
Toany one, until that you be dead. 

This done, the foolifh Changling Weathercock., 
Will ftraight difcourfe unto Sir Lancelot, 
The Form and Tenor of your Teftament, ™ 
Nor ftand to paufe of it, be rul’d by me: 

What willenfue, that fhall you quickly fee. 

Flow. Come let’s aboutit; if that a Will, fweet Kit, 
Can get the Wench, | fhallrenownthy Wit. [&xennt. 


Enter Daffidil, 


Daf. Miftrefs, ftill froward ? 
No kind looks unto your Daffidil, now by the gods. 

Luce. Away my foolifh Knave, let my hand go. 

Daff. There’s your hand, but this fhall go with me: 
My heart is thine, this ismy True Loves Fee. 

Luce. Vil have your Coat ftript o’re your Ears for this, 
You fawcy Rafcal. 


Enter Lancelot and Weathercock. 


Lance. Hownow, Maid, whatis the news with you ? 
Luce. Your Man is fomething fawey. LExit Luce. 
Lance, Go to, Sirrah, Pll talk with you anon. 
Daff. Sir, 1am a Man tobe talked withal, 
lam no Horfe, I trow: 
Iknow my ftrength then no more than fo, 
Wea, A by the matkins, good Sir Lancelot, 1 faw him 
the other day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercules, 
I faith God-a-mercy, Lad, I like thee well. 
La. 1; 1,like him well, go Sicrah, fetch me a cup of wine, 
That e’re I part with Matter Weathereock, 
We may drink down our farewel in French Wine. 
Wea, thank you, Sir, 1 thank you, friendly Knight, 
llcome and vilit you, by the Moufe-foot I will: 


SE a a NE 


I'll enforce no love, my Daughter fhall have | My Daughter Laces Bracelet, I, ’tis the fame; 


Ha to you, Malter Weathercock, 

Wea, \ thank you, Sir: Here, Daffdil, an honeft fel- 
low anda tall thouart: Well: ll take my leave, good 
night, and I hope to have you andall your Daughters at 
my poor houfe, in good footh I muft. 

Lance, Thanks, Mafter Weathercock, 1 thall be bold 
to trouble you be fure, 

Wea. And welcom, heartily farewel. [Exit Weath. 

Lance. Sitrah, | faw my Daughters wrong , and with- 
al her Bracelet on your arm; off with it: and withit my 
Livery too: have I care to fee my Daughter matched with 
men of worfhip, and are you grown fo bold ? Go, Sirrah, 
from my houfe, or I’ll whip you hence. 

Daf. Vilnot be whipt, Sir, there’s your Livery, 
This is a Serving mans reward, what care I, 
I have means to truft-to, I {corn fervice I, 

‘ [Exit Daffidil, 

Lance. 1a lufty Knave, but I muft let him go. 

Our Servants mutt be taught what they fheuld know. 


Enter Sir Arthur and Luce. 


Luce. Sit, as 1 am aMaid , Ideaffect you above an 


Suitor that | have, although that Souldiers fcarce know | 


how to love. 

Arth. Yama Souldier, and a Gentleman 
Knows what belongsto VVar, whattoa Lady: 

What man offends me, that my Sword fhall right : 
What woman loves me, I am her faithful Knight. 

Luce. 1 neither doubt your Valour nor your Love, but 
there be fome that bear a Souldiers form, that fwear b 
him they never think upon , go fwaggering up and down 
from houfe to houfe , crying, God pays: And —~~ 

Arth, Vfaith, Lady, Pil defery you fuch a man, 

Of them there be many which you have fpoke of, 
That bear the name and fhape of Souldiers, 

Yet, God knows, very feldome faw the War: 
That hauntyour Tavernsand your Ordinaries, 
Your Ale-houfes fometimes, for all a-like 

To uphold the bruitifh humour of their minds, 
Being marked down, forthe bondmen of defpair : 
Their mirth begins in wine, but ends in bloud, 
Their drink is clear, but their conceits are mud. 

Luce. Yet thefe are great Gentlemen Souldiers: 

4rth, No they are wretched flaves, 

Whofe defperate lives doth bring them timelefs graves, 

Luce. Both for your felf, and for your form of life, 

If | may choofe, I'll bea Souldiers Wife. 


Enter Sir Lancelot and Oliver; 


Ok. And tut truft to it, fo then, 

Lance. Affare your felf, 

You fhall be married with all fpeed we may : 
One day fhall ferve for Frances and for Luce. 

Ol. Why che wood vain know the time, for providing 
VVedding Raiments, 

Lance. VVhy no more but this, firft get your affurance 
made touching my Daughters Joynture, that difpatched, 
we will in two days make provifion. - 

Ol.Why man,chil have the writings made by to morrow. 

Lance, To morrow be it then, let’s meet at the King’s 
Head in Fih ftreet, 

Oli. No, fie man, no, let’s meet at the Rofe at Temple. 
Bar, that will be nearer your Counfellor and mine. 

Lance. At the Rofe be it then, the hour nine, 

He that comes laft forfeits a Pint of wine. 

Oli. A Pint isno payment, 

Let it be a whole Quart, or nothing. 


ay 
iY 


_|he was nere fo ufed fince his dam bound his head, chil make 
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Vle make him fly the Land, or ufe him worfe, 


mended, O for that kaave,that villain Dafidid would have 
done good fervice. But to thee. , , OL 2k 

Arti. \,this is the tricks ofall you Gentlemen,when you 
ftand in need of a good fellow. O for that Dafidill, O 
where is he? but if you be angry, and it be but for the 
wagging ofa ftraw, then out a doors with the knave, turn 
the coat over his Ears, This isthe humour of you dll, 

Lan. O for that knave, that lufly Daffididl, 

Arti, Why there ’tis now: our years wages and our 
vails will fcarce pay for broken Swords and bucklers that 
we we in our quarrels. But i’lenot fight if Daffidill bea 
tother fide, that’s flat. 

Lan..’Tis no fuch matter, man, get weapons ready, and 
be at. London vere the break of day; watch near the lod- 
ging of tie. Devon-fhire Youth, but beunfeen: and as he 
goes out, as he will.go out, and that very early without 

oubt. 

Arti: What, would you;have me draw, upon him, 

As ke goes in the {treet ? ; 

Lance. Not,for a world,manyinto the fields. For to the 
field he goes,there to meet the defperate Flowerdale : Take 
thou the part of Oliver my Son, fore fhallbe my Son, and 
marry Luce: Do'ftunderftand me, knave ? 

Arti. I, Sir,1 do underftand you, but my young Miftris 
might be better provided in matching with my fellow 
Dafiidill. 

Lan, No more ; Daffidillis a knave. 

That Daffidill is a molt notorious knave. [ Exit. 


Enter Artichoak, 


e4rti, Mafter, here isa man would {peak with Mafter 
Oliver, he comes from young Matter Flowerdale. 
» 04. Why chil fpeak with him, chil fpeak with him. 
Lance. Nay, Son Oliver, Vle furely fee, 
What young Fiowerdale hath fent to you. 
I pray God it be no quarrel. 
Oli? Why man, if he quarrel with me, chil give him his 
hands full, 
Fath. God fave you, good Sir Lancelot. 
Lance. Welcom, honett friend. 


Enter old Flowerdale. 


Fath, To you and yours my Mafter wifheth health, 
But unto you, Sir, this, and this he fends : 
There is the length, Sir, of his rapier, 
And in that paper fhall you know bis mind. 
, 0%, Here, chil meet him my friend, chil meet him. 

Lance. Meet him, you fhall not meet the.Ruffin, fie. 

Oli. And I do not meet him, chil give yeu leave to call 
MeCut, where is’t, firrha? whereis’t? where is’t ? 

Fath. The Letter fhows both time and place, 

And if you be a man, then keep your word. 

Lan. Sir, he fhall not keep his word, he fhall not meet. 

Fath. Why let him choofe, he’ll be the better known 
For a bafe Rafcal, and reputed fo. 

Oli. Zirrah, zirrah : and ’twere not anold fellow, and 
fent after an errant, chid give thee fomething, but chud be 
no mony: But hold thee, for I fee thou art fomewhat 
teltorn,hold thee,there’s vorty fhillings,bring thy Mafter a 
veeld, chil give the vorty more, look thou bring him, chil 
mall him tell him ,chil mar his dancing treffels,cnil ufe him, 


Enter .Weathercock. 


Maiter Weathercock ,.you come in happy time, The de- 
fperate Flowerdale hath writ.a Challenge: Aad who 


Son Oliver. 
Wea. Marry lam forry for it, good Sir Lancelot, 
But if you.will be rul’d by me, we'll {tay she fury. 

Lance. As how I pray ? 

Wea. Marry I’le tell you, by, promiling young, F /owerdale 
the red lipped. Luce. 

Lan, Vlerather follow her unto her grave. 

Wea.,.1, Sit;Lancelot, 1 would have thought fo too, , but 
you and I have been deceivedin him, come read this Will, 
or Deed, or what you call it, J. know not;,Come, come, 
your Spectacles I pray. 

Lan, Nay I thank God, J fee-very well, 

Wea. Marry God blefs. your Eyes » mine have been dim 
almoft this thirty years. 

Lance. Ha, whatis this? what is this? 

Wea. Nay there is true love indeed, he gave it to me but 
this very morn, and bad me keep itunicen fom any one, 
good youth, to fee how men may be deceived, 

Lan. Paffion of me, what wretch am, 1 to-hate. this 


him for capering any more chy vor thee, 

Fath. You feema man, ftout and refolute, 
And I will fo report, what ere befall. 

Lance. And fall out ill, affure thy Mafter this, 


Fath. My Matter, Sir, deferves not this of you, 
\And that you'll fhortly find. 
Lan. Thy Mafter is an unthrift, you a knave, 
And Ple attach you firft, next clap him up : 
Of have him bound unto his good behaviour. 

Oliver. L wood you were a fprite if you do him any harm 
for this: And you do, chil nere fee you,nor any of yours, 
while chil have Eyes open: what do you think , chil be 
abaffelled up and down the town for a meffel, and a 
fcoundrel, no chy bor you: zirrha chil come, zay no More, 
chil come tell him. © 

Fath, Well, Sir, my Matter deferves not this of you, 
And that youll fhortly find. LExit. 

Oli, No matter, he’s an unthrift, I defie him, 

Lan. No, gentle Son, let me know the place. 

Ol, Now chye vor you. 

Lan. Let me fee the Note. . 

Oli. Nay, chil watch you for zutch a trick. 
But ifchee mect him, zo, ifnot,.zo ; chil make him know 
me, or chil know why ! fhall not, chil vare the worfe. 

Lan. What will you then neglect my Daughters love? 
Venture your ftate and hers, fora loofe brawl ? : 

Off. Why man, chil not kill him, marry chil yeze him 
too, and again ;, and zo God be with you vather. | 
What, man, we fhall meet to morrow: LExir. 

Lin. Who would have thought he had bin fo defperate. 
Come forth my honeft Servant Artichoak, 


loves fo dear, Executors of all his wealth, 
Wea. All, all, good man, he hath given youall. 
Lan. Three thips now in the Straits, and home ward 
bound, 
Two Lordfhips of two hundred pound a year : 
The one in Wales, the other in Glofter-fhire : 
Debtsand accounts are thirty thoufand pound, 
Plate, Money, Jewels, fixteen thoufand more, 
Two houfen furnifhed well in Cole-man ftreets 
Befide whatfoever his Uncle leaves to him, 
Being of great demeans and wealth at Peckbam, 
this ? 
Lan. Lhave done him wrong. 
But.now l’le make amends, 
The Devonfhire man fhall whiftle for a wife, 
He marry Luce! Luce thall be Flowerdale’s. 
Wea. Why that is friendly faid, let’s ride to London and 
prevent théir match, by promifing your Daughter to that 
lovely Lad. 


Enter Artichoak. 


Arti. Now, what’s the matter? fome brawl toward, I 


Warrant you. : 
Lan, Go gét methy Sword bright fcowred, thy buckler 


think you muft anfwer it, butthe Devon flire man, my } 


loving youth, he hath made me, together with my Luce he 


Wea. How like you this good Knight? , How like you | 


Ttt Lance, 


un Cay F yy 
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Lanc. We'll ride to London, or it thall not need, Fools fhall have wealth, though all the World fay Nay: 
We’ll crofs to Dedford ftrand, and take a Boat : eet pene Tid? al tay mi, for us, ' 
: : ? iv, ood Si . ' 
Where be thefe Knaves? what Artichoak,, what Fop? eas , ty ay atoth Tom, for Ihave a good ftomach, ii 
Enter Artichoak. Civ. And] the like, fweet Franck, no Sifter, i! 
Do not think 1711 go beyond my bounds, ee 
Art. Here be the very Knaves, but not the merry Deka, God grant you may not. ‘LExeunt, : 
Knaves. her? fs 
Lane. Here take my Cloak, Pl! have a walk to Emer young Flowerdale and bis Father, with » , 
Dedford. fowls in their hands, a i 
crt. Sir, we have been fcouring of our Swords and dala 
Bucklers for your defence. Flow, Sirrah Kit, tarry thou there , I have fpied Sir | ‘i 
Lane. Defence me no defence , let your Swords ruft,| Lancelot, and old Weathercock coming this way, they are | if 
I’ll have no fighting: I, let blows alone, bid Delia fee | hard at hand, I will by no means be ipoken withal, il 
all things be in readinefs againft the Wedding , we'll} Fath. I'll warrant you, go get you in. il 
‘have two at once, and that will fave charges, Mafter Wea- it 
thercock, -- Enter Lancelot and Weathercock, x 
ert, Well we will do it, Sir, [Exeunt. it 
Lanc. Now, my honeft Friend, thou doft belong to} — |i 
Enter Civet, Frank, and Delia, Matter Flowerdale ? , a, 
Fath, 1 do, Sir. it 
Giv. By my troth this is good luck, I thank God for! Lane. Is he within, my good Fellow ? lt 
this, In good footh I have even my hearts defire: Sifter} Fath, No, Sir, he is not within. L 
Delia, now I may boldly call you fo, for your Father hath} Lane. I prethee ifhe be within, let me {peak with him. | 
frank and freely given me his Daughter Franck, Fath, Sir, to tell you true, my Mafter is within, but aT 
Fran. | by my troth, Tom, thou haft my good will too, | indeed would not be fpoke withal: there be fome terms Hl 
for [thank God I longed for a Husband, and would 1 | that ftands upon his repntation, therefore he will not ad. Th 
might never ftir, for one his name was Tom. mit any conference till he hath fhook them off. r 
Delia. Why, Sifter, now you have your with. Lanc. I prithee tell him his very good Friend Sir Lar= Ina 
Civ. You fay very true, Sifter Delia, and I prethee | celot Spurcock. intreats to {peak with him, fi 
call me nothing but Tom ; and \’il call thee {weet heart, | Farh.. By my troth, Sir, if you come to take up the li 
and Frank: will it not do well, Sifter Delia? matter between my Matter and the Devonfhire man, you Dam 
Delia. \t willdo very well with both of you, do but beguile your ho es, and lofe your labour, * Hi 
Fran.But Tom,muft | go as Ido now when I am married ? Lance. Honelt Friend, 1 have not any fuch thing to him, wth 
Civ. No Franck, I'll have thee go like a Citizen I come to {peak with him about other matters. L 
Ina garded Gown, and a French-Hood. Fath, For my Matter, Sir, hath fet down his refolu-} . 7, 
Fran, By my tsoth that will be excellent indeed. tion, either to redeem. his honour, or leaye his life be. L 
Delia, Brother, maintain your Wife to your Eftate, _ | hind him. The 
Apparel you your felf like’ to your Father: Lanc. My Friend, I do not know any quarrel touching} — Gx 
And let her go like to your ancient Mother, thy Matter or any other perfon, my bufinefs is of a diffe } 
He fparing got his wealth, left it to you, rent nature tohim, and I prithee fo tell him, om 
Brother take heed of Pride, feme bids thrift adieu. Fath, For howfoever the Devonfhire man is, lam 
Cw, So as my Father and my Mother went, that’s a| My Mafters mind is bloudy : that’s around Q, L 
Jeft' indeed; why fhe went ina fringed Gown, a fingle | And therefore, Sir, intreaties are but Vain ; Bl 
Ruff, and a white Cap, And my Father in aMocado| anc. I have no fuch thing to him, J tell thee once Bao 
Coat, a pair of red Sattin Sleeves, and a Canvis back. again. y 
Delia. And yet his wealth was all as much as yours, Fath. 1 will then fo fignifie to him, Exit Fathers? 
Civ, My Eftate, my Eftate , I} thank God, is forty| Lane. A Sirrah, I fee this matter is hotly carried. Tat 
pound a year in good Leafes and Tenements ; befides | But I'll labour to diflwade him from it, Ik 
twenty mark @ year at Cuckolds-Hayen, and that comes Dh 
to us all by inheritance. Enter Flowerdale, th 
Delia, That may indeed, ’tis very fitly plied, , mn 
I know not how it comes, but 0 it falls out Good morrow Mafter Flowerdale. , 
That thofe whofe Fathers have died wondrous rich, Flow. Good morrow, good Sir Lancelot, L 
And took no pleafure but to gather wealth, Good morrow, Mafter Weathercock; r 
Thinking of little that they leave behind : By my troth, Gentlemen, I have been reading over tl 
| For them they hope, will be of their like mind, Nick Machiavel, I find him I 
But falls out contrary, forty years {paring Good to be known, not to be followed : 7 
ls fcarce three feven years fpending, never carin A peftilent humane Fellow, I have made " 
What will enfue, ‘when all theit Coin is gone, Certain Annotations of him fuch as they be ; Ip 
And all too late, then Thrift is thought upon : And how is’t, Sir Lancelot ? ha? how is’t 2 bh 
Oft have J heard, that Pride and Riot kift, A mad World, men cannot live quiet in it, it 
And then repentance cries, for had f wift. Lanc, Matter Flowerdale, 1do underftand there is fome the 
Civ. You fay well, Sifter Delia, you fay well: but 1| jar between the Devonfhire man and you, : 
mean to live within my bounds: for look you, Ihave fet} Fath. They, Sir? they are good Friends as can be. , 
down my reft thus far, but to maintain my Wife in her] Flow, Who Mafter Oliver and 1? as good Friends as y 
French Hood, and her Coach, a a couple of Geldings,| can be,. : ie 
and a brace of Gray-hounds, and this isall Pll do. Lane. Itisa kind of fafety in you to deny it, anda ge. ie 
‘| Delia. And youll do this with forty pound a year? || nerous filence, which too few are indued withal : But, Sir, M, 
Civ. I, and a better penny, Sifter. fach a thing I hear, and I could with it otherwife, in 
Fran. Sifter, you forget that at Cuckolds: Haven. Flow. No fuch thing, Sir Lancelot, a my reputation, as A 
Cv. By my troth well remembred, Franck, Tam an honeft man. : , 
I eps = ia ror thee Pins, 4 Lanc. Now | do believe you then, if yon do ‘ 
e4a. Keep you the reft for points, alas the da : Ingage your reputation there is none, hb, 
Flow. ; 
~ 
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Fath,. Well, no more, prepare you for your Bride, | 


| Flow. Nay I do not ingage myrepucation there is not, 
| You thall not bind me to any condition of hardnefs : We will not want for cloattis, what fo ere betide. 

But if there be any thing between us, then there is, Flow. And thou fhalt fee,when once I have my Dower, 
If there be not,then there is not: bejor benot,all isone, | {n mirth we'll {pend, 

| Lance. i co perceive by this, that there is fomething be-’} Full Many a merry hour ; 

{tween you, andlam very forry for it, As for this wench, I not regard a pia, 
| Flow. You May be deceived, Sir Lancelot, the Italian itis herigold mutt bring my pleatures in... y 
| Hath avpretty faying, Quefto ? | have forgot it too, Fath. Is’t poflible, he hath his fecond living, 

_ {Tisout of my head, buc in my tranflation Forfaking God, himfelf to the Devil giving s 
| Ift hold thus, thou hafta fj iend,keep him;Ifa foe trip him. | But chat | knew bis Mother firm and chatft, 

| Lan, Come,I| do fee by this there is fomewhat between My heart would fay, my head the had difgrac’t ; 
1 And béfore God | could with it orherwife. (you, | Elfe would | fwear, ne never was my Son,. 

Flow. Well what is between us, can hardly be altered: | Sut her fair mind fo foula deed did thun, 

Sir Lancelot, am to ride forth to morrow, 
That way which I multride, no man mutt deny 
Me the Sun, I would not by any particular man, 
Be denied common and general paflage, if any one 
Saith, Flowerda‘e, thou pafleft not this way : 
My anfwer is, | mutt either on or return, 
But return is not my word, I mutt on: 
| If 1 cannot, then make my way, nature 
Hath done the laft for me, and there’s the fine, 

_ Lan. Me. Flowerdale, every man hath one tongue, 
And two Ears, nature in her building, For one groat ready down, he'll paya fhilling,° 

Isa molt curious work+matter, But then the lender muft needs ftay for it. 

Flow. Thatisas much as to fay, a man fhould hear more | When 1 nig young Thad —_ re. 

Than he fhould fpeak. Both wild, and wanton, carelefs and defpeiate ; 

_ Lan, You fay ie and indeed I have heard more, eo oe mad arte: th pofleft withal, 

Than at thistime! will fpeak. | } thougntit wonder for to dream upon. 

Flow. You fay well Une. I told you fo, but you would not believe it, 

Lan. landers are more common then troths Mafter} Fath, Well l have found it, but one thing comforts me 5 
Flowervale., but proof is the rule for both. Brother, to morrow he’s to be married 

Flow. You fay true, what do you call him To Lata eeg ae, en Lancelot Spurcacks Daughter, 

Hach icthere in his third canton ? Une. -|s’t poflible ? 
P Lan,\ have heard you have been wild: Ihave believ’dit.| Fath. ’Tis true, and thus I mean to curb him 

Flow. ’Twas fit, ’twas neceflary. This day, Brother, I will you fhall arreft him : 

Lance. But have feen fomewhat of on in you, : f pa thing eleclaree ao : = be oe . ’ 
x ‘confirmed in me an opinion o or he is rank in mifchief, chained to a life, 
x shee seat felt : That will increafe his fhame, and kill his wife. 
Flow, VFaith Sir, 1am fure I never did you harm : Unc. What arreft him on his wedding day ? 
Some good J have done, either to you or yours, * | That were unchriftian, and an unhumane part: 
'Lam fure you know not, neither is it my will you fhould, a eens even = ont it a 

ok r Will, Sir. ave purchaft feven years forrow afterward? 

_ sstey a Sit: ’sfoot do you know ought of my Forbear him then to day, do itto morrow, 
Begod and youdo, Sir, 1 amabufed. (Will, | And this day mingle not his joy with forrow, 


Enter Uncle, 


Une. How, now, Brother, how do you find your Son? 
Fath, O Brother, heedlefsas a libertine, 

Even grown a Mafter in the School of Vice, 

One that doth nothing, but invent deceit: 

For ail the day he humoursup and down, 

How he the next day might deceive his friend; 

He thinks of nothing but the prefent time: 


Lan. Go, Mc. Flowerdale, what I know, I know: 
And know you thus much out of my knowledge, 
That [truly love you. For my Daughter, 

She’s yours. And if youlike a marriage better 


Fath. Brother, I’lc have it done this very day, 
And if the view of all, as he comes from Church: 
Do-but obferve the courfe that.he will take, 
Upon my life he will forfwear the debe : 


i eputation fet afidép go with me | And for we'll have the fumm fhall not be flight, q 
ee hed wncte yet ould fight a blaady battle, Say that he owes you near three thoufand pound ; 
you fhall be married to a lovely Lady. Good Brother, let it be done immediately, 
Flow. Nay but, Sit Lancelot ? ‘ Une. Well, feeing you will have it fo, 
Lan. lf you will not imbrace my offer, yet aflure your | Brother lle do’t, and ftraight provide the Sheriff 

felf thus much, I will haveorder to hinder your encounter.} — Far. So Brother, by this means fhall we perceive 
Flow. Nay but hear me, Sir Lancelot. What Sir Laneelot in this pinch will do: 


lace 


i is wi him ark 

t you upon imputative honor, And how his wife doth ftand affected to him, . 

Ts ace, Nay fan Sarcihkale, = idle Her love will then be tried to the uttermoft ; Bi} : 
iene our bufinefs is to wed my Daughter, “there-} And all'the reft of them. Brother, what I willdo, . 
fore give aii ger prefent word to doit, Wle go and pro-} Shall harm him much,and much avail him too. — -[Exit, 


Oli, Cham afhured thick bethe place, that the fcoundrel " 
Appointed to meet me, ifa come, zo: if acome not, Zo, ‘3 i 
And che war avife, he would make a Coyftrel an us, 


vide the maid , therefore give me your prefent refolution, 
either now or never. 


ut me to it ? ; lake 
ae ater ste either take me now, ortake me} Ched vefe him, and che vang him in hand, che would 
Luce. 


fieteey Hoy ft him, and give it him too and again, ZO chud; } 
ealcke ¥- ot match, fhall be our part- | Who been a there, Sir e4rtbur, chil ttay afide. : 
a what . sn picags’ : (ing,} dr. I havedog'd the Devon-fhire man into the field, 
ed . sot fallout what may fall, my love For fear of any harm that fhould befal him ; eb” 
Is tow, a I ill ene [ had an inckling of that yefternighr, ame 4 
sabove - 3 vi " and fo fare you well. That Flowerdale and he fhould meet this Morning ; ‘ 
cee ee [Exit Sir Lancelot,| Though of my Soul Oliver rer oe not, | 
i do for wedding apparel? | Yet for I'd fee fair play on either fide, 
oa a — a. now i Ke, a Made me to come, to fee their valours tri’d, 
ee > : e { | morrow to Matter Oliver. 
The marriage ended, we'll make amends for all Gooc Ttta Gu. F 
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Oli, God and good morrow. 
Arth, What, Mafter Oliver, are you angry ? 
Ol. Whatamit be, tytangrieven you ? 
Arch, Not me at all, Sir, but Limagise 

By your being here thus armed, ; 

You ftay for tome that you fhould fight withal, 
Oli, Why and he do, che would not dezire you to take 

his part. 
Arth, Noby my-teoth, I think you need it not, 

For he you look. for, I think means notto come. i 
Oli. No; and-che war afhure of that, ched avefe him 


in another place., 


Enter Daffidil. 


Daff. O, Sit e4rthur, Matter Oliver, aye me, 
Your Love, and yours, and mine, fweet Miftrefs Luce 
This morning is married to young Flowerdale. 

Arth. Married to Flowerdale ! ’tis impoflible. 

Oli. Married, man? che hope thou doft but jeft : 
To makeana volowten merriment of it. 

Daff. O’tis too true, here comes his Uncle. 


Enter Flowerdale, Sheriff, Officers. 


Unc. Good morrow, Sir Arthur , good morrow, Mafter 
Ohver.  ; 
Oli, God and good morn, Mc. Flowerdale, Ipray tellen 
us, is your Scoundrel Kinfman married ? F ‘ 
Ar, Nit. Oliver, call him what you will, but he is married 
ToSic Lancelor’s Daughter here. 
Une, Sir cArthur, untosher ? : 
Oli, I,,ha the old vellow zerved me thick a trick 2 
Why man, he wasa promife, chil chud a had her, 
{sa ‘zitch avox, chill look to his'‘water che vor him. 
Unc. The. mufick plays; they are coming from the 
Church, i 
Sheriff, do your office: Fellows, ftand ftoutly toit. 


Enter all to the Wedding. 


Ol. God give you joy , as the old zaid Proverbis, and 
fome zorrowamong. You metus well, did you not? 
Lance. Nay, be not angry, Sir, the faultis in me, 
[ have doneall the wrong, kept him from coming tothe 
field to you, as I might, Sir, forlam a Juftice, and {worn 
to keep the peace, 
Wea, \marry ishe, Sir, avery Juftice, and fworn to 
keep the peace, you mutt not difturb the Weddings. 
Lan. Nay, never frown nor ftorm, Sir, if you do, 
ll have an order taken for you. 
Oli, Well, well, chill be quiet. 
Wea.Mr. Flowerdale, Sit Lancelot, look you, who here is? 
M. Flowerdale. 
Lance. M. Flowerdale, welcome with all my heart. 
Flow, Uncle, this is fhe i’faith: Mafter Under-theriff, 
Arreft me? At whofe fuit? Draw, Kit. 
| Unc. At my Suit, Sir. 
Lan. Why, what’s the matter, Mr. Flowerdale ? 
Une. This.is the matter, Sir, this unthrift here, 
| Hath cozend you, and hath had of me, 
In feveral Summs three thoufand pound. 
Flow. Why, Uncle, Uncle. 
Une, Coulin, Coufin, youhave Uncled me, 
And if you be not ftaid, you'll prove 
A Cozener unto all that know you. 
Lance. Why, Sir, fuppofe he be to you in debt 
| Ten thoufand pound, his State to me appears, 
To be at leaft three thoufand by the year. 
| _ Une., O, Sir, 1 was too late informed of that plot, 
How that he went about to cozen you: 
{| And form’d a Will, and fentit to your good 
Friend there, Mafter Weathercock,, in which was 
| Nothing true, but brags and lies. 
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Lance, Ha, hath he notguch Lordthips, 


Lands,:and Ships ? 
Unc, Not worth a Groat, not worth a Half-penny he, 


Lance. | pray tell us true, be plain, young Flowerdale. , 


Flow. My Uncle here’s mad, 
And difpoted to do me wrong, 
But hére’s my man an honeft Fellow die 
By the Lord, and of good credit, Knows all is true. 
‘Fath. NotI, Sit, Lam tooold to lie, I rather know 
You forg’d a Will, where every line you writ, 
You ftudied where to quote your Lands might lie, 
Wea. And I prithee where be. thy honeft Friends? 
. ath, Maith no where, Sir, for he hath none at alk. 
Wea. Benedicity, we are o’re-reach’d, I believe. 


Lanc. lam cozen’d, and my hopefull’ft Child undone. | 


Flow. Youare not cozen’d, nor is fhe undone, 
They flander me, by this Light, they flander me: 


Look you, my Uncle here’san Ufurer, & would undo me, | 
4 But Pl ftand in Law, do you but bail me, you fhall dono} 


more: 
You Brother Civet, and Mafter Weathercock, do but 
Bayl me, and let me have my marriage money 
Paid me, and we'll ride down, J 
And there your own Eyes fhall fee , 
How my poor Tenants there will welcome me, 
You fhall but bayl me, you thall do no more, 
And you, greedy Gnat, their bay! will ferve. 
Une, I, Sir, Pilask no better bayl. ‘ 
Lan. No, Sir, you fhall not take my bayl, nor his 
Nor my Son Civets, Vl not be cheated, J, 
Sheriff, take your prifoner, Pl] not deal with him: 
Let’s Uncle make falfe Dice with his falfe bones, 
I will not have:todo with him: 
Mock’d, gull’d, and wrong’d. 
Come, Girl, though it be late, it falls out well, 
Thou fhalt not live with him in Beggars Hell, 
Luc. Heis my Husband, and high Heaven doth know, 
With what unwillingnefs I went to Church, 
But you enforced me, youcompelled me toit: 
The holy Church. man pronounc’d thefe words but now, 
I muft not leave my Husband in diftrefs : 
Now I muftcomfort him, not go with you. 
Lan. Comfort a Cozener ? On my curfe forfake him > 
Lu.This day you caufed me on your curfé to take him: 
Do not, I pray, my grieved Soul opprefs, 
God knows my heart doth bleed at his diftrefs. 
Lan. O Mafter Weathercock,, 1 muft confefs I fore’d her 
to this match. Led with opinion his falfe Will was true. 
Wea, Ah, he hath over-reached metoo. 
Lan, She might have liv’d like Delia, ina happy Vir- 
gins ftate. 
Delia, Father, be patient, forrow comes too late, 
Lance. And on her Knees fhe begg’d and did intreat, 
If fhe muft needs tafte a fad marriagelife, 
She crav’d to be Sir Arthur Greenfhield’s Wife. 
Arth. You have done her and me the greater wrong, 
Lanc. O take her yet. 
4rth, Not I. 
Lanc, Or, Mafter Over, accept my Child, and half my 
wealth is yours. 
Oli, No, Sir, chill break no Laws. 
Luce. Never fear, fhe will not trouble you. 

Delia. Yet, Sifter, in this paffion do not run headlong 
ye confufion. You may affect him, though not follow 
im. / 

Frank. Do, Sifter, hang him, let him go, 

Wea. Do faith, Miftrefs Luce, leave him. 

Luce. Youare three grofs fools, let me alone, 
I fwear, I’ll live with him in all moan, 

Ol. But an he have his legs at liberty, 
Cham aveard he will never live with you. 

_ 4rth. 1, but he is nowin Huckfters handling for run- 

ning away. 

Lanc. Hufwife, youhear how you and lam wrong’d, 


— eS 


| And if you will redrefs it yet may 
But if you ftand on terms to follow him, 

Never come.near my fight, nor look on me, 
Call me not Father, look not for a Groat, 
For all the Portion [ will this day give 
Unto thy Sifter Frances. 

Fran. How fay you to that, Tom ? 
| hall have a good deal, 
Befides I'll bea good Wife, anda good Wife 
Isa good thing | can tell. 


Calt away, as lama Gentleman, 

Lanc. What, are you yet refolved ? 

Lace. Yes, 1 am refolved. 

Lanc. Come then away, or now, or never come. 

Luce. This way Iturn, go you unto your Featt, 
And Ito weep, that am with grief oppreft. 

Lanc. For ever fly my fight: come, Gentlemen, 
Let’s in, Vil help you to far better Wives than her. 
Delia, upon my blefling talk not to her, 

Bafe Baggage, in fuch hafte to Beggery ? 

Une. Sheriff, take your Prifoner to your charge. 

Flow. Uncle, Be-gad you have us’d me very hardly, 
By my troth, upon my Wedding-Day. 


Exeunt all: Young Flowerdale, his Father, Uncle, 
Sheriff, and Officers. 


Luce. O, Matter Flowerdale, but hear me fpeak, 
Stay but alittle while, good Matter Sheriff, 
If not for him, for my fake pitty him: 
Good Sir, ftop not your Ears at my complaint, 
My Voice grows weak, for Womens words are faint. 
Flow. Look you, fhe kneels to you. 


| And grieve, {weet Soul, thy Fortune is fo bad, 


Go to thy Father, think not upon him, 
Whom Hell hath mark’d to be the Son of fhame. 
Luce. \mpute his wildnefs, Sir, unto his youth, 
And think that now is the time he doth repent: 
Alas, what good or gain can you receive, 
To imprifon him that nothing hath to pay ? 
And where nought is, the King doth lofe his due, 
O pitty him as God fhall pitty you. 
Unc. Lady, 1 know his humoursall too well, 
And nothing in the World can do him good, 
But mifery it felf to chain him with. 


Une. 1, Virgin, that being anfwered, 1 have done. 

But to him that is all as impoflible, 

As{ to {cale the high Piramidies. 

| Sheriff, take your Prifoner, Maiden, fare thee well. 
Luce. O go not yet, good Mafter. Flowerdale : 

Take my. word forthe Debt, my word, my Bond, 
Flow. 1, by God, Uncle, and my Bond too. 
Luce. Alas, Ine’re ought nothing but I paid it ; 

And I can work, alas, he can do nothing : 

| have fome Friends perhaps will pitty me, 

His chiefeft Friends do feek his mifery. 

All that I can, or beg, get, or receive, 

Shall be for you: O.do not turn away : 

Me thinks within a Face fo reverent, 

So well experienced in this tottering World, 

Should have fome feeling of a Maidens grief : 

For my fake, his Fathers and your Brothers fake, 

I, for your Souls fake that doth hope for joy, 

Pitty my ftate, do not two Souls deftroy. : 

- Unc. Fair Maid, ftand up, not in regard of him, 

But in pitty of thy haplefs choice, 

Ido releafe him : Matter Sheriff, Ithank you: 

And Officers, there is for you to drink. 


Here, Maid, take this money, there is a hundred Angels ; 


And for I will be fure he fhall not have it, 
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(iv. Peace, Franck, | would be forry to fee thy Sifter 


Unc. Fair Maid, for you, Ilove you with my heart, 


That thou fhould’ft match with fucha gracelefs Youth, 


~ Luce, Say that your Debts were paid, then is he free? 


Here, Keffer, take it you, and ufe it fparingly, 
But let not her have any. want at all. ; 
Dry your Eyes, Niece, do not too much lament 
For him, whote Life hath been in riot fpent : 
If weil he ufech.thee, he gets him Friends, 
Ifill, afharneful end on him depends. 


[Exit Uncle, 

Flow. A Plague go with you for an old Fornicator : 
Come, Kit, the money, come, honeft Ker. 

Fath, Nay by my Faith, Sir, you fhall pardon me. 

Flow. And why, Sir, pardon you? give me the money, 
you old Kafcal, or I fhall make you, 

Luce. Pray bold your hands, give it him honeft Friend, 

Fath. Mf you be fo content, withal my heart. 

Flow, Content, Sir, ’sblood fhe fhall be content 
Whether fhe will or no, A rattle-baby come to follow me? 
Go, get you gone to the greafy chuff your Father, 

Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me. 

Fath, Sic, fhe hath forfook her Father, and all her 
Friends for you. 

Flow, Hang thee, her Friends and Father altogether. 

Fath, Yet parc with fomething to provide her Lodging. 

Flow, Yes, | mean to part with her and you, but if 1 
part with one Angel, hang me at a Poit. Ill rather 
throw them at a calt of Dice, as Il have done a thoufand 
of their fellows. 

Fath. Nay then { will be plain, degenerate Boy, 

Thou hadft a Father would have been afhamed. 

Flow. My Father was an Afs, an old Afs, 
Fath, Tiy Father? proud licentious Villain : 
Whatare you at your foils? Pll foil with you. 

Luce. Good Sir, forbear him. . 

Fath. Did not this whining Woman hang on me, 
I'd teach thee what it was to abufe thy Father : 
Go hang, beg, ftarve, Dice, Game, that when all is gone, 
Thou may’ft after defpair and hang thy felf. 

Luce. O donot Curfe him. 

Fath. 1do notCurfe him,and to pray for him were vain, 
It grieves me that he bears his Fathers name. 

Flow. Well, you old Rafcal, I fhall meet with you: 
Sirrah, get you gone, | will not ftrip the Livery 
| Over your Ears, becaufe you paid for it: 

But do not ufe my name, Sirrah, 
Do you hear? Look you do not 
Ufe my name, you were beft, 

Fath. Pay me the twenty pound then that [lent you, 
Or give me fecurity when { may have it. 

Flow. ll pay thee not a penny, 

And for fecurity, Pll give thee none. 
Minckins, look you do not follow me, look you do not : 
If youdo, Beggar, I fhall flit your nofe. 
Luce. Alas, what fhall I do ? 
Flow. Why turn Whore, that’s a good trade, 
And fo perhaps I'll fee thee now and then. 
(Ext Flowerdale. 

Luce. Alas-the-day that ever I was born. 

Fath, Sweet Miltrefs, do not weep, Pil ftick to you. 

Luce. Alas, my Friend, 1 know not what to do, 

My Father and my Friends, they have defpifed me ; 
And la wretched Maid, thus caft away, 
Knows neither where togo, nor what to fay. 

Fath. It grieves meat the Soul, to fee her tears 
Thus ftain the Crimfon Rofes of her Checks: 

Lady, take comfort, do not mourn in vail, 
| have a little Jiving in this Town, 

The which I think comes to a hundred pound, 

All that and more fhall be at your difpofe , 

Pll {trait go help you to fome ftrange difguile, 

And place you ina fervice in this Town : 

Where you fhall know all, yet your felf unknown ; 

Come grieve no more, where no help can be had, 

Weep not for him, that is more worfe than bad. 
Luce. {thank you, Sir. 


bE Ae Enter | 


{ 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Ada/ter Weathercock and them. 


Oli, Well, cha a bin zerved many a fluttifh trick, 

But fuch a lerripoop as thick ych was ne’re a farved. 

Lance, Son civ:t,Daughter Frances, bear with me, 

You fee bow I aim prefled down with inward grief, 

About that lacklets Girl, your Sifter Luce. 

But ’tis faln out with me, as with many familics befide, 
They are molt unhappy, that are moft beloved. 

Civ, Father, tis fo, ’tiseven faln out fo, : 

_ | Bue what remedy ? fet hand to your heart, and let it pafs, 
Here is your Daughter Frances and I, and we'll not fay, 
We'll bring forth as witty Children, but as pretty 
Children as ever fhe was: tho fhe had the prick 
And praife for a pretty wench: But Father, done is 
The moufe, you’ll come ? 

Lance. 1, Son Civet, Vle come. 

(iv. And you, Matter Ofiver ? ‘ 

Oli. 1, for che a vext out this veaft, chil fee ifa gan 
Make a better veaft there. _ 

Civ. And you, Sic Arthur ? 

Ar, 1, Sir, although my heart be full, 
le be a partner at your wedding feat. 

Civ, And welcom all indeed,and welcom,come, Franck, 
are you ready ? 

Fran. Jcihue, how hafty thefe Husbands are, I pray, 
Father, pray to God to blefs me. 

Lance.. God blefs thee, and 1 do: God make thee wife, 
fend you both joy, I wifh it with wet Eyes. 

Fran, But, Father, {hall not my Sifter Delia go along 
with us? She is excellent goed at Cookery, and fuch 
things. 

Lance. Yes marry fhall fhe : Delia, make you ready. 

Deli. Lam ready, Sir, I will firit go to Greenwich, 

From thence to my Coufin Chefferfield, and {0 to Lon- 
don. 

Civ. It fhall faflice, good Sifter Delia, it fhall fuffice, 

| but fail us not, good Sifter, give order to Cooks, and o- 

i thers, for I would not have my {weet Frank to foil her 

fingers. F 

Fran. No by my troth notI, a Gentlewoman, and a 
married Gentlewoman too, to be companion to Cooks, 
And Kitchin-boys, not I,i’Faith, I fcorn that. 

Civ. Why, 1 do not mean thon fhalt, fweet heart, thou 
fecit I donot go about it: well, fareweltoo: You Gods 
pitty Mr. Wearhercock , we fhall have your company too ? 

Wea, Withal my heart, for I love good cheer. 

Gv. Well, God be with you all, come, Frank, 

Fra, God be with you, Father, God be with you, Sir 
Arthur, Matter, Olver, and Mafter Weathercock, Sifter, 
God be with you all: God be with you, Father, God be 
with you every one. 

Wea. Why, how now, Sir e4rthur, alla mort, Mafter 
Oliver, how now,man ? 

Cheerly, Sir Lancelor, and merrily fay, 

Who can hold that will away, 

Lance. 1, fhe is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, 

But when thefe be-fel&willed, Children mutt fmart. 

4r, But, Sir, that fhe is wronged, you are the chiefeft 
caufe, therefore ’tis reafon you redrefs her wrong, 

Wea. Indeed you muft, Sir Lancelot, you mutt, 

Lance. Mult? who can compel me, Mr. Weathercock ? 
I hope I may do what | lift, 

Wea. | grant you may, you may do what you lift. 

Oli, Nay, but and you be well evifen, it were not good, 
By this vrampolnefs, and vrowardnels, to caft away 
As prety a dowflabel, as am chould chance to {ee 
In afummers day: chil-tell you what chall do, 

4 Chil go fpy up and down the Town, and fee if I 

Can hear any tale or tidings of her, 

And take her away from thick a meffel, vor cham. 

Afhured, heel but bring her to the {poil, 

And fo var you well, we fhall meet at your Son Givers. 
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have a charge. 


Lance. 1 thank you, Sat ptake it very kindly, 
Arti. To find her out, Tle {pend my deareft blood; 


LExeunt both, 
So well I loved her, to affect her good, 
Lance. O Matter Weathercock, 
What hap had I, to force my Daughter, 
From Matter Oliver, and this good Knight , 
To one that hath no goodnefs in his thought? 
Wea, All luck, but what remedy ? 
Lance. Yes, | havealmoft devifed aremedy, 
Young Flowerdale is thure a Prifoner. 
Wea. Shure, nothing more fhure. 
Lance. And yet perhaps his Unkle bath releafed him, 
Wea. It may be very like, no doubt he hath, % 
Lance, Wellif he be in Prifon, Pie have warrants 
To tache my Daughter till the law be tried, 
For | will fhue him upon cozenage. 
Wea, Marry may you, and overthrow him too, 
Lance. Nay that’s not fo, 1 may chance be {coft, 
And fentence paft with him. 
Wea. Believe me, fo he may, therefore take heed. 
Lance. ‘Well howfoever, yet I will have warrants, 
In Prifon, or at Liberty, all’s one : 
You will help to ferve them, Mafter Weathercock ? 
[Exeunt omnes, 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Flo. A plague of the Devil, the Devil take the dice, 
The dice, and the Devil, and his dam go together ; 
Of all my hundred golden angels, 

I have not left me one denier : 

A pox of come a five, what fhall Ido? 

I can borrow no more of my credit : 

There’s not any of my acquaintance, man, nor boy, 
But I have borrowed more or lefs of : 

I would I knew where to take a good purfe, 

And go clear away, by this light P’le venture for it, 
Gods lid my Sifter Delia, 

lle rob her, by this hand. 


Exter Delia and Artichoaks 


Delia. I prethee, Artichoak, go not fo faft, 

The weather is hot, and I am fomething weary. 
Art. Nay I warrant you,miftrefs Delia,V’le not tire you 

With leading, we'll go an extream moderate pace. 

Flow. Stand, deliver your purfe. 

Art, O Lord, thieves, thieves, LExit Artichoak. 

Flow. Come, come, your purfe, Lady, your purfe. 

Delia, That voice | have heard often bole this time, 
What, Brother Flowerdale become a thief ? 

Flow. 1, a plague on’t, I thank your Father s 
But Sifter, come, your moriey, comes 
What the world mutt find me, [am born to live, 
Tis not a fin to fteal, when none will give. 

Delia, O God, is all grace banifht from thy heart, 
Think of the fhame that doth attend this fa 

Flow. Shame me no fhames, come give me your purfe, 
Ple bind you, Sifter, left 1 fare the worfe. 

Delia. No, bind me not, hold, there is all I have, 
And would that money would redeem thy fhame. 


~e 


Enter Oliver, Sir Arthur, and Artichoak. 


Arti. Thieves, thieves, thieves, 

Oli, Thieves,where man ? why how now,miftrefs Delia, 
Ha youa liked to been a robbed ? 

Delia, No, Matter Oliver, *tis Mafter Flowerdale, he did 
bur jeft with me. ! 

Oliv. How, Flowerdale, that fcoundrel? firrah » you 
meten us well, vang the that, 

Flow, Well, Sir, Ple not meddle with you, becaufe | 


Delia. 
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Delia Hcre Brother Fistierdnle, Vle lend you this fame ; was my matter, a robbed you, I prethee tell me true ? 


money. 
Flow. {thank you, Sifter. 
Oliv. 1 wad you were yfplit, and you let the mezel have 
apenny, but fince you cannot keep it,chil keep it my felf. 
Art. ’Tis pity to relieve him in this fore, 
Who makes a tiitumphane life his daily {port. 
Delia. Brother, you fee how all men cenfure you, 
Farewel, and | pray God amend your life; 
Oliv. Come,chil bring you along, and you fafe enough 
From twenty fuch fcoundrells as thick an one is, 
Parewel and be hanged, zyrrah, as { think fo thou 
Wilt be fhortly, come, Sir Arthur. 
Céxeunt all but Flowerdale. 
Flow. A plague go with you tor a karfie rafcal : 
This Devonflure man kthink is made all of Pork, 
His hands made only for td heave up packs: 
His heart as fat and big as his face, 
As differing far from all brave gallant minds, 
As 1 to ferve the Hoggs, and drink with Hinds, 
As | am very near now : well what remedy, 
When money, means, and friends, do grow fo finall, 
Then farewel life, and there’s an-end of all. 
EExeunt omnes, 


Enter Father, Luce like a Dutch Frow, Civet, 
and his wife Miftrefs Frances. 


Civ, By my troth Goda mercy for this, good Chriftopher, 
I thank thee for my maid, like her very well,how doft thou 
like her, Frances ? 

Fran. \n good fadnefs, Tom, very well, excellent well, 

| She {peaks 10 prettily, | pray what’s your name? 

Luce. My name, forfooth, be called Tantkin. 

Fran, By my troth a fine name: O Tamkin, you are ex- 
cellent for drefling ones head a new fafhion. 

Lace: Me fall do every ting about da head. 

Civ. What Country woman is fhe, Keffer ? 

Fath. A Dutch woman, Sir. 

Civ. Why then fhe is outlandifh, is fhe not? 

Fath. 1, Sir, the is. 

Fran, O then thou canft tell how to help me to cheeks 
and Ears? 

Luce. Yes, miftrefs, very vel], 

Fath. Cheeks and ears, why, miftrefs Frances, want you 
cheeks and ears? methinks you have very fair ones, 

Fran. Thou art a Fool inded, Tom, thou knowelt what 
I mean. ‘ 

Gv. I, 1, Keffer, ’tis fuch as they wear a their heads, I 
prethee, ‘Kir, have her in, and fhew her my houfe. 

Fath. 1 will, Sir, come Tankin. ; 

Fran, O Tom, you have not buffed me to day, Tom, 

Civ,.No Frances, we muft not kifs afore folks, 
God fave my Franck , 


Enter Delia, and Artichoak. 


See yonder, my Sifter Delia is come, welcome, good Sifter. 

Fran. Welcome, good Sifter, how do you like the tire 
of my head? vee 

Delia. Very well, Sifter. j 

Gv. | am glad you’re come, Sifter Delia, to give order 
for Supper, they will be here foon, 

ae I, but if good luck had not ferved, fhe had 
Not been here now, filching Flowerdale had like 
To pepper’d us, but for mafter Oliver , we had been 

robbed, 

Delia. Peace, firrah, no more. 

Fath. Robbed! by whom? : 

Anti, Marry by none but by Flowerdale, he is turned 
thief. : 
Gio. By my faith,but that is not vee a be praifed 
For your efcape, will you draw near, Sifter ‘ 

Fath. Sicrab, come hither, would Flowerdale, he that 


Until I fee how time will bring to pafs, 


4rti, Yes Faith, even that Flowerdale, that was thy 
mafter. : a 
Fath, Hold thee, there is a French Crown, and fpeak 
no more of this. _ ee 
4rti, Not jnot a word, now do | fimell knavery 
In every purfe Flowerdale takes; he is half: 
And gives me this to keep couniel, not a word I. 
Fath, Why God a Mercy. 
Fran, Sifter, look here, | have anew Dutch maid, 
And the {peaks fo fine, it would do your heart good. 
Gv. How doyoulike her, Sifter ? 
Del. 1 like your maid well. 
Civ, Weill, dear Sifter, will you draw near, and give 
dicedtions for fupper,guefts will be here prefently. 
Del. Yes, Brotaer, lead the way, Vle follow you. 
[ Exennt all but Delia and Luce. 
Hark you,Dutch Frow,a word. 
Luce, Vatis your vill wit me? 
Del. Sifter Luce, tis not your broken language, 
Nor this fame habit, can difguife your face 
From | that know you, pray tell me, what means this ? 
Luce. Sifter, | fee you know me, yet be fecret: 
This borrowed fhape that I have tane upon me, 
Is but to keep my felf a {pace unknown, ~ 
Both from my Father, and my neareft friends : 


‘ 


The defperate courfe of Matter Flowerdale. 

Del, Ohe is worfe than bad, I prithee leave him, 
And let not once thy heart to think on him. 

Luce, Donot perfwade me once to fuch athought, 
Imagine yet, that he is wotfe than nought: 
Yet one lovers time may all that ill uado, 
That all his former life did run into. 
Therefore, kind Sifter, do not difclofe my eftate, 
Ife’re his heart doth turn, ’tis ne’re too late. 

Del, Well, feecing no counfel can remoye your mind, 
Ple not difclofe you, that art wilful blind. 

Luce. Delia. { thank you, | now muft pleafe her Eyes, 
My Sifter Frances, neither fair nor wile. LExewnt. 


Enter Flowerdale Salus, 


Flow. On goeghe that knows no end of his journey, 
I have pafled the very utmoft bounds of hifting, 
I have nocourfe now but to hang my felf: 
I have lived fince yefterday two a clock, of a 
Spice-cake I had at a burial: and for drink, 
I got it at an Ale-houfe among Porters, fuchas 
Will bear outa man, if he have nomony indeed, 
I mean out of their companies, for they are men 
Of good carriage. Who comes here? 
The two Cony-catchers, that won all my mony of me, 
le try if they'll lend meany, 


Enter Dick and Rafe; 


What Mr. Richard, how do you? 

How do’ft thou, Rafe? By God, gentlemen, the world 
Grows bare with me, will you do as much as lend 

Me an Angel between you both, you know you 

Won a hundred of me the other day. 


Rafe. How, an Angel ? God damn us if we loft not every 


Penny within an hour after thou wert gone. 
Flo. | prithee lend me fo much as will pay for my fupper; 
V’le.pay you again, as] am a Gentleman. 
Rafe, VFaith, we bave nota farthing, not a mite; 
[ wonder at it, Mr. Flowerdale, 
You will fo carelefly undo your felf: 
Why you willlofe more money in an hour, 
Than apy boneft man {pends ina year 4 
For fhame betake you to fome honeft Trade, 
And live not thys fa like a Vagabond, C Exeunt both, 
Fly. A Vagabond indeed, more villains you; 
They 
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They gave me counfel that firft cozen’d me: 
Thofe Devils firft brought me to this lam, 
And being thus, the firft that do me wrong. 
Well, yet lL have one Friend Ieft in ftore. 
Not far from hence there dwells a Cokatrice, 
One that I firft put in a Sattin-gown, X 
And not a tooth that dwells.within her head, 
But {tands‘me at the leaft in-twenty pound : 
Her will { vific now my Coyn is gone, 

And as I take it here dwells the Gentlewoman, 
What ho, is Miltris Apricock within ? 


Enter Ruffin. 


Ruff. What fawcy Rafcal is that which knocks fo bold, 
O, is it you, old fpend.thrift ? are you here? 
One that is turned Cozener about the town : 
My Miftris faw you, and fends this word by me, 
Either be packing quickly from thedoor, 
Or you fhall have fuch a greeting fent you ftraight, 
As you will little like on, you had beft be gone, 
Flow. Why fo, this is as it fhould be, being poor, 
Thus art thou ferved bya vile painted whore. 
Well, fince thy damned crew do fo abufe thee, 
Vle try of honef{men, how they will ufe me. 


Enter an ancient Citizen. 


Sir, I befzech you to take compaflion of a man ; 
One whofe Fortunes have been better than at this inftant 
they. feem-to be : but if { might crave of you fo much little 
portion, as would bring me to my friends, I would reft 
thankful, until [ had requited fo great a curtefie. 
Citiz. Fie, fie, young man, this courfe is very bad, 
Too many fuch have we about this City ; 
Yet for I have not feen you in this fort, 
Nor noted you to be a common beggar, 
Hold, there’s an Angel to bear your charges 
Down, go to your friends, do not on this depend, 
Such bad beginnings oft have worfer ends. [Exit Cit. 
Flow. Worfer ends: nay, if it fall out 
No worfe than in old Angels I care not, 
Nay, now I have had fuch a fortunate beginning, 
"le not let a fix-penny purfe efcape me : 
By the Mafs, here comes another. 


Exter a Citizens wife with a Torch before her. 


God blefs you, fair Miftris. : 

Now would it pleafé you, Gentlewoman, to look into the 
wants of a poor Gentleman, a younger Brother, I doubt 
not but God will treble reftore it back again, one that 
never before this time demanded penny, half.penny, nor 
farthing. 

Citi. Wife. Stay, Alexander, now by my trotha very pro- 
perman, and’tis great pity: hold, my friend, there’s all 
the money I have about me, a couplea fhillings, and God 
blefs thee. 

Flow, Now God thank you, fweet Lady: if you have 
any Friend , or Garden-houfe, where you may: imploy a 


| poor Gentleman as your friend, 1 am yours to command in 


all fecret fervice. 

Cus. Wife. \thank you, good friend, I prithee let me fee 
that again I gave thee, there is one of them a brafs fhilling, 
give me them, and here is halfa Crown in gold. 

8 LHe gives it her. 
Now out upon thee, Rafcal, fecret fervice : what doft thou 
make of me? it were a good deed to have thee whipt : 
now I have my money again, I’le fee thee hanged before I 


-|givethee a penny: fecret fervice : on,good Alexander, 


aes [Exennt both, 
Flow, This is villainous luck, 1 perceive difhonefty 
Will not thrive: here comes More, God forgive me, 


Sir Arthur, and Mr. Oliver, aforegod, I’le fpeak to them, 


God fave you, Sit Arthur : Get fave you, Mr. Olver. 

Oli. Been you there, zirrah, come will you taken your 
felfto your tools, Coyftrel ? oe 

Flow.’ Nay, Mr. Oliver, Vle not fight with you, 

Alas, Sir, you know it was not my doings, 
It was only a Plot to get Sir Lancelor’s Daughter : 
By God I never meantyou harm, : 

Oli, And whore is the Gentlewoman thy wife, Mezel ? 
Whore is fhe, Zirrah, ha ? 

Flows..By my troth, Mr. Olver, fick, very fick ; 

And God is my Judge, I know not what means to make 
for her, good Gentlewoman. 

Oli, Tell me true, is fhe fick ? tell me true itch ’vife thee, 

~Flow. Yes Faith, I tell you true : Mr. Oliver, if you would 
do me the {mall kindnefs,but to lend me fortyfhillings : So 
God help me,] will pay you fo foon as my ability fhail make 
me able, as [ am a Gentleman. . 

Oli. Well thou zaift thy wife is zick : hold, there?s vor- 
ty fhillings, give itto thy wife, look thou give it her, or I 
fhall ao veze thee,thou wert not Zo vezed this zeven year; 
look to it. 

Arthe Vfaith, Mr. Olver, it is in vain 
To give to him that never thinks of her. 

Oli, Well,-would che could yvind it. 

Flow. | tell you truc, Sir Arthur, as I ama gentleman, 

Oli, Well, farewel zirrah: come, Sir e4rthur. 

LExeunt both. 

Flow. By the Lord, this is excellent. 

Five golden Angels compaft in an hour, 
If this trade hold, Ple never feek a new. 
Welcom, {weet gold, and beggery adieu. 


Enter Uncle and Father. 


Unc. See, Kefter, if you can find the Houfe. 

Flow. Who’s here, my Uncle, and my man Keffer ? 
By the Mafs ’tis they. 

How do you, Unele, how do’ft thou, Keffer ? 
By my troth, Uncle, you muft needs lend 

Me fome money, the poor Gentlewoman 
My wife, foGod help me, is very fick, 

I was rob’d of the hundred Angels 

You gave me, they are gone. 

Une. I,they are gone indeed, come, Keffer, away. 

Flow, Nay, Uncle, do youhear? good Uncle. 

Une. Out Hypocrite, 1 will not hear thee fpeak, 
Come, leave him, Keffer. 

Flow. Kefter, honeft Keffer. 

Fath, Sir, 1 have nought to fay to you, 
Open the door to my kin, thou had’ft beft 
Lockt faft, for there’s a falfe knave without. 

Flow. You are an old lying Rafcal, 

So you are, [Exeust both, 
Enter Luce. 


Luce. Vat is de matter, Vat be you, yonker ? 

Flow. By this light a Dutch Frow, they fay they are 
call’d kind, by this light I’le try her, 

Luce, Vat be you, yonker, why do you not fpeak ? 

Flow. By my troth, {weet heart, a poor Gentleman that 
would defire of you, if it ftand with your liking, the bounty 
of your purfe, 


Enter Father. 


Lice, Ohere God, fo young an Armine, 

Flow. Armine, fweet-heart, I know not what you mean 
by that, but I am almoft a beggar. 

Luce. Are you not a married man,vere been your Vife ? 
Here is all I have, take dis. 

Flow. What gold, young Frow? this is brave. 

Fath. If he have any grace, he'll now repent. 

Luce. Why {peak you not, vere be your vife ? 
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Flow. Dead, dead, the’s dead, tis fhe hath undone me ? 


Spent meall i had, and kept Rafcals under my Nofe.to 
brave me, 


Luce. Did you ufe her vell ? 

Flow. Uife her, there’s never a Gentlewoman in Eng- 
land could be better ufed than I did her; I could but 
_ | Coach her; her Diet ftood me in forty pound a month, 
j but the isdead and in her Grave, my cares are buried. 
Luce. Indeed dat vas not fcone. 

Fath, He is turned more Devil than he was before. 


Flow. Thou do’{t belong to Mafter: Giver here, do? ft 
thou not ? 


Luce. Yes, me do, 
Flow. Why there’s it, there’s not a handful of Plate 
But belongs tome, Gad’s my Judge; 
If | had fuch a Wench as thouart, 
There’s never a man in England would make more 
Of her, than I would do, fo fhe:had any ftock. 
[They call-within, 


Enter eMafter Civet, bis Wife, Oliver, Sir Arthur, 
: Father, Uncle, and Delia. 


Lane, O here’s his Uncle, 
Welcome, Gentlemen, welcome all: 
Such a Cozener, Gentlemen, a Murderer too 
For any thing | know, my Daughter is mifling, 


Unc. He is my Kinfman, althougt his life be vile, 
Therefore, in Gods name,.do with him what you will. 
Lane, Matry to Prifon. 
a! Wherefore to Prifon, faick-up? Lowe you no- 
things 
Laue; Bring forth my Daughter then, away with him. 
lag Go feek your Daughter, what do you lay to my 
charge? , 
Lanc, Sufpition of murder, go, away with hin 
Flow, Murder your Dogs, l murder your Daughter ? 
Come, Uncle, | know: you'll Bail me, 
Unc, Not I, were: there ho more, 
Than I the Jaylor, thowthe Prifoner. 
Lanc, Go, away’ withhim, 


O why Taxiksn. 

Luce, Stay, one doth call, 1 fhall come by and. by 

again. 

orlow: By this hand,this Dutch wench is in love with me, 

Were it not admiral to make her fteal 

All Civet’s Plate, and run away. 
Fath. ’T were beaftly, O Malter Flowerdale,. 

Have you no fear of God, nor Confcience: 

What do you mean, by this vile courfe you take ? 
Flow, Whatdo lmean? why, to live, that lmean. 
Fath. To live in this fort, fie,-upon the courfe, 

Your Life doth hhow, you are a very Coward, 

Flow. A Coward, I pray in what? 

Fath, Why you will borrow fix-pence ofa Boy. 

Flow. ’S nails, is.there fuch a Cowardice in that?) I 
dare borrow it of a Man, I,. and. of the talleft'Man in 
England, if he will lend it me: Let. me borrow it. how I 
can, and let them come by it how they dare. And it is 
well known, Imight ride out a hundred times if I would, 
folmight. , 

Fath, It was not want of will, but Cowardice, 
There is none that lends to you, but know they gain: 
And what is that but only ftealth in you? ; 
Delia might hang you now, did not her heart 
Take pitty of you for her Sifters fake. 

Go get you hence, left lingering here you ftay, 
You fall into their hands you look not for. 

Flow. Vil tarry here, till the Dutch Frow 

Comes, ifall the Devilsin Hell were here. [Ex Father. 


Enter lace like a Frow. 


Luce. O my Life, where will you ha de’ Man ? 
Vat ha de yonker done ? 

Wea. Woman, he hath kill’d his Wife. 

Luce. His Wife, dat isnot good, dat is not feen, 


you by him. 
i Luce..Have me no; and or way do you have him, 
He tell me dat he love me heartily. 


you fuffer that ? 

Civ. No; by your leave, Father, fhe is no Vagrant : 
She ismy Wives:Chamber-maid, and as true as the 
Skin between any mans Brows here. 

Lanc. Goto, you’r both Fools: 

Son Civet,.of£ my Life this is a Plot, 

Some ftragling counterfeit: profer’d to you: 

No dowbtito rob you of your Plate and Jewels : 
(il have you led away to Prifon, Trull. 

Luce, 1 am no Trull, neither Outlandifh Frow, 
Nor he, nor I fhalito:the Prifon-go : 
Know youme now ? nay never ftand amazed. 
Father, I know1 have offended you, 

And though that. duty wills me bend my Knees 
To you'in duty-and obedience ; 

Yet this wayes do I turn, and to himyield 

My love, my duty, and my humblenefs. 

Lanc. Baftard in nature, kneel to fuch a Slave ? 

Luce. O Matter Flowerdale, if too much grief 
Have’ not ftopt up the Organs of your Voice, wey 
Then {peak to her that is thy faithful Wife, 

Or doth contempt of me thus tie thy tongue: 

Turn not away, [am no thiop, 

No wanton Creffed, not a changing Hellen 

But rather one made wretched by thy lofs: 

What turn’ft thou ftill fromme? O then 

| Eguefs the wofull’ft among haplefs men. 

| Flow. Lam indeed, Wife, wonder among Wives! 
Thy Chaftity.and Vertue bath infufed. 

Another Soul in me, red with. defame, 

For in my blufhing Cheeks is feen my fhame, 

Lanc. Out Hypocrite, I charge thee troft him not, 

Luce. Not truft him, by the hopes after blifs, 
| know no forrow can be compar’d to his. 

Lanc. Well, fince thou wert ordain’d to Beggery, 
Follow thy Fortune, I defy thee, 

Ok. Ywood che were fo well ydoufled as was ever white 
Cloth in tocking mill, an che ha not made me weep. 

Fath, If he hath any grace he’ll now repent, 


Enter Sir Lancelot, AMdaffer Weathercock, 
and Artichoak. 


Lanc, Where is the Door? ate we not paft it, Arti- 
choak ? 

c4rt. By th’ Mafs here’s one, 
Vilask him, do you hear, Sir? Hows 
What, are you fo proud ? do you hear, which is the way 
To Matter Civet’s Houfe? what, will;you not {peak ? 
O me, thisis filching Flowerdale. gies 

Lanc. O wonderful, is this lewd Villain here ?. 
O youcheating Rogue, you Cut-Purfe, Cony-Catcher, 
What Ditch, you Villain, is my Daughters Grave? 
A cozening Rafcal, that mutt makea Will, 
Take on him that ftrict habit, very-that : 
When he fhould turn to Angel, a dying grace, 
Pll Father-in Law you, Sir, Pikmake a Will: 
Speak, Villain, where’s my Daughter ? 
Poyfoned, I warrant you, or knocked a the Head: 
And to abufe good Mafter Weathercock, with 
His forged Will, and Matter Weathercock , 
To make my grounded refolution, 
Then to abufe the Devonfhire Gentleman : 
Go, away with him to Prifon. _ : 

Flow. Wherefore to Prifon? Sir, 1 will not go. 


Arth. 


Hath been looked for, cannot be found, a-vild upon thee, | 


i 
i 


Lanc., Hang not upon him, Hufwife, if you do Pil lay } 


Fran, Lead away my Maid to Prifon, why, Tom, will} 


J 
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Arth, It moves my heart. 

Wea. By my trotht mult weep, I cannot choofe; 

Unc. None bug a beaft would tuch a maid mifofe. 

Flow. Content thy felf, | hope to win his favour, 

And to redeem my rcputation loft : 

And, Gentlemen, believe me, 1 befeech you, 
I hope your Eyes:fhall behold fuch change, 
As thall deceive your expectation, 

Ol:,1 would che were fplit now, butche believe him. 

Lane... How,| believe him. 

Wea, By the Matkins, I do. 

Lan, What do you think that e’re he will have grace ? 

Wea. By my Faith it will go hard. 

Ols, Well,che vor ye he is changed : and, Mr.Flowerdale, 
in hope you been fo; hold there’s vorty pound toward your 
zetting up : what be not afhamed,vang it man, vang it,be 
a good Husband, lovento your Wife: and you fhall not 
want for vortymore, I che vor thee. ; 

rth, My means are little, but if you’ll follow me, 

{ will inftruct you in my ableft power: : 
But to your Wife I give this Diamond, 
And prove true Diamond fair in albyour life. 
Flow. Thanks, good Sir Arthar x Mr. Oliver, 
You being my Enemy, and grown fo kind, 
Binds me in all endeavour to reftores 
Oli, What, reftore me no reftorings, man, 
[ have vorty pound more here, vangit: 
Zouth chil devie London elfe: what, donot think me 
A Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Money ? 
che have an»hondred pound more to pace of any good 
{potation: I hope your under and your Uncle will:vollow 
my zamples. 

Une. You bavegueft right of me, if he leave off this 
courfe of life, he fhall be mine Heir, 

Lan, But he thati never get a groat of me ; 

A Cozener, a Deceiver, one that kill’d his painful 
Father, honeft Gentleman, that paffed the fearful 
Danger of the Sea, to get him living and maintain him 
brave, 

Wea. What hath he kill’d his Father ? 

Lance. 1, Sir, with conceit of his vile courfes. 

Fath, Sir, youare mifinformed. 

Lan, Why, thou old knave, thou told’ft me fothy felf. 

Fath, | wrong’d him then: 

And toward my Mafter’s Stock, 
There’s twenty Nobles for to make amends, 

Flow. No Keffer, | have troubled thee, and wrong’d 

thee more, 
What thou in love gives, I in love reftore. 

Fran. Ha, ha, Sifter, there-you plaid bo-peep with 
Tom, what hall I give her toward houthold ? 

Sifter Delia, thall l give her my Fan ? 

Del. You were beft ask your Husband. 

Fra, Shall l,. Tom 2 

Civ. I, eves ’le buy thee a new one, witha longer 

andle, 

Fran. A roffet: one, Tom. 

Civ. I with ruflet Feathers, 

Fran. Here, Sifter, there’s my Fan toward houfhold, to 
keep you warm, 

Luce. | thank you, Sifter, 

Weath. Why thisis well, and toward fair Luces Stock, 
here’s forty fhillings: and forty good fhillings more , 
Ple give her, marry. Come Sir Lancelot , 1 muft have 
you Friends. 

Lance. Not-I,all this is counterfeit, 

He will confume it, were it a Million. 
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Fath. Sir, what is your Daughter s dower worth? 
Lance. Had fhe been married to an honeit man, 
Ithad been better than a thoufand pound, 
Fath. Pay it tim, and I’le give you my'bond, 
To make her joynture better worth than three, 
Lanes Your bopd, Sit ! why whatiare you ? 
Fath, One whole word in Lomdon though | fay ir, 
Will pafs there for as much as yours, ue | 
Lan. Wert not thou late that uathrifts ferving-man ? 
Fath, Look on me better, now my {car is off: 
Nere mufe man at this metamorphofie, vA 
Lance, Matter Flowerdale. UK 
Flow. My Father, O1 fhame to look on him. 
Pardon, dear Father; the follies that are paft, 
Fath, Son, Son, | do, and joy at this thy change, 
And applaud thy Fortune inthis vertuous Maid, 
Whom Heaven hath fent to thee to fave thy Soul. 
Luce, This addeth joy to joy, high Heaven be prais’d. 
Weat. Mr. Flowerdale, welcom from Death, good Mr, 
Flowerdale. 
"Twas faid fo here, ’twas faid fo here good Faith. 
Fath. | caus’d that rumour to be fpread my felf, 
Becaufe I’d fee the humours of my Son, 
Which to relate the circumftance is needlefs : 
And Sirrah, fee you run no more in to that fame difeafe: 
For he that’s once cured'of that maladie, 
Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkennefs, and Pride, 
And falls again into the like diftrefs, 
That fever isdeadly, doth till Death endure: 
Such men die mad as of a calenture, 
Flow. Heaven helping me, I’le hate the courfe as Hell, 
Une. Say it, and do it Coufin, all is well. 
Lan. Well, being in hope you'll prove an honeft man, 
I take you'to my favour. Brother Flowerdale, 
Welcom with all my heart: I fee your care 
Hath brought thefé'acts to this conclusion, 
And Iam glad of it, come let’s in and feaft. 
Ol, Nay zoft you awhile, you promifed tomake  , 
Sir e-4rthur and me amends, here is your wifeft 
Daughter, fee'which an’s fhe’Il have. 
Lan, A Gods name, you have my good will, get hers. 
Ol. How fay you then Damfel, tyters hate ? 
Deli, 1, Sir, am yours. 
Ol, Why, then fend for a Vicar, and chil have it 
Difpatched.in a trice, fo chil. 
Del. Pardon me, Sir, Imean I am yours, 
In Love, in Duty, and affection. 
But not to love as Wife, fhall nere be faid, 
Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 
4rth, Do not condemn your felf for ever, 
Vertuous fair, you were born to love. 
Oliver. Why you fay true, Sir Arthur, fhe was ybore 
to it, : 
So well as her Mother: but I pray you fhew us 
Some zamples or reafons why you will not marry ? 
Del. NothatI do condemn a married life, 
For ’tis no doubt a fanctimonious thing: 
But for the careand crofles of a Wife, 
The trouble in this World that Children bring, 
My vow is in Heaven in Earth tollive alone, 
Husbands howfoever good, I will have none. 
Ol, Why then, chil live a Batchelor too, 
Che zet not a.vig by a Wife, ifa Wife zet nota vig 
Byme: Come, fhall’s go to dinner ? 
Fath. To morrow I crave your companies in Mark-lane : 
To night we'll frolick inMr.Gver’s Houfe, 
And to each health drink down a full Caroufe 
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L D Gromwell, a Black{mith of Putney. 
Young Thomas Cromwell his Son. 
Hodge, Will avd Tom, o/d Cromwell's Servasts. 
Earl of Bedford and his Hoff. 
Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Sir Chriftopher Hales. 
Cardinal Wolfey. 
| Sir Thomas Moor. 
Gardiner Bifbop of Winchefter. 
Sir Ralph Sadler, 
Mafter Boufer a Merchaut. 
Banifter, a broken Merchant avd his Wife, 


Enter three Smiths, Hodge, and two other, 
old Cromwell’s men. 


Hodge. @7-"-™ Ome, Mafters, I think it be paft five a 
Clock, Is it not time we were at work ? 
My-old Mafter hell be ftirring anon. 

1. Icannot.tell whether my old Matter 
will be ftirring or no: but 1 am fare can hardly take my 
Afternoons nap, for my yonng Mafter Thomas, he keeps 
fuch a quile in his ftudy, with the Sun, and the Moon, 
and the feven Stars, that] do verily think he'll read out 
his Wits; 

Hodge. He skill of the Stars ? 
There’s Goodman Car of Fulham, 
He that carried:us to the ftrong Ale,where Goody Trnunde! 
Had her. Maid got with Child : O, he knows the Stars, 
He’ tickle you Charles’s Wain in nine degrees : 
That fame man will tell Goody Trundel 
‘When her Ale fhall mifcarry, only by the Stars. 
2. I, that’sa great Virtue indeed, I think Thomas 
Be no Body in comparifon to him. 
i. Well, Mafters, come, fhall we to our Hammers ? 


Bagot, a crwel covetous Broker. 
Friskiball, 2 Florentine Merchant. 
The Governours of the Englifh Houfe at Antwerp. 
States and Officers of Bononia. 
Goodman Seely and his Wife Joan. 
Chorus. 

A Poff. 

Meffengers. 

Ufbers and Servants. 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Two Citizens. 


Two Merchants. 


an 


Hodge. 1, content; firft let’s take our Mornings 
Draught, and then-to work roundly. 

2. 1, agreed, goin, Hodge. CExeunt omues. 
Enter young Cromwell. 


Crom. Good Morrow, Mora, I do falute thy brightnefs, 
The night feemstedious to my troubled Soul ; 
Whofe black obfcurity binds in my mind 
A thoufand fundry cogitations : 
And now e4urora with a lively die, 
Adds comfort to my fpirit that mounts on high, 
Too high indeed, my ftate being fo mean: 
My ftudy like a mineral of Gold, 
Makes my heart proud, wherein my hope’s inroll’d; 
My Books are all che wealth I do poflefs, 
And unto them I have ingag’d my hearts 
O, Learning, how divine thou feem’{t to me! 
Wichin whofe Arms is all felicity. 
Peace with your Hammers, leave your knocking there, 
LAere within they muSt beat with thet Hammers. 


| You do difturb my ftudy and my ret; 


Leave off, {fay, you mad me with the noife. 


Enter 


Enter Hodge, and the two Men. 


Hodge. Why, how now, Matter Thomas, how now; 
Will you not let us work foryou? Avian 

Grom. You fret my heart, with making of this noife. 

Ho ‘ve, How, fret your heart? I but, 7 homas, you'll 
Fret your Fathers Purfe if you lett us from working. 

2. 1, this’tis for him to make hima Gentleman: 
Shall we leave work for your mufing ? that’s well i’faith ; 
But here comes my old Mafter now. 


Enter old Cromwell, 


Old Crom. Youidle Knaves, 

What are youloytring now ? 

No Hammers walkihg, and my work todo? 

What, not a heat among your work to day ? 

Hodge. Marry, Sir, your Son Thomas will not let us 
work at all. 
Old Crom. Why Knave I fay, 

Have Pthus cark’d and car’d, 

And allto keep thee like a Gentleman, 

And doft thou lett my Servants at their work ; 

That fweat for thee, Knave ? labourthus for thee? 
Crom, Father, their Hammers do offend my Study: 
Old Crom. Out of myDoors, Knave, if thou lik’ft it not : 

Icry you mercy, are your Bars fo fine ? 

Itell thee, Knave, thefe get when Ido fleep; 

I will not have my Anvil ftand for thee. 

Grom. There’s money, Father, I will pay your men. 
[He throws A4oney among them. 
Old Crom, Have I thus brought thee up unto my coft, 

In hope that one day thou would’ft relieve my Age, 

And art thou now fo lavifh of thy Coin, 

To fcatter it among thefe.idle Knaves? 

Crom. Father, be patient, and content your felf, 

The time will come I fhall hold gold as trath : 

And here I {peak with aptefaging Soul, 

To build a Palace whére-now. this Cottage ftands, 

As fine as is King Henry’s Houfe at Sheer. 

Old Crom, You build a Houfe ? 

YouKnave, you'll be a Beggar; 

Now afore'God all is but caft away 

That is beftowed upon this thriftlefs Lad, 

Well, had I bound him to fome honeft Trade, 

This had not been; but it was his Mother?s doing, 

To fend him to the Univerfity : 

How? build a Houfe where now this Cottage ftands, 

As fair as that at Sheen ? he fhall not hear me, 

A good Boy Tom, | contheethank,Jom, — 

Well faid Tom, Grammarcies Tom : 

In to your work, Knavess hence faucy Boy. 

CExceunt all but young Cromwell. 
Crom. Why fhould my Birth 

Keep down my mounting fpirit ? 

Are notall Creatures fubject unto time ? 

To time, who doth abufe the World, 

And fills it full of hodgepodge Baftardy ; 

There’s Legions now of Beggars on the Earth, 

That their original did fpring from Kings, 

And many Monarchs now, whofe Fathers were 

The rifl-raff of their Age; for time and fortune 

Wears out a noble train to Beggery 5 

And from the Dunghill minions do advance 

To ftate: and mark, in this admiring World 

This is but courfe, which inthe name of Fate 

ts feen as often as it whirls about : 

The River Thames that by our Door doth pafs, 

His firft beginning is bur fmall and fhallow, 

Yet keeping on his courfe grows to a Sea. 

And likewife Wolfey, the wonder of our Age, 

His Birth'as mean as mine, a Butchers Son ; 

Now who within this Land a greater man ? 
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Then, Cromwell, cheer thee up, and tell thy Soul, 


That thou may’ft live to flourifh and controul. 


Enter old Cromwell. 


Old Crome, Tom Cromwell, what Tom Hayne 


Crom. Do you call, Sir? 


Old Crom. Here is Matter Bowfer come to know.if you 
have difpatch’d his Petition for the Lords of the Council, 


or no. 


(vom, Father, 1 have, pleafe you to call him in. 
Old Crom. That’s well faid, Tom, a good Lad, Tom, 


Enter Mafter Bowfer« 


Bow. Now, Matter Cromwell, have you difpatch’d this 


Petition ? 


Crom. Lhave, Sir, here itis, pleafe you perufe it. 


Bow. It fhall not need, we’llread it as we'go by Water. 


nd, Mafter Cromwell, | have made a motion 


May do you good, and if you like of it. 
Our Secretary at Antwerp, Sir, is dead, 


And the Merchants there have fent to me, 


For to provide a man fit for the place: 


Now I do know none fitter than yourfelf, ¢_y 
If with your liking it ftang, Matter Cromwell. 


a 


! 


(vom, With all my heart, Sir, and I much am bound, | 


In love and duty for your kindnefs fhown. 
Old Crom, Body- of me, Tom, 

Make hafte, left fome Body 

Get between thee-and home, Tom, 

Dthank you, good Matter Bowfer, 

I thank you for my Boy, 


Ithank you always, I thank you moft heartily, Sir : 


Ho,,a Cup of Beér’ here. for Mafter Bowfer. 


Bow. It fhall not meed, Sirs, Mafter Cromwell , 


yougo? «oy ‘ 
‘Crom, Ywill attend you, Sir. 


Old Crom. Farewel, Tom, God blefs thee; Tom, 


God fpeed thee, good Tom. 
Enter Bagot 2 Broker Solus.) 


Bag. I hope this day is fatakunto fome, | 
And by their lofs muft Bagot feek to gain. . 


This is the Lodging of Mafter Friskibal, 
A liberal Merchant, and a Florentine, 


To whom Banifter owes a thoufand pound, 
A Merchant-Bankrupt, whofe Father was my Mafter. 


What do [eare for pity or regard, 


He once was wealthy, but he now is faln, 


And this morning haye I got him arrefted 


At the fuit of Mafter Friskibal, 


And by this means fhall f be fure of Coin, 


For doing this fame good to him unknown: 


And in good time, fee where the Merchant comes, 


BY 


Enter Friskiball. 
Good Morrow to kind Matter Friskiball. 


e 


will 


Frif. Good Morrow to your felf, good Mafter Bagot, 


And whats the news your are fo early ftirring?. 


It is for gain, | make no doubt of that. 


Bag. \tis for the love, Sir, that I bear to you. 


| When did you fee your Debtor Baniffer?, 
Frif. | promife you, 1 have not feen the man 


This two months day, his poverty is fuch, 


As I do think he fhames to fee his Friends. 


Bag. Why then affure your felf to fee him {traight, 


For at your Suit I have arrefted him, 


And here they will be with him prefently. 
Frif. Arceft him at my Suit? you were to blame, 
I know the mans misfortunes to be fuch, 


As he’s not able for to pay the Debr, 


~ 


And 
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And were it known to fome, he were undone. 

Bag. This is your pitiful heart to thiak it fo 

But you are much deceiv’d in Banifter : f 
Why, fuch as he will break for fafhion fake, 
{And unto thofe they owe a thoufand pound, 
Pay fcarce a hundred : O, Sir, beware of him, 
The man is lewdly given to Dice and Drabs, 
Spends all he hath in Harlots companies, 
Itis no mercy for to pity him: 
{I fpeak the truth of him, for nothing elfe, 
But for the kindnefs that I bear to you. 

Frif. If it be fo, he hath deceiv’d me much, 
And to deal {trictly with fuch a one as he, 
Better fevere than too much lenity : 

But here is Mafter Banifter himfelf, 
And with him, as I cake’t, the Officers. 


Enter Banifter, his Wife, and two Officers. 


Ban, O Matter Friskibal, you have undone me: 
My {tate was well nigh overthrown before, 
Now altogether down-calt by your means. 
Mrs. Ban. O, Mr, Friskibal 
Pity my Husband's cafe, 
He is a man hath liv’d as well as any, 
Tillenvious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea 
Did rob, diftobe, and fpoil us of our own. 
Frif. Mittrefs Banifter, 1 envy not your Husband, 
Nor willingly would I have us’d him thus : 
But that I hear he is fo lewdly given, 
Haunts wicked Company, and hath enough 
To pay his debts, yet will not be known thereof. 
Ban. Thisisthat damned Broker, that fame Bagot, 
Whom I have often from my Trencher fed: 
Ingrateful villain for to ufe me thus. 
Bag. What I have faid to him is nought but truth, 
Mrs. Bane What thou haf faid 
Springs from an envious heart. 
A Cannibal chat doth eat men alive: 
| But here upon my knee believe me, Sir, 
And what I fpeak, fo help me God, is true, 
We fcarce have meat to feed our little Babes : 
Molt of our Plate is in that Broker’s hand, 
Which had we money to deftay our debts, 
Othink, we would not bide that penury - 
Be merciful, kind Mafter Friskibal, 
My Husband, Children, and my felf will eat 
But one meal a day,the other will we keep and fell. 
Frif, Goto, | fee thou artan envious man : 
|Good Miftris Banifter, kneel not to me, 
I pray rife up, you fhall have your defire. 
| Hold officers ; be gone, there’s for your pains, 
| You know you owe to me a thoufand pound, 
Here take my hand, if e’re God make you able, 
And place you in your former ftate again, 
Pay me: butif ftill your Fortune frown, 
Upon my Faith Vle never ask you Crown 
| never yet cid wrong to men in thrall, 
For God doth know what to my felf may fall. 
Ban. This unexpected favour undeferv’d, 
Doth make my heart bleed inwardly with joy : 
| Nere may ought profper with me is my own, 
If | forget this kindnefs you have fhown. : 
Mrs. Ban, My Children in their Prayers both night and 
For your good Fortune and fuccefs thal pray. (day, 
Frif. [thank you both, I pray go dine with me, 
Within thefe three dayes, if God give me leave), 
{1 will to Florence to my native home. 
Bagot, hold, there’s a Portage to drink, : 
Although you ill deferved it by your merit 5 
Give not fuch cruel fcope unto your heart ; 
Be fare the ill you dowill be requited : 
Remember what l fay, Bagot, farewele 
Come, Matter Banifter, you fhall with me, 


My fare’s but fimple, but welcome heartily. 
LExeunt all but Bagot. 


Bag. A plague go with you 

Would you had a your lat,” ae 

Is this the thanks I haye for all my pains? 

Confufion light upon you all for me: 

Where he had wont to give a fcore of Crowns, 

Doth he now foift me with a Portague: 

Well, 1 will be revenged upon this Bamifter. 

Vle to his Creditors, buy all the debts he owes, 

As feeming that I doit for good will, 

{am fure to have themat an eafie rate; ; 

And when ’tis done, in Chriftendom he ftays not 

But le make his heart t’ake with forrow, 

And if that Banifter become my debter, 

by Heaven and Earth ’le make his plague the greater. 
[ Exit Bagot. 


Enter Chorus. 


Cho. Now Gentlemen imagine 
That young Cromwell is in ~4ntwerp, 
Ledger for the Englifh Merchants : 
And Baniffer to thun this Bagots hate, 
Hearing that he hath got fome of his debts, 
Is fled to Antwerp, with his Wife and Chiidren, 
Which Bagot hearing,is gone after them : 
And thither fends his bills of debt before, 
To be revenged on wretched Banifter, 
What doth fall out, with patience fit and fee, 
A juft requital of falfe treachene. LExit, 


Enter Cromwell in his ftudy, with bags of money 
before him, cafting of account, 


But,Cromwell, this fame plodding fits not thee ; 
Thy mind is altogether fet on travel, 
And not to live thus cloyftered,like a Nun 5 

It is not this fame trafh, that I regard. 
Experience is the Jewel of my heart. 


Enter a Polt. » 


~ Post. I pray, Sir, are you ready to difpatch me ? 
Crom. Yes,here’s thofe fumms of money you muff carry. 
You go fo far as Frankford, do you not? 
Post. 1 do, Sir. 
Crom, Well, prithee make all the haft thou can’ft, 
For there be certain Englifh Gentlemen 
Are bound for Venice, and may happily want, 
And if that you fhould linger by the way: 
But in hope that you will make good {peed, 
There’s two Angels to buy you fpurs and wands, 
Post. I thank you, Sir, this will add wings indeed, 
Crom. Gold is of power to make an Eagles {peed. 


' Enter eMiftris Banifter. 


What Gentlewoman is this, that grieves fo much? 
It feems fhe doth addrefs her felf tome. 
Mrs. Ban, God fave you, Sir, pray is your name Mafter 
Cromwell ? - 
Crom, My name is Thomas Cromwell, Gentlewoman. 


Antwerp? 
Crom. ‘No, truft me,1 never faw the man, 
But here are bills of debt I have received 
Againft one Banifter a Merchant fallen into decay, 
‘Mrs. Ban. Into decay indeed, long of that wretch: 
[am the Wife to wofull Banifter, 
And by that bloody villain am purfu’d, 
From London, here to e4ntwerp: 
My Husband he is in the Governors hands, 


Crom. Thus far my reckoning doth go ftraight and even, : 


Mrs. Ban. Know you not one Bagot, Sir, that’s cometo | 
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And God of Heaven knows how he’! deal with him, 
Now, Sir, your heart is framed of milder temper, _ 
Be merciful to a diitrefled Soul, 
And God no doubt will treble blef$ your gain. 
Crom, Good Miftris Banifter, what! can, I will, 
In any thing that lies within my power. 
Mrs.Ban, O {peak to Bagor,that fame wicked wretch, 
An Angels voice may rove a damned Devil. 
Crom. Why is he come to Amwerp, as you hear 2 
Mrs,Ban. \ heard he landed fome two hours fince. 
Crom, Well, Mittris Banifter, allure your felf, 
V’le fpeak to Bagot in your own behalf, 
And win him t’all the pitty that I can: 
Mean time, to comfort you, in your diftrefs, 
Receive thefe Angels to relieve your need, 
And be affared, that what I can effect, 
To do you good, no way I will neglect. 


Keep you from trouble, forrow, grief and fmart, 


. LExit —Uiftris Banifter. 


Crom. Thanks, courteous Woman, 
For thy hearty Prayer : 
(t grieves my Soul to fee her mifery, 
But we that live undce the work of fate, 
May hope the beft, yet know not te what ftate 
Our flars and deftinies have us aflign’d 
Fickle is Fortune, and her face is blind, 


Enter Bagot Solus, 


Bag. So all goes well, it is as ¥ would have it, 

Banifter, he is with the Governor : 

} And fhortly thal! have gives upon his heels. 

It glads my heart to think upon the flave; 

| hope to have his body rot in Prifon, 

And after here, his Wife to hang her felf, 

And allhis Children die for want of food. 

The Jewels I have brought to Antwerp , 

Are reckon’d to be worth five thoufand pound, 

Which fcarcely ftood me in three hundred pound ; 

{ bought them at an eafie kind of rate, 

| care not which way they came by them 

That fold them me, it comes not near my heart ; 

And left they thould be ftoln, as fure they are, 

[ thought it meet to fell them here in Antwerp, 

And fo have left them in the Governour’s hand, 

Who offers me within two handred pound 

Of all my price: but now no more of that, 

( mult go tee and if my Bills be fafe, 

The which I fent to Mafter Cromwell, 

That ifthe wind fhould keep me on the Sea, 

He might arreft him here before I came : 

And in good time, fee where he is: God fave you, Sir, 
Crom, And you, pray,pardon me, I know you not, 
Bag. it may be fo, Sir, but my name is Bagot, 

The man that fent to you the Bills of debt. 

Crom. OQ, the man that purfues Banifter, 

Here are the Bills of debt you fent to me : 

As forthe man, you know beft where he is ; 

| It isreported y’avea flintie heart, 

| Amind that will not ftoop to any pitty ; 

| An Eye that knows not how to fhed'a tear, 

| A band that’s always open for reward : 

| But, Mafter Bagot, would you be ruled by me, 

| You fhould turn all thele to the contrary; — 

| Your heart fhould {till have feeling of remorfe, 

| Your mind, according to your ftate, be liberal 

| Yo thofe tha ftand in need, and in diftrefs ; 

| Your hend to help them that do ftand in want, 

| Rather than with your poife.to hold them down, 

| For every ill turn thow your felf more kind, 

; Taus fhould I do, pardon, I fpeak my mind. 

| Bag. 1, Sir, you {peak to hear what I would fay, 

| But you muft live lknow, aswell asI: 
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ers. Ban. That mighty God that knows each mortals 


I know this place to be Extortion, 
And’tis not for a man to keep fafe here, 
But he muft lye, cog, with his deareft Friend ; 
And as for pitty, {corn it, hate all Confcience: 
But yet I docommend your wit in this, 
To make a fhow, of what I hope you are not, 
But I commend you, and ’tis well done : 
This is the only way to bring your gain. 
Crom. My gain? I had rather chain me to an Oar, 
And like a flave there toil out all my life, 
Before I’de live fo bafe a flave as thou. 
1, like an Hypocrite, to make a fhow 
Of feeming virtue, and a Devil within ? 
No agot, if thy Confcience were as clear, 
Poor Banifter ne’re had been troubled here. 
Bag. Nay, good Matter Cromwek, be not angry, Sir, 
1 know full well that you are no fuch man, 
But if your Confcience were as white as Snow, 
It will be thought that you are otherwife. 
Crom. Will it be thought I am otherwife ? 
Let them thar think fo, know they are deceiv'd ; 
Shall (romwell live to have his Faith mifconfter’d ? 
Antwerp, for all the wealth within thy Town, 
I will nat ftay here full two hours longer : 
As good luck ferves, my accounts are all made even, 
Therefore I’le ttraight unto the Treafurer - 
Bagot, | know you'll to the Governour, 
Commend me to him, fay | am bound to travel, 
To fee the fruitful parts of /taly ; 
Andas you ever bore a Chriftian mind, 
Let Bamifter fome favour of you find. 
Bag. For your fake, Sir, Ile help him all ¥ can, 
To ftarvehis heart ont e’rehe gets a groat ; 
So,Matter Cromwell, do} take my leave, 
For I muft ftraight unto the Governour. 


Céxit Bagot. 
Crom, Farewel, Sir, pray you remember what I faid : 
No, Cromwell, no, thy heart was ne’re fo bafe, 
To live by falfhood, or by brokery ; 
But ’t falls out well, 1 little it repent, 
Hereafter, time in travel fhall be fpent. 


Enter Hodge, bis Father’s man. 


Hodge. Your Son Thomas quoth you, have been 7, homaft ; 
Thad thought ic had beenno fuch matter toa gone by wa- 
ter, for at Pueney Vle go you to ParifmGarden for two 
j pence, fit as ftillas may be,without any wagging or joulting 

in my gutts, in a little Boat too: here we were {carce 


to go to my afternoons unchines , as "twas my manner at 
home, but felt a kind of rifing in my gutts: at laft one 
{ 4 the Sailers fpying of me, be a good cheer fayes he, fet 

down thy victuals, and up with it, thou haft nothing but 
| an Eel in thy belly: Well, to’t went I, to my victuals 

went the Sailers, and thinking me to be a man of better X= 
perience than any in the fhip, asked me what Wood the 

thip was made of : they all {wore I told them as right as 
| if had beenacquainted with the Carpenter that made ir ; 

at laft we grew near Land, and I grew villanous hungry, 
went to my bagg, the Devil a bit there was, the Sailers had 
tickled me ; yet I cannot blame them, it was a part of 
kindnefs, for I in kindnefs told them what Wood the fhip 
was made of, and they in kindnefs eat up my victuals, as 
| indeed one good turn asketh another : well, would I, could 

I, find my Matter Thomas in this Dutch Town, he might 
} put fome Englifh Beer into my belly. (come : 

Crom, What, Hodge, my Fathet’s man, by my hand wel- 
How doth my Father? what’s the news at home ? 

Hodge. Matter Thoma, O God » Mafter Thomas, your 
hand, glove and all, this is to give you to underftanding 
that your Father is in health » and Alice Downing here 
hath fent you a Nutmeg, and Befs «Make water a race of 

| Ginger, my fellow Will and Tom hath between them fent 
you 


fome four mile in the great green Water , but I thinking | - 


s 


the news, 


Crom,Gramarcy,good Hodge,and thou art welcom to me, 


{But in as ill a time chou comeit as may be; 
|For | am travelling into Jealy, 


What fay’{t thou, Hodge, wilt thou bear me company ? 

Hodge. Will bear thee company,Tom ? what tell’{t me 
of Italy ? were itto the fartheft part of Flanders, 1 would 
go with thee, Jom; I am thine in all weal and woe, thy 
own tocommand ; what, Tom, I have pafled the rigorous 
waves of Neptuze’s blafts, 1 tell you, Thomas, 1 have been 
in danger of the Flouds, and when | have feen Boreas begin 
to play the Ruffin withus, then would I downa my knees, 
and call upon Vulcan. 

(vom, And why upon him? 

Hodge. Becaufe, as this fame fellow Neptune is God of 
the Seas, fo Vulcan is Lord over the Smiths, and there- 
fore I being a Smith, thought his Godhead would have. 
fome care yet of me, 

Crom, A good conceit : but tell me,haft thou din’d yet ? 
Hodge. Thomas, to {peak the truth, not a bit yet, I. 
Crom.Come,go with me,thou fhalt have cheer good ftore: 

And farewel, e4ntwerp, if | come no more, 
Hodge, | follow thee,fweet Tom, I follow thee. 
LExeunt ambo, 


Enter theGovetnour of the Englifh Houfe, Bagot, 
Banifter, bis Wife, and two Officers. 


Gover. 1s Cromwell gone then ? fay you, Mr. Bagot, 


What diflike, I pray? what was the caufe ? 


Bag. To tell you true, a wild brain ofthis own, 
Such youth as they cannot fee when they are well : 
He is all bent to travel, that’s his reafon, 
And doth not love to eat his Bread at home. 
Gov, Well, good Fortune with him, if the man be gone. 
We hardly fhall find fuch a manas he, 
To fit our turns, his dealings were fo honeft. 
But now, Sir, for your Jewels that I have, 


| What do you fay? what, will youtake my price? 


Bag. O, Sir, you offer too much under foot. 

Gov. ’Tis but two hundred pound between us, man, 
What’s that in payment of five thoufand pound ? 

Bag. Two hundred pound, birlady, Sir, ’tis great, 


| Before I got fo much it made we {weat. 


Gov. Well, Mafter Bagot, Vle proffer you fairly, 
You fee this Merchant, Mafter Banifter, 
Is going now to Prifon at your fute : 
His fubftance all is gone, what would you have ? 
Yet in regard I knew the man of wealth, 
Never difhoneft dealing, but fuch mifhaps 
Hath falnon him, may light on me or you: 
There istwo hundred pound between us, 


| We will divide the fame, P'le give you one, 
{On that condition you will fet him free: 


His ftate is nothing, that you fee your felf, 
And where nought is,the King mutt lofe his right. 

Bag. Sir, Sir, you {peak out of your love, 
Tis foolifh love, Sir, fure to pitty him: 
Therefore content your felf, this ismy mind, 
Todo him good I will not baitapenny, 

Ban, This is my comfort, though thou do’ft no good, 
A mighty ebbe follows a mighty flood. 

Mrs. Ban. O thou bafe wretch,whom we have foftered, 

Even as a Serpent for to poyfon us, 
If God did ever right a Womans wrong, 
To that fame God I bend and bow my heart, 
To let his heavy wrath fall on thy head, 
By whom my hopes and joyes are butchered. 

Bag. Alas, fond woman, | prethee pray thy worlt. 
The Fox fares better ftill when he is curff, 
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Enter Mafter Bowler a Merchant. 


Gov. Matter Bowser ! you’re welcom, Sir, from England, 

What’sthe beft news? howdoall our Friends?,. = 
Bow. They are all well, and do cgmmend them to you: 

There’s Letters from your Brother and your Son ; 

So, fare you well, Sir, 1 muft take my leave, 

My haite and butinefs doth require fo, A be worse 
Gov. Before you dine, Sir ? what,go you out of town ? 
Bow, Vfaith unleis | hear fome news in Town, 

I muft away, there is no remedy, in tha vse 
Gov, Market BowJer, what is your bufinefs, may I know 

it! . 
Bow. You may, Sir,and fo fhall all the City. 

The King of late hath had his treafury robb’d, 

And of the choiceft Jewels that he had; 

The value of them was {even thoufand pounds, 

The fellow that did fteal thefe Jewels is hanged, 

And did confefg that for three hundred pound, 

He fold them to one Bagot dwelling in London ; 

Now Bagor’s fled, and.as we hear, to e4awerp, 

And hither am I come to feek himout, . 

And they that firft cantell me of his news, 

Shall have a hundred pound for their reward, 
Ban, How jutt is God to right the innocent ? 
Gov. Matter Bowfer, you come in happy time, 

Here is the villain. Bagot that you feek, 

And all thofe Jewels have Lin my hands : 

Officers, look tohim, hold him faft. 

Bagot, bie ols ought mea fhame, and now he hath 
paid it. 
Bow. Isthisthat Bagot ? fellows, bear him hence, 

We will not now ftand for his reply 

Lade him with Irons, we will have him tri’d 

In England where his villanies are known. 

Bag. Mifchief, confufion, light upon youall, 
O hang me, drown me, let me kill my felf, 
Let go my armes, let me run quick to Hell, 
Bow, Away, bear him away, ftop the flaves mouth, 
CThey carry him away. |. 
eMrs. Ban. Thy works are infinite, great God of 
Heaven. 
Gov. | heard this Bagot wasa wealthy fellow. 
Bow. He was indeed, for when his goods were feized, 
Of Jewels, Coyn, and Plate within his Honfe, 
Was found the value of five thoufand pound, 
His furniture fully worth half fo much, 
Which being all ftrain’d for the King, 
He Frankly gave itto the Antwerp Merchants, 
And they again, out of their bounteous mind, 
Have to a Brother of their Company, 
A man decay’d by Fortune of the Seas, 
Given Bagor’s wealth, to fet him up again, 
And keep it for him, his name is Bamifter. 
Gov. Matter Bowfer, with this happy news, 
You have revived two from the gates of Death, 
Thisisthat Banifer, and this his Wife. 
Bow. Sir, 1am glad my Fortune is fo good, 
To bring fuch tidings as may comfort you. 
Ban. You have given life unto a man deem’d dead, 
For by thefe news.my life is newly bred. 
«Mrs. Ban, Thanks tomy God next to my Soveraign 
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And laft to — that thefe good news do bring. 

Gov. The hundred pound I muft receive, as due 
For finding Bagor, | freely give to you. 

Bow. And, Matter Bamijter, if fo you pleafe, 
l’le bear you Company, when you crofs the Seas, 

Ban. {fit pleafe you, Sir, my Company is but mean, 
Stands with your liking, I'le wait on you, 

Gov, 1am glad that all things do accord fo well; 
Come, Matter Bowfer, let us to dinner : 
And, Miltrefs Bamjfer, be merry, Woman, 
VvvV 2 
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Come, after forrow now let’s cheer your Spirit, : 
Knaves have their due, and you but what you merit. 


{ Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Cromwell and Hodge in their Shirts, and 
without Hats. 


Hodge. Call ye this feeing of fafhions? 
Marry would I had ftaid at Perey ftill, 

O; Matter Thora, we are fpoiled, we aré gorie. 

Crom. Content theé, maf, this is but Fortune. 

Hodge. Fortune,a plague of this Fortune, it makes me go 
wet-fhod, the Rogues would not leave me a fhooe to my 
feet: formy Hofe, they fcorned them with their heels: 
but for my Doublet and Hat, O Lord, they embraced me, 
and unlaced me; anid took away my cloaths, and fo dif- 
graced me. 

Crom, Well; Hodge, what temedy? 

What fhift fhall we make now ? 

Hodge, Nay I know not, for begging Iam naught, for 
ftealing worfe: by mytroth | rivfteven fall to my old 
trade, to the Hammer and the Horfé-heels again: but now 
the worft is, I am not acquaihted with the humour of the 
Horfes in this country ; whether they ate not coltifh,given 
much to kicking , or no, for when I have one Leg in my 
hand, if he fhould up and lay tother on me chops, I were 
gone, there lay I, therelay Hodge. 

Crom. Hodge, | believe thot mult work for us both. 

Hod. OQ, Matter Thomas , have hot I told you of this? 
have not | many a time and often faid, Tom, or Mafter 
Thomas; learn to make a Horfé-fhooe, it will bé your own 
another day: this wasnot regarded. Hark you, Thomas, 
what do you call the fellows that tob’d us? 

Crom, The Bandetti. 

Hod. The Bandetti, do you call them ? I know not what 

{they are called heré, but I ami fuité we call them plain 
Thieves in England: O, Tom, that we were tiow at Put- 
ney, at the Ale there. 

Crom. Content thee, miait, here fet vp thefe two Bills, 
And let us keep our ftanding of the Bridge ; 

The fafhiot of this Country is fuch, 

if anly ftratiger be oppreffed with want, 
_To write the manner of his mifery, 

And fuch as are difpos’d to fuctotir him, 
Will do it, what, haft thou {et them up? 

Hod. | they’re up, God fend foe to tread them, 
And not only totead them, butalfoto look on us: 
And not altogether look on us, 

But to relieve us, O cold, cold, cold. 


[One ftands at ome end, and one at torber. 


Enter Friskiball the Merchant, and 
reads the Bills, 


Frif, What's here? two Englifhinen rob’d by the 
Bandetti, 
One of them feems to be a Gentleman : 
"Tis pitty that his Fortune was fo hard, 
To fall into the defperate hands of thieves. 
“te queftion him, of what éftate he is 5 
God fave you, Sir, are you an Englifhman ? 
Crom. Lam, Sir, a diftreffed Englifhnan. 
Frif. And what are you, my Friend, 
Hodze. Who 1, Sir, by my trothI do not know my felf, 


what | am tow, but, Sir, I was a Smith, Sir, a poor | 


Farrier of Pitney, that’s my Matter, Sir, yonder, 1 was 
robbed for his fake, Sir. 
Frif, [fee you have been met by the Bandetts, 
And therefore need not ask how you came thus ; 
But Friskiball, why do’ft thou queftion them 
Of their eftate, and not relieve their need ? 
Sir, the coyn I have about me is not much : 
There’s fixteen Duckets for tocloath your felves, 
There’s fixteen more to buy your diet with, 


“The Lift 


| E’re France fhall boa 


and Death 
And there’s fixteen to pay for your Horfe-hire : 
’Fis all the wealth, you fee,my purfe pofleffes ; 
But if you pleafe for to enquire me out, 
You fitall not want for ought that I can do, 
My name is Frisksball, a Florence Metchant : 
/Aman that always loved your Nation, 
Crem. This unexpected favour at your hands, 
Which God doth Know, if ever I thaltrequite it, 
Neceffity makes me to take your bounty, 
And for your gold can yield you nought but thanks, 
Your Charity hath help’d me from defpair ; 
Your name thal ftil! be in my hearty Prayer, 
Fri. Itis not worth fuch thanks, come to my houfe, 
Your want fhall better be reliew’d than thus. 
Crom. I pray excufe me, this fhall well fuffice, 
To bear my charges to Bonomia, 
Whereas a noble Earl is much diftreffed : 
An Englifhman, Raffel the Earl of Bedford 
Ts by the French King fold unto his Death, 
It may fall out, that 1 may do him good : 
To fave his life, Pie hazard my heart Blood: 
Therefore, kind Sir, thanks for your liberal gift, 
I mult be gone to aid him, there’s no fhife, 
Frif. Vle be no hinderer to fo good an att, 
Heaven profpet you, in that you go about : 
If Fortine bring you this way back again, 
Pray let me fee you: fo I take my leave, 
All good a man can with, Ido bequeath, — [@xit Frifkib. 
Crom, All good that God doth fend, light on your head, 
There’s few fuch men within our Climate bred. 
How fay you tow, Hodge, is not this good Fortune ? 
Hodg. How fay you, 111 tell you what,Mafter Thomas, 
If all men be of this Gentlemans mind, 
Let’s keep our ftandings upon this Bridge, 
We thall get more here, with begging in one day, 
Than I fhall with making Horfethooes in a whole year. 
Crom. No, Hodge, we muft be gone unto Bonoria, 
There to relieve the noble Earl of Bedford: 
Where if I fall not in my policy, 
I fhall deceive theit fable treachery. oe 
Hodge. Nay,Vle follow you,God blefé us from the thieving 
Bandetti again, [Exennt. 


Enter Bedford and his Hoft. 


Bed, Am | betray’d, was Bedford born to die, 

By fuch bafe flaves, in fuch a place as this? 

Have I efcap’d fo many times in France, 

So many Battels have I over-pafled, 

And made the French ftir, when they heard my natne ; 

And am I now betraid unto ty Death ? 

Some of their hearts blood firft fhall pay for it. 
Fift. They do defire, my Lord, to fpeak with you. 
Bed. The traitors do defire to have ty blood, 

But by my Birth, my Honour, and my Name ; 

By all my hopes, my Life fhall coft them dear. 

Open the door, I’le venture out upon thetn, 

And if Imuft die, then I’le die with Honour. 

Ff. Alas, my Lord, that is a defperate courle, 
They have begirt you, round about the Houfe 
Their meaning is totake you Prifoner, 

And fo to fend your body unto France. 

Bed. Firft fhall the Ocean be as dry as fand, 
Before alive they fend te unto France : 

Ple have my body firft bored like & Sieve, 

And die as Heétor, ’gainft the » 9/erm dons, 

ft, Bedford’ s their Prifoner, 

Treacherous France, that?gainft the Law of Arms, 

Hath here betraid thy Enemy to Death : 

But be affured, my blood fhall be revenged 

Uponthe beft lives that remain ih France: 

Stand back, or elft thou run’ft spon thy Death. 


Enter Servant. ' 


Mef. Pardon, my Lord, I come to tell your honour, 
That they have hired a Neapolitan, : 
Who by his Oratory, hath promifed them 

_ | Without the thedding of one drop of Blood, 

' {Into their hands, fafe to deliver you, 

| And therefore craves, none but himfelf may enter, 

_| And a poor fwain thacattendsonhim,  [Exir Servant. 
| Bed. A Neopolitan ? bid him come in, 

_| Were he as cunning in his Eloquence, 

_| As Cicero the famous man of Rome, 

_| His words would be as chaff again{t the wind, 

Sweet tongu’d Ub/fes, that made Ajax mad, 

Were he and his tongue in this fpeaker’s head, 

Alive he wins me not; then’tis no conquett, 


Enter Cromwell like a Neapolitan, and Hodge with him. 


Crom, Sir, are you the Mafter of the Houfe ? 
Abst. Y am, Sir. 
| Crom. By this fame token you muft leave this place, 
Ard leave none but the Earl and I together, 
And this my Peafant here to tend onus. 
Aft. pen? all my heart, God grant you do fome 
good. 
LExit Hoft. Cromwell fhuts the door. 
Bed. Now, Sir, what’s your will with me ? 
Crom. Intends your Honour not to yield your felf? 
Bed, < good man goofe, not while my fword doth 
all : 
Is this your eloquence for to perfwade me? 
| Crom. My Lord, my eloquence is for to fave you ; 
{Tam not, as you judge, a Neopoiitan, 
But Cromwell your fervant, and an Englifhman. 
Bed. How? Cromwell? not my Farrier’s Son ? 
Crom. The fame, Sir, andam come to fuccour you. 
Hodge, Yes faith, fir, and | am Hodge, your poor Smith ; 
Many a time and oft have I fhooed your Dapper Gray. 
Bed, And what avails it me, that thou art here ? 
Crom, It may avail, if youll be rul’d by me 5 
My Lord, you know the men of e Mantua, 
And thefe Bononians are at deadly ftrife, 
And they, my Lord, both love and honour you ; 
Could you but get out of the «Wantua port, 
Then were you fafe,. defpight of all their force. 
Bed. Tut, man,thou talk’{t of things impoflible ; 
Do’ft thou not fee, that we are round befet, 
_ | How then is’t poflible we fhouldefcape ? 
|| Crom, By force we cannot, but by policie: 
Put on the apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 
And give him yours: the States they know you not, 
For as I think, they never faw your face, 
And at a watch-word muft I call them in, _ 
And will defire, that we two fafe may pals 
To «Mantua, where T’le fay my bufinefs lies ; 
How doth your honour like of this advice ? 
Bed. O,wondrous good : But wilt thou venture, Hodge. 
Hod, Will 1? OnobleLord, I doaccord, in any thing 


I can 5 
And do agree, to fet thee free, doFortune what fhe can, 
Bed. Come then, let’s change our apparel ftraight. 
(rom. Go, Hodge, make hafte, left they chance to 
call, ; 
Hod, | warrant you I’le fit him with a Sute. 
: CExenste Eatl and Hodge. 
~ | Crom. Heavens grant this policy doth take fuccefs, 
| And that the Earl may fafely {cape away. 
~ | And yet it grieves me for this fimple wretch, 
«|For fear they fhould offerhim violence; 
1} But of two Evils ’cis beft to fhun the greateft, 


~~ | Ana better is it that he live in thrall, 


| Than fuch a noble Earl as he fhould fall, 
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Their ftubborn hearts, it may be will relent ; 
Since he is gone, to whom their hate is bent. 
My Lord, bave you difpatched ? 


Enter Bedford like the Clown, aud Hodge in bis 
Cloak and his Hat. 


Bed. How doft thou like us, Cromwell, is it well? - 
Crow. O, my good Lord, excellent: Hodge, how do’ft 
feel thy felf? . . % mm 
Hodge. How do | feel my felf? why, asa Noble man 
fhould do. / 
O how I feel Honour come creeping on, 
My Nobility is wonderful melancholy : 
ls it not moft Gentleman like to be melancholy? , 

Crom, Yes, Hodge; now go {it down in thy ftudy, 

And take ftate upon thee. ie 

Hodge, | warrant you, my Lord, let mealone to take 
ftate upon me: but hark, my Lord, do you feel nothing, 
bite about you ? 

Bed. No, truft me, Hedge. 

Hod. 1, they know they want their old pafture; ’tis a 
{trange thing of this vermin, they dare not meddle with 
Nobility. 

Crom. Go take thy place, Hodge, | will call them in. 


Hodge fits in the ftudy, and Cromwell calls in the States. 
All is done, enter and if you pleafe. 
Enter the States, and Officers with Halberts. 


Gov, What, have you won him? will he yield himfelf?! 

Crom. I have, an’t pleafe you, and the quiet Earl ) 
Doth yield himfelf to be difpofed by you. 

Gov. Give hin the money that we promis’d him : 
So let him go, whither he pleafe himfelf. 

Crom.-My bufinefs, Sir, lies unto eMantua ; 
Pleafe you to give me fafe conduct thither. 

Gov. Go, and conduct him to the AZantua Port, 
And fee him fafe delivered prefently. 2S 

[Exennt Cromwell, and Bedford: 

Go draw the curtains, let us fee the Earl : | 
O, he is writing, ftand apart a while. 

Hod. Fellow William, 1am not as1 have been; I went. 
from you aSmich, I write to youas a Lord: fam at this { 
prefent writing,among the Polonian Cafiges. Ido commend 
my Lordthipto Raphe and to Roger,toBrsdget and to Dority, 
and foto all the youth of Putney. 
_ Gov. Sure thefe are the names of Englifh Noblemen, 
Some of his fpecial Friends, to whom he.writes : 
But ftay, he doth addrefs himfelf to fing. i 
[Here he fings a Song. 
My Lord, I am glad youare fo Frolick and fo blithe; 
Believe me, Noble Lord, if you knew all, 
You’d change your merry vein to fudden forrow, 


Hodge. | change my merry vein? no,thou Bononian, nos}, 


Iam a Lord, and therefore let me go; 
And do defie thee and thy Cafiges : 
Therefore ftand off, and come not near my Honour. 
Gov. My Lord, this jefting cannot ferve your turn, 
Hodge, Do’ft think,thou black Bononian beatt, 
That Ido flout, dogibe, or jeft : 
No, no, thou Bear-pot, know that I, 
A Noble Earl, a Lord par. dy. 
Gov. What means this Trumpet’s found ? 
CA Trumpet founds. Enter a Meflenger. 
Cit. One come from the States of eA/antua. 
Gov. What, would you with us, fpeak, thou man of 
eVantua? 
Meff. Menof Bononia, this my meflage is, 
To let you know the Noble Earlof Bedford 
Is fafe withinthe Townof ~fantua, 
And wills you fend the peafant that you have, 
Vvv3° ” Who} 
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Who hath deceived your expectation ; 

Or elfe the States of «AZantua have vowed, 

They will recal the truce that they have made, 

And not a man fhall ftir from forth your Town, 

That fhail return untefs you fend him back. 
Gov. Othis misfortune, how it mads my heart ? 

The Neopolitan hath beguiled us all. ; 

Hence with this Fool, what thal! we do with him, 

The Earl being-gone? a plague upon it all. wees. 
Hod. No I’le aflure you, Jam no Earl, but a Smith, Sir, 

One Hodve, a Smith at Purney, Sir : ; 

One that hath gulled you, that hath bored you, Sir. 
Gov, Away with him,take hence the Fool you came for. 
Hod. 1, Sir, and Ple leave the greater Fool with you. 
cMef. Farewel, Bononians. Come, Friend, along 

with me. 
Hod, My Friend, afore, my Lordfhip will follow oo 
Xi. 

Gov. Well, Adantua, fince by thee the Earl is loft, 

Within tew dayes I hope to fee thee croft. [Ex, om, 


Enter Chorus. 


Cho. Thus far you fee how Cromwell's fortune pafled. 
The Earl of Bedford being fafe in Mantua, 

| Defires Cromwell’s company into France, 

To make requital for his courtefic : 

But Cromwell doth deny the Earl his fuit, 

And tells him that thofe parts he meant to fee, 

He had not yet fet footing on the Land, 

And fo dire&ly takes his way to Spain : 

The Earl to France, and fothey both do part. 

Now let your thoughts as fwift as is the wind, 

Skip fome few years,that Cromwell fpent in travel: 

And now imagine him to be in England, 

| Servant unto the Malter of the Rolls: 

{ Where in fhort time he there began to flourith, 

} An hour fhail fhow you what few years did cherifhy 

| LE-xis. 


The Mufick plays, they bring ont the banquet. Enter Sir 
~* -Chriftopher Hales, Cromwell, avd two Servants, 


Hales, Come, Sirs, be careful of your Matters credit ; 

‘And as our bounty now exceeds the figure 

Of common entertainment,fo do you 

With looks as free as is your Mafters Soul, 

‘Give formal -welcom to the thronged tables, : 

} That thall receive the Cardinals followers, 

{ And the attendants of the great Lord Chancellor; 

} But all my care, Cromwell, depends on thee : 

{ Thou art a man differing from vulgar form, 

| And by bow much thy Spirit is rankt *bove thefe, 

| lnrules of Art, by fo much it fhines brighter bytravel, 

| Whofe obfervance pleads his merit, 

j In. a moft learned, yet unaffecting Spirit, 

Good Cromwell, caft an Eye of fair regard 

‘Bout all my Houfe, ‘and what thisruder fleth, 

Through ignorance, or wine,do mifcreate, 

| Salve thou with conrtefie: if welcom want, 

| Full bowles, and ample banquets will feem f{cant. 

Crom. Sir, whatfoever lies in me, 

| Aflure you I will thew my utmoft duty. (Ex Crom. 

'| Hales. About it then, the Lords will ftraight be here : 
Cromwell, thou halt thofe parts would rather fute 

The fervice of the ftate than of my Honfe: 

| look upon thee with a loving Eye, 

That one day will prefer thy deftiny, 


Enter Meflenger. 


ce. Sir, the Lords be at hand. 


Hales, They are welcom, bid Cromwell ftraight at- 
tend us, : 


The Life.and Death 


And look you all ching be in perfect readinefs, 


The eMufick playes. Enter Cardinal Wolfey, Sir 
Thomas Moore and Gardiner. 


Wol. O, Sit Chriftopher, you are too liberal: what, a 
banquet too? 
Hales. My Lords, if words could fhow the ample wel- 
come, that my free heart affords you, I could then become 
aprater: but | now muit deal like a feaft Polstician with 
your Lordfhips,defer your welcom till the banquet end, that 
it may then falve our defect of fare : 
Yet welcom.now, and ali that tend on you. 
Wol. Thanks tothe kind Matter of the Rolls. 

Come and fit down, fit down, Sir Thomas «Moore : 

"Tis ftrange, how that we and the Spamiard differ, 

Their dinner is our banquet, after dinner, ; 

And they are men of active difpofition : 

This I gather, that by their {paring Meat, 

Their bodies are more fitter for tie Wars: 

And if that famine chance to pinch their maws, 

Being us’d to faft, it breeds lefs pain. 

Hal.Fillmefome wine: {le anfwer Cardinal Wolfey : 

My Lord, we Engisfh-men are of more freer Souls, 

Than hunger-ftarv’d, and ill-complexion’d "Spaniards; 

They that arerich in Spain, {pare belly food, 

To deck their backs with an /talian hood, 

And Silks of Civil : and the’ pooreft Snake, 

That feeds on Lemmons, Pilchers, and ne’re heated 

His pallet with fweet Flefh, will bear acafe 

More fat and gallant than his ftarved face : 

Pride, the Inquifition, and this belly-evil, ; 

Are in my judgement Spasms three-headed Devil. 

Mo, Indeed it isa plague unto their Nation, 

Who ftagger after in blind imitation, 

Hal. My Lords, with welcom, I prefent your Lords 

fhips a folemn health. ¥i 4 
Mo. \ ove health well,but when as healths do bring — 

Pain tothe head, and bodies furfeiting : Sree 

Then ceafe I healths: nay fpill not, Friend, 

For though the drops be fimall, 

Yer have'they force, to force men to the wall, ; 
Wol. Sir Chriftopher, is that your man ? ( guift, 
Hal And like your Grace, he isa Scholar, and a Lin- 

Onethathath travelled many parts of Chriftendom, my 

Lord. 

Wol. My Friend, come nearer, have you beena travel. 
ler? 

Crom, My Lord, I have added to my knowledge, the 
Low Countryes, 

France, Spain, Germany, and Italy : 

And though imal! gain of profit I did find, 

Yet did it pleafe my Eye, content my mind. 

Wol. What do you think of the feveral States ; 

And Princes Courts as you have travelled ? 

Crom, My Lord, no Court with England may compare, 

Neither for State, nor civil Government: 

Luft dwellsin France, in Italy, and Spain, 

From the poor peafant, to the Princes train, 

In Germany, and Holland, Riot ferves, 

And he that moft can drink, moft he deferves : 

England | praife not: for here was born, 

But that fhe laugheth the others unto fcorn. 

Wol. My Lord, there dwells within that Spirit, 

More than can be difcern’d by outward Eye ; 

Sir Chriftopber, will you part with your man ? . 

Hal, (have fought to proffer him to your Lordhhip, 

And now I fee he hath preferr’d himfelf 2 
Wel. What is thy name ? 

Crom. Cromwell, my Lord. 

Wol. Then, Cromwell, here we make thee Sollicitor of 
our caufes,' and neareft next our felf: Gardiner, give 
you kind welcometo the man. 


[Gardiner embraces him. 
«Moor: 
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Moor, My Lord, you are a royal Winner, 

Hath got aman, befides your bounteous Dinner, 
Well, Knight, pray we come no more: 
If we come often, thou maift fhut thy Door, 

Wal. Sit Chriftopher, had?{t thou given me 
Half thy Lands, thou couldeft not have pleafed me 
| So much as wich this man of thine, 

My infant thoughts do fpell : 
{Shortly his Fortune thall be lifted higher, 
True induftry doth kindle Houours fire, 

And fo, kind Mafter of the Rolls, farewel. 
| Alal, Cromwell, farewell. 

Crom. Cromwell takes his leave of you 
That ne’re will leave to love, and honour you. [Exeunt. 


Enter Chorus. 


[The Mufick, playes as they go out. 
Cho. Now Cromwells highett ee do beatns 
Wolfey that lov’d him, as he did his life: 
Committed all his treafure to his hands, 
Wolfey is dead, and Gardiner his man 
Is now Created Bifhop of Winchefter : 
Pardon if we omit all Wolfey’s Life, 
Becaule our Play depends on Cromwells Death, 
Now fit and fee bis higheft ftate of all; 
His height of rifing and his fudden fall : 
Pardon the errors are already paft , 
And live in hope the beft doth come at laft : 
My hope upon your favour doth depend, 


And look to have your liking ere the end. CExit, | 


Enter Gardiner Bifhop of Winchefter, the Dukes of Nor- 
folk, and of Suffolk, Sir Thomas Moor, Sir Chri- 
{topher Hales, avd Cromwell, 


Nor, Matter Cromwell, fince Cardinal Wolfey’s Death, 
His Majefty is given to underftand, 
There’s certain Billsand Writings in your hand, 
That much concern the ftate of England : 
My Lord of Winchefter, is it not fo ? 
Gar. MyLord of Norfolk,we two were whilome Fellows, 
And Matter (yomwell, though our Matfters love , 
Did bind us, while his love was to the King, 
It is no boot now to deny thofe things, 
Which may be prejudicial to the State: 
And though that God hath rais’d my fortune higher, 
Than any way I looked for, or deferv’d, 
Yet my life, noionger with me dwell, 
Than I prove true unto my Sovereign. 
Sujff. What fay you, Mafter Cromwell? have you thofe 
Wiitiogs, 1, or no? 
Crom, Here are the Writings, and upon my Knees, 
I give them up unto the worthy Dukes, 
Of Suffolk, and of 2orfolk: he was my Mafter, 
And each vertuous part 
That lived in him, I tender’d with my heart, 
But what his head complotted ’gainft the State, 
My Countries love, commands me that to hate. 
His fudden Death, I grieve for, not his fall, 
Becaufe he fought to work my Countries thrall. 
Suff. Cromwell, the King fhall hear of tlfis thy duty ; 
Whom I allure my felf, will well reward thee: 
My Lord, let’s go unto his meade naisihe 
: h ritings which he fo 
_Sseagiwe. t= m (Exeunt Norfolk aad Suffolk, 


Enter Bedford haftily. 


Bed. How now, whofe ors — 

By my Soul, welcome to England : 

Tio. did’tt fave my life, did’{t thou not, Cromwell ? 
Crom. If I did fo, "tis greater glory 

For me that you remember it, 
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Than for my felf vainly to report it. 
Bed, \Well, Cromwell, now is the time, 
I fhall commend thee to my Sovereign : 
Cheer upthy felf, for I will raife thy State, 
A Ruffel yet was never found ingrate. LExit. 
Hal. O how uncertain is the wheel of State, 
Who lately greater than the Cardinal, 
For fear, and love: and now who lower lies? 
Gay honours are but Fortunes flatteries, 
And whom this day, Pride and Promotion {wells, 
To Morrow Envy and Ambition guells, 
Moor. Who fees the Cob-web intangle the poor Fly, 
May boldly fay the wretche’s Death is nigh. 
Gar, | know his {tate, and proud ambition, 
Were too too violent to laft over-long, 
Hal. Who foars too near the Sun,with golden VVings, 
Melts them, to ruine his own fortune brings. 


Enter the Dake of Suffolk. 


Suf. Cromwell, kneel down in King Henry’s name, 
Arife,Sir Thomas Cromwell, thus begins thy fame. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk. 


Norf. Cromwell, The Majefty of England, 
For the good liking, he conceives of thee, 
Makes thee Matter of the Jewel Houfe, 
Chief Secretary to, himfelf, and withal, . 
Creates thee one of his Highnefs’s Privy Council, 


Enter the Earl of Bedford, 


Bed. VVhere is Sir Thomas (romwell? ishe Knighted ? 
Suf. He is, my Lord. 
Bed. Then, to add Honour to his Name, 
The King creates him Lord Keeper of his Privy Seal, 
And Mafter of the Rolls; 
VVhich you, Sit Chriftopher, do now enjoy ; 


| The King determines higher place for you. 


Crom, My Lords, thefe honours are too high for my 
defert. 

Moor, O contentthee, man, who would not chufe it ? 
Yet thou art wile, in feeming torefufe it." 

Gard, Here’s Honours, Titles and Promotions ; 
I fear this climbing, will have a fudden fall. 

Dorf. Then come, my Lords, let’s altogether bring 
This new-made Counfellor to Englana’s King. 


CExeunt all but Gardiner, 


Gard, But Gardiner means his glory fhall be dim’d : 
Shall Cromwell live a greater man than 1? 
My Envy with his Honour now is bred, 
I hope to fhorten Cromwell by the Head, CExit, 


Enter Friskiball very poor. 


Frif. O Friskiball, what hall become of thee ? 
VVhere fhalt thou go, or which way fhalt thou turn ? 
Fortune that turns her too unconftant VVheel, 

Hath turn’d thy wealth and riches in the Sea, 

All parts abroad where-@er I have been, 

Grows weary of me, and denies me fuccour ; 

My Debtors they, that fhould relieve my want, 

Forfwear my money, fay they owe me none: 

They know my ftate too mean, to bear out Law ; 

And.here in London, where | oft have been, 

And have done good to many a wretched man, 

And now moft wretched here, defpis’d my felf; 

In vain it is more of their hearts to-try ; 

Be patient therefore, lay thee down and die. 
(He lies down, 


Enter 
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Enter Goodman Scely, and his Wife Joan. 


Seely. Come Foan, come, let?s fee what he'll do for us 
now? I wis we have done for him, when many a time 
and often he might have gone a hungry to Bed. : 

Wife. Alas man, now he is made aLord, he’ll never 
look upon us; he’ JI fulfill the old Proverb, Set Beggars 4 
Horfe-back, and they ll ride: a, well a day for my Cow ; 
fuch as he hath made us come behind-hand, we had never 

awn’d our Cow elfe to pay our Rent. : 

Seely. Well Foan, he'll come this way: and by God’s 
Dickers V’ll tell him roundly of it, and if he were ten 
Lords: a fhall know that I had not my Cheefe and my 
Bacon for nothing. 

Wife, Do you remember Husband , how he would 
mouch upon my Cheefe-Cakes, he hath forgot this now, 
but now we’ll remember him. 

Seely, 1, we fhall have now three flaps with a Fox 
Tail: but ?faith I'll gibber a joint, but Vl tell him his 
own: ftay, who comes here? O, ftand up, here he 
comes, ftand up. 


Enter Hodge very fine, with a Tip-Gaffs Cromwell, the 
Mace carried before him, Norfolk, and 
Suffolk, and Attendants. 


Hodge. Come, away with thefe Beggars here, 
Rife up, Sirrah ; Come out, good people ; 
Run before there ho. 
[Friskiball rifeth, and ftands a far-off.” 

Seely. 1, weare kicked away now, we come for our 
own; the time hath been, he would a looked more 
Friendly uponus: And you, Hodge, we know you well 
enough, though you are fo fine. 

Crom. Come hither, Sirrah ; ftay, what men are thefe ? 
My honeft Hoft of Hounflow, and his Wife; 

I owe thee money, Father, do I not ? 

Seely. 1, by the body of me, doft thou; wonld thou 
wouldeft pay me, good four pound itis, I havea the Poft 
at home. 

Grom. \know ’tis true, Sirrah, give him ten Angels, | 
And Jook your Wife and you do ftay to Dinner : | 
And while you live, I freely give to you, | 
Four pound a Year, for the four pound I ought you. 

Seely. Art not changed, art old Tom ftill? 

Now God blefs thee, good Lord Tom : 

Home Joan, home; il dine with:my Lord Tomto day, 
And thou fhalt come next Week. 

Fetch my Cow; home Joan, home. 

Wife. Now God blefsthee, my good Lord Tom 5 
Pil fetch my Cow prefently. ‘ 


Enter Gardiner. 


Crom. Sirrah, go to yon ftranger, tell him I defire him 
fay to Dinner: 1 muft fpeak with him. 
Gard. My Lord of Norfolk, fee you this fame Bubble ? 
. aig fame puff; bot mark the end, my Lord, mark the 
end. ‘ 
Norf. 1 promife you,I like nat fomething he hath done; 
But let that pafs: the King doth love him well. 
Crom. Good Morrow to my Lord of Winchefter : 
| 1 know you bear me hard, about the Abbey Lands. 
Gard. Have I not reafon, when Religion is wronged ? 
| Youhad no colour for what you have done. 
(rom. Yes, the abolifhing of Antichrift, 
And of his Popifh order for our Realm ; 
{am no Enemy toReligion, 
But, what is done, it is for &ngland’s good : 
What did they ferve for, but to feed a fort 
Of lazy Abbots, and of full-fed Fryers ? 
They neither plow, nor fow, and yet they reap 
The fat of all the Land, and fuck the poor : 
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Look what was theirs, isin King Hewry’s hands, 
His wealth before lay in the Abbey Lands, 

Gard. Indeed thefe things you have alledg’d, my Lord, 
‘When, God doth know, the infant yet unborn, i 
Vill Curfé the time, the Abbies were pull’d down; 

I pray now where is Hofpitality ? 

Where now may poor diftreffed people go, 

For to relieve their need, or reft their bones, 

When weary travel doth opprefs their limbs ? 

And where religious men fhould take them in, 

Shall now be kept back by a Maftive Dog: 

And thoufand thoufand — ; 

Nor. O my Lord, no more: things palt redrefs, 
’Tis bootlefs to complain. 

Crom, What fhall we to the Convocation-Houfe ? 

Nor. We'll follow you, my Lord, pray lead the way, 


Enter old Cromwell, like 2 Farmer. 


Old Crom. How? one Cromwell 
Made Lord Keeper fince I left Putney, 
And dwelt in Yorkjhire?- [never heard better news: 
(Il fee that Cromwell, or it fhall go hard. 
(vom. My aged Father ! ftate fet afide : 
Father, on my Knee I crave your blefling: 
One of my Servants go and have him in, 
At better leifure will we talk with him. 
Old Crom, Now if Idie, how happy were the day, 
To fee this comfort rains forth fhowers of joy. ‘ 
[Exit old Cromwell. 
Nor. This duty in him fhows a kind of grace, 
Crom. Go on before, for time draws on apace, 
LExeunt all but Friskiball, 
Frif. 1 wonder what this Lord would have with me, 
His man fo ftriétly gave me charge to ftay: 
[ never did offend himto my knowledge : 
Well, good or bad, I mean to bide itall, 
Worfe than] am, now never can befal. 


Enter Banifter and his Wife. 


Ban. Come, Wife, I take it be almoft Dinner time, 
For Mr. Newton, and Mr. Crosby fent tome 
Laft Night, they would come Dine with me, 
And take their Bond in: I pray thee hie thee home, 
And fee that all things be in readinefs. 

Mrs. Ban.They fhall be welcom,Husband,l’ll go before, 
But is not that man Malter Friskiball ? 

[She runs and embraces him 

Ban. O Heavens ! it is kind Mafter Friskeball : 

Say, Sir, what hap hath brought you to this pafs ? 

Frif. The fame that brought you to your mifery. 

Ban. Why would you not acquaint me with your ftate ? 
Is Baniffer your poor Friend forgot ? : 
Whofe goods, whofe love, whofe life and all is yours, 

Frif. | thought your ufage would be as the reft, . 
That had more kindnefs at my hands than you, 

Yet look’d afcance when as they faw me poor. 

Mrs, Ban. \f Banifter would bear fo bafe a heart, 
I never would look my Husband in the Face, 

But hate him as I would a Cockatrice. 

Ban. And well thou mighteft, fhould Bamjfer deal 
Since that I faw you, Sir, my ftateismended; _- 
And for the thoufand pound Lowetoyou, — 

I have it ready for you, Sir, at home : 

And though I grieve your fortune is fo bad : 
Yet that my hap’s to help you makes me glad : 
And now, Sir, will it pleafe you walk with me, 

Frif. Not yet I cannot, forthe Lord Chancellor, 
Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 
|For what I know not, pray God it be for good. 

Ban. Never make doubt of that, Pll warrant. you,- 
He is as kind a noble Gentleman, tS 
As ever did poflefs the place he hath, . 
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Mrs. Ban. Sit, my Brother is his Steward, if you pleafe, 
We'll goalong and bear you Company : 
I know we fhall not want for welcome there ? 
Frif. Withab my heart: but what’s become of Bagot ? 
Ban, He is hanged for buying Jewels of the Kings, 
Frif. A jut reward for one fo impious, 
‘The time draws on, Sir, will you go along. 
Ban. Vil follow you, kind Matter Friskiball, 


Léxennt omnes, 
» Enter two Mercharits, 


1, Now, Matter Crosby, 1 fee you have a care 
To keep your word, in payment of your money. 

2. By my Faith] have reafon upon a Bond; 
Three thoufand pounds istoo much to forfeit, 

Yet I doubt not, Mafter Banifer, 

1, By my Faith your fumm is more than mine, 
And yet I am not much behind you too, 
Confidering that today 1 paid-at Court, 

2. Mafle, and well remembred : 

What’s the reafon the Lord Cromwell’s men 
Wear fuch long Skirts upon their Coats ? 
They reach down to their very Hams. 

1. I will refolve you, Sir, and thus it is; 

The Bifhop of Winchester, that loves not Cromwell, 
As great men are envied as well as lefs, 

A while a go there was a jar between them, 

And it was brought to. my Lord Cromwell’s Ear, . 
That Bifhop Gardiner would fit on his Skirts, 

Upon which word he made his men long blue Coats, 
And in the Court wore one of them himfelf: 

And meeting with the Bifhop, quoth he, my Lord, 
Here’s Skirts enough now for your Grace to {it on : 
Which vexed the Bifhop to the very heart ; 

This is the reafon why they wear long Coats. 

2. "Tis always feen, and mark it for a rule, 
That one great man will envy ftill another : | 
But "tis a thing that nothing concerns me : 

What, fhall we now to Mafter Baniffer’s? : 
1. I, come, we'll pay him royally for our Dinner, LE. 


Enter the Uther and the Shewer, the meat goes 
over the Stage, 


Ufker, Uncover there, Gentlemen. 


Enter Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk, Old Cromwell; 
Friskiball, Goodman Scely, and Attendants. 


Crom. My noble Lords of Suffolk. and Bedford, . 
Your Honours welcome to poor Cromwell’s Houte : 
Where is my Father ? nay, be covered,Father, 3 
Although that duty to thefe noble men doth challenge it, 
Yet I'll make bold with them. 
Your Head doth bear the Calender of care : 
What ? Crommwell covered, and his Father bare ? 
j [te muft not be. Now, Sir, to you; 
Is not your name Friskéball ? and a Florentine, 
Frif’ My nanae was Friskiball, till cruel fate, 
Did rob me of my name, and of my ftate. 


now? 

Frif. All other parts hath left me faccourlefs, 
Save only this, becaufe shane I i 

to gain, for. to relieve my want. 

—— Did ‘you not once upon your Florence Bridge, 
Help a diftrefled man, robb’d by the Banderti, 
Hisname was Cromwell? 

Frif. I never made my brain 


- +ACalender of any good Idid, 


i. *d this Nation with my heart. re 
: : idl a that Cromwell that you there reliev’d, 
Sixteen Duckets you gave me for to cloath me, 


.| As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one, 


Crom, What Fortune bronght you to this Countrey ; 
| And by it fhall you purchafe Grace from Heaven. 


| I will prefer you to fome place of worth ; 
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Sixteen to bear my charges by the way, 
And fixteen more I had for my Horfe hire, 
There be thofe feveral fams juftly-return’d : 
Yet it injuftice were, that ferving at my need; 
For to repay them without intereft : 

herefore receive of ‘me thefe four feveral Bags ; 
In each of them there is four hundred Mark, 
And bring to methe namesof all your Debtors, 
And if they willnot fee you paid, I will, 
O God forbid, ‘that { thould fee him fall, 
That helpt me in my greateft need of all, 
Here ftands my Father that firft gave me life, 
Alas, what duty is too much for him? 
This man in time of need did fave my Life, 
And therefore cannot do too much for him, 
By this old man I oftentimes was fed, 
Elfe might I have gone fupperlefs to Bed. 
Such kindnefs have had of thefé three men, 
That Cromwell no Way can repay agen, 
Now in to Dinner, for we ftay too long, 
And:to good itomachs is no greater wrong, 


CExeunt omnes. 


Enter Gardiner in his Study, and his mam 


Gard, Sitrah, where be thofe men | caus’d to ftay ? 
Ser. They do attend your pleafure, Sir, within. 
Gard. Bid them come hither, and ftay you without, 

For by thofe men the Fox of this fame Land, 

That makes a Goofe of better than himfelf, 

Mott worried be unto his lateft home, 

Or beta will fail in his intent, 

As for the Dukes of Suffolk, and of Norfolk, 

Whom I have fent for to come fpeak with mes 

Howfoever outwardly they thadow ic, 

Yet in their hearts I know they love him not ; 


And dares not gain-fay what we do fet down. 


Enter the two Witnefles. 


Now, my Friends, you know I fav’d your lives, 
When by the Law you had deferved Death ; 
And then you promifed me upon your Oaths, 
To venture both your lives to do me good, 
Both Wit. We {wore no more than that we will per- 
form. 
Gard, \ take your words, and that which you mutt do, 
Is fervice for your God, and for your King ; 
To root a Rebel from this flourifhing Land, 
One that’s an Enemy unto the Church: 
And therefore muft you take your folemn Oaths, 
That you heard Cromweil, the Lord Chancellor, 
Did wifh a Dagger at King Henry’s Heart : 
Fear not to fwear it, for heard him {peak it; 
Therefore we'll thield you from enfuing harms, 
2, Wie, If you will warrant us the deed is good, 
We’ll undertake it. 
Gard. Kneel down, and I will here abfolve you both ; 
This Crucifix I lay upon your Heads, 
And fprinkle Holy-water on ycur brows : 
The deed is meritorious that you do, 


1, Now Sir we’ll undertake it, by our Souls. 
2. For Cromwell never loved none of our fort. 
Gard. 1 know he doth not, and for both of you, 


Now get you in, until I call for you, 
For prefently the Dukes mean to be here. [éxennt Wit. 
Cromwell, fit falt, thy time’s not long to reign; 
The Abbies that were pull’d down by thy means, 
Is now a mean for meto pull thee down: 
Thy pride alfo thy own head lights upon,’ 
Enter 
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For thouart he hath chang’d Religion : 
But now no more, for! here the Dukes are come. 


Enter Suffolk, Norfolk, and the Earlof Bedford. 


Suff. Good eventomy Lord Bifhop. 
Norf. How fares my Lord ? what, are you all alone? 
Gard. No, notiatone, my Lords, my mind is troubled : 

I know your honours mufe wherefore lfent, 

And in fach hafte: What came you from the King? « 
Norf. We did, and left none but Lord Cromwell with 

him. i 

Gard. O what a dangerous time is this we live in? 

There’s Thomas Wolfey, he’s already gone, 

And Thomas Moor, he followed after-him: 

Another Thomas yet there doth remain, 

That is far worfe than-either of thofe twain; 

And if with fpeed, my Lords, we.not purfue it, 

| fear the King and all the Land will rue it. 
Bed. Another Thomas? pray God it benot C romwell. 
Gard. My Lord: of Bedford, it isithat Traytor Grome 

well. 

Bed. Is Cromwell falfe? my heart will never think ie. 
Suff. My Lordsof Winchefter, what likelihood, 

Or proof have you of this his treachery. oe 
Gurd, My Lord, too much, call in the men within, 


Enter the Witnelles, : ) 


Thefe men, my Lord, upon their Oaths afirm, 
That they did hear Lord Cromwell in his Garden, 
Withed a Dagger fticking at the Heart 
Of our King Henry, what is this but T: reafon ? 
Bed. If it be fo, ‘my heart doth bleed with forrow. 
Suff. How fay you, Friends ; what, did you hear thefe 
words ? jv 
1. Wit. We did, an’t like your grace. ot 
Norf. in what place was Lord Cromwell when he fpake 
them? 
2, Wit. In his Garden ; where we did attend a Suit, 
Which we had waited fortwo years and-more. 
Suff. How long is’t fince you heard him fpeak thefe 
words ? 
2, Wit. Some half a year fince. 
Bed. How chance that you conceal’d it all this time? 
1. Wit. His Greatnefs made us’ fear, that was the 
caufes 0 
Gard. 1,1, hisGreatnefs, that’s the caufe indeed; 
And! itomake his Treafon here more manifeft, 
He calls his Servantsto him round about, 
Tells them of Wolfey’s Life, and of his fall, 
Sayes that himfelf hathmany Enemies, 
And gives to fome of them a Park, or Mannor, 
To others Leafes, Lands to other fome : 
What need he do:this in-his prime of life, 
Anif he were not fearful of his death? 
Suff. My Lord, thefe likelihoods are very great. 
Bed. Pardon me, Lords, for I muft needs depart ; 
Their proofs are great, but greater is my heart. 
[Exit Bedford. 
Norf. My Friends, take heed 
Of that which you have faid; 
Your Souls muft anfwer what your tongues report 
Therefore take heed, be wary what you do. 
2. Wit. My Lord, we fpeak no more but truth, 
Norf. Letthern depart, my Lord of Winchester 5 
Let thefe men be clofe kept 
Until the day of tryal. 
Gard. They fhail, my Lord ; ho, take inthefe two men. 
(Exeuxt Witnefles. 
| My Lords, if Cromwell have a-publick Tryal, 
| That which we do, is void, by his denial, 
You know the King will credit. none but him. 


Worf. Tis true, he rules the King even as he pleafes. | And if this one’dayes-bufinefs, once were patt, 
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| And in the Morning, cut off the Traytors Head... 


| Away, be gone, make all the hafte you can, 


r 


Suff. How fhall we do for to attach him then? 
Gard. Marry, my Lords, thus; | 
By an Act he made himfelf; 
With an intent to intrapfome of our lives, 
And thisitisi: If any Counfellor 
Be convicted of High Treafon, 
He fhall be executed without a publick Tryal. 
This Act, my Lords, hecaus’d the King to make. 
SuffAdid indeed, and I remember it, 
And now it is like to fall upon himfelf. 
Norf. Let us not flack :it,’’tis for. Englands good, 
We mutt be wary, elfe he’ll go beyond us. 
Gar. Well bath-your Grate faid, myLotd of Norfolk, | 
Therefore, let us prefentlyto Lambeths iow vx Tt 
Thither comes Cromwell; fromthe Court te nigkt, 
Let usarreft him, fend,bim tothe Tower}: 


: 
U 
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Norf. Comethen about ity det us guardithe Lown, 
This is the day that Cromwed mult go down. 1... | A, 

Gar. Along my -Lords;;well, Cromwe/tis\half dead, 
He fhak’d my heart, but J will fhave hisHead..\Léxexnt. | 


Enter Bedford folut. °°" 


Bed. My Soul is likeai Water troubled, to g 
And Gardiner is the manthac. makes itfo 5). 0: 
O (romwmell, \ do-fear thy eridiis nears or: 
Yet I’ll prevent their.maliceifl gap,..i 39s: EY 
And in good time, fee where the man doth come: 
Who little knows hove-near’s his day of doom, 


Enter Crothwell with his Train, Bedford makes as though he | 
wonld fpeak to lim: he goes on. 


Crom. You's well encountred, my good Lord of Bedford; 
Pray Pardonime,, I am fentfor to th’ King, \, 
And donot know'the bofinefsyet my felf, 
So fare you well, for Lmuft needs be gone... sult 
 SaMead 12: LExit all the Train, 
Bed.. Youmutt, well, what remedy? 
I fear. too foon you muft be gone indeed, 
The King hath bufinefs, but little do’ft thou know, 
Whofe bufie for thy life: thou think’ft not fo. 


Enter Cromwell ‘and the Train again. 


Crom: The fecond time-well met my Lord of Bedford : 
Iam very forry that my hafte is fuch, 
Lord Marquefs Dorfet being fick to Death, 
I muft receive of him the Privy Seal ' -' 
At Lambeth, foon my Lord; we'll talk our fill. 
[Exit the Train. 


Bed. How fmooth and eafie is the way to Death, 
Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef. My Lord, the Dukes of Norfolk, and of Suffolk, 
Accompanied with the Bifhop of Winchejfter, 
Intreats you tocome prefently to Lambeth, 
On earneft matters that concerns the State. 

Bed. To Lambeth, fo: go fetch me Pen and Ink, 
I and Lord (+omweil there fhall talk enough : 
I, and our laft, I fear; and if he come. 
[He writes a Letter. 
Here, take this Letter, and bear it to Lord Cromwell, 
Bid him read it, fay it concerns him near, 


To Lambeth dol go, a woful man. [Exit. 


Enter Cromwell and bis Train. 
Crom, Isthe Barge ready)? I will ftraight to Lambeth, \ 
Pd 


of the Lord Crarnivtill 


| Vd take my eafe to morrow after trouble, 
How now my Friend, would’ft thou {peak with me ? 


Me. Sir, here?s a Letter from my Lord of Bedford, 


Hold, take thofe Angels, drink them for thy pains. 
Mf. He doth detire your Grace to read it, 
Becaufe he fayes it doth concern you near, 
Crom. Bid him affure himfelf of that, farewel 
To morrow, tell him, he fhall hear from me, : 
Set on before there, and away to Lambeth, 


at Arms, the Herald, and Halberts. 


Gar, Halberts ftand clofe untothe Water fide, 
Serjeant at Arms, be bold in your Office, 
Herald, deliver your Proclamation, 
__ Her, Thisis to give notice to all the Kings Subjects, 
The late Lord Cromwell, Lord Chancellor of England, 
Vicar general over the Realm, 
Him to hold and efteem as a Traitor, 
Again{t the Crown and dignity of England. . 
So God fave the King. : 
Gar, Amen, 
Bed. Amen, and root thee from the Land, 
For whil’it chou liveft, truth cannot ftand. 
Nor. Make a lane there, the Traitor is at hand, 
Keep back Cromwell's ‘men : 
Drown them if they come on, Serjeant, your Officg ? 


Enter Cromwell, they make a lane with their 
Halberts.. 


Sits, come along, 
Gar. Kill them, if they come on. 
Ser. Lord Cromwell, in King Henries name, 
Ido arreft your honour of high Treafon. 
Crom. Serjeant, me of Treafon ? 


Swf, Kill them, if they draw a Sword, 


a Sword, 
Who dares accufe Cromwell of Treafon now? 
Gar. Thisis no place toreckon up your crime, 
Your Dove-like looks were view’d with Serpents Eyes. 


But, Gardiner, do thy worft, | fear thee not, 

My Faith compar’d with thine, as much fhall pafs, 
As doth the Diamond excell the glafs: 

| Attach’d of Treafon, no accufers by, 

| Indeed what tongue dares fpeak fo foul a lic ? 


And is it time the King had note thereof. 
Crom, The King, let me go to him face to face, 

No better Trial I defire than that, 

{ Let him but fay, that Cromwell’s Faith was feiga’d, 

Then letmy Honour, and my Name be ftain’d ; 

Ifever my heart againft the King was fet, 

O let my Soul in judgement anfwer it : 

Then if my Faith’s confirmed with his reafon, 

’Gainft whom hath Cromwell then committed treafon? 
Suf. My Lord, your matter fhall be tried, 

| Mean time with patience content your felf. 
Crom, Perforce | mutt with patience be content : 

O dear Friend Bedford, doft thou ftand fo near ? 

Cromwell rejoyceth, one Friend fheds a tear : 

And whither is’t? which way mult Cromwell now ? 
Gar. My Lord, you muft untothe Tower: - 

Lieutenant, take him to your charge. 

Crom, Well, where you pleafe, yet before I part, 


[The Meflenger brings the Letter, 
he puts it in bis pocket. 


Crom. O good my Friend, commend me to thy Lord, 


[Exeunt omnes, 


Enter Winchefter, Suffolk, Norfolk, Bedford, Serjeant 


Crom. What means my Lord of Norfolk by thefe words? 


C Cromwell’s mez offer to draw. 


Crom, Hold, | charge you, as you love me, draw not 


Crom. With ferpents Eyes indeed, by thine they were, 


Nor. My Lord, my Lord, matters are too well known, 


Let me confer alittle with my men. 
Gar. As you goby Water fo you hall. 
Crom. 1 have fome bufinels prefent to impart. 
Kor. Youmay not ftay,Licutenant,take your charge. 
Crom. Well, well, my Lord, yourfecond Gardiners text. 
Norfolk, farewel, thy turn will be the next, 


CExie Cromwell andthe Lieutenant. 


Gar, His guilty confcience makes him rave, my Lord, 
for. 1, let him talk, his time is thort enough, 
24% My Lord of Bedford, come, you weep for him, 
Chat would not fhed a tear for you. 
Bed. \t grieves me for to fec his fudden fall, 
Gar. Such fuccefs with I unto Traitors all, 


Enter two Citizens, 


1. Why ? canthis news be true? is’t poflible ? 
The great Lord Cromwell arrefted upon high Treafon, 
(hardly will believe it can be fo. 

2. Itis too true, Sir, would it were otherwife, 
Condition | {pent half the wealth I have; 
i was at Lambeth, faw him there arretted 
And afterward committed tothe Tower 

1. What was’t for Treafon ghat he wascommitted 2 . 

2. Kind Noble Gentleman: | may rue the time ; 

All that I have, I did enjoy by him, — 
And if he die, then all my ftate is gone. 
T+ It may be hoped that he thal! nor d 


? 


io 
i; 


Becaule the King did fayour him fo much. 


2. O Sir, you are deceived in thinking fo: 
The grace and favour he had with the Ki ng, 
Hath caus’d him have fo many Enemics : 

He that in Court fecure will keep bimfelf, 
Muft not be great, for then he is envied at, 


The Shrub is fafe, when as the Cedar fhakes, 
For where the King doth love above com pare, 
‘Of others they as much more envied are. 


1. "Tis pity that this noble man fhould fall, 


He did fo many charitable deeds. 


2. ’Tistrue, and yet you fee in each eftate, 
There’s none fo good, but fome one doth him hate, 
And they before would {mile him in the face, 

Will be the formoft to dohim difgrace : 


What, will you goalong untothe Court ? . 


1. Icarenotif1 do, and hear the news, 


How men will judge what fhall become of him, . 

2. Some men will fpeak hardly, fome will {peak in pity, | 
Go you tothe Court. [le go into the City, ; 
There 1am fure to hear more news than you, 


1. Why then foon will we meet again, 
Enter Cromwell iz the Tower, 


(rom, Now, Cromwell, haft thou time to meditate, 
And think upon thy ftate, and of the time : 


Thy honours came unfought, 1, and unlook’d for, 
They fall as fudden, and unlook’d for too: 

What glory wasin England that I had not? 

Who in this Land commanded more than Creyayell ? 
Except the King, whogreater than my felf 7 

But now I fee what after ages fhall, 

The greater men, more.fudden is their fall, 

And now I do remember, the Earl of Bedford 

Was very defirous for to {peak to me: 

And afterward fent unto me a Letter, 

The which | think | have ftill in my Pocket, 

‘Now may I read it, for I now have leifure, 

And this I take it is. 


eMy Lord, come not this wight to Lambeth, 
For if you do, your tate is overthrown. 

And much I doubt your life, and if you come : 
Then sf you love your felf, fray where you are. 


22F 


[Exennt. 
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[ He reads the Letter, 
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O God, had I but read this Letter, 

Then had | been free from the Lions Paw: 
Deferring this to read untilto Morrow, 

I fpurn’d at joy, and did embrace my forrow. 


Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower and Officers. 


Now, Mafter Lieutenant, when’s this day of Death ? 
Liew. Alas, my Lord, would | might never fee it = 
Here are the Dukes of Suffolkand of Norfolk. 
Wincheftery Bedford, and Sir Richard Ratcliff, 
With others, but why they come I know not. 
Crom. No matter wherefore, Crommell is prepar’d, 
For Gardiner has my life and ftate infnar’d : 
Bid them come in, or you fhall dothem wrong, 
For here ftandshe, whom fome think lives too long, 
Learning kills Learning, and, inftead of Ink - 
To dip his Pen, Cromwell's heart blood doth drink. 


Enter’ all the Nobles. 


Norf. Good morrow, Cromwell, what, alone fo fad ? 
Crom. Onc good among you, none of you are bad : 
For my part, it beft-fits me be alone, 
Sadnefs with me, not J with any one. 
What, is the King acquainted with my caufe? 
Norf. We have, and he hath anfwered us, my Lord. 
Crom. How fhall I come to fpeak with him my felf. 
Gard. The King is fo advertifed of your guilt, 
He will by no means admit youto his prefence. 
Grom, No wayadmit me, am I fo foon forgot ? 
Did he but yefterday embrace my neck, 
And faid that Cromwell was even half himfelf, 
And are his Prineely ears fomuch bewitched 
With {candalous igaominy, and flanderous fpeeches, 
That now hedoth deny to look on me ? 
Well, my Lord of Winchefter, no doubt but you 
Are much in favour with his Majefty, 
Will you bear a Letter from me to his Grace? 
Gar, Pardon me, le bear no Traitors Letters. 
Crom. Ha, will you do this kindnefs then? 
Tell him by word of mouth what | fhall fay to you. 
Gard. That will L. 
(yom, But on your honour will you? 
Gard, 1, on my honour. 
Crom. Beart witnefs, Lords. 
Tell him, when he hath known you, 
And try’d your Faith but half fo much as mine, 
He’ll find you to be the falfeft hearted man 
In England : Pray tell him this. 


Bid. Be patient, good my Lord, in thefe extremities. 


Crom. My kind and honourable Lord of Bedford, 
I know your honour always lov’d me well, 
But, pardon me, this ftill {hall be my theam, 
Gardiner is the caufe makes (vomwell foextream : 
Sit Ralph Sadler, pray a word with you; — 
You were my man, and all that you poflefs 
Came by my méans, to requite all this,’ , 
Will you take this Letter here of me, 
Aad give it with your own hands tothe King. 

Sad, \kifs your hand, and never will I reft 


E’re tothe King this bedelivered. «  CExie Sadler. 


Crom, Why yet Cromwell hath one Friend in ftore. 
Gard, But all the hafte he makes fhall be but vain; 
Here’sa difcharge for your Prifoner, 
To fee him executed prefently : 
| My Lord, you hear the tenor of your life. 
Crom: | doembrace it, welcome my laft {date, 
And of this glittering world I'take laft leave ; 
And, Noble Lords, take my leave of you: 
As willingly | go to meet with Death, 
As Gardiner did pronounce it with his breath ; 
From Treafon is my heart as white as Snow, 
My Dzath only procured by my Foe : 


The Life ind Death 


" 


I pray commend me to my Soveraign King, 
And tell him in what fort his Cromwell dy’d, 
To lofe his Head before his caufe was try’d : 
But let his Grace, when he fhall hear my name, 
Say only this, Gardiner procur’d the fame. 


Enter young Cromwell, 


Lies. Here is your Son come to take his leave. 
Crom, Totake his leave ? 
Come hither, Harry Cromwell, 
Mark, Boy, the laft words that I {peak to thee ; 
Flatter not Fortune, neither fawn upon her; 
Gape not for ftate, yet lofe no {park of honour 5 
Ambition, like the plague fee thou efchew it 
Idie for Treafon, Boy, and never knew it ; 
Yet let thy Faith as jpotlefs be as mine, 
And GCromwell’s virtues in thy face fhall thine : 
Come, go along and fee me leave my breath, 
And P’le leave thee upon the floor of Death. 

Son. O Father, I fhall die to fee that weund, 

Your blood being fpilt will make my heart to found, 

Crom. How, Boy, not look upon the Axe ? 

How fhall Ido then to have my head ftrook off ? 
Come on, my Child, and fee the end of all, 
And after fay that Gardiner was my fall. 

Gard. My Lord, you fpeak it of an envious heart, 

I have done no move than Lawand Equity. . 

Bed. O, my good Lord of Winchefter, forbear ; 
It would better feemed you to been abfent, 

Than with your words difturb a dying man. 

Crom, Who me, my Lord? no: he difturbsnotme, | 
My mind he ftirrs not, thongh his mighty fhock RI 
Hath brought moe Peers heads down to the block. : 
Farewel, my. Boy,all Cromwell can bequeath, 
My hearty blefling, fo l take my leave. 

Hang, 1 am your death’s man,pray my Lord, forgive me. | 

Crom. Even with my Soul,why man thou art my Doctor, | 
And bring’ft me precious Phyfick for my Soul ; 
My Lord of Bedford, 1 defire of you, 

Before my Death a corporal embrace. 
[Bedford comes to him, Cromwell embraces him. | 
Farewel, great Lord, my love I do commend: 
My heart to you, my Soul to Heaven I fend ; 
This is my joy, that e’re my body fleet, 
Your honour’d arms is my true winding-fheet ; 
Farewel, dear Bedford, my peace is made in Heaven 5 
Thus falls great Cromwell a poor ell in length, 
To rife tounmeafur’d height, wing’d with new ftrength, 
The lands of Worms, which dying men difcover. 
My Soul is fhrin’d with heaven’s celeftial cover. 
[éxenne Cromwell and the Officers, and others: 

Bed. Well, Farewel Cromwell, the trueft Friend 
That ever Bedford fhall poflefs again, 

Well, Lords, I fear when this manis Dead, 
You'll wifh in-vain that Cromwell had a head. 


Enter one with Cromwell's Head. 


Off. Here isthe Head of the deceafed Cromvell. 
Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his head away, 
Unto his Body, inter them both in Clay. 


Enter Sir Ralph Sadler. 


Sad. How now my Lords, what is Lord Cromwell dead? 
Bed. Lord Cromwell’s body now doth want a head. 
Sad. O God, alittle fpeed had fav’d his life, 

Here is a kind Reprieve come from the King, 

To bring him ftraight unto his Majefty. 
Suff. 1,1, Sit Ralph, Reprieves come now too late. 

_ Gar, My conicience now tells me this deed was ill, 

Would Chrift that Cromwell werealive again, 

Nor. Come let usto the King, whom well I know, 


Will grieve for Cromell, that his Death was fo. 
(LExeunt omnes. 
TEE’ 


Sir John Oldcattle, 


LORD COBHAM. 


The Acors Names, 


Sir Roger Aéton. 

Sir Richard Lee. 

Majfter Bourn , Mafter Beverley , azd Murley the 
Brewer of Dunftable, Rebels. 

Mafter Butler Gextleman of the Privy Chamber. 

Lady Cobham and Lady Powis. 

Cromer Sheriff of Kent. 

Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports. 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

The Mayor, Conftable, and Gaoler of S, Albans. 

A Kentifh Conftable and an Ale-man. 

Souldiers and old men begging. 

Dick and Tom, Servants to Murley. 


1g Henry the Fifth. 
Sir John Oldcaftle, Lord Cobham. 
Harpool Servant to the Lord Cobham. 
Lord Herbert, with Gough his man. 
Lord Powis, with Owen and Davy his men. 
The Mayor of Hereford , and Sheriff of Hereford- 
fhire, with Bayliffs and Servants. 
Two Judges of Affize. . 
The Bifbop of Rochefter, and Clun his Sumuer. 
| Sir John the Parfon of Wrotham, and Doll his Con- 
The Duke of Suffolk. 
The Ear! of Huntington. 
The Earl of Cambridge. 
Lord Scroop, azd Lord Grey. 


Chartres the French Agent. An Hoft, Hoftler, a Carrier and Kate. 


PROLOGUE. 
HE doubtful Title (Gentlemen) prefixt 
Upon the Argument we have in hand, 
May breed [ufpence, and wrongfully difturb 
The peaceful quiet of your fetled thoughts : 
To ftop which feruple, let this brief. ‘/ffice 5 
It is 20 pamper’d Glutton we prefent, 


Nor aged Counfellor to, youthful fia ; 
But one, whofe vertue fhone above the reft, 


# 


ba | 


a 


‘The Hiftory of Sir Jot 


A Idcaftle, 


A valiant Martyr, and avertuous Peer, 


| In whofe true Faith and Loyalty expreft 
| . Unto his Sovereign, and his Countries weal : 
We ftrive to pay that tribute of our love : 
Your favours merit: Let fair truth be Sra a, 
Since forg’d invention former time defac'd. 


heriff. Y Lords I charge ye in his Highnefs name, 
fom E fal 
to keep the Peace, you and your fol- 


lowers. 
H:r, Good Matter Sheriff, look unto your felf. 
Yow. Do fo, for we have other. bufinefs, 
[Proffer to fight again. 

| Sher, Will ye difturb the Judges, and the Affize ? 
| Hear the King’s Proclamation, ye were belt. 
Pow, Hold*then, let’s hear it. 
| Her, But be brief, ye were bef. 
Bail. O yes. 

Davy. Coffone,make fhorter O, or fhall mar your Yes, 

Bal, OvVes. 

Owen, What, has her nothing to fay, but O yes ? 
| » Bail, O yes. : 
| Davy. O nay, py cofs plut, down with her, down 
} with her, A Powss, a Powis. 
| Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, and down with Powis, 
| { Helter skelter again. 
| 
| 
| 


Sher. Hold in the King’s name, hold. 
Owen. Down witha Kanaves name, down. 

[Ja this fight the Bailiff is knock’d down, and the 

Sheriff and the other run away. 

Her. Powis, 1 think thy welfh and thou do fmart. 
Pow. Herbert, Uthink my Sword came near thy heart. 
Her, Thy hearts beft bloud fhall pay the lofs of mine. 
Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert. 
Davy. A Powss, a Pown. 


| es they are fighting, Enter the. Mayor of Hereford , his 
Officers and Townfmen with (labs. 


May, My Lords, as you are Liegemen to the Crown, 
True Noblemen, and Subjects to the King, 
| Attend his Highnefs Proclamation, 
Commanded by the Judges of Aflize, 
For keeping Peace at this Aflembly. 
Fer. Good Mafter Mayor of Hereford, be brief. 
Afay, Serjeant, without the Ceremonies of O yes, 
Pronounce aloud the Proclamation. 
Ser, The Kings Juftices, perceiving what publick mif- 
chief may enfue this private quarrel: in his Majefties 
jhame, do ftraightly charge and command all perfons, of 
| what degree foever, to depart this City of Hereford, ex. 
cept fuch as are bound to give attendance at this Affize, 
and that no man prefume to wear any Weapon, efpecially 
Welth-Hooks, Forreft Bills. 

Owen. Haw? No pill nor Wells hoog? ha? 

M€ay. Peace, and hear the Proclamation. 

Ser, And that the Lord Pows do prefently difperfe 
and difcharge hisRetinne,and depart the City in theKings 
Peace, he and his Followers, on pain of Imprifonment. 

Davy, Haw? pud her Lord Powis inPrifon? A Powis 
p Powis. Coffoon, her will live and tye with her 
| Lord. 

Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert. 


| 


In this fight the Lord Herbert is wounded, and fails tothe 
ground, the Mayor and bis Company cry for Clubs : Powis 
runs away, Gough and Herberts Fattion are bufy about 
him. Enter the two Fudges, the Sheriff, and his Baihffs 
afore them, &c. . 


1. Jud. Where’s the Lord Herbert? 1s he hurtvor flain ?: 
Sher. He’s here, my Lord. 
2. Fud. How fares his Lordship, Friends ? 
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Gough. Mortally wounded, fpeechlefs, he cannot live. 

1. fud. Convey him hence, let not his wounds take air, 
And get him dreft with expedition. 

CExit L. Herbert.and Gough, 
Mafter Mayor of Hereford, Mafter Sheriff‘o’ th’ Shire, 
Commit Lord Powis to fafe Cuftody, . 
To anfwer the difturbance of the Peace, 
Lord Herberts peril, and his high contempt 
Of us, and you the Kings Commiffianers, 
See it be done with care and diligence.. 

Sher. Pleafe it your Lordfhip, my Lord Powis is gone 
paft all recovery. 

2. Jud. Yet let fearch be made, 

To apprehend his Followers that are left. 

Sher. There are fome of them: Sirs, lay hold of 
them. 

Owen, Of us? and why? what has her done I pray 

ou? 
e Sher. Difarm them, Bailiffs. 

May, Officers aflift. 

Davy. Hear you, Lord Shudge, what reffon for 
this ? “ 
Owen. Coffoon, pe pufe for fighting for our Lord ? 

1. Fad. Away with them. 

Davy. Harg you,my Lord, 

Owen. Gongh my Lord Herberts man’s a fhitten 
Kanave. 

Davy. Ice live and tye in good quarrel. 

Owen, Pray you do thultice, let awl be Prifon. 

Davy. Prifon, no, 

Lord Shudge, I wool give you Pale, good Surety. 

2. Fuad, What Bail? what Sureties? 

Davy, Her Cozen ap Rice, ap Evan, ap Morice, ap 
eMorgan, ap Linellyn, ap Madoc, ap Meredith, ap Griffin, 
ap Davy, ap Owen, ap Shinken Shones. 

2. Fud. Two of the molt fufficient are enow. 

Shere And’t pleafe your Lordfhip thefe are all but 
one, 

1. Fad. To Jayl with them, and the Lord Herberts men; 
We'll talk with them, when the Affize is done. [E~eunt. 
Riotous, audacious, and unruly Grooms, 

Muft we be forced to come from the Bench, 

To quiet Brawls, which every Conftable 

In other civil places can fupprefs ? 

i 2. Fud. What was the quarrel that caus’d all this 
ir? ae 

Sher, About Religion as I heard, my Lord. 

Lord Powss’s detracted from the power of Rome, 
Affirming Wickliff’s Doctrine to be true, 

And Romes erroneous: hot reply was made 

By the Lord Herbert, they were Traytors all 
That would maintain it. Powis anfwered, 
They were as true, as noble, and as wife 

As he, that would defend it with their lives, 
He nam’d for inftance Sir Fohn Oldcaftle 

The Lord Cobham : Herbert replied again, 

He, thou, and all.are Traytors that fo hold. 

The lye was given, the feveral Factions drawn, 
And fo enrag’d, that we could not appeafe it. | 

1. Fud, This cafe concerns the Kings Prerogative, 
And ’tis dangerous to the State and Common-wealth, 
Gentlemen, Juftices, Mafter Mayor, and Mafter Sheriff, 
It doth behove us all, and-each of us 
Ingeneral and particular, to have care * 

For the fupprefling of all:mutinies, 
And all Affemblies, except Souldiers mufters, ¢ 
. or 


a 
For the Kings preparation into France. 

We hear of fécret Conventicic; made, 

And there is doubt of me Con {piracies, 

Which may break out into rebellious arms 

When the King’s gone, perchance before he Zo: 
Note as an inftance, this one perillous fray, 
What Factions might have grown on either part, 
To'the deftruction of the King and Realm: 

Yet, in my Confcience, Sir fobn Oldcaftle’s 
Innocent of it, only his name was us’d. 

We therefore from his Highnefs give this charge : 
You Mafter Mayor, look to your Citizens, 

You Matter Sheriff, unto your Shire, and you 

As Juftices in-every ones precingét 

There be no meetings. When the vulgar fort 
Sit on their Ale-Bench, with their Cups and Cans, 
Matters of State be not their common talk, 

Nor pure Religion by their Lips prophan’d. 

Let us return unto the Bench again, 

And there examine further of this fray. 


Enter a Bailiff aad a Serjeant. 


Sher. Sits, have ye taken the Lord Powis yet? 

Bail. No, nor heard of him. 

Ser; No, he’s gone far enough. 

2. Fudg. They that are left behind, fhall anfwer all. 
LExeunt, 


Enter Suffolk, Bifhop of Rochefter , AZaffer Butler, 
Sir John the Parfon of Wrotham. © 


Suf. Now, my Lord Bifhop, take free liberty 
To {peak your mind ; What is your fuit to us ? 

Bifh. My noble Lord, no more than what you know, 
And have been oftentimes invefted with : 
Grievous complaints have paft between the Lips 
Of envious perfons to upbraid the Clergy, 
Some carping at the livings which we have 3 
And others fpurning at the Ceremonies 
That are of ancient cuftom in the Church. 
Amongft the which, Lord Cobham isa chief: 
What inconvenience may proceed hereof, 
Both to the King, and to the Common-wealth, 
May eafily be difcern’d, whenlike a frenfy 
This innovation fhall poffefs their minds. 
Thefe upftarts will have followers to uphold 
Their damn’d opinion, more than Harry fhall, 
To undergo his quarrel ’gainft the French. 

Suf. What proof is theré againft them to be had, 
That what you fay the Law may juftifie? 

Bifh. They give themfelves the names of Proteftants, 
And meet in Fields and folitaryGroves. == 

Sir Fobn, Wasever heard (my Lord) the like till now? 
That Thieves and Rebels, ’sbloud Hereticks, 
Plain Hereticks, 1’ll ftand to’t to their teeth, 
Should have to colour their vile practices, 
A Title of fuch worth, as Proteftant ? 


Enter one with a Letter. 


Suf, O but you muft not fwear, it ill becomes 
One of your Coat, to rap out bloudy Oaths. 
Bifh. Pardon him, good my Lord, it is his zeal, 
An honeft Country Prelate, who laments 
To fee fuch foul diforder in the Church. 
Sir John. There’s one they call him Sir Fobn Oldcastle. 
He has not his name for nought : for like a Caftle 
Doth he encompafs them within his Walls, 
But till that Caftle be fubverted quite, 
We ne’re fhall’ be at quiet in the Realm. 
Bifh, This is our Suit (my Lord) that he be tane 
And brought in queftion for his Herefie : 
Befide, two Letters brought me out of Wales, 


the good Lord Cobham, 


Wherein my Lord Hertford writes to me; 
What turoule and fedition was begun, 
About the Lord Cobhany, at the Sizes there, 
For they had much ado to calm the rage, , 
And that the valiant Herbert is there flain., oy 
_ uf A fire that mate bequencht. Well, fay no mote, 
Uhe King anon goes to the Council Chamber, 
There to debate of matters touching France, 
As he doth pafs by, Pll inform his Grace 
Concerning your Petition, Mafter Butler, Fs 
[fi forget, do you remember me. 
But. | will my Lord. 
Bifh, Not as a Recompence, 
But as a Token of our love to you. . 
By me (my Lords) the Clergy doth prefent 
This Purfe, and init full a thoufand Angels, it! | 
Praying your Lordfhip to accept their gift. | 
Suf. 1 thank them, my Lord Bifhop, for their love, . 
But will not take their money, if you pleafe 
To give it to this Gentleman, you may. 
Bijh. Sir, then we crave your furthérance herein. 
But. The beft lcan, my Lord of Rochefter 
Bifh. Nay, pray takeit, truft me you shall. 
Sir Fohn, Were ye all three upon New Market Heath, 
You fhould not need {train ‘curt’fie who fhould ha’t, 
Sit Fohn would quickly rid ye of that care. 
Suf. The King iscoming: Fear ye not, my Lord, 
The very firft thing 1 will break with him 
Shall be about your matter, 


LOffer him a Pure. 


Enter King Harry and Huntington ia talk. 


Har. My Lord of Suffolk, 
Was it not faid the Clergy did refufe 
To lend us Money toward our Wars in France? . 

Suf. It was my Lord, but very wrongfully. 

Har. 1 know it was: for Hyntington here tells me 
They have been very bountiful of late. 

Suf. And ftill they vow, my gracious Lord, to be fo, 
Hoping your Majefty will think onthem 
As of your loving Subjects, and fupprefs 
All fuch malicious errors as begin 
To fpot their calling, and difturb the Church. 

Har. God elfe forbid ; why, Suffolk, 

Is there any new rupture to difquiet them ? 

Suf. No new my Lord, the old is great enough, 

And fo increafing, as if not cut down, 

Will breed a fcandal to your Royal State, 

And fer your Kingdom quickly in an uproar. 

The Kentifh Knight, Lord Cobham in defpight 

Of any Law, or fpiritual Difcipline, 

Maintains this upftart new Religion ftill, 

And divers great Aflemblies by his means 

And private quarrels are commenc’d abroad, 

As by thisLetter more at large,myLiege,is made apparent, 

Har. We do find it here, 
There wasin Walesa certain fray of late 
Between two Noblemen. But what of this ? 

Follows it ftraight Lord Cobham muft be he 
Did caufe the fame ? I dare be fworn (good Knight) 
He never dreamt of any fuch contention. 
Bifh, But in his namethe quarrel did begin, 
About the opinion which he held, my Liege. 

Har. What if it did? was either he in place 

To take part with them? orabett them in it ? 
If brabling fellows, whofe enkindled bloud 
Seeths in their fiery Veins, will needs go fight, 
Making their quarrels of fome words that paft 
Either of you, or you, amongft their Cups, 

Is the fault yours? or are they guilty of it ? 

Suf. With pardon of your Highnefs, my dread Lord, 
Such little fparks negleéted, may in time 
Grow toa mighty flame. But that’s not all, 
He doth befide maintain a ftrange Religion, 
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And will not be compelP’d'tocome to Mafs. — 
Bifbop. We do befeech you therefore, gracious Prince, 

| Without offence unto'yout Majelty; 

We may be bold toufe Authority. 

Har. As how? 
Bifbop. To fainmon hinvunto the Arches, 

Where fuch offences have their punifhment. 

Har. To anfwer perfonally, ts that your meaning ? 
Bifhop. It is, nvy Lord. 
Har. How if heappeal?.. 
Bifvop. My Lord, he cannotitfuch a cafe as this. 
Swf.’ Not where Religion is the plea, my Lord. 
Har. \ took it always, that our felf ftood on’t 

As a fafficient refuge: unto whom 

| Not any but might lawfully appeal. 
| 


But we'll not argue how upon that pomt. 
For Sir Fohn Oldcafile whom you accufe, 
Let me intreat you to. difpence a while 

| With your high Title of preheminence. 
Report did never yet condemn him foy 
But he hath always been reputed loyal: 
And in my knowledge } can fay thus much, 
That he is vertuous, wife, and honourable. 
If any way his Confcience be fedue’d 

To waver in his Faith, Vleé fend for him, 


Lin foorn. 


And fchool him.privately: If that fetve not, 
Then afterward you may proceed agaionft him. 
Butler, be you the Meflenger fof ts, 
And will him prefently repair to Court. — LExennt. 
S Hohn, How now my Lord ? why ftand you difcontent ? 
'Tafooth (aethinks) the King hath well decreed. 
| Bafbop. 1, 1, Sir Fobn, if he would keep his word : 
| But | perceive he favours him fo meh 
As this will be to {mall effect, 1 fear. 
S. Hohn, Why then ile téll you what y’are beft to do: 
‘If you fufpect the Kiog will be but cold 
| In reprehending hit, fend you a Procefs too 
To ferve upon him, .fo ye may be fare 
To make him anfwer’t, howfoever it fall, 
|  Bifhop. And wellremembred, I will have it fo, 
A Sumner fhall be fent about it ftraight. LExir. 
| §. Fobn, Yea,do fo. Inthe rhean {pace this remains 
For kind Sir. foha of Wrotham, honett Jack, 
Methinks the purfe of Gold the Bifhop gave 
Made a good thew, it had a tempting look : 
Befhrew me; but my fingers ends do itch 
| To be upon thofe goldenruddocks. Well ’tis thus 5 
| 1 am not asthe world doth take me for : 
Ifever Wolf were cloathed in fheeps coat, 
Then I am he; old huddle and twang ’ifaith : 
A Prieft in fhew, but (in plain terms ) a Thief: 
Yet let me tell you t6o; an honeft Thief; 
One that will take it where it may be fpar’d, 
And fpend it freely in good fellowfhips 
I have as many fhapes as Protew had, 
That {till when any villany is done, 
There may none fufpeét it was Sir Fobn. 
| Befides, to comfort me (for what’s this life, 
Except the crabbed bitternefs thereof 
| Be fweetned now and then with Letchery ? ) 
J have my Doll, my Concubine as ’twere, 
To frolick with, a Infty bouncing girle. 
But whil’ft I loyter here, the Gold may feape, 
And that muft not be fo: It is mine own. 
Therefore le mect him on his way to Court, 
And fhrive him of it, there will be the fport. 


Exit. 


Enter four poor People, fome Sonldiers, fome Old men, 


1. God help, God help, there’s Law for punifhing, 
| But there’s no Law for our neceflity : 
There be more ftocks to fet poor fouldiers in, 
Than there be Houfés to relieve them at. 
Old man, 1, Houfe-keeping-decays in every place, 


Evenas S. Peter writ, {till worfe and, worfe. 

2, Matter AZayor of Rechefter has given command, That 
none fhall go abroad out of the Parith , and has fet down 
an Order forfoothy what every poor houfholder mult give 
for our relief: where there ‘be fome fefled (I may fayto 
you) had almoft.as much need to begias we. 

1, Itisahard world the while, _ 

Old m. lf a poor mariask at door for God’s fake,theyask 
him for a licence of a certificate froma Juftice. 

2, Faith we have none, bué what we bear upon our 
bodies, our maim’d limbs, God help us. 

4. And yet as Jame as b am; Pie with the King imto 
France, if | can but erawh a fhip board, fad rather be flain 
in France, than f{tarve in England. 

Old m. Ha, were | but as lufty as 1 was at Shrewsbury 
battle, Ewould not do as! do: but we are now come to 
the good Lord Cobham’s houfe, the beft man to the poor in 
all Kent. 

4. God blefs him, there be but few fuch, 


Enter Lord Cobham with Harpool. 


Cob. Thou. peevifh froward man, what wouldft thou 

have? 

Har. This pride, this pride, brings all to beggery, 

I ferv’d-your Father, and your Grandfather, 
Shew me fuch two men now: No, no, 

Your backs, your backs ; the Devil and pride 
Has cut the throat of all good Houfe-keeping, 
They were the beft Yeomens Mafters that 
Ever were in England. 

Cob. Yea, except thou have a crew of filthy knaves 
And fturdy Rogues ftill feeding at my Gate, 
Thereis no hofpitality with thee, 

Har. They may fitat the gate well enough,but the devil 
of any thing you give them, except they'll eat ftones, 

Cob. ’Tis long then of fuch-hungry Knaves as you : 
Yea, Sir, here’s your retinue, your guefts be come, 

They know their hours, | warrait you. 

Old m. God blefs your honour, God fave the good Lord 
Cobham, and all his Houfe. 

Soul. Good your honour, beftow your blefled almes 
Upon poor men, ‘ . 

Cob. Now, Sir, here be your alms Knights: 

Now are you as fafe as the Emperor. 

Har. My alms Knights? Nay th’are yours: 
It is a fhame for you, and I’le ftand to’t, 

Your foolifh alms maintains more Vagabonds 

Than all the Noblemen in Kent befide. 

Out you Rogues, you Knaves, work for your livings. 
Alas poor men, they may beg their hearts out, 
There’s no more Gharity among men 

Than amongft fo many Matftive Dogs, 

What make you here, you needy knaves ? 

Away, away, you Villains. 

2. Soul. Lbefeech you, Sir, be good. 

Cob. Nay,nay, they know thee well enough, I think that 
all the beggers in this Land are thy acquaintance: go be- 
{tow your alms, none will controll you, Sir. 

Har. What fhould I givethem ? you are grown fo beg- 
garly,that you can fcarce give a bit of Bread at your door : 
you talk of your Religion fo long, that you have banifhed 
Charity from you: aman may make a Flax-fhop in your 
Kitchin Chimnies, for any fire there is ftirring. 

Cob. If thou wilt give them nothing, fend them hence : 
Let them not ftand here ftarving in the cold. 

Har, Who, I drive them hence? If I drive poor men 
from the door , Vlebe hang’d: { know not what I may 
come to my felf: God help ye poor knaves , ye fee the 
World. Well, youhad a Mother: © God be with thee 
good Lady, thy Soul’sat reft: fhe gave more in fhirts and 
{mocks to poor Ghildren, than you {pend in your Houfe, 
and yet you live a beggar too. 


Cob. 
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Cob. Even the worft deed that ever my Mother did, 
was in relieving fuch a Foolas thou. 

ar, 1, | ama Fool till: with all your Wit you'll die 
aBeggar, gotoo. . 

Gob, Go, you old Fool, give the poor people fome- 
thing: Go in poor men into the inner Court, and take 
fuch Alms as there is to be had. 

Soul. God blefs your Honour. 

Har. Hang you Rogues, hang you, there’s nothing but 
mifery amongft you, you fear no Law, you. (Exit. 

Oldm. God blefs you good Matter Rafe , God fave 
your Life, you are good to the poor ftill. 


Enter the Lord Powis difpuifed. 


Cob. What Fellow’s yonder comes along the Gtove ? 
Few Paflengers there be that know this way : 
Me thinks he ftops as though he ftaid for me, 
And meant to fhrow’d himfelf among the Buhhes, 
I know the Clergy hates me to the Death, 
And my Religion gets me many foes : 
And this may be fome defperate Rogue 
Suborn’d to work me mifchief: as it pleafeth God. 
If he come toward me, fure I’le ftay his coming, 
Be he but one man, whatfo’cre hebe. [Lord Powis comes on, 
I have been well acquainted with that face. 
Pow, Well met, my honourable Lord and Friend. 
Gob. You are welcome, Sir, what ere you be ; 
But of this fudden, Sir, I do not know you. 
“| Pow. 1am one that wifheth well unto your Honour, 
My name‘is Powis,an old Friend of yours. 
Cob. My honourable Lord, and worthy Friend, 
What makes your Lorfhip thus alone in Kent,: 
And this difguifed in this ftrange attire ? 
Pow. My Lord, an unexpected accident 
Hath at this time enforc’d me to thefe parts, 
And thus it hapt. Not yet full five days fince, 
Now at the laft aflize at Hereford, 
It chanc’d that the Lord Herbert and my felf, 
"Monet other things difcourfing at the Table, 
To fall in fpeech about fome certain points 
Of Wickliff’s Doétrine ’gainft the Papacie, 
And the Religion Catholick maintain’d 
Through the moft part of Exrope at this day 
This wilful tefty Lord {tuck not to fay, 
That Wickliff was a Knave, a fchifmatick, 
His Doctrine devilifh and Heretical : 
And whatfoever he was maintain’d the fame, 
Was Traitor both to God, and to his Country. 
Being moved at his peremptory fpeech 
1 told him,fome maintain’d thofe opinions, 
Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was: 
And hereplying in comparifons, —__ ; 
Your name was urg’d, my Lord, againft this challenge, 
To bea perfect favourer of the truth. 
And to be fhort, from words we fell to blows, 
Our Servants, and our Tenants taking parts. 
Many on both fides hurt: and for an hour 
The broil by no means could be pacified, 
Until the Judges rifing from the bench, 
Were in their perfons forc’d to part the fray. 
Cob, | hope no man was violently flain. 
Pow. Faith none I truft, but the Lord Herberts felf, 
Who isintruth fo dangeroufly hurt, 
As it is doubted he can hardly fcape. ; 
Cob. Lamforry, my good Lord, of thefe ill news. 
Pow, This is the caule that drives me into Kent, 
To fhroud my felf with you fo good a Friend, 
Until | hear bow things do fpeed at home. . 
Cob, Your Lordhhip is moft welcome unto Cobbam ; 
But { am very forry, my good Lord, — 
My name was brought in queftion in this matter, 
Confidering | have many Enemies, 
That threaten malice, and do lye in walt 


To take the vantage of the fmalleft thing. 
But you are welcome, and repofe your Lordfhip, 
And keep your felf here fecret in my Houfe, 
Until we hear how the Lord Herbert fpeeds. 


Enter Harpool, 


Here comes my man: Sirrah, whatnews? 
_ Har. Yonder’sone Mr. Butler of the privie Chamber, 
is fent unto you from the King. 

Pow. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead, and the 
King hearing whither I am gone, hath fent tor me. 

Cob, Comfort your felf, my Lord, I warrant you. 

Har. Fellow, what ailsthee? do’ft thou quake ?. do’ft 
thou fhake? do’ft thoutremble ? ha? 
_ Cob, Peace,youold fool: Sirrab; convey this Gentleman 
in the back way, and bring the other into the walk. 

Hur. Come, Sir, y’are welcome, if you love my Lord. 

Pow. Gramercy, gentle Friend. (Exeunt. 

Cob. 1 thought as much, that it would not be long before 
I heard of fomething from the King, about this matter. 


Enter Harpool with Adafter Butler: 


Har. Sir, yonder my Lord walks, you fee him 3 
Vle have your men into the feller the while. 

Cob. Welcome, good Matter Butler. 

But, Thanks, my good Lord : his Majefty doth com- 
mend his love unto your Lordfhip, and wills you to repair 
unto the Court. 

Cob. God blefs his highnefs, and confound his Enemies, 
I hope his Majefty is weil ? 

But. \n good health, my Lord. 

Cob. God long continue it; me thinks you look as 
though you were not well, what ails ye, Sir? 

But, Faith L have had a foolifh odde mifchance, that 


angers me: coming over Shooters hil, there came one to } 


me likea Sailor, and askt me money ; and whilft 1 ftaid 
my Horfe to draw my purfe, he takes thr advantage of a 
little bank , and leaps behind me, whips my purfe away, 


| and with a fudden jerk,! know not how, threw meatleaft. 


three yards out of my Saddle; I never was fo rob’dinall 
my life. 


(ob. Lam very forry, Sir, for your mifchance; we will |. 


fend our warrant forth, to ftay fuch fufpitious perfons as 
fhali be found, then Mr. Butler we’llattend you. 
But, {humbly thank your Lordthip, [will attend you. 


Enter the Sumner. 


Sum. | have the Law to warrant what Ido, and though 
the Lord Cobham bea Nobleman, that difpenfes not with 
Law,| dare ferve a Procefs were he five Noble men,though 
we Samners make fometimes a mad flip in a corner with 
a pretty wench, a Sumner muft not go always by feeing : 
aman may be content to hide his Eyes where he may feel 
his profit. Well, this is Lord Cobbam’s Houfe, if I can- 
not fpeak with him, I’le clap my Citation upon’s door, 


|fo my Lord of Rechefter bad me , but me thinks here 


comes one of his men, . 

Har. Welcome good fellow, welconie, who would’ft 
thou fpeak with? 

Sum. With my Lord (obbam I would fpeak, if thou be 
one of his men, 

Har, Yes,}am one of his men, but thou canft not fpeak 
with my Lord. 

Sum, May. I fend to him then ? 

Har. Vle tell thee that, when I know thy errand, 

Sum. 1 will not tell my errand to thee, 

Har. Thenkeep itto thy felf, and walk like a Knave 
as thou cameft. 

Sam, \ cell thee, my Lord keepsno knaves, Sirrah. 

Har. Then thou ferveft him not, | believe. What 
Lord is thy Mafter ? 
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Sum, No-lam very well, good Matter Servingman, | 
thank you, very well, Sir. 

Har: Lamegiad on’t, then be walking towards Rochefter 
to keep your Stomach warm. And Sumner, If I do know 
you difturb a good wench within this Diocefs, if I do not | 
make thee eat her petticoat, if there were four yards of 
Kentifh cloth in’t, lam a villain. 

Sum. God be w’ye, Mafter Servingman, [éxit, 

Har, Farewel, Sumner. 


| 

| Sum, My Lord of Rochefter. } 

| Har. In good time: and what would’ft thou have with 
my Lord Cobham ? ga 

Sum. 1 come by vertue ofa Procefs, to cite him to ap- 
pear before my Lord inthe Court at Rocheffer. 

Har. afide, Well, God grant me patience, I could eat 
this Counger. My Lord is not athome, therefore it were 
good ,Sumner, you carried your Procefs back. 

Sim, Why, if he will not be fpoken withal, then will 
I leave it here, and fee that he take knowledge of it. 

Har. ’Zoundsyouflave, do you fetup your bills here : 
go too, take it down again. Do’ft thou know what thou 
do’ft? Do’ft chou know on whom thow fervett a Procefs ? 

Sum. Yes marry dol, on Sit Zohn Oldcastle, Lord 
Cobham, : 

Har, J am glad thou knoweft him yet: and Sirrah, 
do’ft not know that the Lord Cobham isa brave Lord, that 
keeps good Beef and Beer in his Houfe, and every day 
feeds.a hundred poor people at’s Gate,and keeps a hundred 
tall fellows ? 

Sum, What’s that to my Procefs ? 

Har. Marry this, Sir, is this procefs parchment ? 

Sum, Yes marry is it. 

Har. And this Seal wax ? 

Sum, \t is fo, ; 

Har. If this be parchment, and this wax, eat you this 
parchment and this wax,or | will make parchment of your 
skin, and beat your brains into wax, Sirrah, Swmner, dif- 
patch, devour, Sirah, devour. 

| Sum, 1 am my Lord of Rochefter’s Sumner, Lcame todo 
| my office, and thou fhalé anfwer it. 

Har, Sitrah, no railing, but betake your felf to your 
teeth, thou fhalt eat no worfe thanthou bring’ft with thee, 

| thou bring’ft it formy Lord, and wilt thou bring my Lord 
| worfe than thou wilt eat thy felf ? 
Sum. Sit, t brought it not my Lord to eat. 
- Har, O do you Sir menow; all’s one for that, Ple 
make you eat it, for bringing it. 
Sam. 1 carmot eat it. 
Har, Canyou not? ’sblond Vle beat you till you have 
a Stomach. [Beats him. 
Sam. QO hold,hold, good Mr.Servingman, | will eat it. 
Har. Be champing, be chawing, Sir, or I’le chaw you, 
you Rogue, the pureft of the Honey. 
Sam, Tough wax is the pureft Hony. 
Har, O Lord, Sir, oh, oh, 
Feed, feed, ’tis wholfome, Rogue, wholfome. 
Cannot you like an honeft Sumner, walk with the Devil 
your Brother, to fetth in yout Bailiff’s rents; but you 
muft come toa Noble mans houfe with procefs? If thy Seal 
were as broad as the Lead that covers Rocheffer Church, 
thou fhould’ft cat ir. 
Sum. O,1 am almoft choaked, lam almoft choaked. 
Har, Who’s within there? will you fhame my Lord, is 
there no Beer inthe Houfe ? Butler | fay. 


Emir Conttable.. 


Con, Save you, Mafter Harpool. 

Har, Welcome Conftable, welcome Conftable, what 
news with thee ? 

Con, And’t pleafe you, Mafter Harpool, | am to make 
hue and cry for a fellow with one Eye, that hasrob’d two 
Clothiers, and am to cfave your hindrance to fearch all 
fufpected places; andthey fay there was a Woman in the 
Company. 

‘ Har. Haft thou beenat the Ale-houfe? haft thou fought 
there ? i ! 
Con, Ydurft not fearch inmy Cord Cobham’s liberty, ex- 
cept I had fome of his Servants for my warrant. 

Har, An honeft Conftable , call forth him that keeps 
the Ale-houfe there. 

Con. Ho, who’s within there ? 

Ale-man.. Who calls there ?, Oh is’t you, Mr .Conftable, 
and Mr. Harpool ? y’are welcome with all my heart, what 
make you here fo carly this morning ? 

Har. Sirrah, what ftrangers do youlodge? there isa 
robbery done this morning, and we are to fearch for all fuf- 
pected perfons, 

Ale-man.Gods bores,lam forry for’t. Pfaith,Sir,I,lodge 
no body, but a good honeft Prieft, call’d Sir John a Wrotham, 
and a handfome Woman that is his Neece, that he faies he 
has fome fuit in, Law for; and as they go upand down to 
London, fometimes they lye at my Houfe. 

Har. What, is fhe here inthy Houfe now ? 

Ale-man. Sheis, Sit: 1 promife you, Sir, heis a quiet | 
man, and becaufe he will not trouble too many rooms, he 
makes the woman lye every night at his beds feet. 

Har. Bring her forth, Conftable, bring her forth, let’s 
fee her, let’s fee her. 

Ale-man, Dorothy, you muft come down to Mafter }, 

Conftable. 

Doll. Anon forfooth. LShe enters. 

Har. Welcome, fweet Lafs, welcome, 

Doll. 1 thank you,good Sir, and Mafter Conftable alfo. 

Har. A plump girle by the Mafs, a plump girle: ha, 
Doll, ha, Wilt thou forfake the Prieft, and go with me, 
Doll? 

(on, Al! well faid, Mafter Harpool, you are a merry old 
man i’faith; you will never be old now by the mack, a 
pretty wench indeed. 

Har. Ye old mad merry Conftable, art thou advis’d of 
that ? Ha, well faid Doll, fillfome Ale here. 

Doll _afide. Oh if I wilt this old Prieft would not ftick 
tome, by Jove I would ingle this old ferving-man. 

Har. Oh you old mad colt, i’faith Ple ferk yow: fillall 
the pots in the Houfe there. 

Con. Oh! well faid,Mafter Harpool,yow are heart of oak 
when all’s done. 

id aa Ha Doll, thou haft a fweet pair of lips by the 
afs. 

Doll. Truly youare a moft fweet old man,as ever | faw ; 
by my troth, youhave a face able to make any Woman in 
love with you. 

Har. Fill, fweet Doll, P'le drink to thee. 

Doll. \ pledge you, Sir, and thank you therefore, and I 
pray you let it come. 

Har. (JImbracing her Doll, canft thou love me ? a mad } 

erry La{s, would to God I had never feen thee. 

Doll, \ warrant you,yyou will not out of my thoughts this 

; twelvemonth, 


Enter Butler. 


But. Here, here, 

Har, Give him Beer. [ He drinks. 
There : tough old fheepskins, bate dry meat. 

Sum, O Sir, let me go no further, P’le eat my word. 

Har, Yea matry,Sit,1 mean ye fhall eat more than your 
own word, for ’le make you eat all the words in the procefs, 
Why you drab monger, cannot the fecrets of all the 
wenches in a Shire ferve your turn, but you muft come 
hither with a Citation with a pox? Ile cite you. 

A Cup of Sack for the Sumner. 

But. Here, Sir, here, 

Har, Here, flave, | drink to thee. 

Sam, I thank you, Sir. 

Har. Now if thou find’ft thy Stomach well, becaufe thou 
fhalt fee my Lord keeps nteat in’s houfe, if thou wilt go in 
thou fhalt have a piece of Beef to thy break-faft, 


twelvemonth, truly 
may be. Ah thefe 
are moft lovely. 


(on, Cuds bores, Mafter Harpool, Vie have one bufs 
too. 


Har. a ee for you, Conftable, hand off » hand 
or. 


you are as full of favour, 


as ally man 
{weet gray locks, 


by my troth, they 


Con. Berlady I love kifling as well as you. 

Doll; Oh you are an odd boy, you have a wanton Eye of 
your own: ah you {weet fugar-lipt wanton, you will win 
as many Womens hearts as come in your Company. 


Enter Prieft. 


Prieft, Doll, come hither, 

Har, Prieft, fhe fhall not, 

Doll, Vle tome anon, {weet love. 

Priest. Hand off, old fornicator, 

Har. Vicar, Ple fit here in fpight of thee, is:this ftufffor 
a Prieft to carry up and down with him ? 

PrieSt, Sitrah, do’ft thou not know that a good fellow 
| Parfon may have a chappel of eafe,where his patifh Church 

is far off ? 

Har. You Whorfon fton’d Vicar, 

Prieft. You old ftale Ruffin, you Lion of Corfoh 

Har. *Zounds, Vicar, I’le geld you, LF ies upon him. 

Gon, Keep the Kings peace. 

Doll. Murder, murder, murder ! 

Ale-man. Hold, as you are men, hold ; for Gods fake be 
quict : put up your weapons, you deaw not in my houfe, 

Har. You Whorion bawdy Prieft, 

Prieft. You old mutton.monger, 

Con. Hold, Sir Fobz, hold, 

Doll. 1 pray thee, fweet heart,be quiet, I was but fitting 
to drink a pot of Ale with him,even as kinda man as ever 
I met with, 

Har. Thou art a Thief, I warrant thee. 

Pricft. Then I am but as thou haft been in thy dayes, 
Jet’s not bé afhamed of our Trade, the King has been a. 
Thief himfelf, 

Doll. Come,be quiet, haft thou {ped ? 

Prieft. | have, wench, here be crowns ?’ faith. 

Doll, Come, let’s be ali Friends then. 

Con. Well faid Miftrifs Dorothy. 

Har. Thouart the maddeft Prieft that ever I met with. 
Prieft, Give me thy band, thou art as good a fellow - 
[ama finger, a drinker, abencher, a wencher ; | can fay 
ja Mafs, and kifsa Lafs: Faith, I have a Parfonage, and 
becaufe I would not be at too much charges, this wench 

ferveth me for a Sexton, b 
Har, Well faid, mad Prieft, we’ll in and be Friends. 
33 Léxeunt, 


Enter Sir Roger Acton, eMaffer Bourn, Mafter . 
Beverley, and William Murley she 
Brewer of Dunttable, 


Aiton, Now Mater eMurley, | am well aflai’d 
You know our errant, and do like the caule 5 
Being a man affected as we are, 

«Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear; No Ma- 
fter, good Sic ‘Roger etter, Mafter Bourn, and Matter 
Beverley, Gentlemen and juftices of the Peace, no Matter, 
I, buc plain Wiliam «Murky the Brewer ot Dunftable, 
your honeft neighbour and your Friend, if ye be men of 

rofeffion. ; 

thes. Profefled Friends to Wickhff , foes to. Rome. 

eMur. Hold by me, Lad, lean upon that ftall, good 
Matter Beverley, all of a Houfe, fay your mind, fay your 
reaphae You know our faction now is grown fa great 
Throughout the Realm, that it begins to fmoak 
Into the Clergies Eyes, and the King’s ears ; 
High time it is that we were drawn tohead, 


| bear a-knave, andevery knave fhall wear a jack, and every 


| Or never come difgracefal tons all. 


thé good Lord Cobbiati : 


Our General and Officers appointed. 
And wars ye wot, willask great ftore of Coyn, 

Able to ftrength our action with your purfe, 

You are elected for a Colonel 

Over.a Regiment of fifteen Bands! 

«Mur, Fue, paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, 
be it more or lefs upon occafion,Lord have mercy upon us, 
what a World is this! Sir Roger Aiton, lam but a Dunft able 
man, a plain Brewer, ye know: will lutty caveliering Cap- 
tains (Gentlemen) come at my cailing, go atmy bidding ? 
Dainty my dear , they’ll do a Dog of wax, a Horfe of 
cheefe, a prick and a pudding; no, no, ye mult appoint 
fome Lord or Kuightat dealt, to that place, 

Bour. Why, Matter Afarley, you fhall be a Knight : 
Were you not in election to be Sheriff ? 

Have ye not paft all Offices but that ? 
Have yenot wealth to make your Wife a Lady? 
I warrant you, my Lord, our General 
Beftows that honour on you, at firft fight. 
Maur. Matty God dild ye dainty my dear: 
But tell me, who fhall be our General, 
Where’s the Lord Cobham, Sit Fohn Old: caftle, 
That noble alms-giver, Houfe-keeper, virtuous, _ 
Religious Gentleman ? Come to me there, boyes, 
Come to me there, 

Atton. Why,who but he fhall be our General ? 

Mur, And thall he Knight me, and make me Colonel ? 

Att, My word for that, Sir William Morley Knight, 

Mur. Fellow Sit Reger Aéton Knight, all fellows | mean 
in Armes, how ftrong are we? how many partners ? Our 
Enemies befide the King are mighty, be it more or lefs up- 
on occafion, reckon our force. 

4, There are of us.our Friends arid followers, 

Three thoufand and three hundred at the leaft - 
Of Northern lads four thoufand, befide horfe, 
From Kent there comes with Sir Fohi Oldcaftle 
Seven thoufand : then from London iflue out, 
Of Mafters, Servants, Strangers, Prentices, 
Forty odd thoufand into Fickee field, 

Where we appoint our fpecial Randevouz. 

Mur. Fue, paltry, paltry, inand out, te and fro, Lord 
have mercy upon us, what a World is this! Where’s that. 
Ficket field, Sir Roger ? ‘ 

Att, Behind S. Giles in the field, near Holborn. 

Mur, Newgate; up Holborn, §, Giles in the field, and to 
Tyburn, anold fay. For the day, for theday? 

Ax. On Friday next, the fourteenth day of Fansary, 

Afur, Tilly vally,truft me never if | have any liking of 
that day, Fue, paltry, platry, Friday quoth a,difinal day, }. 
Childermas day this:year was Friday. 

Bev, Nay Mafter Murley, if you obferve fach dayes, 
We make fome queftion of your conftancie, 

All dayes are alike to inen refolv’d in right. 

Mur, Say Amen,and fay no more,but fay and hold Ma- 
{ter Beverley: Friday next, and Ficket field, atid William 
¢Murley and his merry men fhall be all one: I Have half a 
{core jades that draw my Beer Carts, andevery jade fhall 


jack fhall have.a feully: and every feull fhall thew a {pear, 
and every {pear fhall kill a foe at Ficker fieldjat Ficket field : 
Fobn and Tom, Dick, and Hodge, Rafe and Robbin, William 
and George, and all my knaves fhall fight like men, at Fic- 
ket field, on Friday next, 
Bour, What fumm of money mean you to disburfe ? 
Mur. \emay be modeftly, decently, and foberly, ‘and 
handfomely I may bring five hundred pound. 
Az. Five hundred, man? five thoufand’s riot enough, 
A hundred thoufand will not pay our men 
Two month’s together, either come prepar’d 
Like a brave Knight, and martial Colonel, 
In glittering gold, and gallant Furniture, 
Bringing in Coin, a Cart-load at leaft, 
And all your followers mounted on good Horfe, 
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Bev. Perchance you may be chofen Treafurer, 
Ten thoufand pound’s the leaft that you can bring. 

Mur, Paltry, paltry, in and.out, toand fro: upon oc- 
cafion | have ten thoufand pound tofpend, and ten too. 


"T 


The Hiftory of Sir John Oldeattle, 


Bifhop. Ah, my good Lord, the State’s abus’d, 
And our Decrees moft fhamefully prophan’d, 

Ring. How? Or by whom ? 

Bifhop. Even by this Heretick, 


And rather than the Bithop fhall have his will of me for | This few, this Traitor to your Majefty. 


my Confcience,it fhall all go.Flame and flax, flax and flame. 
It was got with Water and Male, and it fhall flye with fire 
and Gun-powder. Sir Reger, a Cart-load of money till the 
Axletree crack 5 my felf and my men in Ficker field on 
Friday next: remember my Knight-hood and my place : 
there’s my hand I’le be there. LExir. 
Aé, See what ambition may perfwade men to, 
In hope of honour he will {pend himfelf. 
Beur. {never thought a Brewer half fo rich. 
Bev. Was never bankrupt Brewer yet but one, 
Wich ufing toomuch Malt, too little Water. 
4. ‘That’s no fault in Brewers now adayes: 
Come, away about cur bufinefs, LExeunt, 
Enter King Harry, Suffolk, Adafer Butler, Old- 
caftle kveeling to the King, 


King. ’Tisnot enough, Lord Cobham, to fubmit, 
You mutt forfake your grofs opinion ; 
The Bifhops find themfelves much injured, 
And though for fome good fervice you have done, 
We for our part are pleas’d to pardon you, 
Yet they will not fo.foon be fatisfied. 
Cob, My gracious Lord, unto your Majefty, 
Nextunto my God, I owe my life ; 
And what is mine, either by Natures gift, 
Or Fortunes bounty, all is at your feryice. 
But for Obedience to the Pope of Rome, 
I owe him none; nor fhall his fhaveling Priefts 
That are in England, alter my belief. 
If out of holy Scripture they can prove 
That I am in-anerror, I will yield, 
4 And gladly take inftruction at their hands : 
But otherwife, I do befeech your Grace, 
1 My Confcience may not be incroach’d upon. 
{ King, We would be loth to prefs our fubjects bodies, 
Much lefs their Souls, the dear redeemed part 
Ofhim that is the Ruler of us all : 
Yet let me Counfel you, that might command; 
Do not prefume to tempt them withill words, 
Nor fufter any meetings to be had 
} Within your Houfe, butto the uttermoft 
Difperfe the flocks of this new gathering Sect, 
. Cob. My Liege, if any breath that dares come forth, 
And fay, my life in any of thefe points 
7 Deferves th’ attainder of ignoble thoughts : 
} Here ftand I, craving no remorfe at all, 
But even the urmoft rigour may befhown. 
King. Let it fuffice we know your Loyalty, 
What have you there ? 
Cob, A Deedof Clemency, 
Your highnefs pardon for Lord Powis: life, 
4 Which I did beg, and ‘yon my Noble Lord, 
Of gracious favour did vouchfafe to grant. 
Kéng, But yet it is not figned with our hand, 
Cob, Not yet, my Liege. 
King. The fact you fay was done 
Not of pretenfed malice, but by chance. 
Cob. Upon mine Honour fo, no otherwife. 
King. There is his pardon, bid him make amends, 
And cleanfe his Soul to God for his offence, 
. | What we remit, is but the bodies {courge. 
| How now, Lord Bifhop ? 


Enter, Bifhop. 
Bifhop. Juftice, dread Soveraign , . 
As thou art King, fo grant I may have Jutice. 
King. What means this exclamation ? Let us know. 


LWrites. 


Cob. Prelate, thou lyeft, even in thy greafie maw, 
Or whofoever twit’s me with the name 
Of either Traitor, or of Heretick, 
King. Forbear | fay : and Bifhop, fhew the caufe 
From whence this late abufe hath been deriv’d. 
Bifbop. Thus,mighty King: by general confent 
A meflenger was fent to cite this Lord 
To make appearance in the Confiftory : 
And coming to his Houfe, a Ruffian flave, 
One of his daily followers, met the man, 
Who knowing him to be a Parator 
Affaults him firft, and after in contempt 
Of us, and our proceedings, makes him eat 
The written Procefs, parchment, Seal and all: 
Whereby this matter neither was brought forth, 
Nor we but feorn’d for our Authority. 
King, When was this done ? 
Bifhop. At fix a clock this Morning. 
King. And when came you to Court ? 
(ob. Laft Night, my Liege. 
King. By this it feems he is not guilty of it, 
And you have done him wrong t’ accufe him fo. 
Bifhop. But it was done, my Lord, by his appointment, 
Or elfe his man durft not have been fo bold. 
King. Or elfe you durft be bold to interrupt 
And fill our ears with frivolous complaints. 
Is this the Duty you do bear to us ? 
Was’t not fufficient we did pafs our word 
To fend for him, but you mifdoubting it, 
Or which is worfe, intending to foreftal 
Our Regal power, muft likewife fummon him? 
This favours of Ambition, not of zeal, 
And rather proves you malice his eftate, 
Than any way that he offends the Law. 
Go too, we like it not : and he your Officer 
Had his defert for being infolent, 


Enter Huntington. 


That was imployed fo much amifs herein. 
So Cobham when you pleafe, you may depart. 
Cob. 1 humbly bid farewel unto my Liege. 
King. Farewel, what’sthe news by Huntington ? 
Hun, Sir Roger Atton, and acrew (my Lord) 
Of bold feditious Rebels, are in Arms, 
Intending reformation of Religion. 
And with their Army they intend to pitch 
In Ficket field, unlefs they be repuls’t, 
King. So near our prefence? Dare they be fo bold ? 
And will proud War and eager thirft of blood, 
Whom we had thought to entertain far off, 
Prefs forth upon us in our Native bounds ? 
Mutt we be forc’d to hanfel our fharp blades 
In England here, which we prepar’d for France ? 
Well, a Gods name be it, What's their Number , fay. 
Or who’s the chief Commander of this Row ? 
Hun, Their nember is not known, as yet my Lord, 
But ’tis reported, Sir Zohn Oldcaftle 
Is the chief man, on whom they do depend. 
King. How? the Lord Cobham ? . 
Hun, Yes, my gracious Lord, 
Bifhep. 1 could have told your Majefty as much 
Before he went, but that I faw your Grace 
Was too much blinded by his flattery. 
Suff. Send poft, my Lord, to fetch him back again, 
But, Traitor unto his Country, how he fmooth’d 
And feem’d as innocent as Truth it felf ? 
Keg. I cannot think it yet he would be fale: 
But if he be, no matter, let him go, 


CEx#. 


We'll 


———, ee ee, eee, a oe eee 


Well mect both him and them unto their woe. 


Bifh. This falls out well, and at the laft 1 hope 
To fee this Heretick die ina Rope, ¥e 


Enter Earl of Cambridge, Lord Seroop, Gray, 
and Chartres the French Faétor. 


How you do ftand intituled to the Orowa, 

The deeper fhall-we pnint it in our minds 

And every man.the better be refolv’d., 

When he perceives his quarrel to be juft, 

| Cam. Then thus, Lord Scroo » Sir Thomas Grey, 
And you, Monfieur de Chartres, Agent for the French. 
This Lionel, Duke of Clarence (as I faid) 

Third Son of Edmard (England’s King) the Third, 
Had Iflue, Philip his fole Daughter and Heir 5 
Which Philip afterward was given in Marriage 

To Edmund Mortimer the Earl of March, 

And by him had a Son call’d Roger — Mortimer 5 

| Which Roger likewife had of his Defcent, 

| Edmund, Roger, Annand Elianor, 

Two Daughtersand twoSons, but of thofe, three 
Dy’d without iflte : dng, that did farvive, 

| And now was left her Fathers only Heir, 

By fortune was to marry, being too 

By my Grand-father of King Edwara’s Line: 

| So of ‘his Sir-name , I am call’d you know. 

Richard Plantaginet, my Father was, 

| Edwardthe Duke of York, and Son and Heir” 

| Lo Edmund Langley, Edward the third’s firft Son, 


As lawful Heir to Roger eAortimer, 
The Son of Edmund, which did marry Philip 
Daughter and Heir to Lionel Duke of Clarence, 
Cam, True, for this Harry, and his Father both 
Harry the firft,as plainly doth appear. 
Are falfe Intruders, and ufurp the Crown. 
For when young Réchard was at Pomfret flain, 
In him the Title of Prince Edward dy’d, 
That was the eldeft of King Edwara’s Sons: 
Wiliam of Hatfield, and their fecond brother, 
eath in his Nonage had before bereft : 
So that my Wife deriv’d from Lionel, 
Third Son unto King Edward, ought proceed 
And take poffeflion of the Diadem 
Before this Harry, or his Father King, 
Who fetch their Title but from Laucafter, 
“{Forth of that Royal Line, And being thus 
What reafon is’t, but fhe fhould have her right ? 
Ser; lam tefoly’d, our enterprize is juft. 
Gray, Harry thall die or elfe refiga his Crown. 
Char. Perform but that, and Gbarles the King of France 
Shall aid you Lords, hot only with his Men, 
But fend you Money to maintain your Wars : 
Five hundced thoufaud Crowns he bad the proffer, 
If you can ftop but Aarry’s Voyage for France. 
Ser. We never had a fitter time than now, 
The Realm in fuch divifion as itis. ; 
Cam. Befides you mutt perfwade you, there is due 
| Vengeance for Rithard’s murther, which although 
it be deferr’d, yet will it fall at daft, . 
Aad now as likely as another time. 
Sin hath had many years toripen in, 
Aad now the Harvelt cannot be far off, 
Wherein the weeds of Ufurpation 
Are to be cropt andcaft into the fire: } 
| Ser. No mote, Earl Cambridge, tere | plight my Faith, 
| fo fet up thee and thyrenowned Wife, 
_ Gray. Gray will perform the fame as he is Knight. 
| Chart. And to aflift ye, as I faid before, 
Chartres doth "gage the Honour of his King. — 
: Ser. We lack but now Lord Cobbam's fellow fhip, 
: | And then our Plot were abfolute indeed. 


the good Lord Cobham: 
£ Exeunt. 


Ser. Once more, my Lord of Cambridge, make reherfal 


Scr. So that it feems your claim comes by your Wife, 


'| And go with us, we’ll bring you to a Forreft, 
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Cam. Doubt not of him, ‘my Lord his life’s purfu’d 
By th’ incens’d Clergy, andof late 
Brought in difpleafure with the King, aflures 
He may be quickly won unto our Faction. 
Who hath the Artieles were drawn at large 
Of our whole purpofe 2 . 
Gray. That have, amy Lord. 
Cam, We thould not.now be far off from his Houfe, 
Our ferious Conference hath beguil’d the way : 
See where his Caftle ftands, give me the writing, 
When we are come unto the ipeech of him, 
Becaule wei will not ftand to make recount 
Of that which hath been faid, here heé:fhall read 
Our minds at lange, and. what we crave. of him, 


Enter Cobham. 


Scr, A ready way : here comes the man himfelf 
Booted: and fpurr’d, it ems he hath been riding. 
Cam, Well met, Lord Cobham, 
Cob, My Lord of Cambridge? 
Your Honour is moft welcome into Kent, 
And all the reft of this fair Company, 
{am new come fromiLondon, gentle Lords : 
But will ye not take (owling for your Hott, 
And fee what entertainment it affords ? 
Cam. We were intended to have been your Guefts: 
But now this lucky meeting fhall fuffice 
To end our bufinefs, and defer that kindnefs, 
Cob. Bufinefsmy Lord ?: what bufinefs fhould 
Lett you to be merry ?. we have no delicates ; 
Yet this lll promife you, a piece of Venifon, 
A Cup of Wine, and fo forth, Hunters fare : 
And if you pleafe, « we'll {trike the Stag our felves 
Shall fill our Difhes with his well-fed fleth. 
Ser. That is indeed the thing we all defire. 
Cob, My Lords, and you fhall have your choice with me. 
Cam. Nay but the Stag which we defire to ftrike, 
Lives not in Cowling: if you will confenr, 


Where runs a lufty Herd: among the which 

There isa Stag faperiour to the reft ; 

A ftately Beaft, that when his Fellows run 

He leads the Race, and beats the fullen Earth, 

As though he fcorn’d it with his trampling Hoof, 

Aloft he bears his Head, and with his Breaft 

Like a huge Bulwark counter-checks the wind - 

And. when he ftandeth ftill, he tretcheth forth 

His proud ambitious Neck, as if he meant 

To wound the Firmament with forked Horns. 
Cob. ’Tis pitty fuch a goodly Bealt fhould die, 
Cam. Not fo, Sir Zohn, for he is Tyrannous, 

And gores the other Deer, and will not keep 

Within the limits are appointed him. 

Of late he’s broke into a feveral, 

Which doth belong tome, and there, he fpoils 

Both Corn and Palture, two of his wild race 

Alike for ftealth, and covetous incroaching, 

Already are remov’d;, if he were dead, 

I fhould not only be fecure from hurt, 

But with his Body make a Royal Feaft. i 
Scr. How fay you then, will you firft hunt with ws ? 
Cob. Faith, Lords, 1 like the paftime, where’s the 

lace ? 

: Cam., Petufe this writing, it will thew you all, 

And what occafion we have for the fport, LHe réads. 
Cob. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords? Is this the Stag 

You fain would chale, Harry our dread King ? 

So we may make a Banquet for the Devil? 

And in the ftead of wholfome meat, prepare 

A Difh of Poifon to confound our félves. 

Cam. Why fo, Lord Cobham? See you not our claim ? 

And how imperioufly he holds the Crown ? 

Sor. Befides, you know your felf is in difgrace,: 


Held 


—— hy 
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Held as a recreant, and purfu’d to Death. 
This will defend you from your Enemies, 
And ftablith your Religion through the Land. 

Cob, Noterious Treafon! yet I will conceal 
My fecret thoughts to found the depth of it. 
My Lord of Cambridge, 1 do fee your claim, 
And what good may redound unto the Land, 
By profecuting of this enterprize. 

But where are men ? where’s power and furniture 
To order fuch an action? we are weak, 
Harry, you know’s a mighty Potentate. 

Cam. Tut, we are ftrong enough ; you are belov’d, 

And many will be glad to follow you, 

We are the like, and fome will follow us : 

Nay, there is hope from France : here’san Amhaflador 
That promifeth both men and money too. 

The Commons likewife (as we hear) pretend 

A fudden tumult, we will join with them. 

Cob. Some likelyhood, 1 muft confefs to fpeed : 
But how fhall I believe this in plain truth ? 

You are (my Lords) fuch mensas live in Court, 
And have been highly favoured of the King, 
Efpecially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes 

He maketh choice for his Bed- fellow, 

And you, Lord Gray, are of his Privy-Council : 
Is not this a train laid to intrap my Life? 

Cam, Then perifh may my Soul: what, think you fo ? 

Scr. We'll {wear to you. 

Gray Or take the Sacrament. 

Cob, Nay you are Noblemen, and [ imagine, 

As you are honourable by Birth, and Bloud, 

So you will be in heart, in thought, in word. 

I crave no other reftimony but this: 

That you would all fubfcribe, and fet your hands 

Unto this writing which you gave to me. 

(am, With all our hearts: Who hath any Pen and 
Ink ? 

Scr. My pocket fhould have one; O, here it is. 

Cam, Give it me, Lord Scroop. There is my name, 

Ser, And there is my name. 

Gray. And mine. 

Cob, Sir, let me crave that you would likewife write 
your name with theirs, for confirmation of your Maftas 
words the King of France. 

Char. That willl, noble Lord. 

Cob. So, now this actionis well knit together, 
AndIam for you; where’s our meeting, Lords ? 

Cam. Here, if you pleafe, the tenth of Fuly next. 

Cob, In Kent? agreed. Now let us into Supper, 

I hope your honours will not away tonight; © 

Cam. Yes prefently, for 1 have far to ride,~ 
About foliciting of other Friends. 

Ser, And we would not be abfent from the Court, 

Left thereby grow fufpition in the King, 

Cub, Yet tafte a Cup of Wine before ye go. 

Cam, Not.now, my Lord, \we thank you: fo fare- 
wel, ) : Exit. 

Cob, Farewell, my Noble Lords. My Noble Lords? 
My noble Villains, bafe Confpirators, 

How can they look his Highnefs in-the Face, 

Whom they fo clofely ftudy to betray ? 

But 1’ll not fleep until 1 make it known, 

This Head fhall not be burthen’d with fuch thoughts, 
Nor in this heart willl conceal a Deed 
Of Such impiety againft my King. 
Madam, how now ? 


[Afide. 


Enter Harpool, and the reft. 


La. Cob. Y’ are welcome home, my Lord : 
Why feem ye fo unquiet in your looks ? § 
What hath befaln you that difturbs your mind? 

La. Pow. Bad news | am afraid touching my Husband. 
‘ Cob, Madam, not fo: there is your Husband’s pardon ; 


| 


The Hiftory of Sir John Oldcattle, 


Long may ye live, each joy unto the other. 
fv Pa So great a kindnefs, as 1 know not how t 


| reply, my fenfe is quite confounded. 


Cob. Let that alone: and Madam ftay me not, | 
For Fmuft back unto the Court again, 
With all the fpeed:I'can: Harpool, my Horfe. _ 
La. Cob. So foon my Lord? what will you ride all 
night ? 
“Cob All night or day, it muft be fo fweet Wife; 
Urge me not why, or what my bufinefs is, 
But get youin: Lord Powis, bear with me, 
And Madam, think your welcome ne’re the worfe, 
My Houfe is at your ufe. © Harpool, away. 
Har, Shalllattend your Lordfhip to the Court ? 
Cob. Yea Sir,your Gelding,mount you prefently.[Exir, 
La. Cob. | prithee Harpool look unto thy Lord, 
I do not like this fadden pofting back. 
Pow. Some earneft bufinefs is a-foot belike, 
What ere it be, pray God be his good guide. 
La. Pow. eA4men, that hath fo highly us befted. 
La.Cob. Come Madam and myLord,we’il hope the beft, 
You fhall not into Wales till he return. 


Pow:- Though great occafion be we fhould depart, yet, 


Madam, will-we ftay to be refolv’d of this unlookt for 
doubtful accident. Léxeunt. 


Enter Murley and his men, prepared in [ome filthy 
Order for War. : 


eMur. Come my hearts of flint, modeftly, decently, 
foberly, and handfomly ; no man afore his Leader: fol- 
low.your Mafter, your Captain, your Knight that fhall 
be, for the honour of Meal-men, Millers, and Malt-men, 
Dunis the Moufe: Dick and Tom for the credit of Dun- 
ftable, ding: down the Enemy to Morrow. Ye fhall not 


come into the Field like Beggars.. Where be Leonard and | 


Lawrence my two Loaders ?- Lord have mercy upon us, 
what a World isthis? I would giveacouple of fhillings 
for a dozen of good Feathers for ye,and forty pence for as 
many Scarfs to fet you out withal. Froft and Snow, a 
man has no heart to fight till he-be brave. 

Dick, Mafter, we are no Babes, our Town Foot-Balls 
can bear witnefs: this little parrel we have fhall off, and 
we'll fight naked before we run away. 

Tom, Nay , 1m of Lawrence mind for that, for he 
means to leave his life behind him, he and Leonard, your 
two Loaders are making their Wills becaufe they have 
Wives, now we Batchelors bid our Friends fcramble 


for our Goods if wedye: but Mafter, pray let me ride} 


upon Cut. 


Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Malt, Fire and Tow, 


Froft and Snow, why Tom thou fhalt. Let me fee, here 
are you, William and George are with my Cart, and Robin 
and Hodge holding my own two Horfes; proper men, 
handfome men, tall men, true men, 

Dick, But Mafter,' Mafter, me thinks you are mad 


to hazard your own Perfon, and a Cart-Load of Money | 
too. 


Tom. Yea, and Mafter there’s a worfe matter in’t; if 
it be as I heard fay, we go fight againft all the learned 
Bifhops, that fhould give us their blefling, and if they 
Curfe us, we thall fpeed ne’re the better. 

Dick, Nay Birlady, fome fay the King takes their part, 
and Matter dare you fight againft the King ? 

Mur, Fie paltry, paltry, in and out, toand fro upon 
occafion, if the King be fo unwife to come there, we'll 
fight with him too, 

Tom, What if ye fhould- kill the King ? 

Mur. Then we’ll make another. 

Dick, Is that all? do ye not fpeak Treafon ? 

. Mur. \f wedo, who dare tripus? We come to fight 
for our Confcience, and for honour : little know you what 
me my Bofome, look here mad Knaves, a pair of gilt 
Spurs. 
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Tom, A pair of Golden Spurs ? Why do you not put therefore th : 7 aft: y} 
them on your heels? Your bofome’s no place dee Spnrs not be eae i re Be tet ae biti 
she hag t ware or lefs upon occation, Lord have} —Prieff. Doll, if this blade hold, there’s not a Pedler 
* nee at 4 onrt-a fool, and thou fpeak’ft trea- | walks with a pack, but thou fhalr as boldly choofe of his 
“aes ght.| 00 : Dare any wear gold, or filver {purs, Wares, as- with thy ready money in a Merchants Shop, 
till he be a Knight? No, I'fhall be Knighted to morrow, | we'll have as good filver as the King Coins any. 


and then they fhall on: Sirs, was it ever read inthe| Dofl What is all the Gold fpent you took the laft day 


Be rebook Of Dunftable, that ever Malt-Man was made | ftom the Courtier ? 
night ? 


oie: : Frief. Tis gone Doll, *tis flown, merrily come, mer- 
Tom.’ No, but you are more: You are Meal man, Malt- | rily gone; he eae a Frotteback that ett nie for all ; 
man, Miller, Corn-mafter, and all. we'll have as good meat as money can get, and as good 
Dick, Yea, and half a brewer too, and the Devil and | Gowns as can be bought for gold, be merry Wench, the 
all for wealth: You bring more money with you than all | Malt-man comes on Monday. ! 
the refk, ‘ Doll. You might have left me at Cobham, until you had 
Mur. The more’s my honour, I fhall bea Knight to | been better provided for,  ~ 
morrow. Let me *{pofemy men, Tom upon Cut, Dick! Prieff, No, fweet Doll, no, I like not that, yon old 
upon Hob, Hodge upon Ball , Ralph upon Sorrel, and Ro- | Ruffian is not for the Prieft: Ido not like a new Clerk 
bia upon the Fore-horfe, thould come in the old Belfrey. 
Doll. Thou art a mad Priel i’faith, . 
Priest, Come Doll, I'll fee thee fafe at fome Ale houle 
here at Cray, and the next Sheep that comes fhall leave} 
behind his Fleece. LExeunt. 


Enter A&ton, Bourn and Beverley. 


Tom. Stand, who comes there ? 

Ait, All Friends, good fellow, 

Mur. Friends and Fellows indeed, Sir Roger. 

Ait. Why, thus you fhew your {elf a Gentleman, 
To keep your day, and come fo well prepar’d., 
Your Cart ftands yonder guarded by your men, 
VVho tell me it is loaden well with Coin, 

VVhat Summ is there ? 
dur. Ten thoufand pound, Sir Roger, and modeftly, 

decently, foberly, and handfomely, fee what lL have here 

againft | be Knighted, 

Att, Gilt Spurs ? ’Tis well. 

Mur. VVhbere’s our Army, Sir ? 

A. Difperit in fundry villages about ; 

Some here with usin High-gate, fome at Finchley, 

Totnam, Enfield, Edmunton, Newington, 

Ilington, Hogsdone, Pancredge, Kenzington, 

Some nearer, Thames, Ratchff, Blackwall, and Bow: 

But our chief ftrength muft be the Londoners, 

VVhich, e’re the Sun to morrow fhine, 

VVill be near fifty thoufand in the field. 

Atur. Marry, God dild ye, dainty my dear, but upon 
occafion, Sir Roger Afton, doth not the King know of it, 
and gather his power againft us ? 

c4it. No, he’s fecure at Eltham. 
| Mur. VVhat do. the Clergy ? 

Ait. Fear extreamly, yet prepare no force. , 

Mur. {nand out, toand fro, bully my boykin , we 
fhall carry the world afore us, I vow, by my worthip, 
when dam Knighted, we’ll take the King napping, if he 
ftand on their part. ’ 

Ait. This night we few in High-gate will repofe, 

VVith the firft*Cock we’ll rife and arm our felves, 

To be in Ficket-field by break of day, 

And there expect our General. : 

Mur. Sit Fon Oldcaftle, what if he comes not ? 

Bourn, Yet our action ftands, 

Sir Roger e4éton may fupply his place. ; 
Mur. True, Mr. Bourn, but whofhall make me Knight ? 
Bever. He that hath power to be our General. 

Ad. Talk not of trifles, come let us away, 

Our friends of Loudon long ’tillit be day. ‘LExeunt. 


Enter the King, Suffolk, and Butler. 


K. in great hajt, My Lord of Suffolk, poft away for life, 
And let our Forces of fuch Horfe and Foot, 
As can be gathered up by any means, 
Make fpeedy Randevovz in Tuttle. fields, 
It mult be done this Evening my Lord, 
This night the Rebels mean to draw to Head 
Near Ilingten, which if your {peed prevent not, 
If once they fhould unite their feveral Forces, 
Their power is almoft thought invincible, 
Away, my Lord, I will be with you foon, 
Suff. 1 go, my Sovercign, with all happy fpeed. [Exit. 
King. Make haft, my Lord of Suffolk, as you love us. 
Butler, poft you to London with all {peed : 
Command the Mayor and Sheriffs on their Allegiance, 
The City Gates be prefently fhut up, 
And guarded with a ftrong fufficient Watch, 
And nota man be fuffered to pafs, 
Without a fpecial Warrant from our felf. 
Command the Poftern by the Tower be kept, 
And Proclamation on the pain of Death, 
That nota Citizen ftir from his Doors, - 
Except fuch as the Mayor and Sheriffs fhall choofe 
For their own Guard, and fafety of their perfons ;” 
Butler away, have care unto my charge. 
But. | go, my Sovereign. 
King. Butler, 
But. My Lord, 
King, Go down by Greemwitch, and command a Boat, 
At the Fryars-Bridge attend my coming down. ~ 
But, 1 will, my Lord. LExit Butler. 
King. It’s time I think to look unto Rebellion, 
When Afton doth expect unto hisaid, 
No lefs than fifty thoufand Londoners, 
Well, V'll to Weftminfter in this difguife, 
To hear what news is ftirring in thefe Brawls: 


Enter Prieft. 


Prieff, Stand true-man, fayes a Thief, 

King. Stand Thief fayes a true man: how ifa Thief? 

Prieft. Stand Thief too. 

King. Then Thief or True-man, I muft ftand I fee, 
howfoever the VVorld wags, the trade of thieving yet 
will never down, VVhat art thou ? 

Prieft. A good Fellow, 

King. Sol am to, I fee thou doft know me. 

Pricft. If thou be a good Fellow, play the good Fel- 
lows part, deliver thy Purfe without more ado, 

King. Ihave no money. 


Enter Prielt and Doll. 


Doll. By my troth, thou art as jealous a man as lives. 
-| Prief. Canfkthowblameme, Def, thou art my Lands, 

my Goods, my Jewels, my Wealth, my Purfe, none walks 
within forty miles of London, buta plies thee astruly, as 
the Parifh does the poorman’s Box. eee 

Doll, Lamas truetothee, asthe {tone is in the wall, 
and thou know’ft well enough, I wasin asgood doing, 
when J came to thee, as any Wench eed to be: and 
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Prieft. mult make you find fome before we part, if 
you have no money you fhall have ware, as many found 
blows as your skin can Carry. 
King. \s thatthe plain tt uth ? ‘ 
Prieff. Sitrab,no more ado, come, come, give me the 
{money you have. Difpatch, | cannot ftand all day. 
King. Well, if thou wile needs have It, there it is: juft 


she Proverb, ove Thief robs another. Where the D:vil 
are all my old Thieves? Faljtoffe that Villain is fo fat, he 
cannot get on’s Horfe, but methinks Poins and Pcto thould 
be ftirring hereabouts. 
Prieft. How much is there on’t of thy word ? 
King. A hundred pound in Angels, on my word. 
The ime has been I would have done as much 
For thee, if thou hadft paft this way, asf have now. 
Prieff. Sircah, what art thou? thou feem’ft a Gen- 
tleman ? 
King. 1 am no lefs, yet a poor one now, for thou haft 
all my money. 
Prieft. From whence cam’ft thou ? 
King. From the Court at Eltham. 
Prieft. Art thou one of the King’s Servants ? 
Kine. Yes that | am, and one of his Chamber. 
Prieft. Yam glad th’art no worfe : thou may ft the bet- 
ter fpare thy money, and think thou might get a poor 
Thief his pardon if he fhould have need. 
King, Yes that I can 
Prieft. Wilt thou do fo much for me, 
occafion? 
King, Yes faith willl, fo it be for no murther. 

Prieft. Nay, 1 am a pittiful Thief, all the hurt Idoa 
man, I take but his Purfe, Pil kill no man, 

King. Then of. my word 1’il do’t. 

Prieft, Giveme thy hand of the fame. 

King, There ’tis. i 

Prieft. Methinks the King fhould be good to Thieves, 
becaufe he has bin a Thief himfelf, although I think now 
he beturned a True-man. 

King. Faith I have heard indeed h’as had an ill name 
that way in’s youth ; but how canft thou tell that he has 
been a Thief? 

Prieft. How 
the Trade my 
ied him to all that Roguery, 
Falftaffe. ' 

King afide. Well, if he did rob thee then, thou art but 
eveh with him now I’ be fworn: Thou knoweft not the 
King‘fow I think, if thou faweft him ? 

Priest. Not 1, Vfaith. 

King afide. So it fhould feem. 

Prieft. Well, if old King Harry had liv’d, this King 
that is now, had made thieving the beft trade in England. 

King. Why fo? 

Prief. Becaufe he was the chief Warden of out Com. 
pany, it’s pitty that e’re he fhould have been a King, he 
was {o brave a Thief. But Sirrah, wilt remember my 
Pardon if need be? 

King. Yes Faith will I. 

Prieft, Wilt thou? well then , becaufe thou fhalt go 

| fafe, for thou may’ft hap (being fo early) be met with 
again, before thou come to Southwark, if any man when 
he fhonld bid thee good morrow, bid thee ftand, fay thou 
but Sir Foha, and they will let thee pafs. 

Kiag. Isthat the word ? then let me alone. 

Prieft, Nay Sirrab, becaufe | think indeed I fhall have 
| fome occafion to ufe thee, and as thou com’ft oft this 
way, I may Jight on thee another time not knowing thee, 
here ’ll break this Agel, take thou halfof it, this isa 
| token betwixt thee and me. 
| King. Goda mercy: farewel. (Exit. 

Prieft, O my fine golden Slaves,here’s for thee, Wench, 
li*faith. Now, Dol, we will revel in our Bever, this is 
a Tyth Pig of my Vicarage. God a mercy, Neighbour 
Shooters.Fill, you ha paid your Tyth honeftly. Well, 1 


when I fhall have 


2 becaufe he once robb’d me before I fell to 
felf, when that foul Villanous Guts, that 
was in’s Company there, that 


’ 


The Hiftory of Sir John Oldcattle, 


hear there is a Company of Rebels up againft the King, 
got together in Fucker field near Holborn , and as it is}. 
thought, here in Kent, the King will be there to night 
in’s own perfon: well, Pll to. the Kings Camp, and it 
fhall go hard, if there be any doings but ll make fome 
good boot among them. (Exit. 


Enter King Henry, Saffolk, Huntington, and 
two witly Lights. . 


King. My Lords of Sxffolk,and of Huntington, 
Who fcouts it now ?. or who ftand Sentinels ¢ 
What men of worth? what Lords do walk the round ? 
Suf. May’t pleafe your Highnefs, 
King. Peace, no more of that, 
The King’safleep, wake not his Majefty, 
With terms nor Titles; he’sat reft in Bed, 
Kings do not ufe to watch themfelves, they fleep, 
And let Rebellion and Confpiracy 
Revel and havock inthe Commonwealth. 
ls London look’d unto ? 
Hua. itis, my Lord: 
Your noble Uncle Exeter is there. 
Your Brother Glocefter, and my Lord of Warwick,, 
Who with the Mayor and the Aldermen 
Do guard the Gates, and keep good rule within. 
The Earl of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray 
Do walk the round, Lord Scroop and Butler fcout, 
So though it pleafe your Majefty to jeft, 
Were you in Bed, well might you take your reft. 
King. {thank ye Lords: but you do know of-old, 
That I have been a perfect Night-waiker : 
London, you fay, is fafely lookt unto, 
Alas, poor Rebels, there your aid muft fail, 
And the Lord Cobham Sir John Oldcaftle, 
Quiet in Kent, Aéton, youare deceiv’d : 
Reckon again, you count without your Hoft. 
To morrow you fhall give account to us, 
Till when, my Friends, this long cold Winters night 
How can we fpend? King Harry is afleep, 
Andall his Lords, thefe Garments tell us fo: 
All Friends at Foot-Ball, Fellows all in Field, 
Harry, and Dick, and George, bring us a Drum, 
Give us fquare Dice, we'll keep this Court of Guard, 
For all good Fellows Companies that come. 
Where’s that mad Prieft ye told me was in Arms: 
To fight, as well as pray, if need required. 
Suf. He’s inthe Camp, and if he knew of this, 
[ undertake he would not be long hence. 
King. Trip Dick, trip George. 
Hun. 1 mult have the Dice : what do we play at ? 
Suf. Paflage if ye pleafe. 
Hunt. Set round then: fo, atall. 
Har. George, you are out, 
Give me the Dice, I pafs for twenty pound, 
Here’s to our lucky paflage into France. 
Hunt. Harry, you pafs indeed, for you fweep all, 
Suf. A fign King Harry thall {weep all in France, 


Enter Pricft. 


Prieft.. Edge ye good Fellows, take a freth Gamefter in. 
Har. Matter Parfon, we play nothing but gold ? 
Prieft. And, fellow,| tell thee that the Prieft hath gold, 
gold: what? ye are but Beggarly Souldiers to me, 1 think 
I have more gold than all you three. 
Hunt. \t may be fo, but we believe it not. 
Har. Set, Prieft, fet, 1 pafs for all that gold. 
Priest. Ye pafs indeed. 
Har. Prieft, haft any more? 
Priest. More? what a queftion’s that ? 
I tell thee 1 have more than all you three, 
At thefe ten Angels. 1 
Har. l wonder how thou com’ft by all this gold. 


How many Benefices haft thou, Prieft ? 

Pri, Faith, but one, 
I wonder rather how poor Soldiers fhould have gold : for 
Pil teil. thee , good fellow, we have every day Tythes, 
Off’rings, Chriftnings, Weddings, Burials; and you poor 
fhakes come feldome toabooty. Vi {peak a proud word, 
Ihave but one Parfonage, Wrorham, ’tis better than the 
Bifhoprick of Rocheffer : there’s ne’r a Hill, Heath, nor 


Cobbam. down, Gads-hill, Wrotham bill, Blackheath, Cocks- 
heath, Birchen-wood, all pay me tythe, gold quotha? ye 
pafs not for that, 

Suf. Harry, ye are out, 
Dice. 

Pri. Sct, fet, I'll cover ye, atall: A plague on’t l am 
out ; the Devil, and Dice, and a Wench, who will trutt 
them ? 7 

Suf, Say’ft thou fo, Prieft? fet fair, at all for once. 

Har. Out, fir, pay all, 

Pri. Sir, pay me Angel gold, 

ll none of your crack’d French Crowns nor Piftolets, 
Pay me fair Angel gold, as I pay you. 

_ Ring. No crack’d French Crowns? I hope to fee more 
crack’d French Crowns e’r long. 

Pri, Thou mean’ft of French-mens Crowns, when the 
King’s in France. 

Alun. Set round, at.all. 

Pri. Pay all: this is fome luck. 

King. Give me the Dice, ’tis I 
At all, Sir, obn, 

Pri. The Deviland all is yours; at that. ’sdeath, what 
cafting’s this ? ' 
Suf. Well thrown, Harry, Vfaith. 

. King. Vil caft better yet. . 
| Pri. Then I'll be hang’d. —Sirrah, haft thou not given 
thy foul to the Devil for cafting ? 

Har. | pafs for all. 

Pri. Thou pafleft all that e’r | plaid withall : 

Sirrah, doft thou not cog, nor foift, nor flurr ? 

“King. Sct, Parfon, fet, the Dice dye in my hand. 
When, Parfon, when? what, can ye find no more ?, 
Already dry ? was’t you brage’d of your ftore ? 

Pri. All’s gone but that. 

Hun, What? half a broken Angel. 

Pri. Why, fir? ’tis.gold. 

__ King., Yea, and \ll. cover it. ; 

Pri. The Devil give ye good.on’t,, 1 am blind, you 
have blown me up. 

King. Nay, tarry, Prieft, you fhall-not leave us yet, 
| Do not thefe pieces fit each other, well ? 

Pri, What if they do.?. Ct. 

King. Thereby beginsatale: 

There was a Thief, in face much like Sir ohn, 
But twas not he. That Thief.was all.in green, 
Met me laft day on ‘Black heath, near the Park, 
With hima Woman... .1 was allalone 

And weaponlefs,.. my boy had all my tools, 

And was before providing me a Boat, 

Short, tale to make, Sit Zohn, the Thief. I mean,, 
Took a juft hundreth Pound in gold from, me. 

I ftorm’d at it, and {wore to be reyeng'd 

If e’r we met; he like a lufty Thief, : 

Brake with ‘his Teeth this Angel, juft in two, 
To be a token at our meeting Next 5 

Provided, I fhould charge no Officer. 

To apprehend him, but at weapons point 
Recover that, and what he had befide. 

Well met, Sir fobn, betake ye to your tools 

By Torch-light, for, Mafter Parfon, you are he 

hat had my Gold. bel. 

PBN Tanaie | won’t in play, in fair fquare play + 
the Keeper of Eltham-Park , and that I will maintain 
‘with this poor Whyniard : be you two h 
and look upon’s, and let’s alone, aud neither part. 


now, Parfon, fhake the 
‘ 


mutt fhred the Prieft: 


the good Lord Cobban at 


Down inall Kent, but tis in my Parifh, Barrham down, | To feea Traytor draw againft the King. 


of | For in thy Confcience thou art bound tous, 


honeft men to ftand | Elfe what’s the difference ’twixt a Chriftian, 


King. Agreed, I charge ye do not budgea foot, 


doft wonder how I come by gold? | Sir Fobu, have at ye. 


Pri, Souldier, ware your {conce. 


As they proffer, enter Butler, and draws his 
Sword to part them, 


But. Hold, villain, hold: my Lords, what d’ye mean, 
Pri, The King? Gods will, 1am in a proper pickle, 
King. Butler, what news? why doft thou trouble us? 
But. Pleafe your Majefty, it’s break of day, 

And asI fcouted near-to J/ington, 

The gray-ey’d morning gave me glimmering, 

Ofarmed Men coming down Aygate-hill, 

Who by their courfe are coafting hitherward. 
King. Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our troops, | 

To charge the Rebels if there be fuch caufe : 

For this lewd Prieft, this devilifh Hypocrite, 

Thatis a Thief, a Gamefter, and what not, 

Let him be hang’d up for example fake. 

Pri, Not fo, my gracious Soveraign, I confefs 1 am 
a frail man, fich and blood as other are; bat fet my im- 
perfections afide, ye have not a tallerman, nor a truer 
Subje& to the Crown and State, than Sir Fohn of Wro- 
tham is. 
King, Willa true Subject rob his King ? , 
Pri, Alas! twas ignorance and want, my gracious 

Liege. 
King. Twas want of grace. Why, you fhould be as falt 

To feaion others with good document, 

Your lives as lamps to give the people light, 

AsShepherds, not as Wolves to fpoil the flock 5 

Go hang him, Butler. 

But. Did’ft thou not rob me ? i 
Pri. 1 muft confefs | faw fome of your gold, but, my | 
dread Lord, | amin no humour for death; God will that ; 
finners live, do not you caufe me to-dye, once in their 2 
lives the beft may go altray, and if the world fay true, 
your felf, (my Liege) have beena Thief. bi 

King. \confefs | have, } I 
Butt repent and have reclaim’d my felf. . 


Pri, So willl doif you will give me time. + 
King. Wilt thou? my Lords, will you,be his fureties?, 
Hun, That when he robs again he fhall be -hang’d. 
Pri, 1 ask no more. 
King. And we will grant thee that, r 
Live and repent, and prove an honeft man, ay 
Which when I hear, and fafe return from France, 
Pll give thee living. Till when, take thy Gold, 
But fpend it better than at Cards or Wine, 
For better virtues fic that Coat of thine. 
Pri, Vivat Rex, & currat Lex. My Liege, if ye have 
caufe of Battel, ye fhall fee Sir Fobn beftic himfelf in your 
quarrel. 


An Alarm. ~ Enter King, Suffolk, Huntington, Sir 
John bringing forth Acton, Beverly, and 
Murly, Prifoners. 


King. Bring in thofe Traitors, whofe afpiring minds 

Thought to have triumph’d in our overthrow ; 

But now ye fee, bafe Villains, what fuccefs 

Attends ill actions wrongfully attempted. 

Sir Roger -Aéton, thou retain’[t the name 

Of Knight, and fhouldit be more difcreetly temper'd 

Than join with peazants, Gentry is divine, 

But thou haft made it more than popular. : 
Aé. Pardon, my Lord, my Confcience urg’d me to it. 
King. Thy Conicience, then Conf{Cience is corrupt, 


And in thy Confcience thou fhould’ft love thy Country, 


And the uncivil manners of the Turk? 
Yyy 
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Bev. We meant no hurt unto your Majefty, 
But reformation of Religion. 
King. Reform Religion? was it that you fought ? 
I pray who gave you that authority ? 
Belike then.we hold the Scepter up, 
And fit within the Throne but for a Cipher. Oe 
Time was, good Subjects would make known their grief, 
And pray amendment, notenforce the fame, 
Unlefs their King were Tyrant, which I hope 
You cannot juftly fay that Harry is, 
What is that other ? 
Suf. A Malt-man, my Lord, 
And dwelling in Dunjtable as he fays. 

King. Sitrah, what made you leave your Barley-broth, 
To come in armour thus againft your King ? 

Mur. Fic, paltry, paltry, to. and fro, in and out upon oc- 
cafion, what a world is this? Knighthood (my Liege) 
twas Knighthood brought me hither, they told me I had 
wealth enough to make my Wife a Lady. 

King. And fo you brought thofe horfes which we faw 
Trapt all in coftly furniture, and meant 
To wear thefe Spurrs when you were Knighted once. 

Mur. In and out upon occafion I did, 

King. In and out upon occafion, thérefore you fhall be 


hang?a, and in the ftead of wearing thefe Spurrs upon your | 


heels, about your neck they fhall bewray your folly to the 
world, 


Pri, Inand out upon occafion, that goes hard. 


Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro: good my Liege, | 


a pardon, lam forry for my faule, 
King, That comestoo late: but tell me, went there 
none befide Sir Roger Adlon, upon whom 
| You did depend to be your Governour, 
} Mur. None, my Lord, but Sir Fon Oldcaftie. 


- Enter Bishop. 


_ King. Bears he a patt in this confpiracy. 
A. We took’d, my Lord, that he would meet us hete. 
King. But did hepromife you that he would come, 
Att, Such Letters we received forth of Kent. 
Bifh, Where is my Lord the King? health to your Grace, 
Examining, my Lord, fome of thefe Rebels, 
It is a general voice among them all, 
} That they had never come into this place, 
But to have met their valiant General, 

j The good Lord Cobham, as they title him : 
Whereby, my Lord, your Grace may now perceive, 
His Treafon isapparent, which before 
He fought to colour by his flattery. 

King. Now by my Royalty would have fworn, 
But for his Con{cience, which 1 bear withal, 
There had not liv’d a more true hearted Subject. 
_ Bifh. ois but counterfeit, ny gracious Lord, 

4 And therefore may it pleafe your Majefty, 

} To fet your hand unto this Precept here, 

By which we'll caufe him forthwith toappear, 

| And anfwer this by order of the Law. 

| _, Xémg. Not only that, ‘but takeGommiffion 
To fearch, attach, imprifon, and condemn 

{ This moft notorious Traytor as you pleafe. 

| Sifk. It thallbe done, my Lord, withoutdelay : 
So now I hold, Lord Cobham, in my hand, 

| That which thall finifthy diftained life. 

| King. | think the tron Age begins but now, 

| Which dearned Poets have fo often taught, 

Wherein theres ho credit'to be-given 

|) To either words or Jooks, ‘or folemn ‘oaths : 

| For lif he were, ‘how often ‘hath he fworn, 

| How:gently tun’d the mufick of his tongue, 

| And with what aimable face beheld he me, 

| Whenall, God knows, was'but hypocrific, 


‘| We'll meet with them but 


The Hiftory of Sir John Oldcattle, 


Enter Cobham, 


Cob. Long life and profperous reign unto my Lord, 


King. Ah, Villain, canft thou with profperity, 
Whole heart includeth nought but treachery ? 
Idoarreft thee here my felf, falfe Knight, 

Of Treafon capital againft the ftate. 


Gob, Of Treafon, mighty Prince ? your Grace miftakes, 


I hope it is but in the way of mirth. 


King. Thy neck fhall feel it isin earneft fhortly. 


Dar’ ft chou intrude into our prefence, knowing 
How hainoufly thou haft offended us? 

But this isthy accuftomed deceit, 

Now thou perceiv’ft thy purpofe is in vain, 
With fome excufe or other thou wilt come 

To clear thy felf of this Rebellion, 


Cob. Rebellion, good my Lord, I know of none, 


King. If you deny it, here is evidence, 
See you thefe men; you never counfelled, 
Nor offered them affiftance in their Wars ? 


Cob, Speak, firs, not one butall, Icrave no favour, ~ 


Have ever { been converfant with you ? 
Or written Letters to incourage you ? 
Or kindled but the leaft or finalleft part 
Of this your late unnatural Rebellion ? 


| Speak, for I dare the uttermoft-you can. 


Mur, \n and out upon occafion, 1 know you not, 
King. No, didft thou not fay, that Sir Fobn Oldcaffle 
Was one with whom you purpos’d to have met ? 


Mur. True, 1 did fay fo, but in what refpec, 
Becaufe I heard it was reported fo. 


King, Was there no other argument but that ? 


Att. | muft confefs we have no other ground 
But only rumour to accule this Lord, 
Which now I fee was meerly fabulous, 


King. The more pernitious you to taint him then, > 


VVhom you know was not faulty, yea or no. 
Cob. Let this, my Lord, which 1 

Speak for my loyalty, read thefe Artictes, 

And then give fentence of my life or death. 
King. Earl Cambridge, Soroop, and Gr. 


prefent your Grace 


corrupted 


VVith bribes from Charles of France, either to win 


My Crown from me, or fecretly contrive 
My death by Treafon? Is’t poflible? 


Cob. There is the platform, and their hands, my Lord, 


Each feverally fubfcribed tothe fame. 
Cob. Oh never heard of bafé ingratitude! 
Even thofe I hug within my bofome moft, 
Are readieft evermore to fting ‘my heart. 
Pardon me, Cobham, | have done thee wrong, 
Hereafter I will live to make amends, 
Is then their time of meeting fo near hand ? 
le for their eafe, 
If God permit. Gotakethefe Rebels hence, 
Let them have Martial Law: but as for thee, 
Friend to thy King and Country, ftill be free. 
Mur. Be it more or lefs, what‘ world is this ? 


[Exeunt. 


VVould [had continued ftill of the order of knaves, 


And ne’r fought Knight-hood, ‘ince it cofts 
So dear: Sir Roger, Tinay thank you forall. 

At, Now’tis too late'to have it remedied, 
I prithee, Murley, do not urge me with it, 


Hun, VVill you away, and make no moreto do? 
Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, ‘to and fro, ‘as occafion ferves, 


If you be fo hafty, take my place. 


Hun. No, Bood fir Knight, e'n tak’t your felf, 
Mur .\ coulc 


d be glad to give my betters place. [Exeunt, 


Enter Bifhop, Lord VVarden, Cromer the Sheriff, 


Lady Cobham and Attendants, 


Bifh. V'telt ye, Lady, it’s impoffible 
But you thoal know where he conveys himfelf, 


<a 


And 
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And you have hid him in fome fecret place. 
La. My Lord, believe me, as I have a Soul 
I know not where my Lord my Husband is.” 
Bifh. Goto, go, ye arean Heretick, 
And will be fore’e by torture to confefs, 
jit fair means will not ferve to make you tell. 
Lady. My Husband isa noble Gentleman, 
And need not hide himfelf for any fat 
That e’re I heard of, therefore wrong him not. 
Bifh. Your Husband isa dangerous Schifmatick, 
Traitor to God, the King, and Commonwealth, 
And therefore, Mr. Gromer, Sheriff of Kent, 
icharge you take her to your cuftody, 
And feize the goods of Sir Fobn Oldcaffle 
Tothe Kings ufé : let her go in no more, 
To fetch fo much as her apparel out, 
There is your warrant from his Majefty. 
L. War. Good my Lord Bifhop, pacifie your wrath 
Againit the Lady. 
Bifb. Then let her confefs 
Where Oldca/fle her Husband is conceal’d. 
_ L. War. | dare engage mine honour and my life, 
Poor Gentlewoman, fhe is ignorant 
And innocent of all his practices 
If any Evil by him be practifed. 
Bifh, If, my Lord Warden ? Nay then! charge you, 
| That all Cinque-ports whereof youare chief, 
Be laid forthwith, that he efcapes us not. 
Shew him his Highnefs warrant, Mr, Sheriff. 
L. War. 1 am forry for the Noble Gentleman. 
Bifh, Peace, he comes here, now do your Office, 


Enter Harpool and Oldcattle. 


Cob. Harpool, what bufinefs have we here in hand ? 
What makes the Bifhop and the Sheriff here? 

I fear my coming home is dangerous, 
I would I had not made fuch hafte to Cobham. 

Har. Be of good cheer, my Lord, if they be foes, we’ll 
fcramble fhrewdly with them : if they be Friends they are 
welcome. 

Cro. Sit Fohn Oldcaftle Lord Cobham, in the Kings name, 
I arreft ye of high Treafon. 

Cob. Treafon, Mr. Cromer ? 

_ Har. Treafon, Mr, Sheriff, what Treafon? — 

Cob. Harpool, | charge thee ftir not, but be quiet. 
Do ye arreft me of Treafon, Mr. Sheriff? 

Bifh. Yea, of high Treafon, Traitor, Heretick. 

Cob. Defiance in his face that calls me fo, 

Tam as true a Loyal Gentleman 

Unto his Highnefs, as my proudeft Enemy, 
The King hall witnefs my late faithful fervice, 
For fafety of his facred Majefty. , 

Bifh. What thou art, the Kings hand fhall teftifie, 
Shew him, Lord Warden. 

Cob. Jefu defend me, 

Is’t poflible your cunning could fo temper 
The princely difpofition of bis mind, 

To fign the damage of a Royal Subject ? 
Well, the beftis, it bears an antedate, 
Procured by my abfence and your malice. 
But I, fince that, have fhew’d my felfas true; 
As any Church man that dare challenge me. 
Let me be brought before his Majetty, 

If he acquit me not, then do your worlt. 

Bifh. Weare not bound to do kind offices, 
For any Traitor, Schifmatick, nor Heretick: 
The Kings hand is our warrant for our work, 
Who is departed on his way for France, 

And at Southampton doth repofe this Night. ; : 

Har Othat thouand 1 were within twenty miles of it, 
on Salisbury plain! 1 would lofe my head if thou brought’ ft 
thy Head hither again. [-Afide. 

(0b. My 


For I in Charity wifh his Soul no hart, 


Lord Warden o’th Cinque- ports,and Lord of | Look, my Lord Warden, as you have in charge 
Nyy 2 


| | the good Lord Cobham. | 


a 
Rochester, ye are joynt Commiffioners, favour mefo much 
on my expence, to bring me to the King. 
Bifh. What, to Southampton ? 
Cob. Thither, my good Lord, 
And if he do not clear me of all guilt, 
And all fufpicion of confpiracy, 
Pawning his Princely warrant for my truth ; 
[ask no favour, but extreamelt torture. 
Bring me, or fend me to him, good my Lord, 
Good my Lord Warden, Mr. Sheriffentreat. ‘ 
[They both entreat for him. 
Come hither, Lady, nay, fweet wife, forbear 
To heap one forrow on anothers neck : 
Tis grief enough falfely to be accus’d, 
And not permitted to acquit my felf, 
Do not thou with thy kind refpective tears, | 
Torment thy Husbands heart that bleeds for thee: 
But be of comfort,God hath help in ftore 
For thofe that put affured truft in him. 
Dear Wife, if they commit me to the Tower, 
Come up to London to your Sifters Houfe : 
That being near me, you may comfort me. 
One folace find I fetled’ in my Soul, 
That I am free from Treafon’s vef'y thought, 
Only my Confcience for the Gofpels fake,, 
Is caufe of all the troubles I fuftain. 
Lady. O, my dear Lord, what fhall betide of us? j 
You tothe Tower, and I turn’d ont of Doors, 
Our fubftance feiz’d unto his Highnefs ufe, 
Even to the garments longing to our backs. 
Har. Patience, good Madam,things at worlt will mend, 
And if they do not, yet our lives may end. 
Bifh, Urge it no more, for if an Angel fpake, ) 
I fwear by {weet S. Peter’s blefled Keyes, 
Firft goes he to the Tower, then to the ftake. 
(vom. But by your leave, this warrant doth not ftretch 
To imprifon her, 
Bifb. No, turn her out of doors, 
Even as fhe is, and lead him to the Tower, " . 
With guard enough, for fear of refcuing, } 
Lady. O God requite thee thou blood-thirfty man, ; 
‘Cob. May it not be, my Lord of Rochester ? 
Wherein have I incurr’d your hate fo far, 
That my appeal unto the King’s deny’d. 
Bifh. No hate of mine, but power of holy Church, 
Forbidsall favour to falfe Hereticks. 
Cob, Your private malice more than publick power, 
Strikes moft at me, but with my life it ends, Se 
Har. afide. © that | had the Bifhop in that fear oe 
That once I had his Sumner by our felves, q 
Cro. My Lord, yet grant one fuit unto us all, 
That this fame ancient fervingman may wait 
Upon my Lord his mafter in the Tower. on 
Bifh. This old iniquity, this Heretick ? eh 
That in contempt of our Church difcipline, i 
Compel’d my Summer to devour his Procefs ? ae 
Old Ruffian paft-grace, upftart Schifmatick, ; ae 
Had not the King pray’d us to pardon ye, 
Ye had fryed for’t, ye grizeled Heretick. 
Har. ’Sblood , my Lord Bifhop, ye wrong me, I am 4 
neither Heretick nor Puritan, but of the old Church, Ile }: 
{wear; drink Ale, kifsa wench, goto Mafs, eat Fifhall fy i 


a OS 


nae 


| Lent, and faft Frydays with Cakes and Wine, Fruit and |: 


fpicery, fhrive me of my old Sins afore Eafter, and be- } j.: 

gin new before Whitfuntide. : ) : 
Cro. Amerty mad conceited Knave, my Lord. is 
Har. That knave was {imply put upon the Bihhop, ee 
Bifh. Well, God forgive him, and | pardon him : ‘ 

Let him attend his Mafter in the Tower, 7 


(ob. God blefs my Soul from fach cold Charity. of Rubvhe _ 
Bifh, To th’ Tower with him,and when my leifure ferves, 
I will examine him of Articles; 


| , 
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The Sheriff perform his Office, 
War. 1, my Lord. 


Enter Sumner with Books, 


Bifh, What bring’ft thou there ? what books of herefie? 
Sum, Yea, my Lord, here’s not a Latine Book, 
No not fo much as our Ladies Pfalter : 
Here’s the Bible, the Teftament, the Pfalms in meeter, 
The Sick-man’s falve, the Treafure of Gladnefs 4 
All Engh, no not fo much but the Almanack’s Englifh, 

Bifh, Away withthem, toth’ fire withthem, Clun, 
Now fie upon thefe upftart Hereticks. 

All Engii(b, burn them ,burn them quickly, Clun. 

Har. But do not, Sumner, as you'll anfwer it, for I have 
there Englifh Books, my Lord, that Ile not part withal 
for your Bifhoprick , Bevis of Hampton, Owleglafs, The 
Fryer and the Boy, Ellen of Rumming , Rybin-hood , and 
other fuch godly Stories, which if you burn, by this Fleth 
le make ye drink their afhes in. S, eAarget’s Ale. cies 

XE, 


Enter the Bihhop of Rochefler, with bis men 
in Livery Coats, 


1. Ser. Is it your honours pleafure we fhall ftay, 
Or come back in the afternoon to fetch you, 
Bib. Now have ye brought me here unto the Tower, 
You may go'back unto the Porter’s lodge, 
Where if | have occafion to employ you, 
le fend fome Officer to call you to me. 
Into the City go not, | command you, 
Perhaps I may have prefent need to ufe you. 
2. We will attend your honour here without, 
3. Come, we may have a quart of Wine at the Rofe at 
Barking, and come back an hour before he’ll go. 
1, We mutt hie us then, 
3. Let’s away. 
Bifh. Ho, Mr. Lieutenant, 
Lieu. Who calls there ? 
Bifh, A Friend of yours. 
Liew. My Lord of Rocheffer ? your honout’s welcome. 
Bifh. Sir, here’s my warrant from the Council, 
For conference with Sir Fohn Oldcaftle, 
Upon fome matter of great confequence, 
Lien, Ho, Sir Fobn. 
Har. Who calls there ? 
Liew. Flarpool, tell Sir Fobn, that my Lord of Rochefter 
Comes from the Council to confer with him, 
I think you may as fafe without fufpicion 
As any man in England as | hear, 
For it was you moft labour’d his commitment, 
Bifh, \ did, Sir, and nothing repent it | aflure you, 


LExeunt. 


Enter Sir John Oldcaftle. 


Mr. Lieutenant, I pray you give us leave, 
I muft confer here with Sir Fobn a little, 

Zseu, Withall my heart, my Lord. ' 

Har. afide- My Lord, be rul’d by me, take this occafion 
while it is offered, and on my life your Lordthip will ef. 
cape. 

Cob. No more I fay, peace left he fhould fufpect it. 

Bifh. Sit Fohn, 1 am come to you from the Lords of the 
Council, to know if you dorecant your errours, 

Cob. My Lord of Rocheffer, on good advice, 

I feemy errour; but yet underftand me, 
Imean noterrourin the Faith | hold, 

But ercourin fubmitting to your pleafure, 
Therefore your Lordthip without more to do, 
Mutt be a means to help meto efcape, 

Bifh. Whatmeans, thou Heretick ? 

Dar’ft chou but lift thy hand againft my calling ? 


aes: 
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The Hiftory of Sir John Oldcattle, 


Gob. No, not to hurt you fora thoufand pound. 

Har, Nothing but to borrow your upper garment a lit. 
tle, not a word more, peace for waking the Children ; 
there, put on,difpatch,my Lord, the window that goes out 
into the Leads is fure enough : asfor you, Ile bind you 
furely in the inner Room. 

(ob. This is well begun, God fend us happy fpeed, 
Hard fhift you fee men make in time of need. 


Enter Servingmen again. 


1. I marvel that my Lord fhould ftay fo long. 

2. He hath fent to feek us I dare lay my life. 

3- Wecome in good time, fee where he is coming. 

Har. | befeech you, good my Lord of Rocheffer, be 
favourable to my Lord and Mafter, 

Cob. The inner Rooms be very Hot and clofe, 

I do not like this Air here in the Tower. 

Har. His cafe is hard, my.Lord: you thall fafely get 
out of the Tower, but I will down upon them: in which 
time get you away. Hard under Iflington wait you my 
coming , I will bring my Lady ready with Horfes to get 
hence, 

(ob. Fellow, go back again unto my Lord, and coun. 
fel him. ; 

Har, Nay, my good Lord of Rochefter, ’le bring you to 
S. Atbons through the woods I warrant you. 

Cob. Villain, away. 

Har. Nay fince | am paft the Towers Liberty, 

You part not fo, LHe draws. 

Bifh. Clubs, clubs, clubs. 

1. Murther, murther, murther, 

2. Down with him. 

Har. Out you cowardly Rogues, 


[Cobham efeapes. 
Enter Lieutenant, and bis men. 


Lien. Whois fo bold as to dare to draw a Sword 
So near unto the entrance of the Tower. 

1. This Ruffian, fervant to Sir ohn Oldcaftle, was like 
to have flain my Lord. 

Liex, Lay hold on him, 

Har. Stand off if you love your puddings. 

[Rochetter calls within. | 

Help, help, help, Mc. Lieutenant, help. 

Liew, Who’s that within? fome Treafon in the Tower, 
on my life, look in, who’s that which calls ? 


Enter Rochefter bound. 


Liew. Without your cloak, my Lord of Rochefter ? 
Har. There, now it works; then let me fpeed, 
For now’s the fitteft time to fape away. Céxit 
Lieu, Why do you look fo gaftly and afftighted ? 
Bifh. Oldcaftle that Traitor and his man, 
When you had left me to confer with him, 
Took, bound, and {tript me as you fee, 
And left me lying in this inner Chamber, 
And fo departed, and [—_ 
Liew. And you! Nere fay that the Lord Cobham’s man 
Did here fet on you like to murther you. 
I. And fo he did. 
Bifh. {t was upon his Mafter then he did, 
That in the brawl the Traitor might efcape, 
Lieu. Where is this Harpool ? 
2. Here he was even now. 
_ L4en, Where, can you tell ? They are both efcap’d. 
Since it fo happens that he is efcap’d, — 
I am glad you area witnefs of the fame : 
{t might have elfe been laid unto my charge, 
That J had been confenting tothe fact. 
_ Bifh. Come, fearch fhall be made for him with expedi. | 
tion, the Haven’s laid that he fhall not efcape, and hue} 
and 


muy 
Bs 


the good Lord Cobham: 


and cry continue through England, to find this damned, 


dangerous Heretick, LExeunt. 


We mutt be content with fuch as you have, 
Host, But I cannot tell how to do with your man. 
Her, What?  haft thou never an empty Room in thy 


Enter Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, as ina Chamber, and| Houle for me? 


fet down at a Table, confulting about their Treafon, 
King Harry and Suffolk hiftning at the door, 


Cam. In mine Opinion,Scroop hath well advis’d, 
Poifon will be the only apteft mean, 

And fitteft for our purpofé to difpatch him. 

Gray. But yet there may be doubt in their delivery, 
Harry is wile, therefore, Earl of (ambridge 
I judge that way not fo convenient. 

Ser, What think ye then of this ? I am his bedfellow, 
And unfu{pected nightly fleep with him. 

What if I venture in thofe filent hours, 

When fleep hath fealed up all mortal Eyes, 

To murther him in bed? how like ye that ? 
Cam. Herein confifts no fafety for your felf, 

And you difclos’d, what fhall become of us ? 

But this day (as ye know) he will aboard, 

The wind’s fo fair, and fet away for France, 

'If as he goes, or entring in the fhip 

{It might be done, then were it excellent. 

Gray. Why any of thefe, or if you will, 

Ple caufe a prefent fitting of the Council, 
Wherein I will pretend fome matter of fuch weight, 
As needs mult have his Royal Company, 

And fo difpatch him in his Council Chamber. 

Cam. Tuth, yet [hear not any thing to purpofe ; 
I wonder that Lord Cobham {tayes to long , 

His Counfel in this cafe would much avail us. 
[The King fteps in upon them with bis Lords. 

Ser. What fhall we rife thus, and determine nothing ? 

King. That werea fhame indeed: no, fit again, 
| And you fhall have my Counfel in this cafe: 

If you can find no way to kill the King, 

Then you fhall fee how I can furnifh ye ; 

Scroop’s way by poifon was indifferent, 

But yet being bed-fellow to the King, 

And unfufpected, fleeping in his bofom, 

In mine opinion rhat’s the likelier way. 

For fuch falfe Friends are able to do much, 

And filent Night is Treafon’s fitteft Friend. 
Now, (ambridze inhis fetting hence for Frauce, 
Or by the way, or as he goes aboard 

To dothe deed, that was indifferent too, 

But fomewhat doubtfull. : 

Marry Lord Gray came very near the point, 
To have the King at Council, and there murder him, 
As Cefar was among his deareft Friends. | ‘ 
Tell me, oh cell me, you bright honour’s ftains, 
For which of all my kindnefles to you, — 

Are ye become thus Traitors to your King? . 

And Fraace mutt have the fpoil of Harrie’s life. 

All, Oh pardon us, dread Lord. Tc 

King. How, pardon ye? that werea Sin indeed, 
Drag themto Death, which juftly they.deferve : 
And France fhall dearly buy this villany, 

So foon as we fet footing on-her breaft. 

God have the praife for our deliverance, 

And next our thanks, Lord Cobham, isto thee, | 
Truc perfect mirrour of Nobilitie. LExit, 


> 


) M \ 
Enter the Holt, Lord Cobham, and Harpool. 


Host. Sir, y’'ate welcome to this houfe, to fuch as is here 
| with all my heart: 


Hoff. Nota Bed in troth. There came a poor /rifh-man, 
and i lodg’d him in the barn, where he has fair Sraw, al- 
though he have nothing elfe, 

Har, Well, mine Hoft, Iprithee help me to a pair of 
Sy and i'le go lodge with him, 

_ Hoff@By the Mafs that thou fhalt,a good pair of hempen 
ineets were nere layn in : come. L Exenat. 


Exter Conft.ble, Mayor, and Watch, 


May, What? have you fearcht the Town ? 
_ Con, Allthe Town, Sir, we have not left a Houfe un- 
learcht that ufes to lodge. 
May. Surely, my Lord of Rocheffer was then deceiv’d, 
Or il inform’d of Sic Fohx Oldcaftle 5 
Or if he came this way, he’s paft the Town, 
He could not elfe have fcap’d you in the fearch, 
Con, The privy watch hath been abroad all night, 
And nota ftranger lodgeth in the Town 
But he isknown; only a lufty Prieft 
V Ve found in bed with a pretty wench, 
That fayes fhe is his VVife, yonder at the Shears : 
But we have charg’d the hott with his forthcoming 
To morrow morning. 
«May. What think you beftto do? 
Con. Faith, Mr, Mayor, here’s a few ftragling Houfes 
beyond the Bridge, and a little Inn where Carriers ufe to 


lodge, although | think furely he would nere lodge there ; | . 


but we'll gofearch, and the rather, becaufe there came 
notice to the Town the laft Night of an Jri/h man, that had 
done a murther,whom we are to make fearch for, 
May. Come! pray you,and be circumfpect.  [Exeunt. 
Con, Firft befet the houfe, before you begin to iearch, 
Of. Content, every man take a feveral place. 
[eA noife within. 


Enter Conftable with the Irifhman in Harpool’s apparel. 
Con, Come you villanous Heretick , tell us where your 


Matter is. 
Irifh, Vat Metter ? 


ee keep, ftrike him down there, down with him. 
| 
| 


May. Vat Metter, you conterfeit Rebel? This fhall not 


ferve your turn. 

Trifh, Be Sent Patrick hano Mefter. 

Con. Where’s the Lord Cobham, Sit Folx Oldcaftle, that 
lately efcaped out of the Tower ? 

Trifh. Vat Lort Cobham ? 

May. Youconnterfeit, this fhall not ferve you,we’ll tor- 
ture you, we'll make you confefs where that arch heretick 
is. Come bind him faft, 
|  Jrifh, Ahone, ahone, ahone, a Cree, 
| Con, Ahone you crafty Rafcal ? [Exeunt. 

[Lord Cobham comes out ftealing in his gown. 
Cob. Harpool, Harpool, 1 hear a marvellous noife about 
the Houfe, Gow warrant us, I fear we are purfued : what, 
Harpool ? 
| Har. withine Who calls there ? 

Cob. ’Tis |, doft thou not hear a noife about the Houfe ? 

Har, Yes marry dol, ’zounds I cannot find my hofe? 
this Jrifh Rafcal that lodg’d with me all night, hath ftolen 
my apparel, and has left me nothing but a lowfie mantle, 
and a pair of broags. Get up, get up,and if the Carrier and 


but I fear your lodging will be the | bis wench be afleep, change you with him as he hath done 


wortt, [have buttwo'beds,and they-are both inachamber, | with me, and fee if we can fcape, 

and the Carrier and his Panghees liesin the one, and you 3 
dyour Wife mult lyein the other. 

Cb Faith, Sir, for my felf 1 do not greatly pafs, 

| My Wife is weary, and would be ac relt, 

For we have travel’d very far today, 
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DN pife beard about the Houle a pretty while, then enter 
the Conltable meeting Harpool iz the Irifh- 
man’s apparel. 


Con. Stand clofe , here comes the Jrifhman that did the 
murther, by all tokens this is he. 


The Hiftory of Sir John Oldcaftle, 


Kate. Pfaith neam Club, fe wot nere what to Ho, "Ife be 
fo flouted and fo fhoutcd at: but by th” Me Hetry,. = 


LExit. 
Enter Prieft and Doll, 


Priest. Come Doll, come, be merry,wench. 


May. And perceiving the Honk befet,would get away :| Farewel Kent, we are not for thee, 


ftand, Sirrah. 

Har, What art thou that bid’ft me ftand ? a 

Con, 1am the officer,and amcome to fearch for an Zrifh 
man, fuch a villain as thy felf, thou haft murther’d a man 
this laft night by the high way. 

Har. Sdloud Conftable art thou mad? amlan Jrifh- 
man ? 

May. Sitrah,we’ll find you anj/rifb-man before we part : 
Lay hold upon him. 

Con, Make him faft, O thou bloody Rogue ! 


Enter Lord Cobham and his Lady, inthe Carrier 
and Wenches apparel. 


Cob, What willthefe Oftlers fleep ail day ? 
Good morrow, good morrow, com: wench, come : 
Saddle, Saddle, now afore God two fair dayes, ha? 

Con. Who goes there ? 

May. Otis Lancafhire Carrier, let them pafs. 

Cob. What,will no body ope the gates here ? 
Come, let’s int’ftable to Jook to our Capons. 
[The Carrier-caking. 
Hoft, why Oftler ? 
Zwooks here’s {uch abomination Company of Boyes : 
A pox of this Pigfky at the Houfeend, 
It fills all the Honte full of fleas, Ofler, Oftler. 

Ojf. Who calls there ?, what would you have ? 

Club. Zwooks, do you rob your guefts ? 
Do you lodge Rogues, and flaves, and fcoundrels, ha ? 
They ha’ Sroln our clothes here: why Oftler? 

Off, A murren choak you, what a bawling you keep, 

Hoft, How naw? what would the Carrier have ? 
Look up there. 


Off. They fay the man and the woman that lay by them, 
have Stolen their clothes, 


Hoft. What, are the ftrange folks up yet that came in 
yefter night ? 

(on, What mine Hoft, up fo early ? 

Hoff. What Mt. «Mayor, and Mr, Conftable ? 

May. Weare come to feek for fome fufpected perfons, 
and fuch as here we found bave apprehended. 


Enter Carrier and Kate in Cobham and Ladies apparel. 


Con, Who.comes here? . 

Club, Who comes here? A plague found ome, you 
bawl quoth a,ods hat I’le forewear your houfe: you lodg’d 
a fellow and his wife by us,that ha’ run away with our par- 
cel, and left us {uch gew-gaws here, come Kate, come to 
me, thow{é dizeard y’faith, 

Mayor, Mine holt, koow you this man? 

Ht, Yes mafter Mayors, Vle give my word for him, 
why neighbour Clb, how comes this gear about.? 

Kate. Nowa foule on’t, 1 cannot make this gew-gaw 
{tand on my head. 

Con. How came this man and. woman thus attired ? 

Aojtler. Here camz a manand woman hither. this laft 
night, which I did take for fab{tantial people, and lodg’d 
ul in one Chamber by thefé folks ; me thinks have been fo 


boldto change apparel, and gone away this morning ere 
chey rofe. 


Mayor. ‘That was that Traitor Oldca/tle that thus efcapt 


us: make hue and cry after him, keep faft that traiterous 
Rebel his Servant theres farewel, mine Hoft. 


Car, Come Kate Owdham, thouand Ife trimly dizard. . 


Be lufty my Lafs, come for Lancafhire, 
We mutt nip the Boung for thefe Crowns, 

Doll, Why is all the gold fpent already, that you had 
the other day. sid, 

Prieft. Gone, Doll, gone; flown, fpent, vanifhed, the 
Devil, drink, and dice, has devoured all : 

Doll, You might have left me in Kent till you had been 
better provided. 

Priest, No, Doll, no, Kent’stoo hot, Doil, Kent’s too 
hot : the weathercock of Wrorham will crow no longer,we 
have pluckt bim,he has loft his Feathers, | have pron’d him 
bare, left him thrice, is moulted, is moulted, wench, 

Poll, {might have gone to fervice again,old Mr. Harpoo! 
told me he would provide mea Mittris. 

Pricft. Peace, Doll, peace , come, mad wench, I’le make 
thee an honeft Woman, we'll into Lancafhire to our Friends, 
thetrothis, Ple marry thee, we want but a little money, 
and money we will have I warrant thee : {tay, who comes 
here ? fome /rifh Villain me thinks that has flain a man, 


and now he is rifling on him, ftand clofe, Doll, we'll fee 
the end. 


Enter the \rifhman with his dead eAMafter, and 
rifles him. 


Jrifh. Alas poe Matter, Sir Richard Lee, be S, Patrick , is 
roband cut thy trote, for de fhain, and dy mony, and-dy 
gold Ring, be me truly is love de well, but now dow be kill 
de, be fhitten Kanave. 

Prief, Stand, Sirrah, what art thou? 

Irifh. Be S. Patrick Mefter,is poor Trifhman,is a leufter. 

Prieft. Sirrah, Sitrah, y’areadamn’d Rogue, you have 
kill’d a man here,and rifled him of all that he has: ’sbloud 
you Rogue deliver, or I’le not leave you fo much asa hair 
above your fhoulders, you Whorfon Iris Dog. 

[Robs him, 

Trifh, We’s me S. Patrick, Me kill my Mefter for fhain 
and his ring, and now’s be rob of all, me’s undo. 

Prieft. Avant you Rafcal, go Sirrah, be walking : come 


Doll, the Devil laughs when one’ Thief robs another: 


come wench, we'll to S. Albans, and revel in our bower, 
my brave girle, 


Doll. Q thou art old Sir Zohn when all’s done i’faith. 


Enter the Floft of the Houfe with the lrifaman. 


_ Arh, Be metro-Matter is poor Trifman, is want ludging, 
ishave no mony, is ftarve and cold, 800d Matter give her 
fome meat, is famife and tye. 

Hoftler, Faith fellow I have no lodging, but what I keep 
for my Guelts: asfor meat, thou fhalr have as much as 
there is, and if thou wilt liein the barn, there’s fair {traw, 
and Room enough, 

Irifh. Is tank my Matter hertily. 

Hoftler. Ho, Robin, 

Robin. Who calls ? 


Hoftler, Show this poor Jrifbman tothe barn,go Sirrah. 
Enter Carrier’ and Kate. 


Club, Who's within here ?) whe looks to the Horfes ? 
Uds hat, here’s fiae work, the Hens in the manger, and 


the Hogs in the litter, a bots found you all, here’s a Houle 
welllookt toifaith, . ©. 2 9)" 


Kate, 


Bee, 
Wee SRN 


_ | How do’s all our friends in 


: iy — Gof Club, Ue very cawd, 
“bo, Getin, Kate, get into the fi | 
fies » Nate, get into the fire and warm thee, 
| __ Host. What, Gaffer Club, welcometos. Albans, 
m Lancafhire ? 
a “hg Well, Godia mercy, Fobn, how do’s Tom? where 
j is he? 
Oftl, Tom's gone from hence, he’sat the three Horfe- 
loaves at ftony-Strurford : how do’s old Dick, Dun? 
(lub. Uds hat, old Dun ismoyr’d in a flough in Brick- 
| bill lane: a plague found it » yonders fuch abomination 
j weather as was never feen. 
|  O8#/. Uds hat Thief, have one half peck of Peafe and 
Oats more for that, as! am Fobn Ostler, he has been ever 
as good a Jade as ever travelled, 
Club. Faith well faid, old Jack ,thou art the old Lad ftill. 
Ostl. Come, Gaffer Club, unload, unload, and get to 
fupper. 


Ener Cobham and his Lady difenifed. 


Cob. Come, Madam, happily efcapt, here let us fir, 
This place is far remote from any path, 
And here a while our weary limbs may reft 
To take refrefhing, free from the purfait 
Of envious Rochefter, 
Lady. But where, my Lord, ‘fhall we find reft for our 
difquict minds ? 
There dwell untamed thoughts that hardly ftoop 
To fuch abafement of difdained rags: 
We were not wont to travel thus by night, 
Efpecially on foot. 
Cob. No matter,love,extremities admit no better choice: 
And were it not for thee, fay froward time 
Impos’d a greater task, | would efteem it 
As lightly as the wind that blows upon us, 
| But ia thy fufferance I am doubly taskt, 
Thou waft not wont to have the earth thy ftool, 
Nor the moift dewy grafs thy pillow, nor 
Thy chamber to'be the wide Horizon. 
Lady. How can it feem a trouble, having you 
A partner with me, in the worft I feel ? 
No, gentle Lord, your prefence would give eafe 
To death it felf, fhould he now feize upon me: 
[Afere’s Bread and Cheefe and a Bottle. 
Behold what my forefighe hath undertane 
For fear we faint, they are but homely Cates, 
Yet fawe’d with hunger, they may feem as {weet 
As greater dainties we were wont to tafte. : 
(ob. Praife be to him, whoferplenty fends both this 
And all things elfe our mortal bodies 'need + 
Nor fcorn we this poor feeding; northe {tate 
| We noware in, for what is it om earth; 
Nay under heaven, continues ata ftay ? 
Ebbs not the Seay when it hath overflown ? 
Follows not datiriefs; when the day:is gone ? 
And fee we not fometimes the eye of heaven 
Dim’d with ore-flying-clouds ?' Thete’s-not that work 
Of careful Nature, or of cunnifig-Art, 
(How ftroug, how beauteous, or liow rich it be)” 
But falls in time toruine : here;géntle Madam, - 
In this one draught { wath my-fortow down. © [Drinks. 
Lady, And | encourag’d with your chearful fpeech,: 
Will do the like. 
Cob. Pray God poor Harpool come, 
If he fhould fall into the Bifhops hands, = 
Or not remember where we bad him mect us, 
It were the thing of all things elfe, that now 
Could breed revolt im this new peace of mind. © 
Lady. Fear not, my gt pte to dewile, 
ong to execute a prefent iirc. 5 ¢ 
ah : That power be tlt his guide hath guided us, 
My drowfie eyes wax heavy; early rifing, “ 
jogether with the travel we have had, 


the good head Cobhikh: | 


ane 


Makes me that I could take a nap, 
Were I-pertwaded we might be fecure. 
Lady. Let that depend on me, whilft you do fleep, 


li watch that no misfortune happen us, 


Cob. | fhail, dear wife, be too much trouble to thee. 
Lady. Urge not that, 

My duty binds me, and your love commands, 

I would I had the skill wich tuned voice 


To draw on fleep with fome fweet melody. 
4 . 


perfection and unaptnefs too 
Are both repugnant : fear inferts the one, 
The other Nature hath denied me ufe. 
But what talk 1 of means, to purchafe that 


Is freely happen’d ? Sleep with gentle hand, 


Hath thut his eye-lids : O viGtorious labour, 
How foon thy power can charm the bodies fenfe ? 
And now chou likewife climb’{t unto, my brain, 
Making my heavy temples ftoop to thee, . 
Great God of heaven from danger keep us free. 


LFall afleep. 


Enter Sir Richard Lee and bis Men, 


Lee, A Murther clofely done, and in my ground ? 
Search carefully, if any where it were, 
This obfcure thicket is the likelieft place. 

Ser, Sir, | have found the body ftiff with cold, 
And mangled cruelly with many wounds. 

Lee. Look ifthou know’ ft him, turn his body up: 
Alack, it is my fon, my fonand heir, 


| Whom two years fince, I fent to /reland, 


To practife there the difcipline of war, 
And coming home, for fo he wrote to me, 
Some favage heart, fome bloody devillifh hand, 


| Either in hate, or thirfting for his coin, 
| Hath here fluc’d out his blood, Unhappy hour, 


A curfed place, but moft inconftant Fate, 


| That had*it'referv’d him from the bullets fire, 


And fuffered him to fcape the waod-kerns fury. 

Did’ft here ordain the treafure of his life, 

Even here within the arths of tender peace, 

Fo be'confum’d by treafons waftful hand ? 

And which is moft afflicting to my foul, 

That this his death and mutther fhould be wrought 

Without the knowledge by whofe means twas done. 
2 Ser. Not fo, Sir, 1 have found the authors of ic, 

See where they fit, and in their bloody fifts 


1 The fatal inftruments'of death and fin, 


Lee. Juft judgment of that power, whofe gracious eye, 
Loathing the fight of fuch a heinous fact, 
Dazling their fenfes with benumming fleep, 
Till their unhallowed treachery was known. 
Awake ye montters, murtherers awake; 
Tremble for horror, bluth you cannot chufe; 


| Beholding this unhumane deed of yours. 


Cob. What mean you, Sir, to trouble weary fouls, 


‘| And interrupt us of otir quiet fleep ? 


Lee. O devillifi! ¢an you boaft unto your felves 
Of quiet fleep, having within your hearts 


| The guile of murder waking, that-which cries 


Deafs the loud thunder, and folicites heaven 

VVith more tha Mandrakes fhreeks for your offence ? 
Lady. VVhat murther ? you upbraid us wrongfully. 
Lee, Can you deny ehefaét ? See you not here 


The body of my fon by you: mifdone ? 
| Look on his wounds; ‘look on his purple hue : 
'| Do we not find. you'where the deed was done ? 
| V Vere not your knives faft ¢lofed in your hands ? 
'| Is not this cloth an argument befide, 
‘| Thus ftain’d and {potted with his innocent blood? 


Thefefpeaking characters, were there nothing elfe 
To plead againft ye, would convict you both. 


|| To Hartford with them, where the Sizes now are kept, 
. | Theit lives {hall anfwer for my fons loft life. 
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(ob. As we are innocent, fo may we fpeed. 
Lee. As 1am wrong’d, fo may the Law proceed. 


Enter Rochefter, Conftable of S. Albans, with Prieft, Doll, 
and the \rifhman és Harpool’s dpparel. 


Bifh. What intricate confufion have we here ? 
Not two hours fince, we apprehended one 
in habit Jrifh, but in fpeech not fo; fie 
And now you bring another, that in fpeech is /rifh, 
But in habit Englifh: yea, and more than fo, 
The fervant of that heretick Lord Cobbam. 

Irifh. Fait me be no fervant of de Lort Cobham, 
Me be AZack, Chane of Ulster. : 
Bifh. Otherwife call’d Harpool of Kent, go to, Sir, 

You cannot blind us with your broken Jrifh. 
Priest. Truft me, faid Bithop, whether Irifh or Englifh. 

H pool or not Harpool, that.| leave to the tryal ; 

But fure 1 em, this man by face and fpeech, 

fs he chat murdred young Sir Richard Lee : 

{ met him prefently upon the fact, 

And that he flew his Mafter for that Gold, | 

Thofe Jewels, and that Chain I took from him. 
Bifh. Well, our affairs do call us back to Lendon, 

So that we cannot profecute the caufe 

As we defire to do, therefore we leave 

The charge with you, to fee they be convey’d 

To Hartford Size : both this counterfeit, 

And you, Sir Zohn of Wrotham, and your Wench, 

For you are culpable as well as they, 

Though not for murther, yet for felony. 

But fince you are the means to bring to light 

This gracelefs murther, ye fhall bear with you 

Our Letters to the Judges of the Bench, 

To be your friends in what they lawful may. 
Priest. I thank your Lordhhip. 


> 


Enter Gaoler, bringing forth Oldcaftle. 


Gaol. Bring forth the Prifoners, fee the Court prepar’d, 

The Juftices are coming to the Bench: 

So, let him ftand, away and fetch the reft. LExennt. 
Cob. O give me patience to endure this fcourge, 

Thou that art fountain of that vertuous ftream, 

And though contempt of witnefs, and reproach 

Hang on thefe iron gives, to prefs my life 

As low as earth, yet ftrengthen me with faith, 

That I may mount in fpirit above the clouds. 


Enter Gaoler, brinzing in Lady Cobham and Harpool. 


Here comes my Lady, forrow ’tis for her. 

Thy wound is grievous, elfe 1 {coff at thee. 

What and poor Farpsol ! art thou i’th’bryars too ? 
Har, \faith, my Lord, 1am in, get out how I can, 
Lady. Say (gentle Lord) for now we are alone, 

And may confer, fhall we confefs in brief, 

Of whence, and what we are, and fo prevent 

The accufation is commenc’d againft us? 

Cob, What will that help us ? Being known, {weet love, 

We hall for herefie be put to death, 

For fo they term the Religion we profefs. 

No, if we dye, let this ouc comfort be, 

That of the guilt impos’d our fouls are free, 

Har. 1,1, my Lord, Harpool is fo refolv’d, 

I wreak of death the lefs in that I dye, 

Not by the fentence of that envious Prieft. 

Lady, Well, be it then according as heavens pleafe. 


Enter L. Judge, Jultices, Mayor of S. Albans, Lord Powis 
and bis Lady, old Sir Richard Lee: the Fudge and 
Fustices take thew places. 


Fwdz. Now, Mr. Mayor, what Gentleman is that 
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‘The Hiftory of Sar John Oldcaftle, 


You bring with you before us to the Beneh ? 

May, The Lord Powis, if-ic like your honour, 
And this his Lady travelling toward Wales ; 
Who, for they lodg’d laft night within my houfe, 
And my Lord Bifhop did lay wait for fuch, 
Were very willing to come on with me, 

Left for their fakes, fufpicion we might wrong. 

Jude. We cry your honour mercy, good my Lord, 
Wilt pleafe you take your place, Madam, your Ladifhip 
May here, or where you will repofe your felf, 

Until this bufinefs now in hand be paft. 

La. Pow. \ will withdraw into fome other room, 
So that your Lordfhip and the reft be pleas’d. 

Judg. With all our hearts : attend the Lady there. 

Pow. Wife, I have ey’d you pris’ners all this while, 
And my conceit doth tell me, ’tis our friend 
The Noble Cobham, and his virtuous Lady. 

La. Pow. I think no lefs, are they fufpected for this 

Pow. What it means (murther? 
I cannot tell, but we fhall know anon: 

Mean time as you pafs by them, ask the queftion, 
But do it fecretly you be not feen, 
And make fome fign, that I may know your mind. 
[As fhe paffes over the Stage by them, 
La. Pow. My Lord Cobham ? Madam? 
Cob. No Cobham now, nor Madam, as you love us, 
But John of Lancafhire, and Joan his wife. 

La. Pow. O tell, what is it that our love can do 
To pleafure you, for we are bound to you? 

Cob. Nothing but this, that you conceal our names 5 
So, gentle Lady, pafs for being fpied. 

La. Pow, My heart | leave, to bear part of your grief. 

LExit. 

Fudge. Call the Prifoners to the Bar: Sir Richard Lee, 
What evidence can you bring againft thefe people, 

To prove them guilty of the murther done? 

Lee. This bloody Towel, and thefe naked Knives,} 
Befide, we found them fitting by the place, 

Where the dead body lay within a bufh. 

Fudg. What anfwer you why Law fhould not proceed 
According to this evidence given in, 

To tax ye with the penalty of death ? 

Cob. That we are free from murthers very thought, 
And know not how the Gentleman was flain. 

1 Just, How came this linen-cloth fo bloody then ? 

L. Cob. My husband hot with travelling, my Lord, 
His nofe gufht out a bleeding, that was it. 

2 Just. But how came your fharp-edg’d knives un- 
fheath’d ? 

L. Cob. To cut fuch fimple victual as we had. 

Fudg. Say we admit this anfwer to thofe Articles, 
What made youin fo private a dark nock, 

So far remote from any common path, 
As was the thick where the dead corps was thrown ? 

Cob. Journying, my Lord, from London, from the Term, 
Down into Lancafhire, where we do dwell ; 

And what with age, and travel being faint, 

We gladly fought a place where we might reft, 
Free from refort of other paflengers, 

And fo we ftray’d into that fecret corner. 

Fudg. Thefe are but ambages to drive off time, 
And linger Juftice fcom her purpos’d end. 

But who are thefe? 


Enter Conttable with the Irifhman, Prieft, and Doll. 


Const. Stay judgment, and releafe thofe innocents, 
For here is he whofe hand hath done the deed, 
For which they ftand indited at the Bar : 
This favage Villain, this rude Jrs{h Slave, 
His tongue already hath confeft the fact, 
And here is witnefs to confirm as much, 
Priest. Yes, my good Lord, no fooner had he flain 
His loving Mafter for the wealth he had, . 
But 


And what he purchas’d with the lofs of bloud, 
With ftrokes 1 pi efently bereav’d him of, 
Some of the which is fpent, the reft remaining, 
I willingly furrender tothe hands - 
Of old Sir Richard Lee, as being his ; ¥ 
Befide, my Lord Judge, I greet your honour 
With Letters from my Lord of Rochefter. 
~ [Delwers them. 

Lee. Is this the Wolf, whofe thirfty throat did drink 
My dear Son’s blond ? art thou the Snake a 
He cherifht, yet with envious piercing fting , 

Affaild’ft him mortally? Wer’t not that the Law 
Stands ready to revenge thy cruelty, 

Traytor to God, thy Mafter, and to me, 

Thefe hands fheuld be thy Executioner; 5° ym, 

Jud. Patience, Sir Richard Lee, you thall have Juktice. 
The fact is odious, therefore take him hence, 

And being hang’d until the wretch be dead, 
His Body after fhall be hang’d in Chains, 
Near to the place where lie did act the murther. 

Trifh, Prythee, Lord Shudge, let me have mine own 
Cloaths, my Strouces there, and let me. be hang’d in a 
Wyth after my Country the Trifh Fathion: oP LE xe. 

Fad. Goto, away withhim. And now, Sir Fobn, 
Although by you this murther came to light ; 

Yet upright Law will not hold you excus’d, 

For you did rob the {rith-man, ‘by which 7 01 

You ftand attainted heré of Felony : Voi 

Befide, you have been lewd, and many years ° 

Led a lafcivious, unbefeeming life. aaa 
Prieft.O but,myLord, Sit Fohn tepents,and he will mend. 


x 


the ood Lord: Cobham. 
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But I upon the inftanc mét with him : Jud, In ho 


pe thereof, together with the favour 
My Lord of Rochefter intreats for you, 
We are content you hall be proved. 
Prieft. \ thank your good Lordthi p. 


Jud, Thefe falfly here 


accus’d, and brought 


In peril wrongfully, we in liké fort dofet at liberty. 


Lee, And for amends, 


Touching the Wrong unwittingly I have done, 


[give thefe few Crowns. 
Fud. Your kindnefs m 


,| So let ns hence. 


erits praife, Sir Richard Lee, 


CExeunt all but L.Powis and Cobham. 


Pow. But Powis ftill mu 
There yet remains a part 


ft ftay, 
of that true love 


He owes his noble Friend, unfatisfied 


And unperform’d; which 


firft Of aH doth bind nie 


To gratulate your Lordthip’s fafe delivery : 

And then intreat, that fince unlookt for thus 

We here are met, your honour would vouchfafe 
To ride with me to Wales, where though my power, 


(Though not to quittance 


thofe great benefits 


| have receiv’d of you) yet both my Houfe, 
My Purfe, my Servants, and what elfe | have 


Are all at your command. 


Deny me not, 


I know the Bifhop’s hate purfues ye fo, 
As there’s no fafety in abiding here, 
Cob. Tis true ‘my Lord, and God forgive him 


for it. 


Pow. Then let us hence, you fhall be ftraight provided 
Of Iufty Geldings: ‘and. once entred Wales, 


Well may the Bifhop hun 
He never more fhall have 


t, but fpight his Face, 
the Game in Chace, \ [Exeunr, 


Tbe Puritan: Or, 


THE © we 


URI 


OR, 


VVidow of Watlingftreet. 


TANS 


THE 


The Nets Names. 


Ady Plus, 4 Citizens Widow. 


Frances ie a 
Moll Ver two Daughters. ) : 
Sir Godfrey, Brother-in-Law to the Widow Plus. 


Mafter Edmond, Son to she Widow Plus. 

George Pye-boord, « Scholar and a Citizen. 

Peter Skirmifh, 47 old Soldier. 

Captain Idle, « Highway-man. 

Corporal Oath, 2 -vain-glorions Fellow. 

Nicholas St. Antlings Ses iti 

Simon S¢. Mary Overies Semnans nee J gheeshacste 
‘ Plus. 

Frailty 


Sir Oliver Muck-hill, 4 Suiter to the Lady Plus. 
Sir John Pehny-Dub, @ Switer to Moll. 
Sir Andrew Tipftaffe, 4 Swster to Frances. 


‘| The Sheriff of London. 


Puttock 
ana 
Ravenfhaw 

Dogfon, a Yeoman. 
A Nobleman. 
A Gentleman Citizen. 


Officers. 


bi of the Sheriffs Serjeants. 
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The Scene 


eAdus 


Enter the Lady Widow Plus, her two Daughters, Frank and 
Moll, ber Husbands Brother an old Knight Sir Godfrey, 
with her Son and Heir Mafter Edmond, all in Mourning 
Apparel, Edmond in a Cyprefs Hat. The Widow wring- 
ing her hands, and burfting out into paffion, as newly come 
from the Burial of her Husband. 


| Widow, Ok that ever I was born, that ever I was 
born ! 
Sir Godfrey. Nay good Sifter, dear Si- 


fter, fweet Sifter, be of good comfort, fhew your felf a 
Woman, now or never. 

wid. Oh, Lhave loft the deareft man, I have buried 
the fweeteft Husband that ever lay by Woman. 

Sir God, Nay give him his due, he was indeed an ho- 
neft, virtuous, difcreet wife man, — he was my Brother, 
asright, as right. 

Wid, O, | fhall never forget him, never forget him, 
he was a man fo well giventoa Woman — oh ! 

Sir God. Nay, but kind Sifter, 1 could weep as much 


as any Woman, but alas, our tears cannot call him again : 


_|mne thinks you are well read, Sifter, and know that death 


London. 


Primus. 


is ascommon as Homo, & common name to all men; —— 
aman fhall be taken when he’s making water, --- nay, 
did not the learned Parfon Mafter Pigman tell us e’ne 
now, that all Flefk is frail, we are born to die, Man has 
butatime: with fuch like deep and profound perfwati- 
ons, as he is a rare Fellow you know, and an excellent 
Reader : and for Example, (as there are examples abun- 
dance) did not Sir Humphrey Bubble die t’other day, there’s 
a lufty Widow, why fhe cri’d not above half an hour --- 
for fhame, for fhame: then followed him old Mafter Ful- 
fome the Ufurer, there’s a wife VVidow , why fhe cry’d 
ne’re'a whit at all. 

Wid. O rank not me with thofe wicked Women, I had 
a Husband out. fhin’d ’em all. 

Sir God. J that he did, i’faitk, he out-fhin’d ’em all. 

Wid. Doft thou ftand there and fee us all weep, and not 


once fhed a tear for thy Fathers Death ? oh thou ungraci | 


ous Son and Heir thou ? 


Edm. Troth, Mother, I fhould not weep I’m fure; If 


am paft a Child I hope, to make all my old School-Fel- 
lows langh at me; | fhould be mockt, fol fhould; pray 


let one of my Sifters weep for me, V'll laugh as much for } 


her another time? ° 
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_ || the properer phrafe indeed. 


Wid. O thon palt.Grace thou, out of my fight, shou 
gtacelefs Imp, chou grieveft me more than the death of 
thy Father: O thou ftubborn only Son: hadft thou fuch 
an honeft man to thy Father—— that would deceive. all 
the World to get riches for thee, and canft thou not af. 
ford a little falt water ? He that fo wifely did quite over- 
throw the right Heir of thofe Lands » which now you re- 

Not: up every morning betwixt four and five , fo 
auly at 4 Apel ety Term-time, with all his 
Sand Writings, for thee, thou wicke h 
O dear Husband ° : : ENA 

&dm. Weep, quotha? I proteftI am 
ed ; for now he’s gone, I fhall 

Frank, Dear Mother, 


glad he’s Church. 
fpend in quiet. 
pray ceafe, half your tears fuffice, 


Tis time for you to take truce with your eyes, 
Let me weep now. 
Wid. O fuch a dear Knight, 


fugh a fweet Husband have 
{Tloft, have I loft !—~ ifbleffed be the Coarfe the rain 
rains upon, he had it, pouring down. 

Sir God. Sifter, be.of good chear. we are all mortal 
our felves, I come upon you frefhly, 1 ne’re {peak with- 
out comfort, hear me what I fhall fay, my Brother 
hasleft you wealthy, y’are rich, 

Wid. O! ; 

Sir God. I fay y’are rich: you are alfo fair. 

Wid. @) ! 


Sir God, Go to, y’are fair, you cannot fmother it, | 


beauty will come to light ; nor are your years fo. far en- 
ter’d with you, but that you will be fought after, and may 
very well anfwer another Husband ; the World is full of 
fine Gallants, choice enow, Sifter,—— for what fhould 
we do with all our Knights, I pray? but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows, lufty fair-brow’d 
Ladies ; go to, be.of good comfort, I fay, leave fnob- 
bing and weeping,— yet my Brother was a kind-hearted 
man.— 1 would not have the Elf fee me now,— come, 
pluck up a womans heart, here ftand your Daughters, 
| who be well eftated, and at maturity will alfo be inquir’d 


_ | after with good Husbands, fo all thefe tears fhall be foon 


| dried up, and a better World than ever-—— what, Wo. 
man ? you mult not weep ftill ? he’s dead, he’s buried— 
yet Icannot chufe but weep for him, : 

Wid. Marry again ! no, let me be buried quick then ! 
And that fame part of Quire whereon I tread 
To fuch intent, O may it be my grave: 
And that the Prieft may turn his wedding-prayers, 
‘| Even with a breath, to Funeral duft and abhes ; 
| 0, out of a million of millions, 1 fhould ne’re find fuch a! 
‘| Husband ; he was unmatchable—unmatchable: nothin 
_| was fo hot, nor too dear for me, I could not fpeak of that 
|| one thing that | had not, befide, I had keys of all, kept all, 
| receiv’dall, had money inmy purfe, fpent what I would, 

went abroad when I would, came home when | would, 
| and did all what 1 would: O— my fweet Husband; | 
_ | fhall never have the like. 
‘| Sir God, Sifter? ne’re fay fo, he wasan honeft Brother 
] Of mine;-and fo, and youmay light upon one as honeft 
_} again, or one as honeft again may dight upon you, that’s 
_| Wid. Never: Oif you love me urge it not: 
_ | O may 1 be the by-word of the world, 
The.common talk at Table in the mouth 


f _, | Of-every Groom and Waiter, if e’re more , 


: {4 entertain the carnal fuit of man. | 
Moll. | muft kneel down for fafhion too, ; 
Frank, Andi, whom mever man as yet hath foal'd, 
F’ne in this depth of general forrow, vow 
Never to marry, to fuftain fuch lofs, 
Asa dear husband feems to be, once dead. 
Moll, { lov’d my Father well too ; but to fay, 
Nay vow, I would not marry for his death, ; 
Sure { fhould fpeak falfeLatine, fhould I not? 
‘Pde as foon vow never to come in Bed : 


| Tot, women mutt liverby oh’ quick, and not by th’ dead. . 


Wid. Dear Copy of my Husband, © let me kifé thee : 
Fadi [Drawing out her Husbands Piiture. 
How like him is their Model; their brief Pi@ure 
Quickens my cears ; my forrows are renew’d 
At their frefh fight, 
Sir God, Sifter 
Wid. Away, 
All honefty with him is turn’d to clay, 
O my fweet Husband, O——~ 
Frank, My deat Father ? [Exeunt Mother & Daughters. 
Moll. Here’s a puling indeed ! { think my Mother weeps 
for all che women that ever buried husbands: for if from 
time to time all the Widowers tears in England had been 
bottled up, I do not think all would have fill?d a three. | 
half-peony Bottle : alas, a {mall matter bucks a Handker- 
chief, — and fometimes the fpittle ftands too nigh Saint 
Thomas a Watrings : well, 1can mourn in good fober fort 
as well as another ; but where | fpend one tear for adead 
Father, I could give twenty kifles for a quick Husband. 
(Exit Moll. 
Sir Ged. Well, gothy ways, old Sir Godfrey, and thou 
may’{t be proud on’t, thou haft a kind loving Sifter-in- 
law : howconftant ? how pailionate ? how full of April | 
the poor Souls eyes are ; well, 1 would my Brother knew 
on’t, he fhould then know what a kind wife he had left 
behind him: truth, and ’twere not for fhame that the 
Neighbours at th’next Garden fhould hear me betwixt joy 
and grief, 1 fhould e’ne cry out-right. 
(Exit Sir Godfrey. 
Edm, So, a fair riddance , my Father’s Jaid in duft, 
his Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pye, and the worms 
will cut him up fhortly: farewel, old Dad, farewel; Ile 
be curb’d in no more: I perceive a Son and Heir may 
quickly be made a Fool and he will be one, but Ple take 
another order ; ——Now fhe would have me weep for him 
forfooth , and why ; becaufe he cozen’d the right Heir 
being aFool, and beftow’d thofe Lands on me his eldeft 
Son; and therefore i muft weep for him, ha, ha: why 
all the World knows, as long as “twas his pleafure to get 
me, "twas his duty to get for me; I know the Law in 
that point, no Atturney can gull me, Well, my Uncle 
is an old Afs, and anadmirable Coxcomb, Pll rule the 
Roaft my felf, Pl be kept under nomore, 1 know what 
I may do well enough by my Fathers Copy : the Law’s 
in mine own bands now: nay, now I know my ftrength, 
Pll be frong enough for my Mother, I warrant you. 
CE xir,, 


Enter George Py-boord 4 Scholar and a Citizen, and unto 
him an old Souldier, Peter Skirmifh. 


Pye. What’s to be done now, old Lad of War, thou 
that wert wont to be.as hot as a Turn-fpit , as nimble as 
a fencer, and as loufie as a School-mafter ; now thou art 
put to filence dike a Sectary,—— War fits now like a Ju- 
ftice of Peace , and does nothing: where be your Mus 
kets, Calivers.and Hotfhots ? in Long-lane, at pawn, at 
pawn ? Now Keys are our only Guns, Key-guns, 
‘Key.guns, and Bawds the Gunners, who are your 
Sentinels in Peace, and ftand ready charg’d to give war- 
ming ; with hems, hums, and pocky-coughs; only your 


_ | Chambers are Jicenftto play upon you , and Drabs enow 


to give fire to ’em. 

Skir. Well, I cannot tell, but I am fure it goes wrong 
wich me , for fince the ceffure of the Wars, I have fpent 
above a hundred Crowns out of purfe : I have been a Sol: 
dier any time this forty years, and now I perceive an old 
Soldier, and an old Courtier have both one deltiny, and in 


- | the end cura both into Hob-nails, 


Pye. Pretty myltery for a Beggar , for indeed.a Hob. 
nail isthe true Emblem of a Beggar’s Shoe-foal. 

Shir, I will not fay but that War isa bload-facker, and 
fo; but in my confcience, (as there is no Soldier but hag 
a piece of one, though it be full of holes like a fhot An 

_ cient, 
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cient, no matter, "twill ferve co fwear by) in my contci- 
ence, | think fome.kind of Peace has more hidden oppret 
fions, and violent heady fins, (though looking of a gentle 
nature) thana profett war, 

Pye. Troth, and for mine own part, I ama poor Gen. 
tleman, and a Scholar, I have been matriculated in the 
Univerfity , wore out fix Gowns there , feen fome Fools, 
and fome Scholars; fome of the Cicy, and fome of the 
Country, kept order, went bareheaded over the Qua- 
drangle , eat my Commons with a good ftomach , and 
Battled with Difcretion ; at laft, having done many 
flights and tricks to maintain my wit in ufe (as. my brain 
would never endure me to be idle,) I was expell’d the 
Univerfity , only for ftealing a Cheefe out of Fefus Col- 
ledge. - ‘ 

Skir. ‘Is’t. poflibie ? 

Pye. O} there was one Welfhman (God forgive him) 
purived it hard, and never left, till I turn’d my ftaff 
toward London, where when I came, all my Friends were 
pit-hold, gone to Graves, (as indeed there was but a few 
left before) then was I turn’d to my wits, to fhift in the 
World, to towre among Sons and Heirs, and Fools, and 
Gulls, and Ladies eldeft Sons , to work upon nothing, to 
feed ont of Flint, and ever fince has my belly been much 
beholden to my brain: But now to-_return to you, old 
Skirmifh, I fay as you fay , and for my part wifh a Turbu 
lency in the World, for 1 have nothing in the World, but 
my wits, and I chink they are as mad as they will be: anc 
to ftrengthen your Argument the more, I fay an honeft 
War is better than a bawdy Peace: as touching my pro 
feflion ; the mujtiplicity of Scholars, hatcht, and nourifht 
in the idle Calms of Peace , makes ’em like Fifhes, one 
devour another; and the Community of Learning -has fo 
plaid upon affections , and thereby almoft Religion is 
come about to Phantalie, and difcredited by being too 
mach {poken of. in fo many and mean mouths. | 
my felf being a Scholar and a Graduate, have no othe: 
comfort by my learning, but the affection of my-words. 
to know how Scholarslike to name what I want, and car 
call my felf a Beggar both in Greek and Latine, and there 
fore not to cog with Peace, V’ll not be afraid tofay , "tis 
a great Breeder, but a bad Nourifher: a great getter of 
Children, which muft either be Thieves or Rich men, 
Knaves or Beggars. 

Skir, Well, would I had been born a Knave then, when 
I was born a Beggar 5 for if the truth was known, I think 
{ Wi begot when my Father had never a penny in his 
purfe, 

Pye. Puh, faint not, old Skirmifh, let this warrant thee, 
Facilis Defoenfus Averni, ’tis au ¢afie Journey to a Knave, 
thou may’ft be a Knave when thou wilt; and Peace is a 
good Madam to all other profeflions, and an arrant Drab 
tous, let us handle her accordingly , and by our wits 
thrive in defpight of her 5 for the Law lives by quarrels, 
the Courtier by fmooth geod-morrows, and every pro- 
fcflion makes it felf greater by imperfeétions, why not we 
then by fhifts,wiles, and forgeries ? And feeing our brains 
are the only Patrimonies, let’s {pend with judgment, not 
like a defperate Son and Heir, but like a fober and dif- 
creet Templer,—— one that will never march beyond the 
bounds of his allowance, and for our thriving means, thus, 


Imy felf will put on the Deceit of a Fortune-teller, a For- 
tunc-teller, 


Skirm,. Very proper. 

Pye. And you a Figure-cafter, or a Conjurer. 

Skir. A Conjurer ? 

Pye, Let me alone, I'll inftreé you, and teach you to 
deceive all eyes, but the Devils. . 


Skir. O.1, for! would not deceive him, and I could 
chufe, of all others, 

Pye, Fear not , | warrant you; and fo by thefe means 
we fhall help one another to Patients, as the condition of 
the age affords creatures enow for cunning to work up- 


on. 


{ 


The Puritan: Or, 


Skier. © wondrous, new Fools.and frefh Affes. 

Pye. O, fit, fit, excellent. Ro 

Sker. What in the name of Conjuring® 

Pye-boord, My memory greets me happily with an ad- 
mirable fabject to graze upon. The Lady-Widow , who 
of late I faw weeping in her Garden, for the death of her 
Husband, fure fhe’s but a watrifh Soul , and half on’t by 
this time is dropt out of her eyes: device well manag’d 


may do good upon her: it ftands firm, my firft practice | 


thall be there. 

Skir. You have my voice, George, 

Pye.boord, Sh’as a grey Gull toher Brother; a Fool to 
her only Son, and an Ape to her youngeft Daughter 5 ------ 
I over-heard em feverally, and from their words J’ll drive 
my device; and thou, old Peter Skermifh, fhalt be my fe- 
cond in all flights. ; 

Skir. Ne’re doubt me, George Pye-boord,---+-- only you 
muft teach me to conjure, 


Enter (Captain \dle pinion’d, and with a Guard of . 
Officers paffeth over the Stage. 


Pye. Puh, Vl perfect thee, Peter : 
How now! what’s he? 

Skir, O George! this fight kills me, 
Tis my fworn brother, Captain Idle. 

Pye. Captain Idle. . 

Skir.. Apprehended for fome fellonious aét or other, he 
has ftarted out, has made a Night.on’e, lackt filver 5. | can- 
not but commend his refolution, he would not pawn his 
Bufl-Jerkin, | would either fome of us were imploy’d, or 
might pitch our Tents.at Ufurers doors, to kill the flaves 
as they-peep out atthe wicket. 


Pye. Indeed thofe are our ancient Enemies ; they keep: 


our money in their hands, and make us to be hang’d fi 


robbing ef ’em 3, but come let’s follow after to_the Pri-: 
fon, and know the nature. of his offence, and what we: 


can ftead him in, he fhall be fure of; and Vl uphold: it 


(till, that a charitable Knave is better than a foothing 


Puritan. LExeunt. 
Enter at one door Corporal Oath, a-vain-glorious Fellow, and. 
at the other three of the Widow Puritans Serving-men, Ni- 
cholas Saint-Tantlings, Simon Saint Mary-Overtes, and 
Frailty in black feurvy mourning Coats, and Books at ther 
Girdles, as coming from Church. They meet. ; 


Nich, What Corporal Oath ?, 1 am forry we have, met 
with you next our hearts; youare the man that we are 
forbidden to keep company withal, we muft not fwearl 
can tell you, and you have the name for fwearing. 7 

Sim. 1, Corporal Oath, I would you would do fo much 
as forfake us, we cannot abide you, we mult not be feen in 
your company. 


Frail. There is none of us, 1.cantell- you, but fhall be | 


foundly whipe for fwearing. 


Corp. Why how now? we three? Puritanical Scrape-} 


thooes, Flefh.a good Fridays, a hand. 
All. Oh, 
Corp. Why Nicholas Saint-Tantlings, Simon Saint Mary. 
Overies, has the De’il pofleft you, that you fwear no bet 
ter, you half-Chriftened Katomites, you ungod-mother’d 
Varlets, do’s the firft leffon teach you to be proud, and 
the fecond to be Coxcombs 3 proud Coxcombs ; mot once 
to do duty toaman of Mark, . 
Frail. A man of Mark, quotha, Ido not think he can 
fhew a Beggars Noble. j 
Corp. ACorporal, a Commander, one of Spirit, that 
is able to blow you up all dry with your Books at your 
Girdles; . 
Simon. We are not taught to believe that, Sir, for we 
know the breath of man is weak. . 
[Corporal breathes on Frailty. 
Frail. Fob, you Jye, Nicholas; for here’s one ftrong 
: enough ; 


~ 


Near 


the Widow of Watling-ftreet. 


| enough blow us up, quotha, he may well blow me above | 


twelve-fcore offon him’: I warrant, if the wind ft 


tothe Leads of Ludgate. 
Corp. Sirrah, thou hollow book of Wax-candle. 


Nich. J, you may fay what you will, fo you fwear not. 
Corp. Liwear by the 


once, we fhall fall down in a fwoon prefently. 


my Captain is imprifoned, and by Yalcan’s Leather Cod- 
piece point———_— 

Nich. O Simon, what an oath was there ? 

Frail, 1f he fhould chance to break it , the poor man’s 


but one point to his hofe. 

Corp. With thefe, my Bully-Fleet, I will thump ope the 
Prifon doors, and brain the Keeper with the begging-Box, 
but Pll fec my honeft fweet Captain /dle at liberty. 


Kinfman in-Cappadochio, : 

Corp. 1, thou Chutch-peeling , thou Holy-paring, Reli- 
Zions outfide thou, if thou had’ft any grace in thee, thou 
would’ ft vifit him, relieve him, fwear to get him out. 

Nich, Affure you, Corporal, indeed-la, ’tis the firft time 
[heard on’t. 

Corp. Why do’t now'then, AMarmafet; bring forth thy 
yearly wages, let not a Commander perifh ? 

Sim. But if he be one of the wicked, he fhall perifh. 

Nich. Well, Corporal, 1’ll e’en along with you, to vifit 


have nothing for him, Simon Saint Mary-Overies and Frail. 
ty, pray make a Lye for me tothe Knight my Matter, old 
Sir Godfrey. : ; eS 
Corp. ‘A Lye? may you lye then ? 
‘Frail. O1, we may lye, but we muft not fwear. 


we maft not fwear'we did fo. 
Corp. O, an excellent Tag of Religion. ft 
Nich. O, Simon, Vhave thought upon a found excufe, 
it will go currant, fay that | am gon toa Faft. 
Sim. Toa Faft? very good. 


{\ fter. 


flock well; for he’s an excellent Feeder. 
. [Exennt Corporal and Nicholas. 


wards falltothe Pettitoes.  (Exewnt Simon and Frailty. 


The Prifon, eMarfhalfea. 


Enter (Captain Idle at one door, and an old Souldier 
at the other. © 


[ George Pye-boord (peaking within. 
Pye. Pray turn the Key. 
Sker. Turn the Key, I pray. 


{OmyFriends! «| ™ . LEntring. 
Y’are welcome to.a fmelling Room here's: you newly took 
leave of the Air, is’t not a ftrange favour ? 

Pye. As all Prifons have finells of fundry Wretches 5) 
Who, ‘tliough depatted, leave their {cents behind ’em. 
By Gold, Captain, lam fincerely forry for thee. 


what *muft be, muft be: 
| your offence ? 


High-way, and I fear me my penalty will be ordinary and 


common too, a Halter. 5 
Pye. Nay, prophefie not fo ill, it fhall:go hard, 


} But 1’ll fhift for thy life. 


Nich, Hold, bold, good Corporal Oath; for if you fwear | the Law is fo grim, in refpect of many defperate, un 


Corp. 1 muft and will {wear : you quivering Coxcombs, pjpe for’e. 


Breeches would fall down about his heels, for Venusallows | Tobacco about you ? 


Nich. How, Captain dle? my old Aunts Son, my dear | Work brain, that ever did’{t thy Mafter right, 


Capt. Whether I live or dye, thow’rt an honeft George. 


ot ; ood | I'll tell you—— Silver flow’d not with me, asithaddone,} - 
| right, aman might fmell him from the top of Newgate, | (for now-the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers) i-had a } 


{tart out, and by chance fet upona fat Steward , thinking }- 
his purfe had been as purfie as his body; and the flave 
had about him but the poor purchace of ten groats not. | 
withftanding being deferyed, purfued, and taken, 1 know 


fetled Souldiers , that I fear me I fhail dance after their } 


Skir. 1 am twice forry for you, Captain; fir, that | 
your purchace was fo {mall , and now that your danger is 
fo great. 

Capt. Puth, the worft is but death,—— ha’ you a pipe of 


Skir. I think I have thereabouts about me. 

Captain blows a Pipe. 
Capt, Here’s a clean Gentleman too, to receive. 
Pye, Well, I mutt caft about fome happy flight : 


Corp. Keeper, let the key be turn’d, 
LCorporal and Nicholas within. 

Nich, 1,1, pray, Mafter Keeper, give’s a caft of your 
Office. 

Capt. How now? more Vifitants? what, Corpo- 
ral Oath ? 

Pye. Skir. Corporal. 

Corp. In prifon, honeft Captain? this muft not be. 

Nich. How do you, Captain Kinfman ? 

Capt.. Good Coxcomb, what makes that pure--.- ftarcht 


ny Kipfman, if { €an-do him any good, J will,—— but I | Fool here? 


Nich, You fee, Kinfman, [ am fomewhat bold to-call 
in, and fee how you do; I heard you were fafe enough, 
and I was very glad on’t, that it was no worfe. 


Capt. This is a double torture now,—. this Fool by th’ | 


book doth vex me more than my imprifonment. What 
Sim) True, we May lie with our Neighbour’s wife, but | meant you, Corporal, to hook him hither ? - | 


Corp. Who, he? he fhall relieve thee, and fupply thee, | 
Vil thake’him do’t. 

Capt. Fy, what vain breath you fpend : 
He fupply? Pihfooner expect mercy from’an Ufurer-when 
my Bond?s forfeited, fooner kindnefs from a Lawyer when | 


- Nich, 1, toa Fait, fay, with Mafter Full-belly the Mini- | my money’s fpent: nay, fooner charity fromthe Devil, 


than good froma Puritan. Tl look for relief from him, 


Sim. Matter Full-belly ? an honeft man: he feeds the | when Lucifer is reftor’d to his blood y and im Heaven a: 


ain. 
Nich. 1 warrant my Kinfman’s talking of me, for my | 


Frail, Ol, Ihave feen him eat a whole Pig, and after: | lefc ear burns moft tyrannically. 


Pye. Captain Idle ? what’s he there? he looks like-a 
Monkey upward, anda Crane downward. ; 

Capt. Pfhaw ; a foolifh Coufin of mine: -Imuftthank' | 
God for him. 

Pye. Why, the better fubject to work a fcape upon’; | 
thou fhalt e’en change cloaths with him, and leave him 
here, and fo-—— 

Capt. Pufh, I publifht him een nowsto my Corporal, 
he will be damn’d e’re he do me fo much good; why, | | 


know a’ more proper, a more handfom device than that, 


Capt. Who fhould thofe be, I almoft know their voices ?| if the flave would be fociable,_— now Goodman Fieer- 


ace? a> 
h Nich. O, my Coufin begins to {peak to menow, I fhall | 
be acquainted with him again, I hope. c 
Skir./ Look |: what ridiculous Raptures take hold of his 
wrinkles, 
Pye. Then what fay youwto this device , a*happy one 


Capt, By my troth, George, I thank thee, but, pifh-—| Captain? 


Capt. Speak low, George Prifon Rats have wider ears 


; i doyou lie in for ?is’t’ reat ?what’s | than thofe in Malt-lofts. 
Skir. Captain, what oy ie & Nich. Contin, if itday in my power. as they fay, 
Capt. Faith, my offence ‘is ordinary,——common, a | to-——do—. 


Capt; ?T would do me an exceeding pleafure indeed, 
that ; ne’re talk furder on’t, the Fool will be hang’d e’re 
he do’t. 3 
‘Corp. Pox, Vil thump ’im to’t. . 

: LE Pye. Why 


I 
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Pye. Why, do but try the Fopfter, and break it to him 
bluntly, 

ri And fo my difgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and the 
Slave flaver out our purpofe to his Mafter,for would I were 
but as fure on’t, as !am fure he will deny to do’t, 

Nic. I would be heartily glad, Coufin, if any of my 
Friendfhips, as they fay, might——fland, ha— 

Pye. Why, you fee he offers his Friendfhip Foolifhly to 
you already. ' ‘ 

Cap. 1, that’s the Hell on’t, I would he would offer it 
wifely. 

Nic, Verily, and indeed-la,Coufn—— 

Cap. I have took note of thy fleers a good while, if thou 
art minded to dé me good ? as thou gap’ft upon me com- 
fortably, and giv’ft me Charitable faces ; which indeed is 
but a fafhion in you all that are Puritans, wilt foon at night 
fteal me thy Mafter’s Chain ? 

Nic. Ob, | fhall fowne ! 

Pye. Corporal, he ftarts already ! 

Cap. Iknowit tobe worth three hundred Crowns, and 
with the half of that, I can buy my life at a Brokers, 
at fecond hand, which now lies in pawn to the Law, if 
this thou refufe to do, being cafie and nothing dangerous, 
in that thou art held in good Opinion of thy Matter why 
’tis a palpable Argument thou hold’ft my life at no price, 
and thefe thy broken and unjoynted offers, are but 
only created in thy lip, now Born, and now buried, foolifh 
breath only: what, woult do’t? fhall I look for happinefs 
in thy anfwer ? i 

Nich, Steal my Mafter’s Chain, quoth he? no, it fhall 
nere be faid, that Nicholas Saint Tantlings committed 
Bird-lime ! : 

Cap. Nay, I told youas much, did I not ? though he be 
a Puritan, yet he will be a true man. 

Nic. Why Coufia, you know ’tis written, Thou fhalt 
not fteal, 

Cap. Why,and Fool, Thou fhalt love thy Neighbour,and 
help him in extremities. | 

Nic. Mafs I think it be indeed 5 in what Chapter’sthat, 
Coufin ? = 

Cap. Why in the firlt of Charity, the fecond verfe. 

Wc. The firitof Charity, quotha, that’s a good jeft, 
there’sno fuch Chapter in my Book ! 

Cap. No, | know ’twas torn out of thy Book, and that 
makes fo little in thy heart. 

Pye. Come, let me tell you, y’are too unkind a Kinfman 
faith ; the Captain loving you fo dearly , I, like the 
pee ot his Eye, and you to be fo uncomfortable, 

es fle, 

Nic. Pray do not wifh meto be hang’d, any thing elfe 
that I can do; had it been to rob, I would ha’ don’t, but | 
muft not Steal, that’s the word, the literal, Thou fhalt not 
Steal; and would you wifh me to Steal then ? 

Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to {peak truth ; why 
wilt thou Nim it from him ? 

Nic. That 1 will. 

Pye, Whyenough, Bully ; he will be content with that, 
or he fhall ha’ none; let me alone with him now, Cap. 
tain, | ha’ dealt with your Kinfman in acorner; a good 
—kind-natur’d fellow, methinks: go to, you fhall not 
have all your own asking, you hall bate fomewhat on’t, 
he is not contented abfolutely, as you would fay, to Steal 
the Chain from him, but todo you a pleafure, he will nim 
it from him, 

Nic. 1, that 1 will, Coufin, 

Cap. Well, fecing he will dono more, as far as I fee, I 
maft be contented with chat. : 

Cor, Here’sno notable gullery 2. 

Pye, Nay, I’le come nearer to you, Gentleman, becanfe 


thall not lofe his Chain neither, but be only laid out of the 
way fome one or two dayes. 
Nic. 1, that would be good indeed, Kinfman. 


7 be Puritan: Or, | 


we'll have only but a help and a mirth on’t, the Knight. 


Pye. For I have a farder reach, to profit us better, by 


< 


the mifling on’t only, than if wehad it out-right, as my 
difcourfe {hall make it known to you ;—~ when thow haft 
the Chain, do but convey it out ata back-door into the 
Garden, and there hang it clofe inthe Rofemary Bank, 
but for a imall feafon; and by that harmlefs device, | 
know how to wind Captain /dle out of Prifon, the Knight 
thy Matter fhail get his pardon, and releafe him, and he 
fatisfie thy Matter with hisown Chain, and wondrous 
thanks on both hands, 

Nic. That were rare indeed la, 

Pray let me know how. . 

Pye. Nay, "tis very neceffary thon fhould’ft know, be- 
caufe thou muft be employ’d as an Actor ? 

Dic, An Actor? O no, that’s a Player ? and our Par-. 
fon rails againft Players mightily, I can tell you, becaufe 
they brought him drunk upo’th’ Stage once,—.as he will 
be horribly drunk. 

Cor. MafsI cannot blame him then, 

Poor Church. fpout. 

Pye. Why as an Intermedler then ? 

Nic. I, that, that. 

Pye, Give me audience then, when the old Knight thy 
Matter has rag’d his fill for the lofs of the Chain, tell him 
thou haft a Kinfman in Prifon, of fuch exquifite Art, that 
the Devil himfelf is French Lackey to him, and runs 
bare headed by his Horfe belly (when he has 
one:) whom he will caufe, with moft /rifh dexteri- 
ty, tofetch his Chain, though ’twere hid under a Mine 
of Sea-coal, and ne’re make Spade or Pick axe _ his 
inftruments; tell him but this, with farther inftructions 
thou fhalt receive from me, and thou fhewefk thy felf a 
Kinfman indeed. 

Cor. A dainty Bully, 

Skir, An honeft—Book-keeper. 

Cap. And my three times thrice honey-Coufin. 

Nic, Nay, grace of. God I'll rob him on’t fuddenly, 
and hang it inthe Rofemary bank, but | bear that mind, 
Coufin, | would not Steal any thing, methinks, for mine 
own Father. 

Skir. He bears a good mind in that, Captain. 

Pye. Why, well faid, 

He begins to be an honeft Fellow, faith. 

Cor. In truth he does, 

Nic. You fee, Coufin, Iam willing to do you any kind- 
nefs, alwayes faving my felfharmlefs. 


LExit Nicholas, 

Captain. Why I thank thee, fare thee well, I fhall: re- 
quite it. 

Cor. ’T will be good for thee , Captain, that thou halt 
fuch an egregious Afs to thy Coufin. 

Cap. 1, isnot that a fine fool, Corporal? 
But, George, thou talk’{t of Art and Conjuring, 
How fhall that be ?: 

Pye. Puh, be’t not in your care, 
Leave that to me and my directions; 
Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now, 
E’en with the vantage, man, to gain by Prifon, 
As my thoughts prompt me: Hold on brain and plot, 
1 aim at many cunning far events, 
All which I doubt not to hit at length, 
I'll to the Widow with a quaint affaalt, 
Captain, be merry. 

Gap. Who 1? Kerry merry Buffe-Jerkin, 

Pye. Oh, 1am happy in more flights, and one will knit 
{trong in another--Corporal Oath, 

Cor, Hoh, Bully! 

Pye, And thou, old Peter Skirmifh, 1 have a neceflary 
task for you both, 

Skir, Lay’t upon George Pye. boord. 

Cor, What e’re it be, we'll manage it. 

Pye. 1 would have you two maintain a quarrel before the 
Lady Widows door, and draw your Swords i’th’ edge of 
the Evening : Clafhalittle, clafh, clath, 

Corp. Fuh ! 


I inhtiniaieencdinteemapatsin ics 
Leous alone to make our blades rin } 
Though it be after fupper, na dre 

Pye. 1 kniow you can; 
And out of that falfé Fire, I doubt not but to raife fkrange 
belief—and, Captain, to countenance my device the bet- 
ter, and grace my words to the Widow, I have a good 
plain. Sattin Sute, that I had of a young Revellerv’other 
night, for words pas not regarded now e-days, unlefs they 
come from a good fuit of Cloaths, which the Fatesiand my 
wits had beftowed upon me. Well, Captain Idle; if 1 
did not highly love thee, | would n’r be feen within 
twelve {core of a Prifon, for 1 proteft at this inftant, | 
walk in great danger of fmall debts; I owe money to fe: 
veral Hoftefles, and you know fuch Jills will quickly be 
upon a Mans Jack. 

Capt: True, George. 
.. Pye. Fare thee well, Captain, Come Corporal and 
em thou fhalt hear more news next time we greet 
thee, 

Corp. More news? I, by yon Bear at Bridge-Foot in 
heaven fhalt thou. LExeunt. 

Capt. Enough 3 my friends, farewel, — - 
This Prifon fhews as if Ghofts did part in Hell. 


_ Enter Moll youngeft Daughter to the Widow, alone. 


eMoll. Not marry? forfwear marriage ? why all wo- 
men know’tis as honourable a thing as to lie with a man; 
and | to fpight my Sifters vow the more, bave entertain’d 
a Suitor already, a fine Gallant Knight of the laft Fea. 
ther, he fays he will Coach me too, and well appoint me, 
allow me money to Dice withal, and many fuch pleafing 
proteftations he fticks upon my lips: indeed his fhort- 
winded Father i’th’ Country is wondrous wealthy, a moft 
abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time : 
troth I'll venture upon him ; women are not without ways 
enough ‘to help themfelves : if he prove wife and good 
as his word, why I fhall love him, and ufe him kindly ; 
and if he prove an Afs, why in a quarter of an hours 
warning I can transform him into an Oxe ;=— there comes 
in my relief again. 


Enter Frailty. 


Frail, O, Miltrefs e77oll, Miftrefs —Moll. 

Moll, How now ? what’s the news? 

Frail, The Knight your Suitor, Sir fob Penny- Dub. 

Moll, Sir Fohn Penny-Dub ? where? where? 

Frail. He’s walking in the Gallery. 

Moll, Has my Mother feen him yet ? 

Frail, O no, fhe’s-- {pitting in the Kitchin. 

Moll, Direc him hither foftly, good Fraslty, 
Pll meet him half way. 

Frail, That’s juft like running a Tilt ; but I hope he’ll 
break nothing this time. 


Euxter Sir John Penny-Dub. 


Moll. ’Tis happinefs. my Mother faw him not. 
O welcome, good Sir Fohn. 

Penny-Dub. \ thank you faith,— Nay you mutt ftand me 
till | kifs you: ’tis the fafhion every where i’faith, and 
I came from Court e’now. ; 

Moll, Nay, the Fates forefend that I fhould anger the 
fafhion ? 

Penny. Then not forgetting the {weet of new ceremo- 
nies, I firft fall back, then recovering my felf, make my 
honour to your lip thus: and then accoft it. i 

Moll. Truft me, very pretty and moving, y’are wor- 
thy on’t, fir. ; 

O my Mother, my Mother, now fhe’s here, 


ee Fe eset ae See ener ener Tee 
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Kiffing. Enter Widow and Sir Godfrey. 


We'll fteal into the Gallery. [Exennr, 

Sir God. Nay , Sifter, let reafon rule you, do not 
Play the fool, ftand not in your own light, you have 
wealthy offers, large tendrings, do not withftand your 
good fortune: who comes a wooing to youl pray? no 
imall fool, a rich Knight o’ch’ City, Sir Oliver Muck. bill, 
no {mall foo | can tell you: and furthermore, as | heard late 
by your Maid fervants (as your Maid-fervants will fay 
to me any thing, I thank ’em) both your Daughters are 
not without Suitors, I, and worthy ones too; one a brisk 
Conrtier , Sir e4ndrew Tipftaffe, faiter a far off to your 
eldeft Daughter, andthe third a huge wealthy Farmers 
Son, a fine young Country Knight, they call him Sir | 
Fohn_Penny- Dub, a good name marry , he may have it 
a when he lacks money: what bleflings are thefe, 

ifter ? 

Wid. Tempt me not, Satan, 

Sir God. Satan? do I look like Satan? I hope the 
Devil’s not fo.old as Ij Itrow, 

Wid. You wound my feafes, Brothers when you name 
A juiter to me,-.- oh I cannot abide it, 
[ take in poyfon when I hear one nam7d. 


Enter Simon, 


How now, Simon? where’s my fon Edmond? 
_ Sim. Verily, Madam, he is at vain Exercife, dripping 
in the Tennis.Court. 
Wid. At Tenhis-Court? oh, now his Father’s gone, 
I fhall have no rule with him, oh wicked Edmond, I 
might well compare this with the Prophecy in the Chro- 
nicle, though far inferiour, as Harry of Monmouth won 
all, and Harry of Windfor loft all, {0 Edmond of Briffow 
that was the Father, got all, and Edmond of London that’s 
his fon now, will {pend al] 
Sir God. Peace, filter, we'll have him reform’d, there’s 
hope on him yet, though it be but a little. 


Enter Frailty. ' 


Frail, Forfooth, Madam; there are two or three Ar- | 

~ at door would very gladly fpeak with your Ladi- | 
nip. 

Wid. Archers ? 

Sir God. Your Husband’s Fletcher I warrant. 

Wia. Oh, ° : 
Let them come near, they bring home things of his, 
Troth I fhould ha’ forgot ’em, how now? 
Villain, which be thofe Archers ? 


Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew Tipftaffe, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, avd Penny Dub. 


Frail. Why, do you not fee ’em before you? are not 
thefe Archers, what do you call ’em Shooters ? Shooters 
and Archers are all one, | hope. 

Wid. Out ignorant Slave, 

Muck, Nay, pray be patient bady, 

We come in way of honourable love, 


Muck, To you. 

Tipft. Penny. And-to your Daughters. | 
' Wid. O why will you offer me this, Gentlemen? indeed. 
I will not look upon you; when the tears are {carce out of 
mine Eyes, not yet wafht off from my cheeks, and my dear 
Husbands body fearce fo cold as the Coffin, what reafon 
have you to offerit ? 1am net like fome of your Widows 
that will bury onein the Evening, and be fure to another | 
ere Morning; pray away, pray take your anfwers, good | 
Knights, and you be {weet Knights, | have vow’d never to} 
marry ; —— and fo have my Daughters too ! . 


Ace Penny | 


Tipft. Penny. We do. | 


a! 
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Penny. 1, two of you have, but the third’s a good 

wench! ere 

Muck, Lady, a threwd anfwer marry; the beft is, "tis 
but the firft, and he’s a blunt wooer, that will leave for one 
fharp anfwer. ‘ 

Tipft. Whete be your Daughters, Lady, I hope they'll 
give us better encouragements ? 

Widow. Indeed they'll anfwer you fo, take’t a my 
word they'll give you the very fame anfwer Verbatim, 
truly Ja, 

Penny. Mum: AMoll’s a good wench ftill, I know what 
the’ll do? 

Muck, Well, Lady, for this time we'll take our leaves 
hoping for better comfort. 

Widow. O never,never: and Live thefe thoufand years; 
and you be good Knights, do not hope ; “twill be all Vain, 
| Vain, look you put offal yours fuits, and you come 
to me again. 

Frail. Put off alltheir fuics, quotha ? 1, that’s the belt 
wooing of a Widow indeed, when a man’s Nonfuted, that 
is, when he’s a bed with her. . 

[Going ont Muckhil and Sir Godfrey. 

Muck, Sit Godfrey , here’s twenty Angels more, work 
| hard for me; there’s life in’t yet. (Exit Muckhil. 
| Sir Godf. Fear not Sir Oliver Muckbil, Vie ftick clofe for 
| you, leave all with me. 


——————— ee 
sateen raes 


Enter George Pye-boord the Scholar. 


| Pye. By your leave, Lady Widow. 

Wid, What another fuiter now ? 

Pye. A faiter,no, I proteft: Lady, ifyou’d give me your 
felf, (’de not be troubled with you. 

Wid, Say you fo, Sir, then you’re the better welcome, 

Sir. 

Pye. Nay, Heaven blefs me from a Widow, unlefs I 
were fure to bury her fpeedily ! 

Wid. Good bluntnefs : well,*vour bufinefs, Sir ? 

Pye- Very-needful ; if you were in private once. 

Wid. Needful ?. Brother,pray leave us : and you, Sir. 

Frail. 1 fhould laugh now, if this blunt fellow fhould put 
em all befide the ftirrop, and vault into the Saddle himfelf, 
I have feen as mad a trick. (Exit Frailty. 


Enter Daughters. 


Wid, Now, Sir ? —— here’s none but we — Daughters 
forbear. ‘ 

Pye, Ono, pray let’em ftay, for what I have to fpeak 

4 imporceth equally to them as you? 

Wid, Then you may flay. 

Pye. -! pray beftow on me a ferious ear, 
For what I fpeak is full of weight and fear. 

Widow. Fear? 

Pye. I, if’t pafsunregarded, and uneflected, 
Elfe peace and joy :—_1 pray Attention. 
Widow, I have been a meer ftranger for thefe parts that 
youlivein, nordid I ever know the Husband of you, and 
Father of them, but I truly know by certain {piritual In- 
telligence, that he is in Purgatory. 


Wid. Purgatory? tuhs that word deferves to be fpit. 


upon; I wonder that a man of fober tongue, as youfeem 
to be, fhould have the folly to believe there’s fuch a 
place. 
Pye. Well, Lady, in cold blood I fpeak it, I aflure you 
that there is a Purgatory, in which place 1 know your Hus- 
band to recide, aud wherein he is liketo remain, till the 
diffolution of the world,till the laft general Bon-fire :when 
all the Earth fhall mele into nothing, and the Seas feald 
their finny labourers: fe long is bis abidance, unlefs you 
alter the property of your purpofe, together with each of 
your Daughters theirs, tharis, the purpofe of fingle life in 


yourfelfand youreldeft Daughter, and thefpeedy deters |. 


mination of marriage in your youngelt. 


amine 


~, ‘The Puritan: Or, 


Moll. How knows he that ? what, has fome Deviltold 
him ? 
Wid, Strange he fhould know our thoughts: 
VVhy but Daughter, have you purpos’d ipeedy Marriage? 
Pye. You fee ike tells you I, fhe fayes nothing. 
Nay, give me credit as you pleafe, 1am aftranger to.you, 
and yet. you fee I know your determinations, which 
muft come to me-metapbyfically, and by a fuper-natural 
intelligence. 
Wid. This putsamazement on me, 
Frank, Know our fecrets ? 
Moll. Pde thought to eal a marriage, would his tongue 
Had dropt out when he blab’d it. 
Wid. But, Sir, my Husband was too honeft a dealing 
mani, to be now in any Purgatories —— 
Pye. Odo not load your Confcience with untruths, 
’Tis but meer folly now to gild’em ore: 
That has paft but for Copper ; Praifes here, 
Cannot unbind him there ; confefs but truth, 
I know he got hiswealth witha hard gripe: 
Oh hardly , hardly. 
Wid, This is molt ftrange of all, how:knows he that ? 
Pye. He would eat fools and ignorant heirsclean up; 
And had his drink from many a poor mans brow, 
Even as their labour brew’d it, . 
He would fcrape riches to him moft unjuflly ; 
The very dirt between his nails was il! got, 
And.not hisown, ——oh 


I groan to {peak on’t,the thought makes me fhudder !~— 


fhudder! 

Wid. Itquakes me too, now I think on’t —~— Sir, Lam 
much griew’d, that youa ftranger, fhould fo deeply wrong 
my dead Husband ! 

Pye-boord. Oh? 

Wid. A-man that would keep Church fo duly; rife 
early before his fervants, and e’en for Religious haft, go 
ungarter’d, unbutton’d , nay Sir Reverence untruft, to 
Morning Prayer ? 

Pye. Oh uff. 

Wid. Dine quickly upon high-days, and when I had. 
great guefts, would e’en fhame me, and rife from the Table, 
to get a good feat at an after-noon Sermon. 

Pye. There’s the Devil,there’s che devil,true,he thought 
it Sanctity enough, if he had kill’d-a man, fo’t’ad been done 
ina Pue,or undone his Neighbour,{o’t’ad been near ehough 
to th’ Preacher. Oh!——a Sermon’s a fine fhort Cloak of 
an hout long, and will hide the upper part of a diflem- 
bler.— Church, I, he feem’d/all Church, and his confcience 
was as hard as the Pulpit. 

Wid. \canno more endure this. 

Pye. Nor I, VVidow, 
Endure to flatter. 

Wid, 1s this all your bufinefs with me? 

Pye. No,Lady, ’tis but the induction to’t, 
You may believe my ftrains, 1 ftrike all true, 
And if your confcience would leap up to your tongue, your 
felf would affirmit, and that you fhall perceive I know of 
things to come,as well as | do of what is prefent ;a Brother 
of your Husband’s fhall fhortly have a lofs. 

Wid. A lofs? marry Heaven forefend, Sir Godfry, my 
Brother ! 

Pye, Nay, keepin your wonders, “till 1 have told you 
the Fortunes of you all; which aremore fearful, if not 
happily prevented, ——for your part and your Daughters, 
if there be not once this day fome blood-fhed before your 
door, whereof the humane creature dyes, of youtwothe 
elder fhall run mad. ” 

Mother and Frank. Oh! 

eMoll, That’s not Lyet. 

Pye. And with moft impudent proftitution , fhow your 
naked Bodies to the view of all beholders, 

Wid. Our naked Bodies? fie for fhame. 
, Pi Attend me,and your youngerDaughter be ftrucken } 
dumb, ° 


eUold - 


——_——— ~ 
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Moll, Dumb? out, alas; ’tis the worft pain of all for 

Sees I’de rather be mad, or run aaked, or any thing : 
umd? . 

__ Pye, Give ear: e’re the evening fall upon Hill,Bog, and 

Meadow, this my fpeech fhall have paft probation, and 

then fhall I be believed accordingly. 

Wid. If this be true, we are all fham’d, all undone. 

Moll, Dumb? Vil {peak as much as ever I can poflible 
before evening, 

Pye. But if it fo come to pafs (as for your fair fakes | 
with it may) that this prefage of your ftrange Fortunes be 
prevented by that accident of death and blood-fhedding, 
which I before told you of; take heed upon your lives, 
that two of you which have vow’d never to marry , feek 
out Husbands with all prefent fpeed, and you the third, 
that have fuch a defire to outftrip Chaftity, look you med 
die not with a Husband. 

eMoll. A double Torment. 

Pye. The breach of this keeps your Father in Purga- 
tory, and the punifhments-that fhall follow you in this 
World , would with horrour kill the ear fhould hear ’em 
related. 

Wid. Marry ? why I vow’d never to marry. 

Frank. And fo did 1. 

Moll. And | vow'd never to be fuch an Afs, but to mar- 
ry : what a crofs Fortune’s this ? 

Pye. Ladies, though I be a Fortune-teller, I cannot 
better Fortunes, you have ’em from me as they are re- 
vealed to me: I would they were to your tempers, and 
fellows with your bloods, that’s all the bitternefs | would 

ou. 
, Wid. OQ} ’cisa juft vengeance, for my Husband’s hard 
purchaces. ; 

Pye. I with you to bethink your felves, and leave *em. 

Wid. Vil to Sir Godfrey my Brother , and acquaint him 
with thefe fearful prefages. 

Frank, For, Mother, they portend loffes to him. 

Wid, Ol, they do, they do; 
If any happy iffue crown thy words, 

I will reward thy cunning. 

Pye. "Tis enough, Lady, 
I wifh no higher. 

Moll. Dumb? and not marry? worfe, 
Neither to fpeak, nor kifs, a double curfe. CExit. 

Pye. So, all this comes well about yet , I play the For. 
tune-teller, as well asif 1 had hada Witch to my Gran- 
nam : for by good happinefs, being in my Hoftefles Gar- 
den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, | laid 
the hole of mine ear toa hole inthe Wall, and heard ’em 
make thefe Vows, and fpeak thofe words, upon which I 
wrought thefe advantages ; and to encourage my forgery 
the more, I may now perceive in ’em a natural fimplici- 

| ty which will ealily fwallow an abufe , if any covering be 
over it: and to confirm my former prefage to the Wi 
dow, I have advis’d old Peter Skirmifh the Souldier , to 
hurt Corporal Oath upon the Leg , and in that hurry Pil 
ruth amongft ’em, and inftead of giving the Corporal 
fome Cordial to comfort him , I'll pour into his mouth a 
Potion ofa fleepy Nature, and make him feem as dead ; 
for the which the old Souldier being apprehended , and 
ready to be born to Execution, I'll ftep in, and take upon 
me the Cure of the dead man, upon pain of dying the 
conderned’s death: the Corporal will wake at his mi- 
nute, when the fleepy force hath wrought it felf, and fo 
fhall I get my felf into a moft admired opinion , and un. 
der the pretext of that cunning, beguile as I fee occafion ; 
and if that foolith Nicholas Saint Tantlings keep true time 
with the Chain, my Plot will be found , the Captain deli- 
vered , and my Wits applauded amongft Scholars and 
Sonldiers for evers [Exit Pye-boord. 


LExit. 


Enter Nicholas Saint Tantlings, with the Chain, 


Nich. O, Thave found an excellent advantage to take 


away the Chain, my Matter put it off e’en now, to fay on 


anew Doubiet, and Ifneake it away by little and little, 
moft Puritanically ! we fhall have good fport.anon when 


he has mift it, about my Coufin the Conjurer 5 the world 
hall fee ’'m an honeft man of my word, for now I’m go- 
ing to hang it betweeu Heaven and Earth among the 
Rofemary-branches. [ Exit Nich. 


Adtus Tertius. 


Enter Simon Saint Mary-Overies, avd Frailty. 


Frail. Sit Simon Saint Mary-Overies, my Miftrefs | 
fends away all her Suiters , and puts fleas in 
their ears, 
Sim, Fraity, the does like an honett, chaft, and virtuous 
woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in the puddle 
of Iniquity. 
Frail. Yet, Simon, many Widows will dot, whatfoe’re 
comes on’t,. 
Sim, True, Frailty; their filthy flefh defires a Conjun- 
tion Copulative ; what ftrangers are within, Frailty ? 
Frail. There’s none, Simon; bnt Mafter Pilfer the Tay- 
lor: he’s above with Sir Godfrey, praifing of a Doublet: 
and I muft trudge anon to fetch Mafter Suds the Barber, 
Sim. Mafter Sua’sa good man, he wafhes the fins of the 
Beard clean. 
Skér. How now, creatures? what’s.a Clock ? 


Enter old Skirmith the Souldier, . | 


Frail, Wily, do you take us to be Jack at th’ Clock- 
houfe ? 

Skir. 1 fay again to you, what’s a Clock? 

Sim, Truly la, we go by the Clock of our Confcience, 
all worldly Clocks we know go falfe, and are fet by drun- 
ken Sextons. 

Skir, Then what’s aClock in your Coufcience ? -----O, 
I muft break off, here comes the Corporal—— hum , hunt: 
—_—what’s a Clock ? : 


Enter Corporal. 


Corp. A Clock? why paft feventeen. 
Frail. Paft feventeen ? nay, h’as met with his match ie 
now, Corporal Oath will fit him. 
Skir. Thou doft not bawk or baffle me, doft thou ? lam } 
a Souldier ——— paft feventeen. 
Corp. I, thou art not angry with the figures, art thou ? 
I will prove it unto thee, 12, and 1. is thirteen, I hope, 
2. fourteen, 3. fifteen, 4. fixteen, and 5. feventeen, then mt | 
paft feventeen, I will take the Dials part ina juft caufe. i 
Skir, 1 fay tis but paft five then, 
Corp. VII fwear "cis paft feventeen then’: doft thow not | y 
know numbers? canft thou not caft ? Ps 
Skir, Caft? doft thou fpeak of my cafting ith’ ftreet ? a 
[ Draw. ; 
Corp. 1, and in the Market place. ; 
Sim, Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. ESimon rans in, i 
Frail, 1, 1 knew by their fhuffing , Clubs would be | 
Trump: mafs here’s the Knave , and he can do any good 
upon ’em: Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 


Enter Pye-boord, 


Capt. O Villain, thow haft open’d a vein in my Leg. _ 

Pye. How now? for fhame, for fhame, put up, put \ 
up. 
Capt. By yon blue Welkin, "twas out of my part, 
George, to be hurt on the Leg. 
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Enter Officers. 


Pye. Oh peace now --- | have a Cordial here to com- 
fort thee, 

Off. Down with ’em, down with ‘em, lay hands upon 
the Villain. 

Skir. Lay hands on me? 

Pye. Vt not be feen among ’em now. 

Cap. Vmhurt, and had more need have Surgeons, 
Lay hands upon mé thea, rough Officers. 

Off. Go, carry him to be dreft then : 

This mutinous Souldier hall along with me to Prifon. 
Sker. To Prifon? where’s George ? 
Offi. Away with him. 

Pye. So, 4 
All lights as | would wifh, the amaz’d Widow, 
Will plant me ftrongly now in her belief, 

And wonder at the virtue of my words : 

For the event turns thefe prefages from ’em, 

Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy ; 

Mingled with admiration: thefe empty Creatures, 

Souldier and Corporal, were but ordain’d 

As inftruments for me to work upon. 

Now to my Patient, here’s his Potion. 


(Exeunt with Skir. 


[Exit Pye boord. 
Enter the Widow with her two Daughters, 


Wid. O wondrous happinefs, beyond our thoughts! 
O lucky fair event! I think our Fortunes 
Were bleft e’ne in our Cradles : we are quitted 
Of all thofe fhameful violent prefages 


Enter Sir Godfrey in a rage. 


» Thave loft my Chain, 


of my Chain, ’twas worth above three hundred Crowns, 

befides *twasiny Fathers, my Fathers Fathers, my Grand. 

fathers huge Grandfathers: I, had as lieve ha Jott my 

eek as the Chaia that huag about it; O my Chain,my 
ain, 

Wid, Oh, Brother, who canbe a 
tis happy “twas no more. 

Sir God. No more! O goodly godly Sifter, would you 
had me loft more? my beft Gown-too, with the Cloth 
of Gold-Lace ? my Holyday Gafcoins, and my Jerkin fer 
with Pearl? no more ! 

Wid. Oh, Brother, you can read —= 


By this rath bleeding chance: go, Frailty,run, and know 
Frail. Madam, he was carried to. the fuperiour,- but if 
Frank. Sure that man is a rare Fortune-teller, never 
. Moll, | am glad I have the ule of my tongue yet,though 
Wide QO where’s my Brother Sir Gadfrey, I would he 

_ Sir God. O.my Chain, my Chain 

Sir God. My Chain, my Chain. 

have a lols, and he has prophefied fo true. 

gainft a misfortune, 
Sw Gods But I cannot read where my Chainis: what 


Whether he: be yet living, or yet dead, 
That here before my Door receiv’d his leurt. 
he had no money when he came there, | warrant he’s 
dead by this time. (Exit Frailty. 
lookt upon our hands, nor upon any mark about us, a 
wondrous Fellow furely. 
of nothing elfe, I fhall find the way to marry too, I hope 
fhortly, 
were here, that I might relate to him how prophetically 
che cunning Gentleman fpoke in all things, 

where be thefe@/illains, Varlets? 

Wid. Oh, Was lott -his Chain. 

i} Wid. Brother, be patient, hear me {peak, you know 
1 told you that a Cunning-man told me, that you fhould 
ftrangers have been here? you let in {trangers, 

_jand-Catch poles: how comes it gone? there w 


as none 


Sir God, Out, he’s a Villain to prophecy of the lof 


Thieves 


above with me but my Taylor, and my Taylor will not --. 


{teal | hope ? 
Moll. No, he’s afraid of a Chain. 


Enter Frailty. 


Wid. How now, Sirrah? the news? 

Frail. O, Miftrefs, he may well be call’d a Corporal 
now, for his Corpsare as dead asa cold Capons ? 

Wid, More happinefs, 

Sir God. Sitrah, what’s this to my Chain ? where’s my 
Chain, Krave ? 

Frail, Your Chain, Sir ? 

Sir God, My Chain is loft, Villain, 

Frail, | would he were hang’d in Chains that has it then 
for me: Alas, Sir, I fawnone of your Chain fince you 
were hung with it your felf. 

Sir God. Out Varlet ? it had full three thoufand Links, 
I have oft told it over at my Prayers: 

Over and over. full three. thoufand Links. 

Frail, Had it fo, Sir, fure it cannot be loft then; VJ] 
put you in that. comfort. y 

Sir God. Why? why? ; 

Frail. Why if your Chain had fo many Links, it cannot 
chufe but come to light. 


Enter Nicholas. 


Sir God. Delufion. Now, long Nicholas, where is my 
Chain ? 

Dich, Why about your Neck, is’t not, Sir? 

Sir God. About my neck, Varlet? my Chain is loft, 
Tis ftoln away, I’m robb’d. 

Wid. Nay, Brother, fhow your felf a man. 

Wich. If it be Joft or ftole, if he would be patient, Mi. } 
ttrefs, I could bring him toa Cunning Kinfman of mine | 
that would fetch it again with a Sefarara. : 

Sir God. Canft thou? I will be patient, fay, where 
dwells he ? 

Nich, Marry he dwells now, Sir, where he would not } 
dwell and he could choofe, in the eAar{halfea, Sir 5 but | 
he’s an excellent Fellow if be were out: bas travell’d all | 
the World o’re, he, and been in the feven and twenty Pro-} 
vinces: why he would make it be fetcht, Sir, if it were } 
rid a thoufand mile out of Town. 

Sw Ged, An admirable Fellow, what lies he for. 

Nich. Why he did but rob aSteward of ten Greats | 

| tother night, as any man would ha done, and there he 
lies for’t. 
Sir Ged. Pl make his peace, 
A trifie, Vil get his pardon, 
Befides a bountiful reward, 1?/] about it, 
But fee the Clerks, the Juftice will do much ; 
i will about it ftraight, good Sifter pardon me, 
All will be well I hope, and turn to good, 
The name of Conjurer has laid my blood. 


LExeunt. 


Exter Puttock and Raventhaw two Serjeants, with Yeoman 
Dogfon, to arreft the Scholar George Pye-boord, 


Put. His Hoftefs where he lies will truft him no 
longer, fhe hath feed me to arreft him; if you will ac- 
company me, becaufe | know not of what nature the} 
Scholar is, whether defperate or fwift, you fhall fhare 
with me, Serjeant Ravenfhaw, 1 have the good Angel to 
arreft him. 

Rav. Troth Pll take part with thee then, Serjeant, not 
forthe fake of the money fo much, as for the hate I bear 
toa Scholar: why, Serjeant, ’tis natural in us you know 
| to hate Scholars: natural befides, they will publifh our 
| imperfections, Knaveries, and Conveyances upon Scaf- 

folds and Stages. 

Pia, 1, and dpightfully too; troth L have wondred aan 
the 


i 
hi 


————-_ 


the flaves could fee into our Breatts. fo much, when our 
Doublets are button’d with Pewrer. : 

Rav. 1, and fo clofe without yielding : oh, they’r par- 
lous FeNows, they will fearch more with their Wits, than 
a Conftable with all his Officers, ; 

Mi Whitt, whift, whift,, Yeoman Dog/az, Yeoman 

og on, 4 

Dog. Ha? what fayes Serjeant ? 

Put. 1s he in the Pothecaries Shop ftill, 

Dog. 1,1, 

Pur, Have an Eye, have an Eye. 

Rav. The beft is, Serjeant, if he bea true Scholar he 
wears no Weapon I think. | 

Put. Nono, he wearsno Weapon, 

Rav. Mafs, 1 am right glad of that: *thas put me 
in better heart: nay if I clutch him once, let me alone 
to drag him if he be ftiffnecked 5 I have beenone of the 
fix my felf, that has drage’d as tall men of their hands, 
when their Weapons have bin gone, as ever baftinado’d 
a Serjeant — I have done I can tell you. 

Dog. Serjeant Pursock,, Serjeant Puttock, 

Put, Hoh. 

Dog. He’s coming out fingle, 

Put, Peace, peace, be not too greedy, let him play a 
little, let him play a little, well jerk him up of a fudden, 
I ha fifht in my time. 

Rav. I,,and caught many a Fool, Serjeant. 


Enter Pye-boord. 


Pye. I parted now from Nicholas : the Chain’s couch’t, 
And the old Knight has {pent his rage upon’e, 

The Widow holds me in great admiration 

For cunning Art: *mongft joyes I’m e’ne loft, 

For my device can no way now be croft, 

And nowI muft to Prifon to the Captain, and there —— 
Put. Larreft you, Sir. 
Pye. Oh--- 1 fpoke. truer than I was awafe, I muft to 

Prifon indeed, 

Put, They fay you’re a Scholar, nay Sir --- Yeoman 
Dogfon , have care to his Arms.--- you’ll rail again Ser- 
jeants, and ftage em: you tickle their Vices. j 

tt Nay, ufe me like a Gentleman, I’m little 
lefs. 

Put. You a Gentleman ? that’s a good jeft faith , 
can a Scholar be a Gentleman, ---- when’a Gentleman 

| will not be a Scholar; --- look upon your wealthy Citi- 
zens Sons, whether they be Scholars or no, that are 

Gentlemen by their Fathers Trades ; a Scholara Gen- 

-jtleman! LD 

Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her ftings into me, fhe 
cannot hurt tharia me, a Gentleman, Accident infepara- 

| bile to my blood. 
Rav. Arablement, nay you fhall have a bloody rable- 
‘| ment upon you | warrant you. 

Pur. Go, Yeoman Dogfon, before, and enter the A- 
{tion i’th’ Counter. 
| Pye. Pray do not handle me cruelly, PH go [Ex. Dog. 
‘| Whither you pleafe todhave mes so"), 
‘| Pur. Oh, he’stame, let him loofe Serjeant. 
Pyex Pray at whofe Suit is this Fig : 

ut. Why, at your Hoftefles Suit, where’ youlie, Mi- 

I ttrefs Cunniburrow, for Bed and Board, the fumm, four 
pound five fhillings and five, pence. 1 bin 

Pye. 1 know the fumm too true, yet I, prefum’d 
Upon a'farther day; well, “tis my ftars: 

‘| And I muft bear it now, though never harder, 
| {wear now, my device is croft indeed. 
Captain muft lie byt: this is Deceits feed. 
.. Come,. conic away. 5 : 
Pye Pray give me-fo much time as.to knit my Garter, . 
‘land Pll away with you. iB ax: 
Put, Well, we muft be paid for.this waiting upon you,” 


the Widow of W atling-ftreet. 


recover ef this Difeafe : hot fron gnaw their Fifts: they 


the Sexton remove me, oh iff take Prifon once, I fhall be 


perhaps I may be forty year a preffing till 1 be a thin old 


‘em: no device to keep my poor Carcafe from thefe Pur 
tocks ? --. yes, happinefs, have 1a Paper about me now? 
yestoo, Pil try it, it may hit, Extremity és Touch ftone | 
unto wit, I, 1, 


thou art fo longa tying onthem? come away,Sir. 


Pye. | am now wretched and miferable, f fhail ne’ré 


have truck a Fever into my fhoulder, which I fhall ne’re 
fhake out again I fear me, vill with a true Habeas Corpni 


preft to death with Actions, but not fo happy as {peedily ; 


man, that looking through the Grates, men may look 
through me; ali my means is confounded, what fhall | 
do? has my wit ferved me folong, and now give me the 
flip (like a train’d fervant} when I have moft need of 


Put. Sfoot how many yards are in thy Garters, that 


Pye. Troth Serjeant | proteft, you could never ha took 
me ata worfe time, for now at this inftant, I have no 
lawful Picture about me. : 

Put. *Slid how thall we come by our Fees then. 

Rav, We muft have Fees, Sirrah. : 


Pye. I could have witht Pfaith, that you had took me}: 
half an hour hence for your own fake, for I proteft if| 
you had not croft me, | was going in great joy to receive 


five pound of a Gentleman, for the Device of a Mask 
here, drawn in this paper, but now, come, Imuft be con- 


tented, ’tis ‘but fo much loft, and anfwerable to the reft)), 
of my Fortunes ? pies 4 


Put, Why how far hence dwells that Gentleman ? 

Rav. 1, well faid Serjeant, ’tis good to caft about for 
money. 

Put. Speak, if it be not far 


Pye. We are but a little paftit, the next ftreet be-| 


hind us, 


Put. ’Slid-we have waited wpon you grievoufly already, |' 
if you'll fayyou'll be liberal when you ha’t,give us double |! 
Fees, and {pend upon’s, why we’ll fhow you that kind- 


nefs, and go ‘along with you to the Gentleman. 
Rav. 1, well faid ftill, Serjeant, urge that. 


Pye. roth if it will faffice, it fhallall be among you;/) 


for my part.I’ll not pocket a penny, my Hoftefs fhalf have 


her four pound five fhillings; and bate me the five pendeé, |) 


and the.other fifteen fhillings Pll fpend upon you. 
- Rav, Why now thou art a good Scholar. 


Put. Anexcellent Scholar i’faith ; has-proceeded very | 


wellalate ; come, we'll along with you, 


[Exeunt with him, paffing in, they knock at the ) 


door with a knocker withinfide. 


Saw jiWho knocks, 'who’s at Door? we had need of a . 


Porter. 


Pye. A few Friends hete, -+ pray is thé Gentleman | 
: 7 > 


your Mafter within ? 

Ser. Yes, is your bufinefs to him ? 

Pye. 1, he knows it, when he fees me: 
I pray you, have you forgot me. 


Ser. 1 by my troth, Sir, pray come near,” Vl in and | 


tell him of you, pleafe you to walk here in the Gallery till 
he comes. : 
Pye. We will attend his worfhip, --- worfhip I think, 


for fo much the pofts at hisdoor thould fignify, and the } 


fair coming in, and the Wicket, elfe 1 neither knew him 
nor his Worfhip, but’tis happinefs he is within Doors, 
what fo erehe be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen, 
he may do me good: Serjeant and Yeoman, how do you 
like this Houle, is’t not moft wholfomely plotted ? 

Rav. Troth Prifoner, an exceeding fine Houfe. 

Pye. Yet | wonder how he fhould forget me, for he 
ne’re knew me: No matter, what is forgot in you, will 
be remembred ia your Mafter. 

A pretty comfortable room’ this methinks? 
You have no fuch roomsif Prifon now? 
Put. Oh Dog. holes to’t, 
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thisis no pains to.attend thus.  [Adaking toty-bis Garter.| Pye. Dog holes indeed--.- 1 can-tell you'T have great 


hope}- 


| hope to have my Chamber here fhortly, nay, and Dyet 
too, for he’s the molt fre e-hearted’{t Gentleman where he 
takes: you would little think ic? and whata fine Gallery 

| were here for me to walk and ftudy, and make Verfes. 

| Put, Oit ftands pleafantly for a Scholar. 


Enter Gentleman. 


Pye. Look what Maps, and Pictures, and Devices, and 
things, neatly, delicately ?. Mafs here he comes, he fhould 
bea Gentleman, I like bis Beard well ;--- Ali happinefs to 
your worfhip. 

Gent You’r kindly welcome, fir. 

Put. A fimple falutation. 

Rav. Mafs it feems the Gentleman makes great ac- 
count of him. 

Gent. have the thing here for yon, fir. 

Pye. I befeech you, conceal me, fir, I’m undone elfe,--- 


I have the Mask here for you, fir, Look you fir,—I be- | 


feech your VVorhhip, firft pardon my rudenefs, for my 
extreams makes me bolder than 1 would be; 1 ama poor 
Gentleman, and a Scholar, and now moft unfortunately 
fala into the: hands of unmerciful Officers, arrefted for 
Debt, which though {mall, lam not able to compafs, by 
teafon I’m deftitute of Lands, Money, and Friends, fo that 
if I fall into the hungry {wallow of the Prifon, Iam like 
utterly to perifh, and with fees and:extortions be pinch’d 
clean to the bone : Now, if ever pity had intereft in the 
blood of a Gentleman, I befeech you vouchfafe but to 
favour that means of my efcape, which I have already 
thought upon. 

Gent. Go forward. 

Put. I warrant he likes it rarely, , 

Pye. In the plunge of my extremities, being giddy, 
and doubtful what to do; at Jaft ic was put in my labour- 
ing thoughts, to make a happy ufe of this paper, and to 
blear their unlettered.eyes, I told.chem there was aDevice 
fora Mask drawn in’t, and that (but for their intercep. 
tion) I was going to a Gentleman to receive my reward 
for’t : they greedy at this word, and hoping to make pur. 
chace of me, offered their attendance, to go along with 
me, my hap was'to make bold with your door, fir, which 

my thoughts fhew’d me the moft faireft and comfortableft 
entrance, and I hope I have happened right upon .under- 
ftanding , and pity: may it pleafé your good worfhip 
then, but to uphold my Device, which is to let one of your 
men put me out at a back door, and J hall be bound to 
your werfhip for ever. 
| Gent, By my troth an excellent Device. 

Put. An excellent Device he fays; he likes it won- 
derfully. 

Gem. Amy faith, I never heard.a better. 

Raven. Hark ,-he fwears he never heard a better, 
Serjeant. ) 

Put, O there’s no talk on’t, he’s an excellent Scholar, 
and efpecially for a Mask. 

Gent, Give me your Paper, your Device; I was never 
better pleas’d in all my life: good wit, brave wit, finely 
wrought, come in, fir, and receive your money, fir, 

Pye. Vit follow your good worlhip,—_— 

You heard how he lik’d it now? 

Put. Pub, we know he could not chufe but like it: go 
thy ways, thou arta fine witty. fellow i’faith, thou fhalt 
difcourfe it to us at the Tavern anon, wilt thon? 

Pye. I, I, that I will,- -look, Serjeants, here are Maps, 
and pretty toys, be doing in the mean time, F fhall quick- 
ly have told out the money, you know, 

Put. Go, go, little villain, fetch thy chink, I begin to 
love thee, I'l] be drunk to night in thy company, 

‘Pye. This Gentleman | may. well caila part 
Of my falvation,. in thefe earthly evils, 

For he has fav’d me from three hungry Devils, ; 
Se te CExit George. 
Pat. Sirtah Serjeant, thefe Maps are pretty painted 


The Puritan: Or, 


‘| things, but I could ne’r fancy them yet, methinks they’r 


all the World’s in one of them, but | could ne’r find the 


| Worthip,— you did but as another would have done, 


} clutch him again, the Counter fhall charm him. 


too bufie, and full of Circles and Conjurations; they fay 


Counter in the Poultry. 

Rav. (think fo: how could you find it ? for you know 
it ftands behind the Houfes. 

Dog. Mafs that’s true, then we muft look o’th’ back. 
fide for’t : ’sfoot here’s nothing, all’s bare. ° 

Rav. | warrant thee that ftands for the Counter » for 
you know there’s a company of bare fellows there. 

Put. Faith like enough, Serjeant, I never. mark’d fo 
much before, Sirrah Serjeant, and Yeoman , I fhould 
love thefe Maps out a cry now, if we could fee men peep 
out of door in’em, oh we might have’em in a morning to 
our Break-faft fo finely, and ne’r knock our heels to the 
ground a whole day for em. 

Rav. | marry fir, 1’d buy one my felf. 

But this talk is by the way, where thall’s fup to night : 
Five pound receiv’d, Jet’s talk of that. 
I have a trick worth all, you two fhall bear him to’th? Ta- 
vern, whilft | go clofe with his Hoftefs, and work out of 
her, I know fhe would be glad of the fumm , to finger 
money ; becaufe fhe knows ’tis but a defperate debt, and 
full of hazard: what will you fay if t bring it to pafs, that. 
the Hoftefs fhall be contented with one half for all, and 
we to fhare t’other fifty Shillings ,Bullies. 

Put. Why I would call thee King of Serjeants, and 
thou fhould’ft be Chronicled'in the Counter.Book for 
ever 

Rav. Well, put it tome, we'll make a night on’t 
faith, 

Dog. ’sfoot, I think he receives more money, he ftays 
fo long. 

Put. He tarrys long indeed, may be, I can tell you, up. 
on the good liking on’t the Gentleman may prove more 
bountiful. 

Rav, That would be rare, we’ll fearch him. 


Put. Nay befure of it, we'll earch him, and make him 
light enongh, 


— Enter the Gentleman. 


Rav. Oh here comes the Gentleman, by your leave, 
Sir. 

Gen. God you god den firs,—would you foeak with 
me? : “J 

Put. No, not with your worfhip, fir; only we are bold. 
oe for a friend of ours, that went in with yout wor- 

ip. 

Gen. Who? not the Scholar ? 

Put. Yes, e’n he, anit pleafe your worthip. 

Gen. Did he make you ftay for him? he did you wrong 
then: why, I can affure you he’s gone above an hour 
ago, 

Rav. How, fir ? 

Gen, 1 paid him his money, and my man told me he 
went out at back-door, 

Put. Back-door ? 

Gen. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Put. He was our Prifoner, fir, we did arreft him. 


Gen. What he was not? you the Sheriff’s Officers— ; 


you were to blame then, 
Why did not you make known to me as much : 
I could have kept him for you, I proteft, 
He receiv’d all of me in Britain Gold, 
Of the laft coyning. 
Rav. Vengeance dog him with’e. 
Put. ’stoot has he gull’d us fo ? 
Dog. Where fhall we fup now, Serjeants? 
Put. Sup ,Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month. 
Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good willin your 


"twas our hard fortunes to mifs the purchace, but if e’r we 


Rav. 


ae eae raat 


| a 
| Ra. The Hole hhall not him. 
| Dog. Amen. 


aha LExeunt. 
Vex.out your Lungs without doors, lam proud, 

it was my. hap to help him, it fell fit, 

He went not empty neither for his wit: 
cs wretch, |. could not blamevhis brain, 

To labour his delivery, to be free, 

From their unpitying fangs,—I’me glad it ftood 


VVithin my power to.do.a Scholar good. LExit. 


Exter in the Prifon, meeting George and Captain, 
George coming in muffled. 


Cap. How now, who’sthat? what are you? 
| Pye, The fame that I fhould be, Captain, 

Cup. George Pye boord, honeft George ? why canvft thou 
in haif fac’d, mufiled fo ¢ : 

Pye. Oh Captain, | thought we fhould nere ha’ lavgat 
agen, never {pent frolick hour agen. : 

Cap. VVby ? why ? 

Pye. 1 coming to prepare thee, and with news 
As happy as thy quick. delivery, 

VVastrac’d out by the fcent, arrefted, Captain. 

Cap. Arrefted, George ? 

Pye. Arrefted ; guefs,guefs,how may Dogs de youthink 
Pde upon me ? 

Cap. Dogs? I fay, I know not. 

Pye. Almoft as many as George Stone the Bear : 

Three at once, three at once, 
(ap. Howdid’ft thou fhake’em off then ? 
Pye. a3 time is bufie, and calls upon our wits, let it 
fuffice, | : 
Here I ftand fafe, and fcap’t by Miracle ; 
Some other hour {hall tell thee, when we’ll fteep 
Our Eyesin laughter : Captain, my device 
Leatis to thy happinefs, for ere the day 
Be fpent toth* Girdle, thou fhalt be free : 
The Corporal’s in’s firft fleep, the Chainis mitt, 
Thy Kinfman has expreft thee, and the old Knight 
With Palfey-hams now labours thy releafe, 
What refts, isall inthee, to Conjure, Captain. 

Cap. Conjure? ’sfoot, George, you know, the Devil a 
conjuring I canconjure. « 

Pye. The Devil of conjuring? nay by my fay, I’de not 
have thee do fo much, Captain, asthe Devil a conjuring : 
look here, I-ha brought thee a Circle ready chara¢tered 
and all. ° 

Cap. ’sfoot , George, art in thy right wits, doft know 
what thou fayft? why doft talk to a Captain a conjuring ? 


\had it been a leffer Circle, then I knew what to have 


done. ‘ 
Pye. Why every Fool knows that, Captain: nay then 


I’le not cog with you, Captain, if yon’ll ftay and hang the 
next Seflions you may. 


conjuring. 


the Widow of W atling-{treet. 


didft thou ever hear of a Captain. conjurein thy life ? 
doft call’ a Circle ? ’tis too wide a thing, me thinks ; 


Cap. No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let’s to 
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Cap. Welbopened i’faith, George, thon halt pull’d that |. 


faying-out of the husk. 

Pye. Captain Idle, ’Tisno time now to delude or delay, 
the old Knight will be here fuddenly, Vie perfect you, 
direct you, tell you thetrick on’t: tis nothing. 

_ Cap. ’sfoot, George, know net what to fay tot, con- 
jure ? I fhall be hang’d ere I conjure. 

_ Pye. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne’re con-) 
jure after youre hang’d; 1 wacrant yous look’you, Sir, a 
parlous matter, fure, firftto fpread your Circle upon the 
ground, then with a little conjuring ceremony, as I’le have 
an Hackney-mans wand filver’d o’re a purpofe for you, 
then arriving in the Circle; with a huge word, and a great 
trample, as for inftance: have you never feen aftalking, 
ftamping Player, chat will raife atempeft with histongue, 
and Thunder. with bis heels ? 

Cap. Ovyes, yes, yes; often, often. 

Pye, Why be like fuch aone? for any thing will blear 
the old Knights Eyes : for youmuft noce, that He’ll ne’re 
dare to venture into the Room, only:perhaps peep fear 
aa tg the Key-hole, to fee how-the Play goes for- 
ward, 

Cap. Well, Imay goabout it when I will, but mark the 
endon’e, | fhall but fhame my felf i’faith, George, {peak 
big words, and ftamp and ftare, and he look in at Key- 
hole, why the very thought of that would make me laugh 
out-right, and fpoil all: nay Ile tell thee, George, when 
] apprehend a thing once, Iam of fuch a laxative laughter, 
ee if the Devil himfelf {iood by, I fhould-laugh in his 

ace. “3 

Pye, Puh, that’s but the babe of a map, and may eafily 
be hufht, asto think upon fome difafter, fome fad misfor- 
tune, ag tlie’ Death of chy Father ith’ Country. 

Cap..”sfoot, that, would-be the more todrive me into 
fuch an ecftafie, that I fhould ne’redin laughing elfe. 

Pye. Why then think upon going to hanging. 

Cap. Mais that’s well remembered, now Ple do well, | 
warrant thee,ne’re fear me now: but how fhall I do,George, 
for-boyfterous words, and horrible names? . 

Pye. Buh,’ any faftian invocations, Captain,’ will ferve 
as welbas the-beft, fo you rant them out well, or you may 
goto a Pothecaries fhop, and take all’ che words fro 
the Boxes. 

Cap, Teoth, and you fay true, George, "there’s ftrange 
words enow toraife a hundred Quack-falvers, though they 
be ne’re fo poor when théey-begin ? but: here lies the fear 
on’t; how if in this falfe conjuration;’ a' true Devil fhould 
pop up indeed. 

Pye. Atrue Devil; Captain? why'there was ne’re fuch 
a one; nay Faith he that hasthis piace, isasfalfe aKnave 
as our laft Church warden. 

Captain, Then he’s falfe enough a Confcience i’faith, 

George. 


The Cry at Marfhalfea. 


Cry prifoners. Good Gentlemen over the way, fend your 
reliel ; 
Good Gentlemen over the way,—-Good, Sir Godfrey ? 
Pye. He’s come, he’scome. 


Pye. But if you look to be releafed,as my witshave took | Nich, Matter, that’s my Kinfman yonder in the Bufk 


pain to work it,and all means wrought to farther it, befides 
to put Crowns in your purfe, to make youa man of better 
hopes, and whereas before you were a Captain or poor 
Souldier, to make yeu Now a Commander of rich Fools, 
(which is truly the on!y beft purchace peace can allow you) 
fafer than High-wayes, Heath, or Cony-groves, and yeta 
far bettet booty;for your greatelt thieves are never hang’d, 
never hang’d; for why? they’re wife, and cheat within 
doors; and we geld Fools of more money in one Night, 
than your falfe-tail’d Gelding will purchafe in a twelve- Edm, AWel(h man? why ? 
‘months runing, which confirms the old Beldams faying,} Pye. Becaufe Mafter is your Chriften name, and Edmond 


se uifeft that Kkeepshimfelf warmeft, that is, he that | your Sir-name. 
a erated Fe Edm. Ono: Ihave more names at home, Mafter 


Hat——-pray falute him intirely. 
They falute : and Pye-boord falutes «Mafter Edmond. 


Sir God, Now my Friend. 

‘Pye. May I partake your name, Sir? 

Edm. My name is Mafter Edmond. 

Pye. Matter Edmond, are younota Welfh-man, Sir ? 


Jerkin—— Kinfman,that’s my Matter yonder Pth’ Taffaty | 


é dmona 


Oe 
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ir God. Speak, is not chis man free? 

a Yes! at his pleafure, Sir, the Fees difcharg’d, 

Sir God. Go, go, I'll difcharge them, I, 

Keep, (thank your Worthip. Céxit Keeper, 

Capt. Now, truft me, y’acea dear Knight; kindnefs 
unexpected !_O there’s nothing to'a-free Gentleman,—_ 
I will conjure for you, ‘Sir, ’till Froth’ come through my 
Buff-Jerkin. 

Sir God. Nay’, then thou fhalt not pafs with fo little a 
bounty, for at the-firlt fight of my Chain agen,-— forty 
five Angels (hall appear unto thee, 

Capt. ’L will be a glorious fhow, i’faith, Knight, a very 
fine fhow ; but ate all thele of your own houfe ? are you 
fure of that, Sir ? 

Sir God. I, I, no, no; what’s he yonder talking with my 
wild Nephew, pray heaven he give him 800d counfel. 

Capt. Who, he? he’s a rare friend of mine, an admira. 
ble Fellow, Knight; the fineft Fortune teller, 

Sir God. O! *tis he indeed , that came to my Lady Si- 
fter, and foretold the lofs of my Chain; Iam not angry 
with him now , for I-fee "twas my Fortune to lofe it: By 
your leave, Mr.Fortune-teller, I hada glimpfe of you at 
home, at my Sifters the Widows, there you prophefied of 
the lofs of a Chain : ——limply, though | ftand here, I was 
he that loft ir. 

Pye. Was it you, Sir ? 

Edm. Amy troth, Nuncle, he’s the rareft Fellow, has 
told me my Fortune fo right ; I find it fo right to my na. 
ture. 

Sir God. What is’t? God fend it a good one, 

Edm, O,’tis a pafling good one, Nuncle: for he fays | 
fhall prove fuch an excellent Gamefter in my time, that I 
fhall {pend all fafter than my Father got it. ; 

Sir God. There’s a Fortune indeed. 

Edm, Nay, it hits my humor fo pat, 

Sir God. J, that will be the end on’t: will the Curfe of 
the Beggar prevail fo much , that the Son thal confume 
that foolifhly, which the Father got craftily 5 1,1,1; "twill, 
twill, “twill. 

Pye. Stay, flay, fay. [ Pye-boord with an Almanack,, 

Capt. Turn over, George. and the Captain. 

Pye. Fane, Fuly; here, July, that’s the month > Sunday 
thirteen, yefterday fourteen, to day fifteen. 

Capt. Look quickly: for the fifteen day,-----if within the 
compafs of thefe two days there would bs fome boifterous 
ftorm or other, it would be the beft, ?de defer him off till 
then ; fome Tempeft, and it be thy will, 

Pye. Here’s the fifteen day,___Hot and fair, 

Capt. Puh, would t’ad been, Hot and foul. 

Pye. The fixteen day, that’s to morrow > The morning 
for the moft part, fair and pleafant. 

Capt. No luck. 

Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder, 

Capt. Lightning and Thunder ? admirable! beft of all ! 
Pil conjure to morrow juft at high-noon, George. 

‘Pye. Happen but true to morrow, Almanack, and Tl 
give thee leave to lye all the year after, 

Capt. Sir, I muft crave your patience » to beftow this 
day upon me, that I may furnifh my felf ftrongly,——I 
fent a Spirit into Lancaflure Vother day , to fetch back a 
Knave-Drover , and ! look for his return this evening— 
fo morrow morning, my friend here and I will come and 
breakfaft with you. z 

Sir God. O, you fhall be moft welcome. 

_ Capt. And about noon, without fail, 1 purpofe to con- 
jure. 

Sir God. Mid-noon will be a fit time for you. 


Edm. Conjuring? do you mean to conjure at our houfe 
to morrow, Sir ? . 


Edmond Plus is my ful) name at length. Sx] 
Pye, O cry you mercy, Sir? ; [Whifpering. 
Cap. | underftand that you are my Kinfmans good Ma- 

{ter, and inregard of that, the beft of my skill is at your 
fervice : but bad you fortun’d a meer {tranger, and made 
ho means to: me by acquaintance, I fhould have utterly 
denied to have been the man; both by reafon of the Act 
of Parliament againft Conjurers and Witches, as alfo, be. 
caufe I wouldonet have my “Art vulgar, trite, and°com- 
mon. 

Sir God. 1 much commend your care there , good Ca- 
ptain Conjurer,and that J.will be fare to have it private 
enough, you fhall do’c in my Sifters houfe,— ‘Mine own 
houfe I may call it , for- both our charges therein are pro- 
portion’d, : 

Capt. Very good, Sir, what may I call your lofs, Sir ? 

Sir God. O you may call’t a great lofs, a grievous lofs, 
Sir, as goodly a Chain of Gold, though I fay it, that wore 
it: how fay’ft thou, Wicholas ? 

Nich, OQ ’twasas delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinfman, 
you know : 

Sir God. You know, did you know’t, Captain ? 

Capt. Trufta Fool wich fecrets ? ——Sir > he may fay] 
know: his meaning is,. becaufe my Art is fuch, that by it 
I may gather a knowledge of all things — . 

Sir God. 1, very true. 

Capt. A pox ofall Fools —— the excufe ftuck upon my 
tongue like Ship-pitch upon a Mariners Gown, not to come 
off in hafte-—ber-lady, Knight, to lofe fuch a fair Chain 
of Gold, were a foul lofs: Well, I can put you in this good 
comfort on’t, if it be between heaven and earth, Knight, 
/} PU ha’t for you, 

Sir God, A wonderful Conjurer, © I, tis between 
heaven and earth, | warrant you, it cannot go out of the 
Realm,~—— I know ’tis fomewhere about the earth. 

Capt. 1, nigher the earth than thou wot’ft on. ; 

Sir God. For firft, my Chain was rich, and norich thing 
hall enter into Heaven, you know. 

Nich. And as for the Devil, Mafter , he has no need 
on’t, for you know he has a great Chain of his own. 

Sir God. Thou fay’eft true, Nicholas, but he has put off 
that now, that lies by him. 

Capt. Faith, Knight, in few words, I prefume fo much 
upon the power of my Art, that I could warrant your 
Chain agen, 

Sir God. O dainty Captain ! 

Capt. Marry, it will coft me much fi weat, I were better 
g0 to fixteen Hot-houfes, 

Str God. 1, good man, I warrant thee. 

Capt. Befide great vexation of Kidney and Liver, 

ee O, ’twill tickle you hereabouts, Coufin, becaufe 
you have not been us’d to’t. 

Sir God, No? have you not been us’d to’t, Captain ? 

“Capt. Plague of all Fools ftill ; —indeed, Knight, I have 
not us’d it a good while, and therefore ’twill {train me fo 
much the more, you know. 

Sw God..O it will, it will. " 

Capt. What plunges he puts me to? Were not this 
Knighta Fool, I had bin twice fj poil’d now ; that Captain’s 
worfe than accurft that has an Afs to his Kinfman, *sfoot, 
I fear he will drivel’t out before I come to’t— Now, Sir, 
—to come to the point indeed,—you fee I ftick here in the 
jaw of the Marfhalfea, and cannot do’t. 

SirGod. Tut, tut, I know thy meaning, thou would’ft 
fay thou’rt a prifoner, | tell thee th’art none, 

Capt. How, none? why is not this the Mar fhalfea ? 

Sir God. Woult hear me {peak ? I heard of thy rare 
Conjuring : 

My Chain was loft, I fweat for thy releafe, 

As thou thalt do the like at home for me : 


Capt. Marry dol, Sir? ’tis my intent, young Gentle- 
eeper. man. 
Enter Keeper, Edm. By my troth, I'll love you while I live for’t: O 
Keep $i 2 rare! Nicholas, we fhall have Conjuring to morrow. 
eep. Sir. 


Nich. Pub 1, | could ha told you of that. 


Capt. 


Cap. Law, he could ha told hi , 
te coed ge him of that, Fool, Cox 

Edm. Do you hear me, Sir, I defire more acquaintance 
on you, you fhall earn fome money of me, now! know 
you can Conjure ; but can you fetch any that is loft ? 

Cap. Oh, any thing that’s loft. 

Edm, Why look you, Sir, I tell’t you as a Friend anda 
Conjurer ; I thould marry a Pothecaries Daughter, and 
"twas told me, fhe loft her Maiden-head at Stony-Strat- 


ford: now if you'll do but fo much as Conjure for’t, and 
make all whole agen --- 


(ap. That I will, Sir, 

Edm, By my troth I thank you, la. 

Cap. A little merry with your Sifters Son, Sir. 

Sir God. Oh, afimple young man, very fimple, come 
Captain, and you, Sir; we'll e’en part with a Gallon of 
Wine till to morrow Break-faft, 

Tip. Cap. Troth, agreed, Sir. 

Nich, Kinfman --- Scholar. 

Pye. Why now thouart a good Knave, worth a hun. 
dred Brownifts. 

Nich. Am I indeed, la: I thank you heartily, la. 

LExeunt, 


Atkus Quartus. 


Enter Moll, and Sir John Penny-Dub. 


mie he T I hope you will not ferve a Knight fo, Gen- 
tlewoman, will you? to cafheer him, and caft 
him off at your pleafure ; what do you think I was dubb’d 
for nothing, no by my Faith, Ladies Daughter. 

Moll. Pray Sit Fohn Penny-Dub , let it be defer’d a- 
while, I have a heart to marry as you can have; but as 
the Fortune-teller told me. 

Pen, Pax o’ th’ Fortune-teller, would Derrick had been 
his fortune feven year ago, to crofs my love thus: did he 
know what cafe I wasin ? why this is ableto make a man 
drown himfelf in’s Father’s Fifh-Pond. 

«Moll. And then he told me moreover, Sit John, that 
the breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. _ 

Penny. In Purgatory? why let him purge out his heart 
there, what have we to do with that? there’s Phyficians 
enow there to caft his Water, is that any matter to us? 
how can he hinder our love? why let him be hang’d now 
he’s dead ? _. Well, have I rid poft day and night, to 
bring you merry news of my Fathers Death, and now ---- 

Moll, Thy Fathers Death ? isthe old Farmer dead ? 

Penny. As dead as his Barn-Door, eWoll. : 

Moll, And you'll keep your word with me now, Sir 
Fobn, that | fhall have my Coach and my Coach-man? 

Penny. | faith. 

eUoll. And two white Horfes with black Feathers to 
draw it? 

Penny, Too. ia 

Mol}, A guarded Lackey to run befor’t, and py’d Li- 
veries to come trafhing after’t. 

Penny. Thou fhalt,e Moll. ; 

Moll, And to let me have money in my Purfe to go 
whither I wpe 

Pen '* A this. : 

Moll. Then come, whatfoe’re come’s on’t, we'll be 
made fare together before the Maids o’ th’ Kitchin. Léx. 


Enter Widow with ber eldeft Daughter, Frank 
and Frailty. ; 


Wid. How now? where’s my Brother Sir Godfrey? 


t he forth this Morning ? es 
Frail, O no Madam, he’s above at Breakfaft, with Sir 


reverence a Conjurer. 


ihe Widow of Watling-ftreet. 


Wid. A Conjurer ? what manner of Fellow is he ? 

Frail. Oh, a wondrous rare Fellow , Miftrefs, very 
ftrongly made upward, for he goes ina Buff-Jerkin: he 
fayes he will fetch Sir Godfrey’s Chain agen, if it hang be- 
tween Heaven and Earth. 

Wid. What! he will not ? then he’s an exlent Fellow | 
Warrant: how happy were that Woman to be bleft with 
fuch a Husband, aman cunning ? how do’s he look,Frail- 
ty? very fwartly I warrant, with black Beard, fcorcht 
Cheeks, and fmoaky Eye-brows. 

Frail, Foh---- he’s neither fmoak-dryed, nor fcorcht, 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, Madam, he looks as 
fair to fee to as one of us; 1 dothink, but if you faw him 
once, you’de take him to be a Chriftian. 

Frank, So fair, and yet fo cunning, that’s to be won- 
dred at, Mother. 


Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, ad Sir An- 
drew Tipftaffe. 


Muck. Blefs you, fweet Lady. 

Tip. And you, fair Miftrefs. [Exit Frailty. 

Wid. Coades, what do you mean, Gentlemen? Fie, 
did I not give you your an{wers ? 

Muck, Sweet Lady ? , 

Wid, Well, I will not ftick with you for a kifs: 
Daughter, kifs the Gentleman for once. 

Frank, Yes forfooth, 

Tip. 1m proud of fuch a favour. 

Wid, Truly la, Sir Oliver, y’are much too blame to 
comeagen when you know my mind fo well deliver’d --- 
as a Widow could deliver a thing. 

eMuck, But I exfpect a farther comfort, Lady. 

Wid. Why la you now, did I not defire you to put off 
your Suit quite and clean when you came to me again ?} 
how fay you? did I not? 

Muck, But the fincere love which my heart bears to 

oll. 
: Wid. Go to, Pll cut you off; and Sir Olver to put you 
in comfort, afar off, my fortune is read. me, I muft marry 
again, 

tuck. O bleft Fortune ! 
Wid. But not as long asi canchoofe; nay, I'll hold out } 
well. * 


Enter Frailty. 


Frail. Q Madam, Madam. 

Wid. How now? what’s the haft ? [Jn ber Ear. 

Tip, Faith, Miftrefs Frances, Pll maintain you gallantly, 
Pll bring you to Court, wean you among the fair Society 
of Ladies poor Kinfwomen of mine in Cloth of Silver, be- 
fide you fhall have your Monkey, your Parrot, your Muf- 
kat, and your Pifs, Pifs, Pifs. 

Frank, It will do very well. ; 

Wid. What, do’s he mean to Conjure here then? how 
fhall I do to be rid of thefe Knights, ---- pleafe you, Gen. 
tlemen, to walk a while i’ th’ Garden, to gather a Pink, 
or a Gilly- flower. 

Both, With all our hearts, Lady, and count us fa- 
vour’d. [ Exennt. 

Sir God. within. Step in,, Nicholas, look, is the Coaft 
clear ? 

Nich. Oh, as clear as a Carter’s Eye, Sir. | 

Sir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer : —— now--.-- 
how like you our Roons, Sir? 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Pyc-boord, 
Edmond, Nicholas. 


Cap. O wonderful convenient. 
Edm. | can tell you, Captain, fimply thonghit lies 
here, *tis the faireft Room in my Mothers Houfe, ag dain- 
ty a Room to Conjure in, me thinks, —.~why you rei 
3 id 
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bid, 1 cannot tell how many Devils welcome imt; my 
Fatier has had twenty in’t at once! 

Pye. What, Devils 2 

Edm. Devils, no Deputies, and. the wealthieft men he 
could get. ‘ 

Sir God, Nay put by your chats now, fall to your bu- 
finefs roundly, the Fefcue of the Dial is upon the Chris- 
crofsof Noon: but oh, hear me, Captain, a qualm comes 
o’re my Stomach, 

Capt, Why, what’s the matter, Sir ? 

Sir God. Oh, how if the Devil fhould prove a knave,and 
tear the hangings. 

Capt. Fuh, | warrant you, Sir. Godfrey. 

Edm. 1, Nuacle, or {pit fire upo’th’ fealing. , 

Sir Godf. Very true too, for’ tis but thin plaiftered, and 
twill quickly take hold a’ the laths: and if he chance to 
{pit downward too, he will burn all the boards. 

Capt. My life for yours, Sir Godfrey. 5 : 

Sir Godf. My Sifter is very curious and dainty ore this 
Room,! can tell you,and therefore if he muft needs fpit, | 
pray defire him to fpit i’th? Chimney. 

lye. Why,aflure you,Sir Godfrey,he fhall not be brought 
up with fo lictle magners, to fpit and {pawl a’th’ floor. 

Sir Godf. Why I thank you, goodCapcain, pray havea 
care 1, fall to your Circle, we'll not trouble’ you I war- 
rant you,come,we’ll into the next Room,and becaufe we'll 
be fure to keep him out there, we'll’bar up the Door with 
fome of the Godlies Zealous works, : 

Edm. T)at will bea fine device,Nuncle; and becaufe the 
ground fhall be as holy as the Door, I’le tear two or three 
Kofaries in pieces,and {trew the piecesabout the Chamber : 
On! the Devil already, (Runs in. Thunders. 

Pye. *sfoot;Captain, fpeak fomewhat for fhame : it ligh- 
tens and Thunders before thou wiit begin, why when? 

Capt. Pray peace, George, thou’lt make me laugh 
anon, and fpoil all, 

Lye. Oh, now it begins agen.; now, now, now ! Captain. 

Capt. Rhumbos-ragdayon , pur , pur , colucundrion, Flow- 
Plois. 

Sir Godfrey through the Key. hole, within. 

' Sir Godf. Oh admirable Conjarer! has fetcht Thunder 
{ already. 
Pye. Hark hark, agen Captain. 
Capt ‘Benjamino, gafpots-kay-gofeot hoteron-umbrois- 
Sir Godf. Ohi] would the Devil would come away quick- 
4 ly, he bas no confcience to put aman to fuch pain. 

Pye. Agen. 

Capt. Flowfte kak opumpos. dragdne:leloomenos. hodge podge, 

Pye, Well faid, Captain. 

Sir Gedf. So long, a, comirg ?.O would I had'nere be- 
gun’t now, for I fear. me thele roaring Tempetts will de- 
ftroy all the Fruitsof the Earth, and tread upon my corn— 
oh, P th? Country, 

Capt, Gog de gog, hobgoblin, buncks , hounflow , hockley 
te coome park, 

Wid. O Brother, Brother;whata Tempelt’s ?th’Garden, 
fure there’s fome Conjuratioa abroad, 

Sir Godf. ’ Tis athome, Sifter, 

Pye. By and by Ile ftepin, Captain. 

Capt. Nunck-Nunck,,Rip-G afcoines, Ips, Drip-Dropite. 

Sir God! ¥1< drips and drops, poor man: alas, alas, 

PyseNow, I come, 

Capt. © Sulphure Sootface. 

Pye. Arch-Conjuser, what would’{t thou with me? 

Sw Godf. O, the Devil, Sifter, i? th’ dining-Chamber : 
fing, Sifter, | warrant you that will keep him out; quickly, 
‘quickly, quickly, [ goes tn. 

Pye. So, fo, fa; ‘Vle releafe thee: enoughCaptain, 
{ nough: allow us fome time to laugh a little, they?re fhud 

dering and fhaking by this time, as if an Earthquake were 
in their kidneys, i ; O 
Capt. Sirrah George, how was’t, how was’t? idid: I do’t 
well enovgh?. 


ps £ye, Woult believe me, Captain, better tban.any Con. 


— 
jurer, for here was no harminthis; and yet their horri-! 


ble expectation fatisfied well, you were much beholding 


to Thunder and Lightning at this time, it grac’d you well, f- 


L can tell you. , ; 

Capt. Imuft needs fay fo, George: Sirrah if we could ha? 
convey’d hither cleanly a cracker, ora fire-wheel, tad 
been admirable. : ) , 

Pye. Blurt,blurt, there’s nothing remains to put thee to 
pain now, Captain. 

(apt. Pain? I proteft, George, my heels are forer than a 
Whifon |Morris.dancer’s, 

Pye. All’s paft now, —— only to reveal that the Chain’s 
ith’ Garden, where, thou know’ft, it has lain thefe two 
dayes. 

Capt, But I fear, that Fox Nicholas has reveal’d ir 

already. 

Pye. Fear not, Captain, you muft put it to th’ venture 
now: Nay ’tis time, call upon’em, take pity on’em, for | 
believe fome of em are ina pitiful cafe by thistime, 

Capt. Sir Godfrey, Nicholas, Kinfman, — sfoot they’re 
faft at it till: George, Sir Godfrey ? 

Sir Godf. Oh, is that the Devil’s voice ? how comes be 
to know my name? 

Capt. Fear not, Sic Godfrey, all’s quieted. 

Siwr-Godf What; ishetaid? nr 

Capt. Laid: and has newly dropt. 
Your Chain i’th’ Garde.) UY) La 

Sir Godf. Vth’ Garden! in our Garden? 

Capt. Your Garden, . 

Sir Godf. O {weet Conjurer? whereabouts there ? 

Capt. Look wellabout a bank of Rofemary. 

Sir Godf. Sifter, the Rofemary-bank , come, come: 
there’s my Chain, he fayes. 


Wid. Ob happinefs / run, ran. [ Suppofeth ro go. 
Edm, Captain Conjurer ? LEdm. at key hole, 


Capt. Who? Matter Edmund ? 

Edm, 1; Matter Edmund; may I come in fafely without’ 
danger, think you? 

Capt. Puh, long ago, it is all as’twas-at firft : 

Fear nothing, pray come near,—how now, man ? 

Edm, Oh! this Room’s mightily hot i’faith: ’slid, my 
fhirt fticks to my.Belly already : what a fteam the Rogue! 
‘has left behind him? Foh, this Room muft be air’d, Gen. 
tlemen, it fmells horribly of Brimftone,——let’s open the 
windows, 

Pye. Faith, Mafter Edmond, ’tis but your conceit. 

Edm, | would you could make me believe that, i’faith, 
why do you think | cannot fmell his favour, from another: 
yet I take it kindly from you, becaufe you would not put 
me in a fear, i’faith: a my troth I fhall love you for this 
the longeft day of my life. 

Capt, Puh, *tis:nothing , Sir, love me when you fee, 
more, 

Edm, Mafs, now remember, I’le look whether he has 
findged the hangings, or no, 

Pye, Captain, to entertain a little fport tillthey come: 
make him believe, youll charm him invifible, he’s apt to 
admire any thing, you fee, let me alone’to give force, 
to’t. a 

Capt. Go, retire to yonder end then, 

Edm. \ proteft you are a rare fellow; are you not? 

Cap. O Mafter Edmond; you know but the leaft part of 
me yet; why now at this inftant 1 could flourifh my. 
wand thrice ore your head, and charm you invifible, 

Edm, What you could not ? make me walk invifible 


man? I'fhould laugh at that faith; troth le requite your | 


kindnefs, an you'll do’t, good Captain Conjurer. _ . 
Capts Nay, I fhould hardly deny*yow fuch a fmall kind: 
nefs, Mafter Edmond Plus; why, look you, Sir, ’tis no more 
but this, and thus agen, and now y’are invifible, a 
Edmp Am | Faith? who'would’ think it? : 
Capt. You fee the Fortune.teller yonder at farther end 
o’th’ Chamber,go toward him, do what you'will with him, 
ne fhall ne’r find you, na 


Edm 


—= «= 
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Edm. Say you fo, Vil try that i’faith_—_. CFuftles him. 

Pye. Hoe now Captain ¢ who’s that juftled me ? 

Capt. Juitled you? I faw no body. 

Edm, Ha, ha, ha, —— fay "twas a Spirit. : 

Lag Shall 1?_may be fome Spirit that haunt the 

circle. 

Pye, O my nofe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain. 

aa C Pulls him by the Nofe. 

Edm. Yroth this is exlent, I may do any knavery now 
and never be feen,—and now I remember me, Sir Godfrey 
my Uncle abus’d me Vother day, and told tales of me to 
my Mother——Troth now I’me invifible, ll bit him a 
found whirrit a’th’ear, when he comes out a’th’garden,—- 
I may be reveng’d on him now finely. 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frank, Nicholas 
with the Chain, 


Sir God. 1 have my Chain again, my Chain’s found 
again. CEdmond ftrikes him, 
O fweet Captain, O admirable Conjurer. 

O, what mean you by that, Nephew? 

Edm. Nephew? | hope you do not know me, Uncle ? 

Wid. Why did you ftrike your Uncle, Son2 

Edm, Why, Captain, am I not invifible ? 

Capt. A good jelt, George,—not now you are not, Sir, 
Why did not you fee me, when I did uncharm you ? 

Edm, Not 1, by my troth, Captain: 


} Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 


~ 


Ithought I’de been invifible when I ftruck you. 

Sir God, So, you would do’t? go,—y’are a foolifh boy, 
And were I not o’recome with greater joy, 

Pde make you tafte correction. 

Edm. Correction, pufh—no, neither you nor my Mo- 
ther, hall think to whip me as you have done. 

Sw God, Captain, my joy is fuch, I know not how to 
thank you, let me embrace you, O my fweet Chain, glad. 
nefs e’en makes me giddy, rare man: ’twas juft i’th’Rofe- 
mary bank, as if one fhould ha aid it there,—O cunning, 
cunning! : 

Wid. Well, feeing my Fortune tells me I muft marry; 
let me marry a man of wit, a man of parts, here’s a wort 
thy Captain, and’tisa fine Title truly la to be a Captain’s 
Wife, a Captain’s Wife, it goes very finely, befide all the 
world knows that a worthy Captain is a fic Companion to 
any Lord, then why not a fweet Bed-fellow tor any La- 
dy,——ll have it fo ; 


Enter Frailty, 


Frail. O Miftrefs, Gentlemen, there’s the braveft fight 
coming along this way. 

Wid. What brave fight? 

Frail. O, one going to burying, and another going to 
hanging. 

Wid. A rueful fight. 

Pye. ’sfoot, Captain, I'll pawn my life the Corporal’s 
coffin'd, and old Shirmifh the Souldier going to execution, 
and tis now about the time of his waking hold outa lit- 
tle longer, fleepy potion, and we fhall have exlent admira- 
tion; for I’ll cake upon me the cure of him. 


* Enter the Coffin of the Corporal,-the Souldier bound, 
= and » by Officers, the Sheriff there. 


Frail. O here they come, here theycome! 

Pye. Now mutt I clofe fecretly with the Souldier , pre- 
vent his impatience, or elfe all’s difcovered. 

Wid. O lamentable feeing , thefe were thofe Brothers, 
that fought and bled before our door. 

Sir God, What they were not, Sifter ?- 

Skir, George, look to’t, I'll peach at Tiburn elfe. 

Pye. Mum——Gentles all, vouchfafe me audience, and 


you efpecially, Mafter Sheriff : 


Yon man is bound to execution, 
Becaufé he wounded this that now lies coffin’d, 

Sher. True, true, he fhall have the Law,—and I know 
the Law, ; 

Pye. But under favour, Mafter Sheriff, if this man had | 
an ve and fafe again, he fhould have been releas’d 
then? 

Sher. Why, make you queftion of that, Sir ? 

Pye. Then ! releafe him freely, and will take upon me 
the death that he fhould dic, if within a little feafon, I do 
not cure him to his proper health again. 

Sher. How, Sir? recover a dead man ? 

That were moft ftrange of all. _ . [Frank comes to bim. 

Frank. Sweet Sir, Ploveyoulearly, and could with my 


beft part yours, do not undertake fach an impofl 
ble venture. ss 

Pye. Love you me? then for your fweet fake I'll do’t: 
Let me entreat the Corps to be fet: down. 

Sher. Bearers, fet down the Coffin,—this is wonder. 
ful, and worthy Stow’s Chronicle. 

Pye. | pray beftow the freedom of the air upon our 
wholfome Art,—— Mafs his cheeks begin to receive na- 
tural warmth : nay, good Corporal, wake betime, ‘or I 
fhall have a longer fleep than you,——’sfoot, if he fhould 
prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng’d upon me 
for making a property on him, yet I had rather run upon 
the Ropes, than have the Rope like a Tetter run upon 
me, O—he ftirs—he flirs agen look, Gentlemen, he 
recovers, he ftarts, he rifes, 

Sher. Oh, oh, defend us——out, alas. 

Pye. Nay, pray be ftill ; you'll] make him more giddy 
elfe, he knows no body yet. 

Corp. Zowns: where am I ? cover’d with fhow? I 
marvel ? 

Pye. Nay, I knew he would fwear the firft thing he did, 
as foon as he came to life again. 

Corp. *sfoot, Hoftefs—fome hot porridge,—oh, ho, lay 
ona dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, there, 

Pye. Lady, you muft needs take a little pity of him ?’- 
faith, and fend him into your Kitchin fire, 

Wid, O, with all my heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, 
help to bear him in. 

Nich, Bear him in, quotha, pray call in the Maids, 1 
fhall ne’re have the heart to do’t, indeed la. 

Frail. Nor | neither, I cannot abide to handle a Ghoft, 
of al] men. 

Corp. ’Sloud, let me fee, where was I drunk laft night? 
hah 

Wid. O, fhall I bid you once agen take him away ? 

Frail. Why, we’re as fearful as you, | warrant you—— 


oh 


Wid. Away,Villains, bid the Maids make him a Cawdle 
prefently to fettle his brain—or a Poflet of Sack, quickly, 
quickly. LExeunt, pufhing in the Corps. 

Sher. Sir, whatfoe’re you are, I do more than admire 


ou, 

. Wid. O I, if you knew all, Mafter Sheriff, as you hall 
do, you would fay then, that here were two of the rareft 
men within the Walls of Chriftendom. 

Sher. Two of em, O wonderful: Officers, I difcharge 
you, fet him free, all’s in tune. 

Sir God, I, and a Banquet ready by this time, Mafter 
Sheriff, co which I molt cheerfully invite you,and your late 
Prifoner there : fee you this goodly Chain, Sir, mum, on 
more words, twas loft and is found again; come, my in- 
eftimable Bullies, we'll talk of your noble Acts in fparkling 
Charnico, and inftead of a Jefter , we'll ha the Ghoft i’th’ 
white fheet fit at upper end oth’ Table. 

Sher. Exlent, merry man, i’faith, PExit. 

Frank, Well, feeing 1 am enjoyn’dto love and marry, 
My foolifh vow thus I cafheer to air 
Which firft begot it,-—now, Love, play thy part; 
The Scholar reads his lecture in my heart. 
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Or, 


oAttus Quintus. 


Enter in hafte Mafter Edmond and Frailty. 


His is the Marriage-morning for my Mother 
and. my Sifter. - 

Frail. O me, Matter Edmond, we fhall have rare do- 
ings. 
dm. Nay go, Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know my 
Mother will be married at Saint Astlings, hic thee,’cis palt 
five, bid them open the Church doom,..my Sifter 1s almoft 
ready. a 
Frail What already, Matter Edmond ? 

Edm. Nay , go hie thee, firft run to the Sexton, and 
run to the Clerk, and then run to Matter Pigman the 
Parfon, and then run to the Milliner’, and then run home 
agen. 

Frail, Here’s run, run, run 

Edm. But hark, Frailty. 

Frail. What, more yet? 

Edm. Have the Maids remembred to ftrew the way to 
the Church. 

Frail, Foh, an hour ago I help’d em my felf. 

Edm, Away, away, away, away then, . 

Frail, Away, away, away, away then [Exit Frailty. 

Edm. \fhali have a fimple Father-in-law, a brave Ca. 
ptain, able to beat all our ftreet: Captain Idle, now my 
Lady Mother will be fitted for a delicate name, my Lady 
Idle, my Lady Idle, the fineft name that can be for a Wo- 
man, and then the Scholar, Matter Pye-boord fot my Sifter 
Frances, that will be Miftrefs Frances Pye-boord, Mittrefs 
Frances Pye-boord , theyll keep a good Table, | warrant 
you: Now all the Knights nofes are put out of joynt, they 
may go to a Bone-fetters now. 


Edm, 


Enter Captain and Pye-boord. 


Hark, hark; O who comes here with two Torches before 
’em, my fweet Captain , and my fine Scholar? O how 
bravely they are fhot up in one night, they look like fine 
Britains now me thinks, here’s a gallant change (faith ; 
’flid, they have hir’d men and all by the Clock. 

‘Capt. Matter Edmond, kind, honeft, dainty Mafter €d 
mond, 

esc Foh, fweet Captain Father-in-law, a rare perfume 
7 faith. 

Pye. What, are the Brides ftirring ? may we fteal up- 
on’em, think’ft thou, Matter Edmond ? 

Edm. Faw, they’r e’ne upon readinefs, Icanaflure you; 
for they were at their Torch e’ne now, by the fame token 
I tumbled down the ftairs. 

Pye. Alas, poor Mafter Edmond. 


Enter eMujicians. 


Capt. O, the Muficians ! I prethee, Mafter Edanond, call 
’em in, and liquor ema little. 
Edm, That I will, fweet Captain Father-in-law, and 
make each of them as drunk as a common Fidler, 
LExeunt omues. 


Enter Sir John Penny-Dub and Moll above lacing 
of her Cloaths. 


Pen, Whewh, Miftrefs 441, Miftrefs AZo, 

eMoll, Who's there ? 

Pen, ?Tis 1. 

Moll, Who , Sit Fokn Penny.Dub ? O you're an early 
Cock i’faith, who would have thought you to be fo rare a 
ftirrer ? 

Pen. Prethee, Adoll, let me come up. 

Mall, No by my faith , Sir Fohn, Vil keep you down, 


for you Knights are very dangerous , if once you get 
above. 

Pen, VU not ftay faith. 

Moll. Vfaith you fhall ftay : for, Sit Fohn, you mult note 
the nature of the Climates: your Northern Wench in her 
own Country may well hold out till fhe be fifteen, but if 
fhe touch the South once, and come up to London, here the 
Chimes go prefently after twelve. 

Pen. Oth’artamad Wench, All, but I prethee make 
hafte, for the Prieft is gone before. 

Mall. Do you follow him, Vil not be long after. 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, Sir Andrew Tipftaff, 
and old Skirmih talking. 


Muck. O monftrous unheard of Forgery ! 

Tip. Knight, I never heard of fuch villany in our own 
Country, in my life. 

eMuck, Whiy, "tis impoflible, dare you maintain your 
words ? ; 

Skir, Dare we? e’ne to their wezen pipes: we know 
all their plots, they cannot fquander with us, they have 
knavifhly abus’d us, made only properties on’s to advance 
their felves upon our fhoulders, but they fhall rue their a- 
bufes, this morning they are to be married. 

Muck, ?Tis too true, yet if the Widow be not too much 
befotted on flights and forgeries, the revelation of,their 
villanies will make ’em loathfom, and to that end, be it 
in private to yon, | fenc late laft night to an honourable 
perfonage, to whom 1 am much indebted in kindnefg, as 
he isto me, and therefore prefume upon the payment of 
his tongue, and that he will lay out good words for me, 
and to {peak truth, for fach needful occalionsyl only pre- 
ferve him in bond, and fometimes he may @om 
good here in the City by a free word of his mouth 
if he had paid one half in hand, and took Doon 
totter. od 

Tip. In troth, Sir, without foothing be it fpoken, you 
have publifht much judgment in thefe few words. 

Muck, For you know, what fach a man utters will be 
thought effectual, and to weighty purpofe, and therefore 
into his mouth we'll put the approved Theme. of their 
forgeries. 

Skir, And Pll maintain it, Knight, if fhe’ll be true. 


Enter a Servant, 


eMuck. How now, Fellow. 

Serv. May it pleafe you, Sir, my Lord is newly lighted } 
from his Coach. 

Muck, 1s my Lord come already? his Honour’s early 
You fee he loves me well, up before heaven, 
Truft me, I have found him night-capt at eleven: 
There’s good hope yet: come, I'll relate all to him. 

LExeunt. 


Enter the two Bridegrooms , Captain and Scholar after them, 
Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow changed in Apparel, 
Miftrefs Frances led between two Knights, Sir John Penny- 
Dub and Moll: there meets them a Nobleman, Ss Olivet 
Muck-hill, and Sir Andrew Tipftaff. 


Nob, By your leave, Lady. 

Wid. My Lord, your honour is moft chaftly welcome. 

Nob. Madam, though I came now from Court, I come 
not to flatter you: upon whom can I juftly caft this blot, 
but upon your own forehead, that-know not Ink from 
Milk, fuch is the blind befotting in the ftate of an un- 
headed woman that’s a Widow. For it is the property 
of all you that are Widows (a handful excepted) to hate 
thofé that honeftly and carefully love you , to the 


maintenance of credit, ftate, and pofterity, and ftrongly | 
‘to doat on thofe, that only Jove you to undo you: and 


regard 


eee. , 


regard you leaft, are beft regarded who hate you moft, 
are beft beloved. And if there be but one maa amongtt 
ten thoufand millions of men, that is aceurity difafttous, 
and evilly Planeted ; whom Fortnne beats molt, whom 
God hates moft, and all Societies efteem leaft, that man 
is fure to be a Husband — Such is the peevith Moon that 
rules your blouds, An impudent Fellow beft woes you, 
a fiattering Lip beft wins you, or in mirth, who talks 
roughlielt , is moft fweeteft; nor can you diftingwifh 
truth from forgeries, mifts from fimplicity : witnefs thofe 
two deceitful Moniters, that you have enitertain’d: for 
Bridegrooms. 

Wid... Deceitful-—— 

Pye. Ail will our. 

Cap. *Sfoot, who has blab’d, George? that foolith Ai- 

cholas. : * 
Nob. For, what they have befotted your eafie bloud 
withal, were nought but Forgeries, the Fortune-telling 
for. Husbands. ,and the Conjuring for the Chain, Sir 
| Godfrey heard the falfhood of all: nothing but meer 
»|Knavery, deceit and cozenage,, 

Wid, O-wonderful! indeed [-wondred that my Huf- 
band with all his Craft, could not keep himflf out of 
Purgatory. 

Sir God» And I more wonder, that my Chain fhould 
be gone, and my Taylor had none of it. 

Moll. And 1 wondred moft: of all, that I fhould be 
tyed from Marriage, having fuch a mind to’t: come Sir 

John Penny-Dub, fair-weather om our fide, the Moon has 
“| chang’d fince Yefternight, 

Pye. The fting of every: evil is within me. 

Nob, And that you may perceive | feign not with you, 
behold their Fellow-actor im thofe Forgeries, who full of 
Spleen and Envy at their fo fudden advancements,reveal’d 
all their Plot in anger. 

Pye. BafeSouldier, to revealus. 

Wid. Vst poflible we fhould be blinded fo, and our Eyes 

n? 

Nob. Widow, will you ‘now believe that falfe, which 
too foon you believed. true ? 

Wid. O, tomy fhame, I do. ; 

Sir God, But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was 
truly loft, and ftrangely foung again. 

Nob. Refolve him of that, Souldier. 

Skir. In few words, Knight, then thou wert the Arch- 
Gull of all. 

Sir God. How, Sir ? r ae 

Skir. Nay Vil proveit: for the Chain was but hid in 
the Rofemary-bank all this while, and thou gotft him out 
of Prifon to Conjure for it,who did it admirably fuftianly, 


the Widow of Watling-ftreet. 


asl 


for weed what needed any others, when he knew where 
it was ? 

Sic Gad. O Villafy of Villains! but how came my 
Chainthere ? Ae 

Skir. Where’s Truly.la , Indeed la? he that will not 
Swear, but Lye; he that will not Steal, but Rob: pure 
Nicholas Saint Antlings. 

Sir God, O Villain! one of our Society, 
Deem’d always holy, pure, religions : 
A Puritan, a Phief? when was’tever heard? . 
Soom we'll kilfaman, than ve lou know’ ft. 
Out Slave, PH ready Lon my thy back — 
With mine own hands, . as 

Nich. Dear Mater. oh.’ = 

Nob, Nay Knight, dwellin patience. 
And,now,°Widew, being fo near the Church, ’twere 
great pitty, nay uncharity, to fend you home again with- 
out a Husband: draw near, you of true Worfhip, ftate } 
and-eredit: that -fhrould-not- ftand fo far off from a Wi- 
dow, and fuffer forged fhapes to come between you: Not } 
that in thefe I blemifh the true Title of a Captain, or blot 
the fair margent of aScholar: forI honour worthy and 
deferving partsin the one) and cherififruitful Virtues in 
the other, Come Lady, and you Virgin, beftow your 
Eyes and your pureft affections, upon men of eftimation, 
both in Court and City, that have long woed you, and} 
both with their hearts and wealth; fincerely love you, | 

Sir God, Good Sifter, do: fweet little Frank, thefe are 
men‘ of reputation, you fhall be welcom at Court: a great | 
credit for a Citizen, {weet Sifter. 

Nob. Come, ‘her filence do’s confent to’t. 

Wid. T know not with what Face. 

"ea Pah, pah, with your own Face, they defire no 
other. 

Wid, Pardon me, worthy Sirs, !and my Daughter have 
wrong’d your loves, 

Muck.’ Tis eafily pardon’d, Lady, 
If you vouchfafe it now. 

Wid, With all my Soul. 

Frank, AndI, with all my heart. 

Mol}, Andi, Sir Fohn with Soul, Heart, Lights and all. 

Sir God. They are all mine, oll. 

Nob. Now Lady : 
What honeft Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 
And gladly furnifh you with hand and voice ; 
A happy change, which makes e’en Heaven rejoice, 
Come, enter in your Joyes, you fhall not want, 
For, Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 
But that you fhall have hands enough to give me. 

LExeunt omnes, 


A York{hire 
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Enter Oliver and Raphy two Serving-men, 
Oliv. Ircah Raph, mysyoung Miftrefs is in fuch:a pit- 
fay tiful. paflionaté* humour for the long abfence 

of her Love. vl 

Raph.. Why, can you blame, her ?) why, Apples hang- 
ing longer on the Tree.than when they are ripe, makes 
fo many fallings, wiz. Mad VVenches,,becaufe they are 
not gathered in time, are fain-to drop of themfelves, 
and then tis common. you know, for every Man to. take 
them up. 

Oliv. Mafs thou fayeft true, ’tis common indeed, but 
firrah, is neither our young Malter returned, nor our fel 
low Sam come ftom London ? 

Roph. Neither of either, -as the Puritan: Bawd fays. 
Slid I -hear Sam, Sam’s come, here tarry, come i’faith, 
now my Nofe itches for News. — 

Oliv. And fo doth mine Elbow. 

[Sam calls within, Where are you'there ? 

Sam. Boy, look you walk my, Horfe with difcretion, 
I have rid him fimply, I warrant his. skin fticks to his 
back with very heat, if he fhould.catch cold and get the 
cough of the lungs, I were well ferved, were I not? What 
Raph and Oliver? 

Amb, Honelt fellow Sam, welcome i’faith. what tricks 
haft thou brought,from London ? 

Furnifh’d with things from London, 

Sam. You fee 1 am hang’d after the trueft fafhion , 
three Hats, and two Glafles bobbing upon them, two re- 
bato wyers upon my breaft, a Cap-cafe by my fide, a bruth 
at my back, an Almanack in my pocket, and:three Bal. 
lads in my codpiece ; nay, 1am the true picture of acom. 
mon ferving-man. 

Obv. V'll {wear thou art, thou may’ft fet up when thon 
wilt, there’s many a one begins with lefs 1 can tell thee, 
that proves a rich mane’r he dyes, but what’s the News 
from London, Sam? 

Raph. 1 that’s well fed, what is the News from London, 
— My young Miftrefs keeps fuch a puling for her 

ove. 

Sam. Why the more fool fhe, I, the more ninny-ham- 
mer fhe, 

Oliv, Why, Sam, why ? . 

Sam, Why, he is married to another long ago. 

Amb. Faith ye jeft. 

Sam. Why, did you not know that till now? Why, 
he’s married, beats his Wife, and has two or three Chil. 
dren by her: for you muft note, that any Woman bears 
the more when the is beaten. 

Kaph. | that’s true, for fhe bears the blows. 

Oliv. Sirrah Sam, 1 would not for two years wages 
my young Miftrefs knew fo much, fhe’d run upon the left 


rm a 


a 


hand of her: wit, and ne’r be her own Womatragain. 


Sam. And {think fhe was bleft in her Cradle, that'hé 
never came in her bed why, he has confumed all, pawn’d | 
his Lands, and made his Univerfity Brother‘{tand in wax 
for him; Theres a fine phrafe for'a Scrivener, puh, he 
owes more'than his skin is worth, 

Oiiv.1s’t poflible ? 

Sam; Nay, Vil tell you moreover, -he. calls his VVife 
Whore, as familiarly as one would call Aol and Doll, and 
Children Baftards, as naturally as canbe; but what have 
we here? :b.thought *twas»fomething ‘pull’d: down my 
Breeches ;. I quite forgot my two poting dticks, thefe came 
from London, now any thing isgood here that comes from 
London. 

Oliv. I, far fetcht you know. toc SIRE 

Sam. But {peak in your Confcience i’faith, have not we 
as good poting ticks th’ Country as need to be put ith? | 
fice, the mind of a thing isallj and as thot faid%teven 
now, far tetch’d are the beft things for Ladies, 

Oliv, 1, and for waiting-gentlewomeén too; 

Sam. But Raph, is ourBeer fowre this Thunder ? 

Raph. No, no, it holds countenance yer. 3 

Sam, Why then follow me, VH teach. you the fineft 
humour to be drunk ‘in, ; I learn’d'it at London laft week. 

Amb, Faith Jet's hear it, lets hear it, 

Sam, The braveft humour, ’twould ‘doa:man good to } 
be drunk init, they call it knighting «id London, when 
they drink upon their: knees, ; 

Amb, Faith that’s excellent. 

Sam, Come follow me, I'll give you all the degrees of 
it in order, LExeunt. 


Enter Wife. 


Wife. What will become of us? all will away. 
My Husband never ceafes in expence, 
Both to confume his Credit and his Houfe. 
And ’tis fet down by Heavens juft decree, 
That Riots Child muff needs be Beggery. 
Are thefe the Vertues that his Youth did promife? 
Dice and voluptuous Meetings, midnight Revels, 
Taking his Bed with furfeits; {II befeeming 
The ancient honour of his Houfe and Name : 
And this not all, but that which kills me moft, 
When he recounts his lofles and falfe fortunes, 
The weaknefs of his ftate fo much dejected, 
Not asa man repentant, but half mad, 
His fortunes cannot anfwer his expence : 
He fits and fallenly locks up his arms, 
Forgetting Heaven, looks downward, which makes 
Him appear fo dreadful, that he frights my heart: 
Walks heavily, as if his foul were earth; 
Not penitent for thofe his fins are paft, : 
ut 
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I will for ever hold thee in contempty 4 yh '' + 
And never touch the Sheets that cover the, 
But be divore’d in Bed, till thouconfent, 
Thy dowry fhall be fold to.give new life 
Unto thofe pleafures which 1 moft affect. 
Wife. Sir, do but turna gentle eye on me, 
And what the Law fhall give me leave to do, 
You fhall command. 
Huf. Look it be done, fhall 1 want duft, 
And like a Slave wear nothing in my pockets, 
[Holds bis Hands in his Pockets. 
But my hands to fillthem up with nails? 
Oh much againft my bloody let it be done, 
I was never made to be a looker on : 
A Bawd to Dice; Vil fhake the Drabs my felf, 
And make them yield ; | fay, look it be done, 
Wife. | take my leave, it fhall. [Exit. 
Huf. Speedily, {peedily, | hate the very hour I chofe 
a’ Wife, a trouble, trouble, three Children like three evils 
hang upon:me, fie, fie, fie, ftrumpet and baftards, ftrum- 
pet and baftards. 


But vext, his money cannot make them laft ; 
A fearful melancholy, ungodly forrow. ' 
Oh yonder he comes, now indefpight of ills ° 
Vil fpeak to him, and I will hear him fpeak, 
And do my beft to drive it from his heart, 


Enter Husband. 


Huf. Pox of the laft throw, it made 
Five hundred Angels vanifh from my fight : 
Pm damo’d, ?'m damn’d, the Angels have forfook me ; 
Nay ’tis certainly true: for he that has no coyn, 
jis damn’d in this world; he’s gone, he’s gone. 
Wife. Dear Husband. 
Hof, Ob! moft punifhmentof all, I have a Wife. 
Wife, | doentreat you, as you love your Soul, 

Tell. me the caufe of this your difcontent. 
Hnf. A vengeance {trip thee naked, thou art caufe, 
Effect, quality, property, thou, thou, thou. [Exits 

Wife. Bad turn’d to worfe ? 
Both beggery-of the Soul as of the Body, 
And fo much unlike himfelf at firft, 
As if fome vexed Spirit had got his form upon him. 


Enter three Gentlemen, hearing him. 


1 Gent, Still do thefe loathforhe thoughts jar on your 
Tongue ? 
Your elf to {tain the honour of your Wife, 
Nobly defcended ; thofe whom Men call mad, 
Endangers others, but he’s more than mad 
That wounds himfelf, whofe own words 
Do proclaimit is not fit, I pray forfake it. 
2Gent. Good Sir, let modefty reprove you. 
3 Gent. Let honeft kindnefs fway: fo much with you. 
Huf, God den, | thank you, Sir, how doyou? adieu, | 


am glad tofee you, farewel inftructions, Admonitions. 
[Exenat Gent. 


Enter Husband again. 


He comes again, 
He fays l am the caufe, I never yet 
Spoke lefs than words of duty and of love. 
Hof. \f marriage be honourable , then Cuckolds are 
‘honourable, for they cannot be made without marriage. 
Fool, what meant | to marry to get Beggars ? 
Now muft my eldeft Son be a Kuave or nothing, he can- 
‘not live but upo’th’ fool, for he will have no Land to 
maintain him: that mortgage fits like a fnafile upon mine 
Inheritance, and makes me chaw upon Iron. 
My fecond Son mutt be a promoter, and my third a 
Thief, or an under-putter, 4 Slave Pander. 
Oh beggery, beggery, to what bafe ufes doth it put aman, 
I think the Devil {corns to be a Bawd: How now, firrah 2? what would you? 
He bears himfelf more proudly, Ser, Only to certifie you, fir, that my Miftrefs was 
Has more care on his credit. met by the way, by them who were fent for her up. to 
Bafe, flavith, abject, filthy poverty. | London by her: honourable Unckle, yout Worhhips late 
Wife. Good Sir, by all our vows | do befeech you, | Guardian. 
Shew me the true caufe of yonr difcontent. Huf. So, Sir, then fhe is gone; and fo may you be, 
Huf. Money, money, Money, and thou muft fupply me. | But let her look the thing be done fhe wots of, 
Wife. Alas, 1am the leaft caufe of your difcontent. Or Hell will ftand more pleafant than her Honfe at home. 


Yet what is mine, either in Rings or Jewels, [Exit Servaute 


Ufe to your own defire, but I befeech you, a 
As youare a Gentleman by many bloods, _ Enter a Gentleman. 


Though I my felf be out of your refpect, 
Think on the ftate of thefe three lovely Boys Gent. Well or ill met, I care not, 
Huf. No, nor I. 


You have been Father to. jy : 
Huf. Pub, Baftards, Baftards, Baftards, begot in tricks,| Gent. I amcome with confidencetochide you. - 
Hof, Who me? chide me? do’t finely then; let it not 


begot in tricks. 
ile move me, for if thou chid’{t me angry, I fhall ftrike. 


Enter a Servant. 


Wife. Heaven knows how thofe words wrong me, or if tl a 
But I'll endure thefe griefs among a thoufand more ; Gent. Strike thine own follies, for it is they 
Oh call to mind your Lands already mortgag’d, Deferve to be well beaten; weare now in private, 
Your felf wound into debts, your hopeful Brother There’s none but thou and I, thou art fond and peevihh, 
At the Univerfity into bonds for you, An unclean Rioter, thy Lands and Credit 
Liketo be feiz’d upon. And—— Lie now both fick of a confumption, _ 
Huf, Ha’ done, thou Harlot, | am forry for thee, that Man fpends with fhame, 
That with his Riches doth confume his Name, 


Whom though for fafhion | married, 
Think’{t thou thy words And fuch art thou. 


fare ? fall off to thy friends, Huf. Peace. tgs 
Gent. Ng, thou fhalt hear me further. 


Thy Fathers and fore-fathers worthy Honours, 
Which were. our Country Monuments, our Grace; 


1A whit in bumour : 


| And revel in your company : curb’d in? ich oF 
Shall it be faid in all focicties, : Follies in thee begin now to deface. 
\ That I broke cuftom ?. that | flag’d in money ? The fpring time of thy youth did fairly promife 
\No, thofe thy Jewels I will play as freely, Such a moft fruitful faummer to thy Friends, 

As when my ftate was fulleft. it {carce can enter into mens beliefs, 

Wifes Be it fo. Such dearths fhould hang on thee, we that feeit, 
oteft, and take that forian carneft, Are forry to believe it : in ~ change, 
aaa 3 


Huf. Nay 1 pr 
; He spurns her. 


CT a a a 
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|| To make new league between us, and redeem 
His Virtues with his Lands. 

Ser. I fhould think fo : Miftrefs, if he fhould not now 
be kind to you, and love you, and cherifh you up, I fhould 
think the Devil himfelf kept open houfe in him, 

Wife. | doubt not but he will now, prithee leaye me, 
I think I hear him coming, : 

Ser, lam gone. Exit, 
Wife, By this good means I fhall preferve my Lands, 
And free my Husband out of Ufurers hands ; 
Now there is no need of fale, my Uncle’s kind, 

I hope, if ought, this will content his mind, 
Here comes my Husband. 


This voice into all places will be hurl’d ; 

Thou ahd the Devil has deceiv’d the World, 
finf. Vil not endure thee, 

Gent, But of all the worft, } 
Thy virtuous Wife, right honourably allied, 
Thou haft proclaim’d a ftrumper, 

Auf. Nay then know thee, ; k 
Thou art her Champion thou, her private friend, 
The party you wot on. 

Gent. Oh ignoble thought, 
Tam paft my patient blood, fhall I ftand idle 
And fee my reputation touch’d to death ? 

Huf. This has gal’d you, has it ? 

Gent. No montter, | prove ; 

My thoughts did only tend to virtuous love, 
Auf: Love of her virtues? there it goes, 
Gent. Bate fpirit, to lay chy hate upon 

The fruitful honour of thine own bed. 


[They fight, and the Husband is hurt. 
Hf, Oh. 


Gent. Wilt thou yield it yet ?- 
Auf. Sir, Sir, | have not done with you. 
Gent. Ihope, nor ne’r fhall do, [Fight again. 
Huf. Have you got tricks? are you in cunning with me? 
Gent. No, plain and right. 
He needs no cunning that for truth doth fight. 

CAufoand falls down, 

Huf. Hard fortune, am 1 level’d with the ground ? 

Gent. Now, Sir, you lye at mercy. 

Hf. 1, you Slave. 

Gent. Alas, that hate fhould bring us to our Grave, 
You fee, my Sword’s not thirfty for your life, 
Iam forrier for your wound, than your felf ; 
Y’are of a virtuous Houle, thew Virtuous deeds, 
’Tis not your honour, ’tis your folly bleeds : 
Much good has been expected in your life, 
Cancel not all Mens hopes, you have a Wiie, 
Kind and obedient, heap not wrongful fhame 
On her and your pofterity : let only fin be fore, 
And by this fall, rife never to fall more, 

And fo I leave you, 

Huf. Has the Dog left me then, 

After his tooth has left me ? Oh, my heart 
Would fain leap after him, revenge I fay, 

I’m mad:to be reveng’d, my {trumpet Wife, 

Itis thy quarrel that rips thus my flefh, 

And makes my breaft {pit blood, but thou fhalt bleed : 
Vanquifh’d ? got down? unable €’en to {peak ? 

Surely ’tis want of money makes Men weak, 

I, "twas that o’rthrew me, I'd ne’r been down elfe.. [Exie. 


Enter Husband. 


Huf. Now, are you come? where’s the money ? let’s 
fee the money, is the rubbith fold ? thofe wife-akers your 
Lands, why then, the money , where is it? pour it 
down, down with it, down with it: I fay pour’t on the 
ground, let’s fee it, let’s fee it, 

Wife. Good Sir, keep but in patience, and I ho 
My words fhall like you well, I brin 
Comfort than the fale of my Dowry, 


ning fortunes, provided a place for you at Court, of worth 
and credit ; which fo much overjoyed me—__ 

Hu: Out on thee, filth, over and over-joyed, 
When Pm in torment. CJpurns her. 
Thou politick whore, fubtiller than nine Devils, was 
this thy journey to Nunck, to fet down the hiftory of 
me, my ftate and fortunes : 
Shall I, that dedicated my felf to pleafure, be now con. 
fin’d in fervice to crouch, and ftand like an old man i’¢h’ 
hams, my Hat off? I that could never abide to uncover 


my head i’th’ Church: bafe flut, this fruit bears thy com. 
plaints. 


Wife. Oh, heaven knows, 
That my complaints were praifes, and beft words 
Of you, and your eftate 3 only my friends 
Knew of your mortgag’d Lands, and were pofleft 
Of every accident before I came, 
If you fnfpect it but a plot in me, 
To keep my dowry, or for mine own good, 
Or my poor Childrens (though it fuits a mother 
To fhew a natural care in their reliefs) 
Yet I'll forget my felf to calm your blood, 
Confume it, as your Pleafure counfels you, 
And all I with, e’n clemency affords, 
Give me but pleafant looks, and modeft words, 
Hug. Money,whore,money,or Pi--. [ Draws his Dagger, 


LExit. 


Enter Wife ina riding fate, with a Serving-man. 


Ser. Faith, Miftrefs, if it may not be prefumption 
In me to tell you fo, for his excufe 
You had fimall reafon, knowing his abufe. 

Wife. I grant I had, but alas, 
Why thould our faults at home be fpread abroad ? 
Tis grief enough within doors ; at firft fight 
Mine Uncle could run or his prodigal life 


Enter a Servant haftily, 


What the Devil? how now ? thy hafty News ? 

Ser, May it pleafe you, Sir, 

Huf. What, 
Speak, Villain 
quick, fhort. 

Ser, Why, Sir, a Gentleman from the Univerfity ftays 
below to fpeak with you. 

Huj. From the Univerfity ? fo, Univerfity, 

hat long word runs through me, Exit. 

Wife. Was ever Wife fo wretchedly befet ? 
Had not this News {tep’d in between, the point 
Had offered violence unto my breaft, 

That which fome Women cai] Seat mifery, 
Would thew but little here, would {carce be feen 
Among my miferies: | may compare 

For wretched Fortunes, with all Wives that 
Nothing willpleafe him, until all be nothi 


may I not look upon my Dagger ? 
> orl will execute the’ Point on thee : 


Knew of his mortgag’d lands, his friends in bonds, 

Himfelf withered with debt ;_and in that minute 

Had I added his nfage and unkindnefs, 

"T would have confounded every thought of good : 

Where now, fathering his riots on his youth, 
Which time and tame experience will fhake off, 

Guefling his kindnefS to me (as I fmooth’d him 

| With all the skill] had) though his deferts 
Are in form uglier than an unthap’d Bear. 

He’s ready to prefer him to fome Office 

a good and fure relief 

To all his ftooping fortunes, "twill be a means, 


are, 


ng. 


I hope, 
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He eailis it flavery to be preferr’d, 
| A place of credit, a bafe fervitude. 
What fhall become of me, and my poor Children ? 
Two here, and one at Nurfe, my pretty beggars, 
I fee how ruine with a palfie hand 
Begins to fhake the ancient feat,to dutt : 
The heavy weight of forrow draws my lids 
Over my darkith eyes: I can fearce fee; 
Thus grief will laft, it wakes and fleeps with me. 


Enter the Husband with the Mafter of the Colledge. 


Huf. Pleafe you draw near, Sir, y’are exceeding wel- 
come. 

Mast, That’s my doubt, I fear 1 come not to be wel- 
come, 

Huf. Yes, howfoever. 

Mast. "Tis not my fathion , Sir, to dwell in long cir. 

cumf{tance, but to be plain and effectual 5 therefore to the 
purpofe. 
The caufe of my fetting forth was pitious and lamenta- 
ble ; that hopeful young Gentleman your Brother, whofe 
virtues we all love dearly, through your default and un- 
natural negligence , lies in bond executed for your debt, 
a Prifoner, all his ftudies amazed, his hope {truck dead, 
and the pride of his youth muffled in thefe dark clouds of 
oppreflion. 

Auf. Hum, hum, hum. 

Mast. O you have kill’d the towardeft hope of all our 
Univerfity, wherefore without repentance and amends, 
expect ponderous and fudden judgments to fall grievoufly 
upon you ; your Brother, a man who profited in his di. 
vine imployments, and might have made ten thoufand 
fouls fit for heaven, now by your carelefs courfes caft into 
prifon, which you muft anfwer for, and affure your fpirit 
it will come home at length, 

HAiuf. O God, oh, 

«Mast. Wife men think ill of you, others {peak ill 
of you, noman loves you, nay, even thofe whom hone- 
fty condemns, condemn you: and take this from the 
virtuous affection 1 bear your Brother, never look for 
profperous hour, good thoughts, quiet fleep, contented 
walks, nor any thing that makes man perfect, till you 
redeem him: what is your anfwer? how will you be- 
ftow him? upon defperate mifery, or better hopes? | 
fuffer till I hear your anfwer. 4 

Huf. Sir, you have much wrought with me, f feel you 
in my foul, you are your Arts matter. 

I never had fenfe till now ; your fyllables have cleft me, 
both for your words and pains I thank you: I cannot but 
acknowledge gtievous wrongs done to my Brother, migh. 
ty, mighty, mighty, mighty wrongs, 

Within there. 


Enter a Servingman. 


Hof. Fillmeabowlof Wine. Alas, poor Brother, 
Bruifed with an execution for my fake. 

Mast. Abdruvife indeed makes many a mortal fore, _ 
Till the Grave cure them. j Enter with Wine. 

Huf. Sir, begin to you, y’ave chid your welcome, 

east. 1 could have wifht it better for your fake, 
I pledge you, Sir, to the kind man in prifon. 

Huf. Let it be fo. ' 
Now, Sir, if you pleafe, to {pend but a few minutes in 
walking about my grounds below , my man fhall here 
attend you : I doubt not but by that time to be furnifht 
of a fufficient anfwer, and therein my Brother fully fa- 
tisfied, 

. Good Sir, in that the Angels would be pleafed, 
andthe World's murmurs calm’d, and J fhould fay, 1 fet 
forth then upon a lucky day. a LExit. 

Huf. O thou confufed man , thy pleafant fins have un- 
done thee, thy damnation has begger’d thee, that heaven 


fhould fay we mutt not fin, and yet made women: gives 
our fenfes way to find pleafare , which being found; con- 
founds us, why fhould we know thofe things fo much mif- 
ufe us? Owould virtue had been forbidden » we fhould' 


then have proved all virtuous, for ’tis our blood to love | 


what we are forbidden, what man would have been for- 
bidden , what man would have been fool to a beaft, and 
zany to a fwine, to fhew tricks inthe mire, what is there 
in three Dice, to make .a man draw thrice three thoufand 
acres into the compafs of a-little round table, and.with 
the Gentlemans palfie in the hand fhake out his pofterity, 
thieves, or beggars ; ’tis done, have don’t i’faith : ter- 
ible, horrible mifery, how well was I left , very 
well, very well. 

My Lands fhewed like @ Full-Moon about me; but 
now the Moon's in the laft Quarter, waining, wain- 
ing, and lam mad to think that Moon was mine; mine 
and my Fathers, and my Fore-fathers Generations, Gene- 
rations, down goes the Houfe of us, down, down it finks# 
Now isthe namea Beggar, begs in me that name which 
hundreds of years has made this Shire famous; in me 
and my pofterity runs out, : 

In my Seed five are made miferable befides my felf, my 
Riot is now my Brothers Jaylor, my Wifes fighing, my 
three Boyes penury, and mine own confufion. 

(He tears his Hair. 
Why fit my Hairs upon my curfed Head ? 
Will not this Poifon fcatter them? oh my Brother’s 
In Execution among Devils that ftretch him: 
And make him give; and 1 in want, 
Not able for to live, nor to redeem him. 
Divines and dying men may talk of Hell, 
But in my heart her feveral torments dwell, 
Slavery and mifery. Who in this cafe 
Would not take up money upon his Soul ? 
Pawn his Salvation, live at intereft 
I, that did ever in abundance dwell, 
For me to want, exceeds the throes of Hell. 


— 


Enter his little Son, witha Top and Scourge, 


Son. What ail you, Father, are you not well, I cannot 
fcourge my Topas long as you ftand fo; youtake up all 
the room with your wide Legs, puh, you cannot make me 
afraid with this, I fear no Vizards, nor bugbears, 


He takes up the Child by the Skirts of bis long Coat in one hand, 
and draws his Dagger with the other. 


Hof. Up Sir, for here thou haft no inheritance left. 
Som. Oh what will you do, Father, I 4m your white 
Boy. LStrikes him. 
Hof, Thou fhalt be my red Boy, take that. 

Son, Oh you hurt me Father, 

Huf: My eldelt Beggar, thou fhalt not live to ask an’ 
Ufurer bread, tocry ata great mans Gate,or follow,Good 
your Honour,by a Coach, no, nor your Brother: ’tis Cha- 
rity to brain you. 

Son. How thall I learn now my Head’s broke ? 

Hof. Bleed, bleed, rather thanbeg, beg. [tabs him. 
Be not thy names difgrace : 

Spurn thou thy Fortunes firft, if they be bafe: 

Come view thy fecond Brother: Fates, 

My Childrens bloud fhall {pin into your Faces, 

You fhall. fee, 

How confidently we fcorn beggery. [Exit with his Son. 

Enter a eMaid with a Child inher Arms, the 
Mother by her afleep. 


Maid. Sleep, f{weetBabe,forrow makes thy Mother fleep, 
[t boads fall good when heavinefs falls fo deep, 
Huth, pretty Boy, thy hopes might have been better, 
Tis loft at Dice, what ancient honour won, i 
Hard | 
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Hard when the Father plays away the Son: 
Nothing but mifery ferves in this Houle, 
Ruine and defolation; ob. 


Enter Husband with the Boy bleeding. 


Huf. Whore, give me that Boy. 
[Ae ftrives with her for the (bild. 
Maid. Ohhelp, help, out alas, murder, murder, 
Huf. Are you gofliping, prating fturdy quean, 
I'll break your clamour with your Neck, 
Down ftairs; tumble, tumble, head long. 
[ Ale throws her down. 
So, the fureft way to charm a Womans Tongue, 
Is break her Neck, a Politician did it, 
Sou, Mother, Mother, I am kill’d, Mother. 
{His Wife awakes, and catcheth up the youngest. 
Wife. Ha, who's that cry’d? Ome my Children, 
Both, both; bloudy, bloudy. 
Huf. Strumpet, let go the Boy, let go the Beggar. 
Wife. Oh my fweet Husband, 
Auf. Filth, Harlot. 
Wife. Ob, what will youdo, dear Husband ? 
Huf. Give me the Baftard. 
Wife, Your own fweet Boy. 
Hu. There are too many Beggars. 
Wife. Good my, Husband. 
Auf, Do’ft thou prevent me fill? 
Wife. Oh God ! 
[Stabs at the Child inher arms, and gets it from ber. 
Hof. Have at his Heart. 
Wife. Oh my dear Boy. 
Hef. Brat, thou fhalt not live to fhame thy Honfe. 
Wife. Oh Heaven, [She is hurt and finks down. 
Huf. And perifh, now be gone, 
There’s Whores enow, atd want would make thee one. 


Enter a lufty Servant. 


Ser. Oh Sir, what deeds are thefe ? 
Af. Bafe flave, my Vaflall, 

Com’ft thou between my fury to queftion me? 
Ser. Were you the Devil, 1 would hold you, Sir. 
Huf. Hold me? prefumption, I'll undo thee for it. 
Ser. *Sbloud, you have undone us all, Sir. 
Auf. Tug at thy Mafter? 
Ser, Tug at a Montter. 
Huf. Havel no power? fhall my Slave Fetter me? 
Ser. Nay then the Devil wraftles, Iam thrown. 

(Husband overcomes him, 
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Enter Malter and two Servants. wines 
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Ser; Oh the moft pittious deed, Sir, fince you camew 
Mafter. A deadly greeting ; hath he fumm/d upsthefe 
To fatisfie his Brother ? here’s another, 1 
And by the bleeding Infants, the dead Mother, 
Wife. Oh, oh. a 
Master, Surgeons, Surgeons, fhe recovers life, 
One of his men all faint and bloudied. 
1 Ser. Follow, our murderous Mafter has took 
Horfe to kill his Child at nurfe, oh follow quickly. 
Mafter. tam the readieft, it fhall be my charge 
To raife the Town upon him. 
(Exit Maftert avd Servants, 
1 Ser. Good Sir follow him, 
Wife, Oh my Children. 
 r Ser. How is it my moft affiicted Miftrefs ? 
Wife. Why do I now recover? why half live ? 
To fee my Children bleed before mine Eyes, 
A fight, able to kill a Mothers Breaft without 
An Executioner ; what, art thou mangled too ? 
1 Ser. [thinking to prevent what his quick mifchiefs 
Had fo foon acted, came and rufht upon him, 
We ftrugled, but a fouler ftrength than his 
Ore-threw me with his Arms, then be did bruife me, 
And rent my flefh, and rob’d me of my Hair, 
Like a man mad in Execution, 
Made me unfit to rife and follow him. 
Wife. What is it hath beguil’d him of all grace? 
And ftole away humanity from his Breaft, 
To flay his Children, purpofed to kill his Wife, 
And fpoil his Servants. 


Enter two Servants. 


Both. Pleafe you leave this accurfed place, 
A Surgeon waits within. 
Wife. Willing to leave it; 
Tis guilty of {weet bloud, innocent bloud, 
Murder hath took this Chamber with full hands, 
And will not out as long as the Houfe ftands. [Exennt. 


Enter Husband, a being thrown of bis 
Horfe, and falls. 


Hef. Oh ftumbling Jade, the Spavin overtake thee, 
The fifty Difeafes ftop thee : 
Oh, Iam forely brmis’d, Plague founder thee, 
Thou run’ft at eafe and pleafure, heart of chance, 


Hof. Oh Villain, now Pil tug thee, now I’ll tear thee, | To throw me now, within a flight o’ th’ Town, 


Set quick Spurs to my Vaflall, bruife him, trample him; 
So, [think thou wilt not follow me in hafte. 
My Horfe ftands ready fadled, away, away, 
Now to my Brat at Nurfe, my fucking Beggar ; 
Fates, Pll not leave you one to trample on. 
LThe Mafter meets him. 
¢eMafter. How is’t with you Sir, me-thinks you look 
of a diftracted colour. 
Huf. Who, 1 Sir ? ’tis but your fancy, 
Pleafe you walkin, Sir, and I’ll foon refolve you, 
I want one finall part to make up the fumm, 
And then my Brother fhall reft fatisfied. 
eMafter..1 fhall be glad to fee it, Sic, Pllattend you. 
LExeunt, 
Ser. Ob, I am fcarce able to heave up my felf, 
He has fo bruis’d me with his devillifh weight, 
And torn my flefh with his bloud-hafty Spur, 
A man before of eafie conftitution, 
Till now Hells power fupplied, to his Souls wrong, 
Oh how damnation can make weak men ftrong. 


In fuch plain even ground, 
’Sfoot, a man may Dice uponit, and throw away the 
Meadows, ah filthy Beaft. 

Cry within. Follow, follow, follow. 

Hf: Ha? Lhear founds of men, like Hue and Cry ; 
Up, Up, and ftruggle to my Horfe, make on, 
Difpatch that little Beggar, and all’s done. 

(ry within, Here, this way, this way. 

Hf. At my back ? oh, 

What fate have I, my. Limbs deny me to go, 
My will is bated, Beggery claims a part, 
Oh I could here reach to the Infants heart. 


Enter Matter of the Colledge, three Gentlemen, 
and others with Halberds. 


ell. Here, here, yonder, yonder. 

Mafter. Unnatural, flinty, more than barbarous, 
The Scythians in their marble-hearted fates, 
Could not have ated more remorfelefs deeds 
In their relentlefS natures, than thefe of thine: 
Was this the anfwer I long waited on, 
The fatisfaction for thy Prifoned Brother ? 


SE ee 


Stina ipsceippaniasitds euceah x 
-Huf. He can have no more of us than our skins, 
And fome of them want but fleaing. 
1 Gent. Great fins have made him impudent. 
Ma/ft. Has fhed fo much blood, that he cannot bluth. 
2 Gent. Away with him, bear him to the Jultices, 
A Gentlemafiof Worfhip dwellgat hand 
There fhall his\d@eds be blazed. 
Huf. Why alkthe better; 
My glory ’tis to-have my action known, 
I grieve for nothing, but I mift of one, 
Maft. There’s little of a father in that grief: 
Bear him away. LExennt. 


) 


Enter a Knight, with two or three Gentlemen. 


Knight. Endangered fo his Wife, murdered his Chil. 
dren? 
1 Gent, Sothe cry goes. 
Knight. dam forry | ere knew him. 
That ever he took life and natural being 
From fuch an honoured ftock, and fair defcent, 
Till this black minute without ftain or blemifh, 
1 Gent, Here come the men. 


Enter the Maller of the Colledge, and.the rest 
with the Prifoner. 


Knight. The Serpent of his houfe: Pme forry for this | O were it lawful that your pretty fouls 


time, chat | am in place of Juftice. 
«Mast. Pleafe you, Sir. 
Knight. Do not repeat it twice, I know too much, 
Would it had ne’ke been thought on. Yo" ~~! 
Sir, I bleed for you. = 
- 1 Gent. Your father’s forrows are alive.in me : 
What made you fhew fuch monftrous cruelty ? 
Huf. In a word, Sir, 
Ihave confiim’d all, plaid away long acre, 
And I thought it the charitableft deed I could do 
To cozen Beggery, and knock my houfeo’th’head. _ 
Knight, 1 do not think, but in To morrow’s judgment, 
The terrour will fit clofer to your foul, 
When the dread thought of Death remembers you ; 
To further which, take this fad voice from me, 
Never was act plaid more unnaturally. : 
Huf. 1 thank you, Sir. 
Knight. Golead himtothe Jayl 
Where Juftice claims all, oe pity fail. 
with me, 
Huf. Come, come, away seit 
Mast, Sir, you deferve the worfhip of your place, 
Would all did fo, in you the Law is grace. 
Knight. It is my with it fhould be fo, 
Ruinous man, the defolation of his houle, 
The blot upon his Predeceffor’s honour’d name : “ 
That man is neareft fhame, that is paftfhame. _ [Ex#. 
Enter Husband with the Officers, the Mafter and Gen- 
tlemen, as going by bis Houfe. 


’ | am right againft my -houfe, feat of my Ance- 
oe hear on Wife’s alive, but much endangered; let 
me intreat to f peak with her before the prifon gripe me. 


Enter his Wife brought in a C. hair. 


_ See, here fhe comes of her felf. 
rife ac {weet husband, my dear diftreffed husband, 
now in the hands of unrelenting Laws, my greateft for- 
row, my extremeft bleeding , now my foul bleeds. 
Hof, How now ? kind tome? did not I wound thee, 


leave thee for dead? 
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Wife. Tut, far greater wounds did my breatt feel, 
Unkindnefs {trikes a deeper wound thai {teel, 
You have been {till unkind to me. 
uf, Faith, and fo I think I have; 
[ did my murders roughly out of hand, 
De!perate and fudden, but thowhatt devis’d 
A fine way now to kill me, thou haft given my eyes 
Seven wounds apiece 5 now glides the Devil from 
Me, departs at.every joint, heaves up my nails. 
O catch him new torments, that were ne’re invented : 
Bind him one thoufand more, you blefled Angels, ° 
In that bottomlefs pit, let him not rife 
To make men act unnatural Tragedies, 
To {pread into a Father, and in fury, 
Make him bis Childrens Executioners, 
Murder his Wife, his Servants, and who not ? 
For that man’s dark, where Heaven is quite forgot. 
Wife. O.my repefitant husband ! 
Huf. My dear foul, whom I too. much have wrong’d 
For death I die, and for this I have long’d. 
Wife. Thou fhould’ft not (be,aflured) for thefe faults 
Die, if the Law could forgive as foon as I. 
[Children laid out. 


ee 


Huf. What fight is yonder? 
Wife. O our two bleeding Boys 
Laid forth upon the threfhold, 


(crack, 
Huf. Here’s weight enough to make 


a heart-ftring 


Might look from Heaven into your Father’s eyes, 
Then fhould you fee the penitent glafles melt, , 
And both your murders fhoot upon my cheeks. 
ButsYou are playing inthe Angels laps, 

And will not look.on me 

Who void of grace, kill’d you in beggery. 

O that I might my wifhes now attain, 

I fhould then wifh you living were again ; 


| Though I did beg with you, which thing I fear’d, 


O ’twas the enemy my eyes fo blear’d. 
QO would you could pray Heaven me to forgive, 
Fhat will unto: my end repentant live. 

Wife. It makes me e’en forget all other forrows, 
And leave part with this, 

Officer, Come, will you go? 

Huf, Vil kifs the blood 1 fpilt, and thea Pll go, 

My foul is bloodied, well may my lips be fo. 
Farewel, dear Wife, now thou and 1 muft part, 
I of thy wrongs, repent me with my heart, 

Wife. O flay, thou fhalt not go. 

Huf. That’s but in vain, you fee it muft be fo. 
Farewel ye bloody afhes of my Boys, 

My punifhments are their eternal joys. 

Let every Father look well ‘into his deeds, 

And then their Heirs may profper, while mine bleeds. 
[Exit Husband with Officers, 

Wife. More wretched am I now in this diftrefs, 
Than former forrows made me, 

eMaft. O kind Wife, be comforted, 

One joy is yet unmurdered, 
You have a Boy at nurfe, your joy’s in him. 

Wife. Dearer than all is my poor husband’s life : 
Heaven give my body ftrength; which is yet faint: 
With much expence of blood, and | will kneel, 

Sue for his life, number up all my friends 
To plead for pardon for my dear husband’s life. 
Mast. Was it in man to wound fo kind a creature ? 
Pll ever praife a woman for thy fake, 
I muft return with grief, my anfwer’s fet, 
I hall bring news weighs heavier than the debt. 
Two Brothers, the one in bond lies overthrown, 
This on a deadlier execution. 
LExenunt omnes. 
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eAdtus Primus. 


Enter Atey with Thunder and Lightning, all in black, with 
a burning Torch in one hand, and a bloudy Sword in the 
other hand; and prefently let there come forth a Lyon run. 
ning after a Bear, or any other Beast, then come forth an 
Archer, who muft kill the Lyon in a dumb fhow, andthen 


depart, Remain Atey. 

A With hideous noife fearing the trembling 
Trees; 

With yelling clamouts fhaking all the Earth, 

Traverft the Groves, and chac’t the wandring Beafts: 

Long did he range among the fhady Trees, 

And drave the filly Beafts before his Face 5 

When fuddenly from out a thorny Buf 

A dreadful Archer with his Bow ybent, 

Wounded the Lyon with a difimal fhaft, 

So he him ftrook, that it drew forth the bloud, 

And fill’d his furious heart with fretting ire ; 

But all in vain he threatneth Teeth and Paws, 

And fparkleth fire from forth his flaming Eyes, 

For the fharp fhaft gave him a mortal wound : 

So valiant Brute, the terrour of the World, 

Whaofe only looks did fcare his Enemies, 

The Archer Death brought to his lateft end. 


Atey. 
In penam fettatur & Umbra. 


Mighty Lyon, Ruler of the Woods, 
Of wondrous ftrength and great proportion, 


r 
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RUTUS. 


Scena Prima. 


Oh what may long abide above this ground, 


In ftate of blifs and healthful happinefs ! (Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Brutus carried in a Chair , Locrine, Camber, Al- 
banact, Corineius, Guendelin, Affaracus, Debon, 
Thrafimachus. 


Brutus. Moft loyal Lords, and faithful Followers, 

That have with me, unworthy General, 

Paffed the greedy Gulf of th’ Ocean, 

Leaving the Confines of fair Italy, 

Behold, your Brutus draweth nigh his end, 

And 1 muft leave you, though againft my will 

My finews fhrunk,my numbered fenfes fail, 

A chilling cold poffefleth all my Bones, 

Black ugly Death with vifage pale and wan, 

Prefents himfelf before my dazled Eyes, 

And with his Dart prepared is to ftrike : 

Thefe Arms, my Lords, thefe never daunted Arms, 

That oft have quell’d the courage of my Foes, 

And eke difmay’d my Neighbour’s arrogance, 

Now yield to Death, o’relaid with crooked Age, 

Devoid of ftrength and of their proper force ; 

Even as the lufty Cedar worn with years, 

That far abroad her dainty odour throws, 

*Mongft all the Daughters of proud Lebanon, 

This heart, my Lords, this ne’re appalled heart, 

That was a terror to the bordring Lands, 

A doleful fcourge unto my neighbour Kings, . 
e ow 


| Now by the weapons of unpartial Death, 
is clove afunder and bereft of life ; 

As when the facred oak with Thunderbolts, 
Sent from the fiery circuit of the Heavens, 
Sliding along the airs celeftial vaults, 
|{s rent and cloven to the very roots, 

In vain therefore I ftruggle with this foe, 

Then welcome Death, fince God will have it fo. 

Affar. Alas my Lord, we forrow at your cafe, 
ue grieve to fee your perfon vexed thus ; 


But whatfoe’re the fates determin’d have, 
j{t lieth not in us to difannul, 
And he that would annihilate his mind, 
Soaring with Jcaras too near the Sun, 
May catch a fall wich young Bellerophon . 
For when the fatal Sifters have decreed 
To feparate us from this earthly mould, 
No mortal force can countermand their minds : 
Then, worthy Lord, fince there’s no way but one, 
Ceafe, your laments, and leave your grievous moan. 
Corin, Your Highnefs knows how many victories, 
How many Trophies I erected have 
Triumphantly in every place we came 5 
The Grecian Monarch, warlike Pandraffas, 
| And allthe crewof the eMolloffians : 
Goffarsus the arm-{trong King of Gauls, 
Have felt the force of our victorious Arms, 
And to their coft beheld our Chivalrie, 
Where e’re Azcora handmaid of the Sun, 
Where e’re the Sun-bright gardiant of the day, 
Where e’re the joyful day with cheerful Light, 
Where e’re the Light illuminates the World, 
The Trojans glory flies with golden wings, 
Wings that do foar beyond fell envious flight, 
The fame of Brutus and his followers 
Pierceth the skies, and with the skies the throne 
Of mighty Fove, Commander of the world, 
Then, worthy Brutus, leave thefe fad laments, 
Comfort your felf with this your great renown, 
And fear not Death, though he feem terrible. 
Brutus, Nay, (orsmeius, you miftake my mind, 
In conftruing wrong the caufe of my complaints, 
I fear’d not t’ yield my felf to fatal Death, 
God knows it was the leaft of all my thoughts, 
Agreater care torments my very Bones, _ 
And makes me tremble at the thought of it, 
And in your Lordings doth the fubftance lie. 
Thrafi, Moft noble Lord, if ought your Loyal Peers 
Accomplifh may, to eafe your lingring grief, 
I in the name of all proteft to you, 
That we will boldly enterprife the fame, 
Were it toenter to black Tartarus, 
Where triple Cerberus with his venomous throat, 
Scareth the Ghoits with high refounding noife, 
We’ll either rent the bowels of the Earth, 
Searching the entrails of the bruitifh Earth, 
Or with his Jxioxs overdaring foon, 
Be bound in Chains of ever-during Steel. 
Bru. Then harken to your Soveraign’s lateft words, 
Ia which I will unto youall unfold, 
Our Royal mind and refolute intent. 
When golden Hebe, Daughter to great Fove, 
Cover’d my manly Cheeks with youthful Down, 
Th’unhappy flaughter of my lucklefs Sir, 
Drove me and old e4farachus mine Eame, 
As exiles from the bounds of Jtaly, 
So that perforce we were conftrain’d to fly 
To Grecians Monarch, noble Pandraffus, 
There I alone did undertake sont caule, 
There I reftor’d your antique liberty, : 
Though Grecia icown'd,and all eMolloffia ftorm’d, 
Though brave «4atigonus, with martial band, 
In pitched field encountred me and mine, 
Though Pandraffus and his contributarics, 
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With all the rout of their confederates, 
sought to deface our glorious memory, 
And wipe the name of Trojans from the Earth : 
Him did | captivate with this mine Arm, 
And by compulfioa fore’t him to agree 
lo certain Articles, which there we did propound, 
From Grecia through the boifterous Hellefpont, 
We came into the Fields of Lefrizox, 
Whereat our Brother Corineius was : 
Which when we pafled the Gicilian gulf, 
And fo transfretting the Iiician Sea, 
Arrived on the coatts of Aquitain ; 
Where with an Army of his barbarous Gaales 
Goffarius and his Brother Gathelus 
Encountring with our hoft, fuftain’d the foil, 
And for your fakes my Turzus there I loft « 
Turnus that flew fix hundred men at Arms, 
Allin an hour, with his tharp Battle Axe, 
From thence upon the {tronds of Albion 
To Corus Haven happily we came, 
And quell’d the Giants, come of Albion’s race, 
With Gogmagog, Son to Samothens, 
The curfed Captain of that damned crew, 
And in that ifle at length I placed you, 
Now let me fee, if my laborious toyles, 
if all my care, ifall my grievous wounds, 
[fall my diligence were well employ’d. 
Corin. When firft I followed thee and thine ( brave 
King ) 
I hazarded my life and deareft Blood, 
To purchafe favour at your Princely hands, 
And for the fame in dangerous attempts 
In fundry conflicts, and in divers broyls, 
| fhew’d the courage of my manly mind: 
For this | combated with Gathelus, 
The Brother to Goffarius of Gaule : 
For this I fought with furious Gogmagog, 
A favage Captain of a favage ctew : 
And for thefe deeds brave Cornwall | receiv’d 
A grateful gift given by a gracious King ; 
And for this gift, this life and deareft Blood, 
Will Corineius fpend for Brutus good. 
Deb. And what my Friend, brave Prince; hath vow’d 
to you, 
The fame will Debon do unto his end. 
Bru, Then, Loyal Peers, fince you are all agreed, 
And refolute to follow Brutus hofts, 
Favour, my Sons, favour thofe Orphans, Lords, 
And fhield them from the dangers of their foes. 
Locrine, the Column of my Family, 
And only Pillar of my weakned age: 
Locrine, draw near, draw near unto thy Sire, 


And take thy lateft bleflings at his hands ; 


> 


And for thou art the:eldeit of my Sons, 
Be thou a Captain to thy Brethren, 
And imitate thy aged Fathers fteps, 
Which will conduét thee to true honours gate : 
For if thou follow facred virtues lore, 
Thou fhalt be crowned witha Laurel branch, 
And wear a wreathe of fempiternal fame, . 
Sorted amongft the glorious happy ones. 
Locrin. \f Locrine donot follow your advice, 
And bear himfelf in all things like a Prince 
That feeks to. amplifie the great renown, 
L:fe unto him for an inheritance 
By thofe that were his Anceftours, 
Let me be flung into the Ocean, 
And fwallowed in the bowels of the Earth, 
Or let the ruddy lightning of great Fove, 
Defcend upon this my devolted head. 
C Brutus raking Guendeline by the hand. 
Brutus. But for 1 fee you all to be in doubr, 
Who fhall be matched with our Royal Son, ~ | 


' Locrine, receive this prefent at my hand : 
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A gift more rich than are the wealthy Mines 
Found in the Bowels of America, 
Thou fhalt be {pouled to fair Guendeline : 
Love her, and take her, for fhe is thine own, 
If fo thy Uncle and her felf do pleafe. 
Corin, and herein how your Highnefs honours me, 
It cannot now be in my fpeech expreft : 
For careful Parents glory not fo much 
Attheir honour and promotion, 
As for to fee the iflie of their Blood 
Seated in honour and profperity. 
Guend. And far be it from my pure Maiden thoughts, 
To contradict her aged Fathers will. 
Therefore fince he to whom | muft obey, 
Hath given me now unto your Royal felf, 
I will not ftand aloof from off the lure, 
Like crafty Dames that moft of all deny 
That, which they moft defire to poffef:. ; 
[Brutus turning to Locrine, 
. [Locrine kneeling. 
Then now my Son thy part is on the ftage, 
For thou mutt bear the perfon of a King. 
[Puts the Crown on his head, 
Locrine ftand up, and wear the regal Crown, 
And think upon the ftate of Majetty, 
That thou with honour well maift wear the Crown, 
And if thou tendreft thefe my lateft words, 
As thou requir’ ft my Soul to be at reft, 
As thou defireft thine own fecurity, 
Cherifh and love thy new betrothed wife. 
Locrine. No longer let me well enjoy the Crown, 
Than I do peerlefs Guendeline. 
Brut. Camber, 
Cam, My Lord, 
Brut. ‘The glory of mine age, 
And darling of thy Mother Funoger, 
Take thou the South for thy Dominion, 
From thee there fhall proceed a Royal race, 
That fhall maintain the honour of this land, 
That {way the regal {cepter with their hands. 
C Turning to Alabanact, 
And Alabanaét thy Fathers only joy, 
Youngeft in years, but not the young’{tin mind, 
A perfect pattern of all chivalrie, 
Take thou the North for thy Dominion, 
A country full of hills and ragged rocks, 
Replenithed with fierce untamed beafts, 
As correfpondent to thy martial thoughts, 
Live long my Sons with endlefs happinefs, 
And bear firm concordance among your felves, 
Obey the counfels of thefe Fathers grave, 
That you may better bear out violence, 
But fuddenly through weaknefs of my age, 
And the defect of youthful puiffance, 
My Maladie increafeth more and more, 
And cruel Death hafteneth his quickned pace, 
To difpoffefs me of my earthly thape, 
Mine Eyes wax dim, o’re-caft with clouds of age. 
The pangs of Death compafs my crazed bones, 
Thus to you all my bleffings | bequeath, 
And with my bleflings, this my fleeting Soul, 
My glafs is run, and all my miferies 
Do end with life: Death clofeth up mine Eyes, 
My Soul in haft flies to the Elytian fields, [Ae dieth, 
Loc. Accurfed ftars, damn’d and accurfed ftars, 
To abbieviate my noble Father’s life, 
Hard-hearted gods, and too envious fates, 
Thus to cut off my Father’s fatal thred, 
Brutus that was a glory to usall, 
Brutus that was a terror to his foes, 
Alas too foon by Demagorgon’s knife, 
The martial Brutus is beret of life. 
No fad comp'aints may move jutt Lacus, 
Corin. No dreadful threats can fear judge Rhedomanth, 
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Wert thou as ftrong as mighty Hercules, 


That tam’d the huge montters of the world, 
Plaid’ft thou as fweet, on the fweet founding Lute, 
As did the fpoufe of fair Euridice, 

That did enchant the waters with his noife, - 

And made the Stones, birds, beafts, to lead a dance, 
Conftrain’d the hilly trees to follow him, 

Thou could’ ft not move the judge of Crebus, 

Nor move compaffion in grim Pluto's heart, 

For fatal AZors expecteth all the world, 

Andevery man muft tread the way of Death, 
Brave Tantalus, the valiant Pelops fire, 

Gueft to the gods, fuffered untimely Death, 

And old Fleithonus Husband to the morn, 

And eke grim A4inos whom jult Fupiter 

Deign’d to admit unto his facrifice, 

The thundring trumpets of blood-thirfly Afars. 
The fearful rage of fell T7/iphoen. 

The boiltrous waves of humid Ocean, 

Are inftruments and tools of difmal Death. 

Then noble coufin ceafe to mourn his chance, 
Whofe age and years were figns that he fhould die. 
It refteth now that we inter his bones, 

That was a terror to his Enemies. 

Take up hiscoarfe, and Princes hold him dead, 
Who while he liv’d, upheld the Trojan State. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, march to Trinovant, 
There to provide our chieftains Funeral. - [Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Strumbo above in a gown, with Ink. 
and Paper in his band, faying, 


Strum, Either the four Elements, the feven Planets and 
all the particular Stars of the Pole Antaftick,are adverfitive 
again{t me, orelfe I was begotten and born in the wain of 
the Moon, when every thing, as Lattantius in his fourth 
Book of Conftultations doth fay, goeth arfward. I Matters, 
1, you may laugh, but I muft weep; you may joy, but! 
muft forrow ; thedding falt tears from the watry Fountains 
of my moift daiaty fair Eyes, along my comely and fmooth 
cheeks, in as great plenty as the water runneth from the 
bucking-tubs, or red wine out of the Hogs-heads: for truft 
me, Gentlemen and my very good Friends , and fo forth : 
the little god, nay the defperate god Cuprit, with one of bis 
vengible birds bolts, hath fhot me unto the heel: fo not 
only, but alfo, oh fine phrafe, I burn, I burn, and I burna, 
in love, in love, and in love a, ah Strumbo, what haft thou 
feen, not Dina with the Afs Tom? Yea with thefe Eyes 
thou haft feen her, and therefore pull them out: for they 
will work thy bail, Ab Strambe, haft thou heard the voice 
of the Nightingale, But a voice fweeter than hers, yea with 
thefe ears haft theti heard them, and therefore cut them 
off, for they have caus’d thy forrow. Nay Strumbo, kill 
thy felf, drown thy felf, hang thy felf, ftarve thy felf, Oh 
but then I fhall leave my fweet heart. Oh my heart! Now 
pate for thy Mafter, I will dite an aliquant Jove-piftle to 
her, and then fhe hearing the grand verbofity of my Scrip- 
ture, will love my prefently. 

[Let himwrite a little, and then read. 

My pen is naught, Gentlemen, lend me a knife, I think the 
more hafte the worft fpeed. 

[Then write again, and after read. 

So it is, Miftris Dorothie, and the fole effence of my Soul, 
that the little fparkles of affe€tion kindled in me towards 
your fweet felf, hath now increafed to a great flame, and 
will e’re it be long confume my Poor heart, except you 
with the pleafant water of your fecret Fountain, quench 
the furious heat of the fame, Alas, I ama Gentleman of 
good fame, and name, majeftical, in apparel comely, in 
gate portly. Let not therefore your gentle heart be fo 


‘|hard, as to defpife a proper tall young man ofa handfome 
life, 
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Thus expecting time and tide, i bid you farewel. Your 
Servant, Signor Strumbo. 

Oh wit, O pate, Omemory, O band, O.lnk, O Paper. 
Well, now I will fend it away. 
what a Villain is this? Wh 


y Sirrah, come when your 
)Mafter calls you. Trompart. , ‘ 
t 


Trompart. extring fait 
Anon, Sir. ; é da 

Strumbo, Thou knoweft, my pretty Boy, what a good 
Matter I; have beea to thee ever fince I took thee into my 
fervice. 

Trom, I, Sir. 

Strum, And how L have cherifhéed thee always, as if 
thou hadft been the fruit of my Loyns , Fleth of my 
Flefh, and Bone of my Bone; 

Trom, 1, Sir. 

Strum. Then thew thy felf herein a trufty fervant, and 
carry this Letter to Miftrefs Dorothy, and.tell her. 

[Speaking in his Ear. 
Léxi Trompart. 

Strum. Nay, Matters, you fhall fee a Marriage by and 
by. But here fhe comes.. Now mult I frame my amorous 
paflions. 


Enter Dorothy azd Trompart. 


Doro, Signior Strumbo, well met, 1 received your Let- 
ters by your man here, who told me a pittiful ftory of 
your anguifh, and fo underftanding, your paflions were 
fogreat, 1 came hither fpeedily. i 

Strum, Oh, my {weet and Pigfhey, the fecundity of 
my ingeny is not fo great, that may declare unto you the 
forrowful fobs, and broken fleeps that I fuffered for your 
fake , and therefore I defire you to receive me into your 
familiarity. 


For your Love doth lie, 

As near and as nigh, 

Unto my heart within, 

“As mine Eye to my Nofe, 
My Leg unto my Hofe, 
And my Flefh unto my Skin. 


Dor, Truly , Mr. Strumbo , you {peak too learnedly 
for me to underftand the drift of your mind, and there- 
fore tell your tale in plain terms, and leave off your dark 
Riddles, 

Strum. Alas, Miftrefs Dorothy, this is‘my luck, that 
when I moft would, I cannot be underftood : fo that my 
great learning is an inconvenience unto me. But to fpeak 
in plain terms, I love you, Miftrefs Dorothy, if you like 
to accept me into your familiarity. 

Dor, If this be all, [am content. . 

[Turning to the people. 

Strum. Say’{t thou fo, fweet Wench, let me lick thy 
Toes. Farewel, Miftrefs, If any of you be in love, 
provide ye a Cap Cafe full of new coin’d words, and 
then fhall you foon have the fuccado de labres, and fome- 
thing elfe. 

LExeunt. 


— Scena Quarta. 


Enter Locrine , Guendeline, Camber, Albanact , Cori- 
neius, Affarachus, Debon, Thrafimachus, 


Locrine. Uncle and Princes of brave Brttany, 
Since that our noble Father is Entomb’d, 
As beft befeem’d fo brave a Prince as he, 
If fo you pleafe, this day my Love and I, 
Within the Temple of Concordia, 
Will folemnize our Royal Marriage. 


TheT hagedy of Loerine. 
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life, and by defpifing him, nor ouly but alfo to kill him 


Trompart, Tromparts- 


Thra. Right noble Lord, yoursubjects every one, 
Matt needs abey your, Highnels at.commiand, 

Efpecially in fauch a caufe as this, ts 
That much conceriis your Highnefs great content, 


Where we will pais the day in Knightly {ports, 
The night in Dancing and in figured Masks, 
Aad off-r-to God Rifas all our {ports,. 


eee re, ee ee 


Aitus Secundus; Scena Prima. 


Enter Ate as before, after a little Lightning and Thun 
| ding, let there come forth this {how : Perfeus and-An- 
dromeda, hand in hand, and Cephetis allo with Swords 
and Targets. Then let there come out of another Door 
Phineus » all black. in Armour » with —£tbiopians after 
him, driving in Perfeus, and having taken away Andro- 
meda, let them depart. Ate remauung, faying, 


Regit oninia numen, 


Ws Perfeas matried fair Andromeda, 
‘The only Daughter of King Cepheus, 
‘He thought he had eftablifht well his Crown, 
And that his Kingdom'fhould for aye endure, 
But lo proud Phineus with a Band of men, 
Contriv’d of Sun burnt 4thiopians, 
By force of Arms the Bride he took from him, 
And turn’d their joy into a flood of tears. 
So fares it with young Locrine and his Love, 
He thinks this marriage tendeth to his weal, 
But this foul day,. this foul accurfed day, 
Is the beginning of his miferies, 
Behold where Humber and his Seythians 
Approacheth nigh with all his Warlike Train, 
I need not I, the fequel thall declare, 
What tragick chances fell ont in’ this’ War. 

; [Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Humber, ‘Hubba, ‘Pftrilo, Separ; 


and their Souldiérs: 


Hum. At length the Snail doth climb the higheft tops, 
Afcending up the ftately Caftle Walls, 
At length the Water with continual drops, 
Doth penetrate the hardeft marble ftone, 
At length we are artived in Albion, 
Nor could the barbarous Dacian, Soveraign, 
Nor yet the Ruler of brave Belgia 
Stay us from cutting over to this Ifle ; 
Whereas I hear a Troop of Phrygians 
Under the Conduct of Po/thumius Son, 
Have pitch’d up Lordly Pavillions, 
And hope to profper in this lovely Tile : 
But I will fruftrate all their Foolifh hope, 
And teach them that the Scythian Emperour 
Leads Fortune tied ina Chain of Gold, 
Conftraining her to yield unto his will, 
And grace him with their Regal Diadem : 
Which I will have, maugre their treble Hofts, 
And allthe power their petty Kings can make. 
Hubba. \f the that rules fair Rhaninis golden Gate, 
Grant us the honour of the Victory, 
As hitherto fhealways favour’d us, 
Right noble Father, we will rule the Land, 
Enthronis’d in Seats of Topaz ftones, 


| That Locrine and his Brethren all may know, 
. Bbbb None 


Locr, Then ‘frolick, Lordings, to, fair Concords Walls, 


LExennt, 


_| Yet would we not ftart back one foot from them : 


———— 


[a9 


None muft be King but Amber and his Son. 

Hum. Covrage my Son, Fortune fhall favour us, 
And yield to us the Coronet of Bayes, 

That decketh noné but noble Conquerours: 
But what faith é/jfrid to'thefe Regions? 
How liketh fhe the t@mperarure thercof? 
Are they not pleafafft in her gracious Eyes? 

Elf. The Plains,my Lord garnifht with Flora’s wealth, 
And overfpread with party-coloured Flowers, 
Do yield fweet contentation to my mind, 

The airy Hills enclos’d with thady Groves, 

The Groves replenifht with fweet chirping Birds, 
The Birds refoundibgHeavenly Melody; ©. 

Are equal to the Groves of Theffaly, 
Where Phebus with thefe learned Ladies. nine, 
Délight themfelves with mufick Harmony, 

And from the moifture of the Mountain tops, 
The filent fptings dance down with murmuring ftreains, 
And water all the grou with cryftal Waves, 

The gentle blalts of Ewin modeft Wind, 

Moving the pitteting leaves of Sitvane’s Woods, 

Do equal it with Tempe’s Paradife, 

And thus comforted all to one effect, 

Do make me think thefe are the happy Ifles, 

Mott fortunate if Humber may them win. 

Hubba, Madam, where refolution leads the way; 
And courage follows with emboldened pace, 
Fortune can néver ufe her Tyranny; 

For valiantnefs is ike unto a Rock 

That ftandeth on the Waves of Ocean, 
Which though the Billows beat on every fide, 
And Boreas fell with his tempeftuous ftorms, 
Bloweth upon it with a hideous clamour, 

Yet it remaineth {till unmoveable. 

Hum. Kingly refolv’d, thou glory of thy fire : 
But worthy Segar, what uncouth novelties 
Bring’ft thou unto our. Royal Majefty ? 

Seg. My Lord, the youngelt of all Brutus Sons, 
Stout Albanatt, with millions of men, 

Approacheth nigh,, and meaneth e’re the Morn, 
To try your force by dint of fatal Sword. 

Hum, Tut, let him come with millions of Hofts, 

He fhall find entertainment good enough, 

Yea fit for thofe that, are our Enemiés : 

For we'll receive them at the Lances points, 
And maflacre their Bodies with our Blades : 
Yea though they were in number infinite, 
More than the mighty Babylonian Queen, 
Semiramis the ruler-of the Weft, 

Brought ’gainft the Emperour of the Scythians, 


That they might know we are invincible. 

Hub, Now by great Jove the fupream King of Heaven, 
And the immortal gods that live therein, 

When as the Morning fhews his chearful Face, 
And Lucifer mounted upon his Steed, 
Brings in the Chariot of the golden Sun, 
Pll meet young e4/banaét in the open field, 
And crack my Launce upon his Burganet, 
To try the valour of his Boyith {trength : 
There will 1 fhew fuch ruthful fpectacles 
And caufe fo great effufion of bloud, 
That all his Boyes hall wonder at my ftrength : 
As when the Warlike Queen of Amazon, 
Penthefilea armed with hes Launce, 
Girt with a Corflet of bright fhining fteel, 
; Coopt up the faint-heart Grecians in the Camp. 

Hum, Spoke like a warlike Knight, my noble Son, 
Nay, like a Prince that feeks his Father’s Joy, 
Therefore to Morrow ere fair Titan fhine, 

And bafhful Eos Meffenger of light, 

Expels the liquid fleep from out mens Eyes, 
Thou fhalt conduct.the right Wing of the Hoft, 
The left Wing fhall be spe Segar’s charge, 


The Tragedy of Lecrine. 
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The Rearward fhall be under me my felf ; 
And lovely Elitrid fair and gracious, 

If Fortune fayour me in mine attempts, 
Thou fhalt be Queen of lovely Albion. 
Fortune {hall favour me in mine attempts, 
Atid niake thee Queen of lovely —ibiex. 
Come let us in and mutter up our Train, 
And farniff up our lnfty-Souldiers, 

That they may be a Bulwark to our ftate, 
And bring our wifhed joyes to perfect end. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Strumbo, Dorothy, Trompart, Cobling 
Shooes, and finging. 


Trom, We Coblers lead a metry life : 

eA. Dan, dan, dan, dan. , 

Strum. Void of all envy and ftrife : 

cA, Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. Our eafe is great, our labour {mall : 

All, Dan, dan, dan, dan, 

Strum, And yet our gains be much withal : 

All, Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. With this art fo fine and fair: 

All, Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Trom. No occupation may compare : 

All, Dan diddle dan, : 

Strum, For merry paftime and joyful glee : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. : 

Dor. Moft happy men we.Coblers be: 
Dan diddle dan. 

Trom, The Can ftands full of nappy Ale, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. In our Shop ftill withouten fail: 
Dan diddle dan, 

Dor. This is our meat, this is our food : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Trom. This brings us to a merry mood : 
Dan diddle dan. 

Strum. This makes us work for Company: 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. To pull the Tankards cheerfully : 
Dan diddle dan. 

Trom, Drink to thy Husband Dororby, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. Why then my Strumbo there’s to thee: 
Dan diddle dan, 

Strum, Drink thou the reft Trompart amain : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. : 

Dor. When that is gone, we'll fil’t again: 
Dan diddle dan, 


Cap. The pooreft ftate is fartheft from annoy, 


‘How merrily he fitteth on his ftool : 

But when he fees that needs he muft be preft, 
He'll turn his note and fing another tune, 
Ho, by your leave Mafter Cobler. 


Strum. You are welcome, Gentleman, what will you 
any old Shooes or Buskins, or will you have your Shooes 
clouted, | will do them as well as any Cobler in Cathnes 
whatfoever ? 

[Captain fhewing him Prefs-money. 

O Malter Cobler, you are far deceived in me, 
don you fee this? Icome not to buy any Shoots, but to 


King’s Caufe. : 

Strum. Why, ‘but hear you, Sir, has your King any 
Commiffion to take any man againft his will. 1 pro- 
mife you, Ican fcant believe it, or did he give you Com- 


~ | miffion ? : 
Cap. OSir, ye need not care for that, I need no Com- } 
miffion :} 


LExeunt, 


buy your felf; come, Sir, you muft be a Souldier in the. 
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miflion : hold here, I command you in thename of our 
King Albanat?, to appear to morrow in the Town-Houle 
of Cathnes. 


Strum. King Naétabell, 1 cry God mercy, what have 


we to do with him, or he with us? but youSir Mafter | As fortunate a8 was Polycrates, 


Capontail, draw your Paftboard, or elfe | promite you, 
Pil give you a Canvafado with a Baftinado over your 
fhoulders, and teach youto come hither with your imple- 
ments. 

Cap. 1 pray thee good Fellow be content, I do the 
Kings Command. 

Strum, Put me out of your Book then, 

Cap. I may not. 

{Strumbo fnatching up a faff. 

No will, come, Sir, will your ftomach ferve you, by 
gogs blew hood and halidom , I will have about with 
you. LFight both, 


Enter Thrafimachus. 


_ Thra. How now,what noife,what fudden clamor’s this? | 

How now, my Captain and the Cobler fo hard at it ? 
Sirs what is your quarrel ? 

(ap. Nothing , Sir, but that he will not take. Prefs- 
money. 

Thra. Here, good Fellow, take it at my command, 
Unlefs you mean to be ftretch’d. ; 

Strum. Truly, Mafter Gentleman, I lack no money, if 
you pleafe f will refign it to one of thefe poor Fellows. 

Thra. No fuch matter, 
Look you be at the common Houle to morrow. 

(Exit. Thrafimachus and the Captain. 

Strum. O Wife | have fpuna fair thread, if [had been 
quiet, I had not been preft, and therefore well may | 
wayment ; But come Sirah, fhut up, for we muft to the 
Wars. LExeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Albanact, Debon, Thrafimachus, 
and the Lords. 


Alb, Brave Cavaliers, Princes of Albany, 
Whofe trenchant Blades with our deceafed Sire, 
Pafling the Frontiers of brave Grecia, 
Were bathed in our Enemies lukewarm bloud, 
Now is the time to manifeft your wills, 
Your haughty minds and refolutions, 
Now opportunity is offered 
To try your courage and your earneft zeal, 
Which you always proteft to Albanaét, 
For at this time, yea at this prefent time, 
Stout Fugitives come from the Scythians bounds 
Have peftred every place with mutinies ; 
But truft me, Lordings, I will never ceafe 
To perfecute the Rafcal Runnagates, 
Till all the Rivers ftained with their bloud, 
Shall fully fhew their fatal overthrow. 
Deb. So fhall your Highnefs merit great renown, 
And. imitate your aged Father’s fteps. : 
Alb. Bit tell me,Coufin,cam’ft thou through the plains? 
And faw’ft thou there the faint-heart Fugitives 
Muttring theit weather-beaten Souldiers, 


‘What ordér keep they in their marfhalling ? 


“Thra. After we palt the Groves of (aledone, 


1 We did behold the ftragling Scythians Camp, 


Repleat with men, ftor’d with munition ;- 
There might we fee the valiant minded Knights 
Fetching Carriers along the {paciaus plains, 
Humber and Hubba arm’d in azure blue, 
Mounted upon their Courfers white as Snow, 


{Went to behold the pleafant flowring fields ; 


He&tor and Troilus, Priamus, lovely Sons, 
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| gtieves me moft, my loving Wife , O cruel ftrife; the 


Chafing the Grecsans over Simoeis, 

Were not to be compared to thefe two Knights. 
Alba. Well baft thou painted ont in Eloquence 

The Portraiture of Humber and his Son ; 


Yet fhould they not efcape. our conquering Swords, 
Or boaft of ought but of our Clemency. 


Enter Strumbo and Trompart crying often; 


Wild-fire and pitch, wild-fire and pitch, ec. 

Thra.What Sirs,what mean you by thefe clamors made, 
Thofe outcries raifed in our ftately Court ? 

Strum, Wild-fire and pitch, wild fire and pitch, 

Thra. Villains | fay, tell us the caufe hereof? 

Strum. Wild-fire and pitch, wild-fireand pitch. 

Thra. Tell me you Villains, why you make this noife, 
Or with my Lance, | will prick your Bowels out. 

All. Where are your Houfes, where’s your dwelling 
place ? 

Strum. Place, Ha, ha, ha, laugh a monthand a day at 
him ; place ! I cry God mercy, why do you think that 
fuch poor honeft men as we be, hold our Habitacles in 
Kings Palaces: Ha, ha, ha. But becaufe you feem to 
be an abominable Chieftain, 1 will tell you your ftate. 


From the top to the toe, 

From the head to the {hoe 5 

From the beginning to the ending. 
From the building to the burning. 


This honeft Fellow and I had our manfion Cottage in 
the Suburbs of this City, hard by the Temple of AZercury. 
And by the common Souldiers of the Shittens, the Scyzhi- 
ans, what do you call them? withall the Suburbs, were 
burnt to the ground, andthe afhesare left there for the 
Country Wives to wafh Bucks withal. And that which | 


wicked Flames did roaft. 


And therefore Captain Crukt, 
We will continually cry, 
Except you feeka remedy, 
Our Houfes to retedify, 

_ Which now are burnt to duft. 


Both cry. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch. 
Alba, VVell, we mult remedy thefe outrages, 

And throw revenge upon their hateful Heads, 

And you good Fellows for your: Houfes burnt, 

VVe will remunerate your ftore of Gold, 

And build your Houfes by our Palace Gates 

Sirumbo, Gate! Q petty Treafon. to my Perfon, no 
where elfe but-by your backfide; Gate ! oh how lam 
vexed in my Coller: Gate! I cry God mercy, do you 
hear, Mafter King ? lf you mean to gratifie fuch poor 
men, as we be, you muft build our Houfes by the Ta- 
vern. 

Alba. \t fhall be done, Sir. 

Strum. Near the, Tavern, I, by Lady, Sic, it was fpo- 
ken like a good Fellows. Do you hear, Sir? when our 
Houle is builded, if you do chance to pafs or re-pafs that | 
way, we will beftow a Quart. of the beft VVine upon 
you ? LExit. 

Alb. \t grieves me, Lordings, that my Subjects goods 
Should thus be fpoiled by the Scythians, 

VVhoas you fee with lightfoot Forragers, 
Depopulate the places where they come; ~ 
But curfed Humber thou fhalt rue the day 
That ere thou cam’ft unto Carhnefia, 
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Scena Quinta. 


Enter Hamber, Hubba, Segar, Truflier, and 
their Souldiers, 


Hum. Hubba, gotakea Coronet of our Horfe, 
As many Lanciers, and light-armed Knights, 
As may fuffice for fuch an enterprife, 
And place them in the Grove of Chalcedon, 
With thefe, when as the skirmith doth encteafe, 
Retire thou from the fhelters of the wood, 
And fet upon the weakned Trojans backs, 
For policy joyned with Chivalry, 
Can never be put back from Victory, 


LExennt. 
Enter Albanac&t, Clowns with him. 


Alb. Thou bafe born Hunn, how durft thou be fo 
bold 
As once to menace warlike e4lbanatt ? 
The great Commander of thefe Regions, 
But thou fhalt buy thy rafhnefs with thy Death, 
And rue too late thy over.bold attempts, 
For with thisSword, this Inftrument of Death, 
That hath been drenched in my Foe-mens Blood, 
Ple feparate thy Body from thy Head, 
And fet that Coward Blood of thine abroach. 
Strum, Nay with this ftaff great Strwmbo’s Inftrument, 
Ple crack thy Cockscomb, paltry Scythian. 
Hum, Not wreak } of thy threats thou princox Boy, 
Nor do I fear thy foolith infolency, 
And but thou better ufe thy bragging blade, 
Than thou doft rule thy overflowing Tongue, 
Superbious Britain, thou fhalt know too foon 
The force of Humber and his Scythians. 


[ Let them fight. 
C Humber and bis Souldiers run in. 
Strum. O horrible, terrible. 


Scena Sexta. 


Sound the Alarm, Enter Humber and his Souldiers, 


Hum. How bravely this young Britain, Albanatt, 

Darteth abroad the Thunderbolts of war, 

Beating down millions with his furious mood : 

And in his glory triumphs over all, 

Moving the maflie {quadrants of the ground ; 
Heap Hills on Hills, to feale the flarry skie’: 

As when Briareas armed with an hundred hands, 

| Flung forth an hundred mountains at great Fove, 
And when the monftrons gyant eMonichus 
Hurl’d mount Olympus at great Mars his targe, 

And fhot huge Cedars at Asinerva’s fhield, 

How doth he overlook with haughty front 

My fleeting hoft, and lifts his lofty face 
Againft-us all that now do fear his force, 

Like as we fee the wrathful Sea from far, 

In a great mountain heapt with hideous noife, 

With thovfand billows beat again{t the Ships, 
And:tofsthem in the Waves like Tennis Balls. 


[Sound the Alarm, 
Hum. Ame, | fear my Hubba is furpris’d, 


Sound again. Enter Albanact. — 


| Alba, Follow me, Souldiers, follow Albanath ; 
| Purfne the Scythians flying through the field : 
Let none of them efcape with Victory : 

‘That they may know the Britains force is more 


Revenge my Death upon his Traiterous Head, 


Than ail the power of the trembling Hunn, 
Thra. Forward, brave Souldiers, forward, keep the: 
chafe, 
He that takes Captive Humber or his Son, 
Shall be rewarded with a Crown of gold, 


Sound Alarm, then let them fight , Humber give back, 
Hubba. Enters at their backs, and bills Debon , let 
Strumbo fall down, Albanact run in, and afterwards 
enter wounded. 


Alba, \njurious Fortune, haft thou croft me thus ? 
Thus in the Morning of my Victories, 
Thus in the prime of my felicity 
To cut me off by fuch hard overthrow. 
Hadift thou no time thy rancour to declare, 
But in the {pring of all my dignities ? 
Had{ft thou no place to fpit thy venome out, 
But on the perfon of young Albanatt ? 
I that e’re while did fcare mine Enemies, 
And drove them almoft to a fhameful flight : 
{ that e’re while full Lyon-like did fare 
Amongit the dangers of the thick throng’d pikes, 
Mutt now depart moft lamentably flain 
By Humber’s Treacheries and Fortunes fpights : 
Curft by their charms, damn’d be her curfed charms 
That doth delude the wayward hearts of men, 
Of men that troft unto her fickle wheel, 
Which never leaveth turning upfide down, 
O gods, O heavens, allot me but the place 
Where I mag find her hateful manfion, 
le pafs the Alps to watry AZeror, 
Where fiery Phabus in his chariot, 
The wheels whereof are deckt with Emeralds, 
Caft fuch a heat, yea fuch a fcorching heat, 
And fpoileth Flora of her chequered grafs, 
le overturn the mountain Cancafus, 
Where fell Chimera in her triple. fhape, 
Rolleth hot Flames ftom out her monftrous panch, 
Scaring the beafts with iflue of her gorge,, _ 
V’le pais the frozen Zone where Icy flakes 
Stopping the paflage of the fleeting Ships 
Do lie, like mountains in the congeal’d Sea oo 
VVhere if I find that hateful Houle of Herts," ” 
I’le pull the fickle wheel from out her hands, - 
And tie her felf in evertafting bands: 
But all in vain I breathe thefe threatnings, 
The day is loft, the Afuns are conquerors, 
Debon is flain, my menare done to Death, 
The currents fwift {wim violently with Blood, 
And laft, O that this laft Night {0 long laft, 
My felf with wounds paft all recovery, 
Muft leave my Crown for Humber to poflels: = gia 
Strum, Lord have Mercy upon us, Matters, I think this 
is a Holy-day, everyman lies fleeping inthe fields, but 
God knows full fore againft their wills, 
Thra. Fly, noble Albanaéf, and fave thy felf, 
The Scythians follow with great celerity, 
And there’s no way but Rn: or fpeedy Death, as 
Flie, noble Albanatt, and fave thy felf. 


aa . 


[Sound the Alarm, 
Alba. Nay let them flie that fear to die the Death, ; 

That tremble at the name of fatal Mors, oi 
Ne’re fhall proud Afwmber boaft or brag himfelf, 
That he hath put young Albanaé to flight : 
And left he fhould triumph at my decay, 
This Sword fhallreave his Mafter of his life, 
That oft hath fav’d his Mafters doubtful life - 
But oh my Brethren if you care for me, 


Et vos qucis domus est nigrantis regia ditis, 
Qui regitis rigido fygios moderamine lucos : 
Nox caci regina poli furialis Erinnys, 
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Diique deaque omnes Albanum tollite regem, 
Tollite fluminets undis rigidaque palude 
Nunc me fata vocant, hoc condam pectore ferrum, 


(Thruft himfelf through. 
Enter Trumpart. 


O what hath he done ? hisnofe bleeds: but I fmell a Fox, 
Look where my Matter lies, Matter, Matter, 
Strum, Let me alone, I tell thee, for I am dead. 
Trump. Yet one, good, good, Matter. 
Strum. 1 will not fpeak, for I am dead, I tell thee, 
Trump, Andis my Mafter dead ? 
O fticks and ftones, brickbats and bones, 
and is my Mafter dead ? 
O you Cockatrices, and you Bablatrices, 
that in the Woods dwell : 
You briers and brambles, you Cook-fhops and fhambles, 
come howl and yell. : 
With howling and fcreeking, with wailing and weeping, 
come you to lament. 
O Colliers of Croyden, and Rufticks of Royden, 
and Fifhers of Kent, 
For Strumbe the Cobler, the fine merry Cobler 
of Cathnes Town: 
At this fame ftoure, at this very hour 
lies dead on the ground. 
O Matter, thieves, thieves, thieves. 
Strum, Where be they ? cox me tunny, bobekin, let 
me be rifing, be gone, we fhall be robb’d by and by. 


Scena O&tava. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Thraflier, Eftrild, 
and the Souldiers. 


Hum. Thus from the dreadful fhocks of furious M4ars’s 
Thundring Alarms, and Rhamaufia’s Drum 
We are retired with joyful Victory, 
The flaughter’d Trojans {queltring in their blood, 
Infect the air with their carcafles, 
And are a prey for every ravenous bird. 
Effrild. So perith they that are gur enemies. 
So perifh they that love not Hyumber’s weal. 
And mighty fove, Commander of the World, 
Proteét my love from all falfe treacheries, 
Hum. Thanks, lovely E/frild, folace to my foul. 
But, valiant Hubba, for thy Chivalry 
Declar’d againft the men of «4/bany, 
Loe here a flowring Garland wreath’d of Bay, 
As a reward for this thy forward mind. 
[Set it on his head, 
Hub. This unexpected honour, noble Sire, 
Will prick my courage tinto braver deeds, 
And caufe me to attempt fuch hard exploits, 
That all the world fhall found of Hubba’s name. 
Hum, And now, brave Souldiers, for this good fuccefs, 
Caroufe whole cups of Amazonian Wine, 
Sweeter than Wectar or e4mbrofia, 
And caft away the clods.of curfed care, 
With Goblets crown’d with Semeleius gifts, 
Now let.us march to Abs filver ftreams, 
That clearly glide along the Champane fields, 
And moitt the graflie meads with humid drops. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, found up cheerfully, 
Sith we return with joy and victory, 
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Atlus Tertius. Scena Primé. 


Enter Ate as before. The dumb {how. .A Crocodile fitting a 
4 rivers. bank, and alittle Snake Stinging ite Then 
bet both of them fall into the water. 


Ate. oes in authorem cadunt. 
High on a bank by Nilws-boiftcrous ftreams, 
Fearfully fat th’Evyptian Crocodile, 
Dreadfully grinding in her fharp long teeth, 
The broken bowels ofa filly fith, 
His back was arm’d againft the dint of {pear, 
With fhields of brafs that fhin’d like burnifht gold, 
And as he ftretched forth his cruel paws, 
A fubtil Adder creeping clofely near, 
Thrufting his forked fting into his claws, 
Privily fhed his poifon through his bones, 
Which made him {well chat there his bowels burft, 
That did fo much in his own greatnefs truft, 
So Humber having conquered Albanatt, 
Doth yield his glory unto Locrine’s fword. 
Mark what enfues, and you may eafily fee, 


That all our life is but a Tragedy. LExit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Loctine, Gaendeline, Corineius, Affaracus; 
Thrafimachus, Camber. 


Locrine. And is this true, is Albanattus flain? 

Hath curfed Humber with his ftragling Hoft, 

With that his Army made of Mungrel Currs, 

Brought our redoubted Brother to his end? 

O that I had'the Thracian Orpheus harp, 

For to awake out of the infernal fhade 

Thofe ugly Devils of black Erebus. 

That might torment the, damned Traitor’s foul : | 
O that [had Amphion’s inftrument 

To quicken with his vital notes and tunes 
The flinty joints of every ftony rock, 

By which the Scythians might be punifhed ; 
For, by the lightning of almighty fove, 

The Huan fhall die, had he ten thoufand lives: 

And would to God he had ten thoufand lives, 

That I might with the arm.ftrong Hercules 

Crop off fo vile an Hydra’s hifling heads. 

But fay me, Coufin, for f long to hear, 

How Albanatt came by untimely death ? 

Thrafi. After the traiterous Hoft ot Scythians 

Entred the field with Martial equipage, 

Young Albanact, impatient of delay, 

Led forth his Army ’gainft the ftragling mates, 

Whofe multitude did daunt our Souldiers minds, 

Yet nothing could difmay the froward Prince 5 

But with a courage moft heroical, 

Like to a lion ’mongft a flock of lambs, 

Made havock of the faint-keart fugitives, 

Hewing a paflage through them with his {word ; 

Yea we had almoft given them the repulfe, 

When fuddenly from out the filent wood , 

Hubba with twenty thoufand Souldiers, 

Cowardly came upon our weakned backs, 

And murthered all with fatal maflacre; 

Amongft the which old Debon, Martial Knight, 

With many wounds was brought untosthe death : 

And Albanaét oppreft with multitude, . - 

Whilft valiantly he feld his enemies, 
Yielded his life and honour to the duff, 3 
He being dead, the Souldiers fled amain, i 
Bbbb 3 And | 
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And | alone efcaped them by flight, 
To bring you Tidings of thefe accidents. 
Locr. Not aged Priam King of ftately Troy, 
Grand Emperour of barbarous Afia, 
When he beheld his noble minded Sons 
Slain traiteroufly by all the e/irmidons, 
Lamented more than | for Albanaét. 
Guen. Not Hecubathe Queen of Ilium, 
When fhe beheld the town of Pergamus, 
Her palace burnt, with all-devouring flames, 
Her fifty Sons and Daughters frefh of hue, 
Marthered by the wicked Pyrrhus bloody Sword, 
Shed fuch fad tears as | for Albanaét. 
Cam. Thegrief of Niobe fair Athens Queen, 
| For her feven Sons magnanimous in field, 


For her feven Daughters fairer than the faireft, 
{s not to be compar’d with my laments. 

Cor. In vain you fotrow for the flaughtered Prince, 

| In vain you forrow for his overthrow ; 

| He loves not moft that doth lament the moft, 
But he that feeks to venge the injury. : 
Think youto quell the Enemies warlike train, 
With childifh iobs and womanifh laments? 
Unfheath your Swords,unfheath your conquering Sword? 

| And feek revenge, the comfort for this fore : 
In Cornwall where I hold my Regiment, 
Even juft ten thoufand valiant men at Arms 
Hath Corineins ready at command : : 
Allthefe and more, if need fhall more require, 
Hath Corineius ready at command, 

Cam, And inthe fields of martial Cambria, 
Clofe by the boiftrous Jfcan’s Silver {treams, 
Where light foot Fairies skip from bank to bank, 
Full twenty thoufand brave couragious Knights 
Well exercis’d in feats of Chivalrie, 

In manly manner moftinvincible, 

Young Camber hath with gold and victual , 

All thefe and more, if need fhall more require, 
I offer up to venge my Brothers Death. 

Loc. Thanks, loving Uncle, and good Brother too, 
For this revenge; for this {weet word Revenge 
Mott eafe and ceafe my wrongful injuries ; 

And by the Sword of bloody A4ars I {wear, 

Ne’re fhall {weet quiet enter this my front, 

Till 1 be venged on his traiterous Hea 

That flew my noble Brother Albanait. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, mufter up the camp, 
For we will ftraight march to Albania. 


LExeunt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Humber, Eftrild, Hubba, Troffier, and 
the Souldiers. 


Hum, Thus are wecome,victorious Conquerour : 
Unto the flowing currents Silver ftreams, 
Which, in memorial of our victory, 

Shall be agnominated by our name, 

And talked of by our pofterity : 
For fure I hope before the golden Sun 
Pofteth his Horfes to fair Thetis plains, 

To fee the waters turned into blood, 

And change his blewifh hue to rueful red, 
By redfon of the fatal maflacre, 

Which fhall be made upon the virent plains. 


“ . 
Enter the Ghoft: of Albanact. 


See how the Traitor doth prefage his harm, 
See how he glories at hisown.decay, ~ 
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So to withftand their {trong invafion, 


(eg a on 


See how he triumphs at his proper lofs. 
© Fortune vile, unftable, fickle, frail! 
Hum. Methinks | fee both Armies in the field, 
Che broken lances climb the Cryftal skies, 
Some headlefs lic, fome breathlefs on the ground, 
Andevery place is ftrew’d with carcafles, 
Behold the grais hath loft his pleafant green, 
The fweetelt fight that ever might be feen. 
Ghoft. 1,Traiterous Hamber, thou fhalt find it fo, 
Yea to thy coft thou fhalt the fame behold, 
Wich anguifh, forrow, and with fad laments; 
The graflie plains, that now do pleafe thine Eyes, 
Shall e’re the night be coloured all with blood , 
The fhadie groves that now inclofe thy camp, 
And yield {weet favour to thy damned corps, 
Shall e’re the night be figured all with blood; 
The profound {tream that pafleth by thy Tents, 
And with his moifture ferveth all thy Camp, 
Shall e’re the Night converted be to Blood, 
Yea with the Blood of thofe thy ftragling Boys: 
For now revenge fhall eafe my lingring grief, 
And now revenge fhall glut my longing Soul. 
Hub. Let come what will, I mean to bear it ont, 
And either live with glorious victorie, 
Or die with fame renown’d for chivalrie : 
He is not worthy of the honey comb, 
That fhuns the hives becaufe the bees have ftings ; 
That likes me beft that is not got with eafe, 
Which thoufand dangers do accompany 5 
For nothing candifmay our Regal mind; 
Which aims at nothing but a golden Crown, 
The only upfhot of mine enterprifes. 
Were they inchanted in grim Pluto’s Court, 
And kept for treafure ’mongft his hellifh crew, 
I would either quell the triple Cerberus. 
And all the Army of his hateful hags, 
Or roll the Stone with wretched Syfphus. 
Hum. Right martial by thy. thoughts, my noble Son, 
And all thy words favour of Chivairie, 
But, warlike Segar, what ftrange accidents 
Make you to leave the warding of the Camp ? 
Segar, To armes, my Lord, to honourable arms ; 
Take helm and targe in hand, the Britains come 
With greater multitude chan erft the Greeks 
Brought to the ports of Phrygian Tenedos, 
Hum. But what faith Segar to thefe accidents ? 
What Counfel gives he in extremities ? 
Segar. Why this, my Lord, experience teacheth us, 
That Refolution is a fole help at need. 
And this, my Lord, our bonour teacheth us, 
That we be bold in every enterprife ; 
Then fince there is no way but fight or die, 
Be refolute, my Lord, for Victory. 
Hum, And refolute, Segar, 1 mean to be, 
Perhaps fome blisful Star will favour us, 
And comfort bring to our perplexed State : 
Come let us in and fortifie our Camp, 


L Exeant. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Strumbo, Trumpart, Oliver, and his San 
William following them. 


Strum. Nay neighbour Oliver, if you be fo whot, come 
prepare your felf, your fhall find two as ftout fellows of us, 
as any inall the North. , 

Oliver. No by my dorth Neighbour Strumbo, Ich 2ee 
dat youare a man of fimall zideration, dat will zeek to 
injure your old vreends, one of your vamiliar guefts, and 
derefore zeeing your pinion is to deal withouten reazon, 

Ich 


re es 


=a sone 


i ie 


lich and my zonne Wiliam wil 


jbe fardeft vrom reafon 
Daughter or no? 

Strumbo. A very hard queftion, Neighbour, but I will 
[falve it as may: what reafon have you to demand it 
lof me? 

Will, Marry Sir, what reafon had you when my Sifter 
was in the barn to tumble her upon the Hay, and to fith 
her Belly, : 

Strum, Mals thou fay’ft true ; well, but would you 
have me marry her therefore? No, I {Cormher, and you, 
and you: 1, 1 fcorn you all. 

Oliv. You will not have her then ? 

Strum. No, as | am a true’ Gentleman. 

Will, Then will we School you, e’re you and we part 
hence. 


Itake dat courfe, dat fhall 
5 how zay you, will you have my 


Enter Margerie, and fnatches the ftaff out of her 


Brothers band as he is fighting. 


Strum, 1, you come in pudding time, or elfe I had dreft 
them. 

Mar. You Matter fawce-box, Lobcock, Cocks.comb, 
you flopfawce, lickfingers, will you not hear ? 

Strum. Who fpeak you to, me? 

Mar. \ Sir, to you, Fohn lackhonetty,little-wit, is it you 
that will have none of me? 

Strum. No by my troth, Miftrefs nicebice, how fine you 
can nick-name me; I think you were brought up inthe 
Univerfity of Bridewell, you have your Rhetorick fo ready 
at your Tongues end, as if you weré never well warned 
when you were young. : : 

Mar. Whythen goodman cods-head, if you will have 
none of me, farewel. 

Strum, \f you be fo plain, Miftrefs driggle-draggle, fare 
you well. 

Mar, Nay, Mafter Strumbo,. ere you go from hence we 
muft have more words, you will have none of me? 


[They both Fight. 


Strum. Oh my head, my head, leave, leave, leave, 1 
will, I will, I will. 

Mar. Upon that condition 1 let thee alone. 

Oliv. How now Mafter Strumbo, hath my Daughter 
taught you a new leflon? wi 

Strum. I but hear you, goodman Oliver , it willnot be 
for my eafe to have my head broken every day, therefore 
iremedy this, and we fhall agree. 

Oliv. Well, Zon, well, a i es my +e now, all 
i hter be friends with him. 
fhall be remedied, Daug : cencke keke 

Strum. Youare a {weet Nut, the Devil crack you. Ma- 
fters, I think it be my luck,my firft wife was a loving quiet 
wench, but this I think would weary the Devil. .k 
would fhe might be burnt as my other VVife was; if not, 
I muftrun tothe Halter for help. O Codpiece, thou. haft 
undone thy Matter, this itis to be medling with warm 


plackets. LExeunt: 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Corineius, Thrafimachus, 
Affarachus. 


Locri. Now am I guarded with an hoft of men, 
VVhofe haughty courage is invincible ;. 
Now am | hemm’d with troups of Souldiérs, 
Such as might force Bellona to retire, 
And make her — at wey pare ~ 
fit 1 like the mighty god 0: a9 
vVben armed with tis Coat of Adamant, 
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Mounted his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulls 
He drove the Argives over Xanthus ftreams. 
Now, curfed Humber, doth thy end draw nigh, 
Down goes the glory of his victories, 
And all his fame, and all his high renown, 
Shall ina moment yield to Locrine’s Sword: 
Thy bragging banners croft with argent ftreams, 
The ornaments of thy pavillions, 
Shall all be captivated with this hand, 
And thou thy felf at Albanattus Tomb 
Shalt offered be, in fatisfaction 
Of all the wrongs thou didft him when he liv’d. 
But canft thou tell me,brave Thrafimachus, 
How far we are diftant from Aumber’s Camp ? 
Thra, My Lord, within your foul accurfed Grove 
That bears the tokens of our overthrow, 
This Humber hath intrencht his damned Camp. 
March on, my Lord, becaufe I long to fee 
The treacherous Scyrhians {queltring in their gore, 
Locrs. Sweet Fortune, favour Locrine with a {mile, 
That! may venge my noble Brothers Death, 
And inthe midft of ftately Troinovant, 
'le build a Temple to thy deitie 
Of perfect Marble, and of Facinth Stones, 
That it fhall pafs the high Pyramids, 
VVhich withtheir top furmount the firmament, 
Cam. The arm {trong offfpring of the doubted Knight, 
Stout Hercules Alcmenas, mighty Son, 
That tam’d the montters of the three-fold world, 
And rid‘the oppreffed from the tyrants yokes, 
Did never fhew fuch valiantnefs in fight, 
As I will now for noblé Albanatt. 
_ Cori, Full fourfcore years hath Corinerus liv’d, 
Sometimes in war, fometime in quict peace, 
And yet I feel my felf to be as ftrong 
As erft I was in Summer of mine age, 
Able to tofs this great unweildy Club, : 
VVhich hath been painted with my foe-mens brains ; 
And with this Club I’le break the ftrong array 
Of Humber and his ftragling Souldiers, 
Or lofe my life amongft the thickeft prefs, 
And die with Honour in my lateft dayes : 
Yet e’re I die they all fhall underftand, 
VVhat force lies in {tout Corineius hand. 
Thra. And if Thrafimachus detract the fight, 
Either for weaknefs or for cowardife, 
Let him not boaft that Bratus was his Kame, 
Or that brave Corineius was his Sire. 
Locri. Then courage, Souldiers, firft for your fafety, 
Next for your peace, alt for your Victory. 
L Exeunt, 


Sound the Alarm, Enter Hubba arid Separ at ene Door; 
and Corineins at the other, 


Cori, Art thou that Hamber, Prince of Fugitives, 
That by thy Treafon flew*ft young Albanatt? 

Hub, 1 ath his Son that flew young Albanast, 
And if thou take not heed, proud Phrygian, 
Ple fend.thy Soul unto the Stygian lake, 
There to complain of Humber’s injuries. 

Corin. Youtciumph, Sir, before the Victory, 
For Corineius is not fo foon flain. 
But, curfed Scythians, you fhall rue the day, 
That e’re you came into Albania. 
So perifh they that envy Bri ains wealth, 
So let them die with endlefs infamy, 
And he that feeks his Soveraigns overthrow, 
VVould this my Club might aggravate his woe. 

[, Strekes thém both down with his Clab, 


Enter 


Enter Humber, 


Hum, Where may | find fome defart Wildernefs, 
Wire | may breathe out curfes as I would, ; 
And fcare the earth with my condemning voice, 
Where every echocs repercuflion 
May help me to bewail mine overthrow, 

And aid me in my forrowfal laments ? 

Where may I find fome hollow uncouth rock, 
Where I may damn, condemn, and ban my fill ? 
The heavens, the hell, the earth, the air, the fire, 
And utter curfes to the concave sky, 

Which may infect the aiery Regions, 

And light upon the Britain Lecrine’s head. 

You ugly {pirits that in Cocitus mourn, 

And gnafh your teeth with dolorous laments, 
Your fearful dogs that in black Lethe howl, 
And {care the Ghofts with your wide open throats, 
You ugly Ghofts that flying from’thefe dogs, 

Do plunge your felves in Puryflegiton, 

Come all of you, and with your thrieking notes 
Accompany the Britains conquering Hoaft, 
Come fierce Erianys, horrible with Snakes, 
Come ugly Furies, armed with your Whips, 
You threefold judges of black Tartaras, 

And all the army of your hellifh Fiends, 


O Gods and Stars, damn’d be the Gods and Stars, 
That did not drown me in fair Thetis plains. 

Curft be the Sea that with outragious Waves, 
With furging Billows did not rive my Ships 
Againft the Racks of high Cerannia, 

Or fwallowedme into her watry Gulf. 

Would God he had arriv’d upon the Shore 
Where Polyphemus and the Cyclops dwell, 

Or where the bloody Axthropophagie 

With greedy jaws devours the wandring Wights, 


Enter the Ghoft of Albanact: | 


But why comes Albanaét’s bloody Ghoft, 
To bring a corfive to our miferies ! 
Ist not enough to fuffer fhameful flight, 
| But we muft be tormented now with Gholts? 
With apparitions fearful to behold ? 

Ghoft, Revenge, revenge for blood. 

Hum, So nought will fatisfie your wandring Ghoft 
But dire revenge, nothing but Humber’s fall, 
Becaufe he conquered you in Albany. ' 
Now by my Soul, Humber would be condemn’d 
To Tantals Hunger, or Ixion’s Wheel, 
Or to the vulture of Prometheus, 
Rather than that this murther were undone. 
When as I dye VIl drag thy curfed Ghoft 

Through all the Rivers of foul Erebus, 

| Through burning fulphur of the Limbo-lake, 
| Toallay the burning fury of that heat, 
That rageth in mine everlafting Soul 


? 


Alba. Ghoft. Vinditta, vindibta. ng 


hes 
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With new found torments rack proud Locrine’s Bones. 


a a LExeunt. 


¢ 


immanent 


eActus Quartus. Scena Prima. | 


Enter Ate as before: Then Omphale Daughter to the 
King of Lydia, having a Club sm ber hand, and a Ly 
ons skin on ber back, Hercules following with a distaffe, 
Then let Omphale turn about, and taking of her Pan- 
tofle, firike Hercules on the Head, then let them depart, 
Ate remaining, faying 5 


Vem non 4 rgolici mandata fevera Tyraxni, 
Non potut JUNO vincere, Vivit amor, 


Stout Hercules the mirrour of the World, 
Son to Alcmena and great Fupiter, 

After fo many Conquefts won in Field, 
After fo many Monftets quell’ by force, 
Yielded his valiant heart to Omphale, 

A fearful Woman void of manly ftrength, 
She took the Club, and wore the Lyons skin. 
He took the Wheel, and maidenly gan fpin. 
So Martial Locrine cheer’d with victory, 
Falleth in love with Humber’s Concubine, 
And fo forgetteth peerlefs Guendeline. 

His Uncle (orineius ftorms at this, 

And forceth Locrine for his grace to fue, 

Lo here the fumm, the procefs doth enfue, 3 
Léxit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Locrine, Camber , Corineius, Affarachus, ‘Thta- 
fimachus, and the Souldiers. 


Thus from the fury of Bellona’s broils, . 
With found of Drum and Trampets mélody, 
The Britain King returns triumphantly, 
The Scythians flain with great occifion, 
Do equalize the grafs in multitude, 
And with their blood have ftain’d the ftreaming brooks, 
Offering their Bodies and their deareft Blood 
As facrifice to Albanattus Ghott, 
Now curfed Humber haft thou paid thy due, 
For thy deceits and crafty treacheries, 
For all thy guiles, and damned ftratagems, 
With lofs of life, and everduring fhame, 
Where are thy Horfes trap’d with burnifh’d gold, 
Thy trampling Courfers rul’d with foaming bits ? 
Where are thy foldiers ftrong and numberlefs ? 
Thy valiant Captains, and thy noble Peers : 
Even as the Country Clowns with fharpeft Scythes, 
Do mow the withered grafs from off the earth, 
Or as the Plough-man with his piercing fhare 
Renteth the bowels of the fertile Fields, 
And rippeth up the roots with Razors keen. 
So Locrige with his mighty curtle.axe, 
Hath cropped off the heads of all thy Hunns, 
So Locrine’s Peers have daunted all thy Peers, 
And drove thine Hoaft unto confufion, 
That thou may’ft fuffer penance for thy fault, 
And die for murdering valiant Albanaéd. 

Cors, And thus, yea thus, fhallall the reft be ferv’d, 
That feek to enter e4/bion’gaintt our wills, 
If the brave Nation of the Troglodites, 
If all the coal-black eA:thiopians, - 
If all the forces of the Amazons, 
If all the Hoafts of the Barbarian Lands, 
Should dare to enter this our little VVorld, 
Soon fhould they rue their overbold attempts, 
That after us our Progeny may fay, 
There lyes the Beafts that fought to ufurp our Land. 


Loc. 


pati: Sb 25 ine Ses 


ce 
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Loc, 1, they are beafts that feek to ufurp ou 
And like to brutifh beafts they fhall be ferv', rae 
For mighty Fove, the fupreme King of Heaven 
That guides the concourfe of the Meteors, ” 
And rules the motion of the azure Sky, ‘ 
Fights always for the Britains fafet ; 
Buc ftay, methinks I hear fome fhrieking noife, 
That draweth near to our Pavillion 


Enter the Souldiers leading in Eftrild. 


Effr, What Prince foe’re adorn’d with golden Crown, 

Doth fway the Regal Scepter in his hand: 

And thinks no chance can ever throw hirh down, 

Or that his ftate fhall everlafting ftand, 

Let him behold poor €/frild in this plight, 

The perfect platform of a troubled wight, 

Once was I guarded with mavortial bands, 

Compact with Princes of the noble Blood, 

Now am I faln into my foe-mens hands, 

And with my death muft pacifie their mood. 

O life the harbour of calamities, 

O death the haven of all miferies, 

[ could compare my forrows to thy woe, 

Thou wretched Queen of wretched Pergamus, 

But that thou viewd’ft thy enemies overthrow, 

Nigh to the rock of high Capharews. 

Thou faw’ft their death, and then departed’ft thence. 

I muft abide the Victors infolence. 

The Gods that pitied thy continual grief, 

Transform’d thy Corps, and with thy Corps thy care, 

Poor Estrild lives defpairing of relief, 

For friends in trouble are but few and rare. 

What, faid l,few? I, few or none at all, 

For cruel death made havock of them all. 

Thrice happy they whofe fortune was fo good, 

To end their lives, and with their lives their woes, 

Thrice haplefs I, whom Fortune fo withf{tood, 

That cruelly fhe gave me to my foes. 

O Souldiers, is there any mifery 

To be compar’d to Fortunes treachery. 
Loc. Camber, this fame fhould be the Scythian Queen. 
Camb. So may we judge by her lamenting words. 
Loc. So faira Dame mine eyes did never fee, 

With flouds of woes fhe feems o’rewhelm’d tobe. 
Gamb, O Locrine, hath fhe nota caufe for to be fad ? 


[Locrine at one fide of rhe Stage. 


Loc. If the have caufe to weep for Humber’s death, 

And fhed falt tears for her overthrow: 

Locrine may well bewail his proper grief, 

Locrine may move his own peculiar woe, 

He being conquer’d, died a {peedy death, 

And felt not long his lamentable finarc, 

I being a Conquerour, live.a lingring life, 

And feel the force of Cupia’s fadden ftroke. 

I gave him caufe to diea fpeedy death, 

He left me caufe to wifh a fpeedy death, 

O that {weet face painted with Nature’s dye, 

Thofe rofeal cheeks mixt with a fnowy white, | 

That decent neck farpaffing Ivory, Sb 
Thofe comely breafts which Venue well might fpite, 
Are like to {nares which wily fowlers wrought, 
Wherein my yielding heart is prifoner caught. 

The golden trefles of her dainty hair, 

Which fhine like Rubies glittering with the Sun, 
Have fo entrapt poor Locrine’s love-fick heart, 
That fiom the fame no way it can be won. 
How true is that which oft I heard eae 

ne dram of joy mutt have a pound of care. 
a Efir. Flad is their fall, who from a golden Crown 
Are caft into a Sea of wretchednefs. ; 
Loc. Hard is their thrall, wha by Cupid’s frown 


Are wrapt in waves of endlef{§ carefulnefs, 
Effr, O Kingdom, object to all miferies, 
Loc. O Love, the extream’ft of all extremities. 


[Let him go into his Chair. 


Sold, My Lord, in ranfacking the Scythian Tents, 
[ found this Lady, and to maniteft 
That earneft zeal { bear unto your Grace, 
I here prefent her to your Majelty. 


Another Sold. He lies, my Lord, I found the Lady firft, 


And here prefent her to your Majelty. 


1 Sold. Prefamptuous Villain, wilt thou take my prize ? 
2 Sold. Nay rather thou depriv’ft me of my right. 


3 Sold, Relign thy Title (cative) unto me, 
Or with my Sword [ij pierce thy Cowards loins, 


2 Sold. Soft words, good Sir, ’tis not enough to fpeak ; 


A barking Dog doth feldom {trangers bite. 


Loc. Unreveresit Villains, ftrive you in our fight ? 


Take them hence, Jaylor, to the Dungeon, 
Chere let them lie and try their quarrel out, 
But thou, fair Princefs, be no whit difmay’d, 
But rather joy that Locrine favours thee. 
Eftr. How can he favour me that flew my Spoufe 


Eftr. But Locrine was the caufer of his death. 
Loc. He was an Enemy to’ Loerine’s State, 
And flew my noble Brother Albanaét. 


Effr. But he was link’d to me in Marriage-bond, 


And would you have me love his flaughterer ? 
Loc. Better to live, than not to live at all, 
Eftr, Better to die renowned for chaftity, 
Than to live with fhame and endlefs infamy. 
What would the common fort report of me, 
If I forget my love, and cleave to thee? 
Loc, Kings need not fear the vulgar fentences. 
Eftr. But Ladies muft regard their honeft name; 
Loc. Is ita fhame to live in Marriage:bonds ? 
ES#r. No, but'to be a Strumpet toa King. 
Loc, If thou'wilt yield to Locrine’s ‘burning love, 
Thou fhalt be‘ Queen of fair Albania ‘ 
Estr, But Guendeline will undermitie my State, 


? 
Loc. The chance of war (my love) took him from thee. 


Loc. Upon mine Honour, thon fhalt have no harm. 
Estr, Then lo, brave Locrine, Estrild yields to thee, 


And by the'Gods, whom thou doft invocate, 
By the dread Ghoft of thy deceafed Sire, 
By thy right hand, and by thy burniag love, 
Take pity on poor Esfrild’s wretched thrall, 
Cori, Hath Locrine then forgot his Gaendeline, 
That thus he courts the Scyrhians Paramour? 
What, are the words of Brute fo foon forgot ? 
Are my deferts fo quickly out of mind ? 
Have'l been faithful to thy Sire now dead’? 
Have I protected thee from Aumber’s hand, 
And do’ft thon quit me with ungratitade ? 
Is'this the guerdon for my grievous wounds ? 
Isthis the honour for my labours paft ? 
Now by my Sword, -Locrine, I fwear to thee, 
This injury of thine fhall be repaid. ° 
Loc. Uncle, fcorn you your Royal Soveraign, 
As if we ftood for cyphers in the Court ? 
Upbraid you me with thofe your benefits? 
Why, it was a Subje ity fo todo, 
What you have donet » deceafed Sire 
We know, and all know, you have your reward. 
Cori, Avant, proud Pr 


Affure thy felf, though thou a erour, 


Thou ne’re fhalt carry this unpunithed. 
Camb. Pardon my Brother, noble Corineius, 
Pardon this once, and it fhall be amended. 
Affar. Coufin, remember Brutus lateft words, 
How he defired you to cherifh them: 
Let not this fault fo much incenfe your mind; 
Which is not yet paffed all remedy. 


ox, brav’ft thou me withal, 
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| Cori. Then Locrine, lo lreconcile my felf, 
But as thou lov’ft thy life, folovethy VVife: 
But’ if thon violate thofe promifes, 
Blood and revenge fhall light upon thy head. 
Come, let us back todtately Troynovant, 
VVhere all thefe matters fhall be fetled. . 
[Loerine to bimfelf. 
Millions of Devils wait upon thy Soul. 
Legions of Spirits vex thy impious Ghoft - 
Ten thoufand Torments rack thy curfed Bones. 
Let every thing that hath the ufe of breath, 


Be inftruments and workers of thy Death. 
LExeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Humber alone, bis bair hanging over his fhoulders, 
his arms all bloody, and a dart in one hand, 


Hum. VVbat Bafilisk hath hatched in this place, 

Where every thing confumed is to nought ? 

What fearful Fury haunts thefe curfed groves, 
Where ‘not a root is left for Humber’s meat ? 

Hath fell « 4/eéto with envenomed blafts, 

Breathed forth poifon in thefe tender plains ? 

Hath triple Cerberus with contagious foam, 

Sow’d Aconitum ’mongit thefe wither’d herbs ? 

Hath dreadful Fames with her charming rods 
Brought barrennefs on every fruitful tree ? - 

What not a root, no fruit, no beaft, no bird, 
‘To nourith Humber in this wildernefs ? 

What would you more, you Fiends of Erebus? 

My very intrails burn for want of drink, 

My bowels ery, Alumber give us fome meat, 

But wretched Humber can give you no meat, 

Thefe foul accurfed groves afford no meat : 
_| This fruitlefs foil, this ground brings forth no meat, 
The gods, hard-hearted gods, yield me no meat. 
Then how can Humber give you any meat? | 


Enter Strumbo with a pitch-fork, and a 
Scotchecap. 


Str. How do you, Matters, how do you? how have 
you fcaped hanging this long time? i’faith I have fcap’d 
many a fcouring this year, but I thank God | have paft 
them all with a good couragio, couragio, and my Wife and 
[are in great love and charity now, 1 thank my manhood 
and my ftrength 5 for I will tell you, Mafters, upon a 
certain day at night I came home, to fay the very truth, 
with my ftomach full of Wine, and ran up into the Cham- 
ber, where my Wife foberly fate rocking my little Baby, 
leaning her back againft the Bed, finging lullaby. Now 
when fhe faw me come with my nofe foremoft, thinking 
that I had been drunk, as 1 was indeed, fnatch’d up a fagot- 
ftick in her hand, and came furioully marching towards 
me with a big face, as though fhe would have eaten me 
at a-bit; thundering out thefe words unto me. Thou 
drunken knave, where haft. thou been fo long? I hhall 
teach thee how to benight me another time: and fo fhe 
began to play knaves trumps. Now, although I trembled, 
feating fhe would fet her ten Commandments in my 
face, ran within her, and taking her luftily by the mid- 
dle, I carried her valiantly to the Bed, and flinging her 
upon it, flung my felf upon her, and there I delighted 
her fo with the fport I made, that ever after fhe would 
call me fweet Husband, and fo banifh’d brawling for ever : 
and to fee the good will of the Wench, fhe bought with 
- | her Portion a yard of Land, and by that I am now be- 
come one of the richeft Men in our Parifh. VVell, 
Matters, what’s a Clock ? it is now break-faft time, you 
,| fhall fee what Meat I have here for my break-faft. 

ieee é [He fits down and pulls out bis Vittuals. 


| T be Tragedy of Locrine. 


et 
Hum. Was ever Land fo fruitlef.as this Land ? 

Was ever Grove fo gracelefs as this Grove? 

Was ever Soil fo barren as this Soil ? 

Ohno: the Land where hungry Fames dwelt, 

May no ways equalize this curfed Land, 

No, even the climate of the torrid zone 

Brings forth more Fruit than this accurfed Grove. 

Ne’r came {weet Ceres, ne’s came Venus here 

Triptolemus the god of Husbandmen, 

Ne’r fow’d his Seed in this foul Wildernefs, 

The bunger-bitten Dogs of e4cheron, 

Chac’d from the nine-fold Puripblegitox, 

Have fet their foot{keps in this damned ground, 

The iron hearted Furies arm’d with Snakes, 

Scattered huge Hydra’s over all the plains, 

Which have conium’d the Grafs, the Herbs, the Frees, 

Which have drunk up the flowing water {prings. 


Strumbo hearing his voice ftarts up ‘ and puts his meat in 
his pocket , feeking to hide bimfelf. 


Hum, Thou great commander of the ftarry Sky, 
That guid’ft the life of every mortal wight, 
From the inclofures of the fleeting Clouds 
Rain down fome Food, or elfe | faint and dye. 
Pour down fome drink, or elfe 1 faint and dye. 
O Fupiter, haft thou fent Mercury 
In clowifh fhape to minifter fome Food ? 
Some Meat, fome Meat, fome Meat. 
Strum, Oalas Sir, ye are deceived, 1am not Afercary, 
lam Strumbo. 
Hum, Give me fome Meat, Villain, give me fome Meat, 
Or ’gainit this Rock, I’ll dah thy curfed Brains, 
And rend thy bowels with my bloody hands. 
Give me fome Meat, Villain, give me fome Meat. 
Strum. By the faith of my Body, good fellow, I had 
rather give a whole Oxe , than that thou fhould’ft ferve 
me in that fort. Dash out my brains ! O horrible, 
terrible, I think 1 have.a quarry of, Stones in my 
pocket. 


He makes as though he would give him fome, and as he put- 
teth out bis hand, enters the Ghoft of Albanatt, and 
firikes him on the hand, and fo Strumbo ruas ont, Hum- 
ber following him. [Exeunt. 


Alba. Ghoft, Lo here the gift of fell Ambition, 
Of Ufurpation and of Treachery. 
Lo here the harms that wait upon all thofe 
That do intrude themfelves in others Lands, 
Which are not under their Dominion. 


CExit.. 


Scena Quarta 
Enter Locrine alone. 


Loc. Seven Years hath aged (orineius liv’d 
To Locrine’s grief, and fair Eftrilda’s woe, 
And feven Years more he hopeth yet to live; 
Oh fupreme Jove, annihilate this thought. 
Should he enjoy the airs fruition ? 

Should he enjoy the benefit of life ? 

Should he contemplate the radiant fun, 
That makes my life equal to dreadful death ? 
Venus convey this Monfter from the earth, 
That difobeyeth thus thy faered hefts, 

(Cupid convey this Monfter to dark Hell, 
That difannuls thy Mothers fugared Laws. 
Mars with thy Target all befet with flames, 
With murthering blade bereave him of his life, 
That hindreth Locrine in his {weeteft joys. 
And yet for all his diligent afpect, 
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|His wrathful eyes pierciug like Linces eyes 

Well have I overmatche his fubtilty. ‘ 
Nigh Deucolitum by the pleafant Lee, 
Where brackith Thamis flides with filver f{treams 
Making a breach into the graflie downs, 0 
A curious arch of coftly marble frauglit, 
Hath Locrine framed underneath: the ground 
The walls whereof, garnitht with Diamonds, 
With Ophirs, Rubies, gtiftering Emeralds, 
And interlac’t with Sun-bright Carbuncles, 
Lightens the room with artificial day, 
And from the Lee with water-flowing pipes 
/The moifture is deriv’d into this arch, 
Where I have placed fair Estrild fecretly ; 
Thither eftfoons accompanied with my Page, 
I covertly vifit my hearts defire, 
Without fufpicion of the meaneft eye, 
For love aboundeth fti}l with policy : 
And thither ftill means Locrine to repair, 
Till tropes cut off mine Uncle’s life. 


LExit, 
Scena Quinta. 


Enter Humber alone, faying 3 


Ham. O vita mifero longa, feelici brevis ! 
Eheu malorum fames extremum malum 


Long have I lived in this defart cave, 

With eating haws and miferable roots, 

Devouring leaves and beaftly excrements. 

Caves were my beds, and ftones my pillow-betes 

| Fear was muy fleep, and horrour was my dream ; 

For {till me thought at every boifterous blaft, 

Now Locrine comes, now Humber thou mutt die ; 

So that for fear and hunger, Humber’s mind 

Can never reft, but always trembling ftands. 

O what Danubias now may quench my thirft ? 

What Euphrates, what light.foot Ewripus 

May now allay the fury of that heat, 

Which raging in my entrails eats me up ? 

You ghaftly Devils of the ninefold Styx, 

You damned Ghofts of joylefs e4cheron, 

You mournful fouls, vext in Aby/fus vaults, 

You coal-black Devils of Avernus pond, 

Come with your flefh-hooks, rend my famifht arms, 

Thefe arms that have fuftain’d their matters life ; 

Come with your razours rip my bowels up, 

With your fharp fire-forks crack my ftarved bones: 

Ufe me as you will, fo Hamber may not live. 

Accurfed Gods that rule the ftarry Poles, 

Accurfed ove King of the accurfed Gods, 

Caft down your lightning on poor Hamber’s head, 

That I may leave this deathful like life of mine : 

| What heat you not, and fhall.not Humber die? 

Nay | will die, though all the Gods fay nay. 

And gentle Aby take my troubled corps, 

Take it and keep it from all mortal Eyes, 

That none may fay when I have loft my breath, 

The very Flouds con{pir’d "gainft Humber’s death. 
LF lings himfelf into the River. 
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Enter the Ghoft of Albanact. 


Encadem fequitur, cades incade quiefco. 
Humber is He joy Heavens, leap Earth, dance Trees ; 
Now may’ft thou reach thy Apples Tantalus, 
And with’em feed thy hunger-bitten Limbs : 
Now Sy/iphus leave the tumbling of thy Rock, 
And reft thy reftlefs Bones upon the fame : 
Unbitid Ixion, cruel Rhadamanth, 


The Tragedy of Locrine. 


| And lay proud Humber on the whirling Wheel. 


| Ate. N ON tam Trinacris exaftnat tna cavernis, 


Back will I poft to Hell mouth Teparus, 

And pafs Cocytus, to the Elyfian Fields, 

And tell my Father Brutus of thefe news. y 
LExeunt, 


Attus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Ate as before. Yafon leading Creon?s Daughter. Me. 
dea following, bath a G'arland in ber hand,-and putting it 
on Creon’s Daughters Head, ferserb it on fire, and then 
killing Yafon and-her, departeth. 


Lafe furtive quam cor mulieris amore. 


Medea {ceing Fafon leave her love, 
And choofe the Daughter of the Theban King, 
Went to her devillith charms to work revenge; 
And raifing up the triple Aecare, 
Wich all the rout of the condemned fiends, 
Framed a Garland by her magick skill, 
With which fhe wrought Fafon and Creon’s ill, 
So Guendeline feeing her felf mifus’d, 
And Humber’s Paramour-poflefs her place, 
Flies tothe Dakedom of Cornubia, 
And with her Brother ftout Tbr afimachus, 
Gathering a power of Cornifh Souldiers, 
Gives Battel to her Husband and his Hoft, 
Nigh to the River of great Adertia : 
The chances of this difmal Maflacre, 
That which enfueth thortly will unfold. 

LE xt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Affaracus, and 
Thrafimachas. 


Aff. But tellme, Coufin, dyed my Brother fo? 
Now who is left to haplefs Albion, 
That as a Pillar might uphold our ftate, 
That might {trike terrour to our daring Foes ? 
Now who is left to haplefs Britany, 
That might defend her from the barbarous hands 
Of thofe that {till defire her ruinous fall, 


Witnefs the fall of Amber and his Hanns, 
And this foul Death hath now increas’d our woe, 
By taking Corineius from this life, 
And in his room leaving us Worlds of care. 
Thra. But none may more bewail his mournful Hearfe, 
Than I that am the Iffe of his Loins, 
Now foul befal that curfed Aumber’s throat, 
That was the caufer of his lingring wound. 
Loc. Tears cannot raife him from the dead again, 
But where’s my Lady Miftrefs Guendoline ? 
Thra. \n Cornwall, Locrine, is my Sifter now, 
Providing for my Pather’s Funeral, 
Loc. And let her there provide her mourning Weeds 
And mourn for ever her own Widow-hood : 
Ne’re fhall fhe come within our Palace Gate, 
To countercheck brave Locrine in his love, 
Go, Boy, to Descolitum, down the Lee, 
Unto the Arch where lovely Ejtrild lies, 
Bring her and Sabren ftrait unto the Court, 
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She fhall be Queen in Guendelines room. Doth Effrild fall with fuch fubmiflion 
Let others wail for Corineins death, | Before her fervant King of Albion ? 
I mean not foto macerate my mind, Arife, fair Lady, leave this lowly cheary 
For him that.barr’d me from my hearts defire. .. | Lift up thofe looks that cherifh Locrine’s heart, 
Thyra. Hath Locrine then forfook his Gaendeline ? That I may freely view that rofeal face, 
1s Corineius death fo foon forgot ? Which fo intangled hath my love-fick breatt. 
If there-be Gods in-Heaven, as fure-there be; - | Now tothe Gourt, where'we will court itout; 
If there be Fiends in Hell, as needs there mult, And pafs the.night andiday in Venus {ports. 
They willrevenge this thy notorious wrepg, Frolick, brave Peers, be joyful with your King.  C&xeunt.} 
And pour their plagtes upon sit curfed ‘a ie rhey 
Loc. What, prat’it thou, Peafant, to thy soveraign ¢ riee 
Or art.thou Gites in fome ecitafie ? Scena. Tertia. 
Dot thou not tremble: at our Royal looks ? 
Do’ft chou not quake when mighty Locrive frowns ? 
Thou beardlefs Boy, were’t not that Locring fcorns Fi 
To vex his mind with fuch a heartlefs Child, Guen. You gentle winds that with your modeft blafts, » « 
With the fharp peint of this my battel-axe, Pafs through the circuit of the heavenly vault, 
Pde fend thy foul.to Puryphlegiton. Enter the clouds unto the Throne of Fove, 
Thra, Though I:be young and of a tender age, And bear my prayers to his all-hearing ears, 
Yet will I cope with Locrine when he dares. For Locrine hath torfaken Guendeline, 
My noble Father with his conquering Sword, And learnt to love proud Humber’s Concubine. 
Slew the two Giants Kings of Agquitain. You happy Sprites that in the:concave Sky 
Thrafimachus is not fo degenerate, Wich pleafant joy, enjoy your fweeteft Love, 
That he fhould fear and tremble at the looks, Shed forth thofe tears with me, which then you fhed, 
Or taunting words of a°Venerean Squire. When firft you woo’d your Ladies to your wills : 
Loc, Menaceft thou thy Royal Soveraign ? Thofe tears are ficteft for my woful cafe, 
Uncivil, not befeeming fuch as you. Since Locrine fhuns my nothing pleafant face. 
Injurious Traitor (for he is no lefs Bluth Heavens, blufh Sun, and hide thy thining beams, 
That at defiance ftandeth with lisKing) | Shadow thy radiant locks in gloomy clouds; 
Leave thefe thy taunts, leave thefe thy bragging words, | Deny thy cheerful light unto the world, 
Unlefs thou mean’{t to leave thy wretched life. Where nothing reigns but falfhood and deceit. 
Thra. \f Princes ftain their glorious Dignity What, faid I, falfhood? 1, that filthy crime, 
| With ugly fpots of monftrous infamy, For Locrine hath forfaken Guendeline. 
They leefe their former eftimation, Behold the Heavens do wail for Guendeline : 
And throw themfelves into a Hell of hate. The fhining Sun doth blufh for Guendeline : 
Loc. Wilt thou abufe my gentle patience, The liquid Air doth weep for Guendeline : 
As thou though did’ft our high difpleafure fcorn? The very Ground doth groan for Guendeline. 
Proud Boy, that thou may’ft know thy Prince ismov'd, |, they are milder than the Britain King, 
Yea, greatly mov’d at this thy {welling pride, For he rejecteth lucklefs Guendeline, 
We banifh thee for ever from our Court. Thra. Sifter, complaints are bootlefs in this caufe, 
Thra. Then, lofel Locrine, look unto thy felf, This open wrong mutt have an: open plague: 
Thrafimachus will revenge this injury. LExt. | This plague muft be repaid with grievous war, 
Loc. Farewel, proud Boy, and learn to ufe thy tongue. | This war mutt finifh with Locrinus death,’ 
Affa. Alas, my Lord, you fhould have call’d to mind | His death will foon extinguish our complaints. 
The lateft words that Brutus {pake to you, Guen. Ono, his death will more augment my woes, 
How he defir’d you, by the obedience He was my Husband, brave Thrafimachus, 
That children ought to bear their Sire, More dear to me than the apple of mine eye, 
To love and favour Lady Guendeline : Nor can | find in heart to work his fcathe. 
Confider this, thatif the injury = Thra. Madam, if not your proper injuries, 
Do move ber mind, as certainly it will, Nor my exile, can move you to revenge : 
War and diflention follows fpeedily. Think on our Father Corineius words, 
What though her power be not fo great as yours, His words to us ftand always for a Law. 
Have you not feen a mighty Elephant Should Locrine live that:caus’d my Fathers death ? 
Slain by the biting of a filly Moule? Should Locrine live that now divorceth you ? 
Even fo the chance of War inconftant is. The heavens, the earth, the air, the fire reclaims ; 
Loc. Peace, Uncle, peace, and ceafe to talk hereof ; And then why fhould all we deny the fame ? 
For he that feeks by whifpering this or that, Guen. Then henceforth farewel womanifh complaints, 
To trouble Locrine in his fweetett life, All childifh pity henceforth then farewel : 
Let him perfwade himfelf to die the death. Bet pea lage — sd thy felf, 
5 or Nemefis the Miftrefs of Revenge 
Enter the Page, with Eftrild and Sabren. Sits arm’d at all points on our difinal blades, 
, And curfed Effrid that inflam’d his heart 
Eftr, O fay me, Page, tell me, where is the King ? Shall, if I live die a reproachful death. ; 
Wi bee bone ath he fend for me to the Court ? Madan. Mother, though Nature makes me to lament 
Is itto die? is it toend my life? ; My lucklefs Father’s froward lechery ; 
Say me, {weet Boy, tell me and donot feign. ...;, | Yet for he wrongs my Lady Mother, thus 
Page. No, truft me, Madam, if you will credit the little | | i¢ | could. my felf would work hi sd sre 
honefty that is yet left me, there is no fuch danger asyou| ” nl 4 
f , ; Thra. See, madam, fee, the defire of revenge 
fear, but prepare your felf, yonder’s the King. Is i : d 
Pes. Theps Miiviid. de tlie dale fait s inthe children of a tender age. 
: : n Geenk EY, Cent G ARIES UD, Forward, brave Souldiers, into Mercia, 


| And blefs that bleffed time, that day, that hour i 
| Phat warlike Locrine firft did Seat ee Where we fhall brave the Coward to his face. 


eace to the King of Britany, my Love, 
ace to all thofe that love and favour him. 
[A.ocrine raking her up. 


Enter Guendeline, Thrafimachus, Madan, and Souldiers. ; 
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Scena Quarta. 


Enter Locrine, Eftrild, \Habren, Aflarachus; and 
the Souldiers, 


Locr. Tell me, Affarachus, are the Cornifs Chuffs 
n fuch great number come to. AMertiz, 
' | And have they pitched there their Hoft, 
~ 1So clofe unto-our Royal Manfion? 
| Affa. They are; my Lord, and mean incontinent 
| -|To bid defiance to your Majefty. 

ik Locr. It makes me laugh, to think that Guendeline 
Should have the heart to come in arms againft me. 

| Eftv. Alas, my Lord, the Horfe will run amain 
| When as the Spur doth gall him to the Bone ; 
| Jealoufic, Lecrine, hath a wicked:fting. 

Locr. Sayft thou fo, Eftrild, Beauties Paragon ? 

Well, we will-try her choler to the proof, 
And make her know, Locrine can brook no-bravese 
‘March on, Affarachus, thou muft lead the way, 
| And bring us to their proud Pavillion, 
} hExeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter the Ghost of Corineius, with thunder 
and lightning. 


Ghost. Behold, the Circuit. of the azure Sky, 
Throws forth fad throbs, and grievous fufpirs, 
Prejudicating Locrine’s overthrow : 

The Fire cafteth forth fharp darts of flames, 
The great Foundation of the triple World 
Trembleth and quaketh with a mighty noife, 
Prefaging bloudy Maflacres at hand. 
The wandring Birds that flutter in the dark, 
When hellifh night in: cloudy Chariot feated, 
Cafteth her mifts on fhady Telus Face, 
With fable Mantles'covering all the Earth, 
Now flies abroad amid the chearful day, 
Foretelling fome unwonted mifery. 
The fharling Curs of darkned Tartarus, 
Sent from Avernus Ponds by Radamanth, 
With howling ditties pefter every Wood 5 
| The watry Ladies and: the lightfoot Fawns, 
| | Andallthe rabble of the woody Nymphs, 
| | Alltrembling hide themfelvesin thady Groves; | 
| And throwd themfelves in hideous hollow Pitse 
‘The boyfterous Boreas thundreth forth revenge s 
_ | The ftony Rocks cry out on fharp revenge: 
| The thorny Bufh pronounceth dire revenge. 0 «| 


Now Corineins ftay and fee.,revenge, 
And feed thy Soulwith, Locrine’s overthrow,! vy 
| | | Behold they come, the Trumpets:call them forth 
|, |The roaring Drums fummon the Souldiers. 
| }Lowhere.their Army glifterethon.the Plains,: 9): 
Throw forth thy lightning, mighty Zuprers:. 
| And pour thy Plagues on curled Locrine's Hea 


dan and their Followers at anotler. 


‘a Loc. What isthe Tyger ftaxted from his Cave? 
E (Is Guendeline come from Cornibbids ‘2 ." 

| That thus fhe-braveth Locrine to the Teeth? 

| And haft chou found thine Armour, pretty Boy, 

| Accompanied wich ehefe thy ftragling mates * 

| Believe me but this Enter prize was bold; hoilatou7 


i The Tragedy of ‘Locrine. 


‘| And well would feem tomakea Veftal Nun, 


[Soand she alarm, 


[Stand afide. 


| Enter Locringys: Bitrild _Affarachus , Habren and their 
"Sanldiets at ab Door, "Thrafimachus, Guendeline, Ma- 
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And well deferveth commendation. r 

Guen. | Locrine, Traiterous Locrine,.we ate come 
With full pretence to feek thine overthrow : : 
What have I done that fhowfhould’ftfcorn me thus ? 
What have] faid that thou fhould’ft me reject ? 
Have I been difobedient to thy words? 
Have I bewray’d thy arcane fecrecy? 
Have I difhonoured:thy Marriage Bed 
With filthy Crimes, or with lafcivious Lufts ? 
Nay itis thou that-haft difhonoured it, 
Chy filthy mind orecome with filthy Lufts, 
Yieldeth nnto affections filthy Darts. 
Unkind, thou wrong’ft thy firft and trueft fear, 
Unkind, thou wrong’ft thy beft and deareft Friend; 
Unkind, thou fcorn’ft all skilful’ Brutus Laws, 
Forgetting Father, Uncle, and thy felf. 

Effr. Believe me, Locrine, but the Girl is wife, 


How finely frames fhe her oration. ¢ 

Thr. Locrine, wecame not hete.to fight with words, 
VVords that can never win the victory, 

But for you are fo merry in your frumps, 
Unfheath your fwords, and try it out by force, 
That we may fee whe hath the better hand. 

Locr. Think’ft thoute dare me, bold Thrafimachus? 
Think’ft thou to feat me with thy taunting braves, 
Or do we feem too;weak to’cope with thee ? 

Soon fhall I fhew thee my fine cutting Blade, 
And with my Sword,, the Meflenger of Death, 
Seal thee an acquittance for thy bold attempts. 


LExeunt. 


Sound the cAlarum, Enter Locritie, Affarachus, and a 
Souldier at one Door, Guendeline, Thrafimachus, at 
another, Locrine and his Followers driven back, 


Then let Locrisie:and E trildenter\again int amaze: 


Locr. O fair &(trilda, we have loftethe Field; 

Thrafimachus hath won the Victory, 
And'we are left to bea laughing ftoek, 
Scoft at by thofe that are our Enemies; . 
Ten thoufand Souldiers.arm’d with Sword and Shield; 
Prevail againft an hundred thoufarid:men, 
Thrafimachus inceft with fuming ire, 

Rageth amongft the faint-heart Soul diets; 

Like to grim «Mars; when covered/withohis targe 
He fought with Diomedes in the field; od 
Clofe by the Banks’of filver Simois,... : [Séund the Alarum: 
O lovely Estrild now the Chafe begins, Fe) 
Ne’re fhall we fee the-ftately 7 roynovane z 
Mounted with Gounfersgarniht all-with Pearls; 
Ne’re fhall we view the: fair:-Concordia, 

Unlefs as Captives:we be thither brought; 
Shall:Locrive then betaken Prifoner, 

By fuch a youngling as Thrafimachus 2 

Shall Guendeline captivate, my love? 

Ne’re fhall mine Eyes behold that difmal hour, 
Ne’re will I view:that ruthful {pedtacle, 

For with my Sword,: this fharp Curtle-Axe; 

I?ll cut in funder my acetirfed heart. » 

But O you judges.of the ninefold Sty, ious 
Which with inceflant torments.rack the Ghofts 
Within the bottomlefs «4by/Jus Pits, dy 
You gods, Commanders of the Heavenly Spheers, 
Whofe will and laws irrevocable ftand, 

Forgive, forgive, this foul aceurfed fin, "' 

Forget O gods, this foul condemned fault : 

And now my Sword that in fo many fights [Refs bis Sword. 
Hafbfav’d the Life of Brutws and big Sepec . ‘ 

End now his Life that wifheth ftill,for-Death, 
Work now his Death that wifheth ftillfor Death, 

Work now his Death that hateth ftillhisLife. ,... « 
Farewel, fair E/trild,, Beauties Paragomy, -. 0; =» yon: hai? 
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Fram’d in the Front of forlorn miferies, 
Ne’re fhall mine Eyes behold thy Sun-thine Eyes, 
But when we meet in the Elyfian Fields, 
Thither I go before with haftened pace. 
Farewel,vain World, and thy inticing, fares, 
Farewel, foul fin, and thy inticing pleafures, 
And welcom Death, the end of mortal {mart, 
Welcom to Locrine’s over-burthened heart, 
[Tbrufts bimfelf through with his. Sword. 
Effr. Break hearc with fobs and grievous fulpirs, 
/Stream forth yowtears:from forth,my watry Eyes, 
Help me to mourn for Warlike Locrine’s Death, 
Pour down your tears you watry Regions, 
For mighty Locrine is bereft of life. 
O fickle Fortune , Ovunftable World, 
What elfe are all things, that this\Globe contains, 
But a confufed Chaos of mifhaps? 
VVherein as in a Glafs we plainly fee, 
That all our Life is but a Tragedy. 
Since mighty Kings are fabject to mifhap, 
I, mighty Kings are fubject to mifhap, 
Since martial Locrgneis bereft of life, 
Shall Efrild live then after Locrine’s Death ? 
Shall love of life bar her from Locrine’s Sword? 
O nod; this Sword that hath bereft hisiife, 
Shall now deprive me of my fleeting Soul : 
Strengthen thefe hands O mighty Fupiter, 
That {| may end my woful miferie, 
Locrine } come, Locrine 1 follow thee. 


[ Kills her felf. 
Sound the Alarm. Enter Sabren, 


Sab. VVhat doleful fight, what ruthful fpectacle 
Hath Fortune offered to my happlefs heart ? 
My Father flain withfuch a fatal Sword, 
My Mother murthred by a mortal wound ? 
VVhat Thracian Dog, what Barbarous Afirmidon, 
‘VVould not relent at fach a ruthfulicafe ? 
VVhat fierce Achilles, what hard ftony flint, 
'VVould not bemoan this mournful Tragedie ? 
Locriné; the map of magnanimitie, 
Lies flaughtered in his foul accurfed cave, 
Eftrild, the perfect pattern of renown, 
Natures fole wonder, in whofe beauteous breatts, 
All heavenly grace and vertue was infhrind, 
‘Both maflacred are dead within this.cave, 
And withthem dies fair. Pallas and {weet love. 
Here lies a Sword,.and Szbren hath a heart, 
‘This blefled Sword fhall cut my curfed heart, 
|And bring my Soal unto my parents ghofts, 
‘That they that live and view our Tragedy, 
_| May mourn our cafe with mournful plaudites. 

; ) [Let her offer to kell ber felf, 

Ay me, my virgins hands are too too weak, 
(To penetrate the bullwark of my Breaft, 
|My fingers n6°d ‘tocune the amorous Lute, 

Are not of force tochold this fteely glain; 

jS0 I am left towdilvhy parents Death, 

Not able for to work my: proper Death.” 
7 ‘Ah Lecrine, honowrdfor thy noblenefs.: 
| Ah Eftrild, famous for thy conftancie: 

Hil may they fare that wrought your mortal ends: 
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Enter Guendeline, Thrafimachys, Madam, 
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The Tragedy of Locrine. 


| Ah loving Parents little do you know, 


Find me young Sabren, Locrine’s only joy, 

That I may glut my mind with lukewarm Blood, 
Swiftly diftilling from the Baftards brett, 

My Fathers ghoft {till haunts me for Revenge, 
Crying, Revenge my over-haftened Death, 

My Brother’s exile, and-mine own divorce, 
Banifh remorfe clean from my brazen Heart, 

All Mercy from mine adamantive breafts. 

Thra, Nor doth thy Husband, lovely Guendeline, 
That wonted was to guide our flarlefs fteps, 
Enjoy this Light ; fee where he murdred lies: 

By lucklefs lot and froward frowning fate, 
And by him lies his lovely paramour 

Fair Effrild goared with a difmal Sword, 

And as it feems, both mardred by themfelves, 
Clafping each other in their feebled arms, 
VVith loving zeal, as if for Company 

Their uncontented Corps were yet content} 

To pafs foul Styx in Gbaron’s ferry-boat. 

Guen, And hath proud €frild then prevented me, 

Hath fhe efcaped Guendelina’s wrath, 
Violently by cutting off her ‘life ? 
V Vould God fhe had the monftrous Hyd? a’s lives, 

That every hour fhe might have died a Death 
VVorfe than the {wing of old Jxion’s wheel, 
And every hour revive to die again, 

As Titius bound to houtlefs.C ancafom, 

Doth feed the fubftance of his own mifhap, 
And every day for want'of Food doth die, 

And every night doth liveagain to die, 

But ftay, methinks, I hear fome fainting Voice, 
Mournfully weeping for their lucklefs Death. 


etc 


Sa, YoumountainNymphs which inthefe defarts reign, | 


Ceafe off your hafty chafeof Savage Beafts, 
Prepare to fee a heart oppreft with care, 

Addrefs your Ears to heara mournful ftile, 

No humane ftrength, no work can work my weal, 
Care in my heart fo Tyrant dike doth deal. 

You Dryades and lightfaot Saryrs, 

You gracious Fairies which at Even tide, 

Your Clofets leave with Heavenly Beauty ftor’d, 
And on your fhoulders fpread your golden Locks, 
You favage Bears in Cavesand darkned Dens, 
Come wail.with me the martial Locrive’s Death, 
Come mourn with me,for beauteous €Strild’s Death. - 


VVhat forrow Sabren foffers for your thrall. 
Guen, But may this be, and is it poflible, 

Lives Sabren yet to expiate my wrath? 

Fortune I thank thee for thiscourtefie, 

And let menever fee'one profperous hour, 

If Sabren ie not areproachful death. 
Sa, Hard-hearted death, that when the wretched call,” 

Art fartheft off, and feldom:hear’ft atall, 

But in the mid’ft of Fortunes good fuccefs, 

Uncalled comes, and fheers ourlife in twain : 

VVhen will that hour, that blefled hour draw nigh, 

VVhén poor diftrefled Sabre may be gone. 

Sweet Atropos cut off my fatal thread, 


VVhat art thou Death, thallnot poor Sabren die? >! 


[Guendeline taking her by the Chin, fhiall fay thus: 
Guen. Yes Damfel, yes, Sabren fhall farely- die, 
Thougtallthe VVorld fhould feek to fave her Life, 
And not a common Death fhall Sabren die, — 
But after flrange and grievous punifhments;”! 
Shortly inflicted upon thy Baftards Head; . 
Thou fhalt be caft into'the-eurfed.ftreams, \»\\ ' 


| And feed the Fifhes with thy tender fleth. 


Sab, Andthink’ft thoa'then, thou cruel Hemicide, 
That thefe thy deeds fhalbe unpunifhed'?" 9 


| No Traytor, no, the gods will ee; thefe-wrongs, 
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For ! my felf in fpite of thee ahd thin 
Mean to abridge my former deftinies, 
And that which Locrine’s Sword Ccouldnot perform, 
This prefent ftream fhall prefent bringto pafg, 
LSte drowneth her 
thers neck, 
8 4 Maid as fhe, 
¢ fought her Death, 
the pléce 


ce 


deceafed Spoufe, 
Becaufe he was the Son of mighty Brute, 
To whom we owe our Country, lives and goods, 
He fhall be buried ina {tately Tomb, 
Clofe by his aged Father Brutus Bones, 
VVith fuch great Pomp and great Solemnity, 
As well befeems fo brave a Prince as he. 
Let Effrild be without the fhallow Vaults, 


The Tragedy of Loctine. 
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VVithout the honour due unto the dead, 5 

Becaufe the was the Author of this VVar. 

Retire brave followers unto Troynovant, 

VVhere we will celebrate thefe Exequies ‘ 

And place young Locrine in his Father’s Tomb, % 

LExeunt omnes” 
“4 


Ate. Lo here the end of lawlef Treachery, 
Of Ufurpation and ambitious Pride, J 
And they that for their Private amours dare rn 
Turmoil our Land, and fet their broils abroach, 
Let them be warned by thefe premifles, ad 
And asa VVoman was the only caufe 
hat civil difcord was then fticred up, 

So let us pray for that renowned Maid, 

That eight and thirty years the Scepter fway’d 

in quiet Peace and {weet felicity, 

And every wight that feeks her graces f{mart, 

VVould chat this Sword were pierced in his heart. [ Exit. 
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